CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX
VENTORI

JORLARI 


Konlar firmly gripped Lirana’s lush figure in his arms and crushed her to him, spinning her around in happiness where she greeted him at the bottom of the ramp of their transport. He had not known until this exact moment how much his much younger wife and mate truly meant to him and he made a silent vow to himself to never put her in danger again. Lirana’s arms were wrapped tightly around his broad shoulders and she excitedly nuzzled his roughly bearded face in delight as his male aura swarmed around her. Even with all of the Alpha wolf auras she could detect since coming here, they did not compare to Konlar’s wonderful scent and aura in her eyes and heart.

Edrao stood just to the side of them with a small smile on his face as he watched for a moment and then he turned his head to look around. The immense airfield they had landed upon was larger than anything he had ever expected to see and the odd looking craft were situated all around them. They had only been to Ventori once since the Svorag had attacked and they found it desolate and devoid of life. Standing here now he did not get that sense from the surrounding area. He could see several of the aircraft lifting off into the distance, the sound of their engines powerful yet muted from this distance. He could see heavy weapons placements all around the airfield to include very well-armed security. His head came back to the rear of their ramp when he detected movement and he saw the single, tall Lycavorian make his way forward, three very stern looking soldiers behind him. All of them were searching the area around them for threats and it was obvious they were there to protect this Lycavorian. Edrao’s eyes grew wider when he realized that this Lycavorian was an Alpha, but he was also just like him. 
He was a Pralor.

Konlar lowered Lirana to the ground finally and she gazed up into his eyes with an adoring smile and love.


“You are not hurt?” Konlar asked her once more, reaching up to caress her cheek under his fingers.


Lirana nodded her head quickly, relishing in the feel of her mate’s touch upon her. “I am fine.” She told him, squeezing his hands in hers. “We are all fine my love.” 


“I should never have let you come here.” Konlar stammered. “I put you in danger!”


Lirana shook her head this time. “If you had not, then we would not have discovered what we have husband.” She told him. 


“How did they… how did they discover you?” Konlar asked.


“Does that really matter now?” The new voice spoke and Konlar turned to see the Alpha Lycavorian walk fully up to them. He had obviously been waiting patiently while Lirana greeted her mate which told Konlar quite a bit right away.  


He tucked his arm around Lirana and pulled her tight to him, meaning to protect her as he saw the three heavily armed soldiers just behind this Alpha. Konlar also noticed instantly just what Edrao had noticed. This Alpha was also a Pralor, yet his scent also marked him as being someone who had been turned for far longer than even Edrao.

“Welcome to Ventori.” Wayonn told him. “Though I dare say this was your planet long before it became ours.”


“Yours?” Konlar exclaimed. 


Wayonn smiled and nodded his head. “Oh yes. Ventori is now the second planet in the Echo Quadrant that has become part of the Lycavorian Union.”


“And you would be?” Edrao asked.


“I am Wayonn.” He replied evenly. “And we are certainly glad that you chose to come here.”


“Who are you?” Edrao asked once more. “What position do you hold?”


Wayonn shrugged his shoulders casually. “I have no real title.” He answered. “Though I imagine Martin and others are hard at work trying to think one up. Most everyone just calls me Vali’star Wayonn.” 


“Prophet?” Edrao spoke.


Wayonn nodded his head. “A silly name since I am anything but a prophet, but that is what they have been calling me. I can’t get them to stop honestly.”


“You are… you are Pralor.” Konlar said softly.


Wayonn nodded his head. “I was a Pralor yes, just like your advisor Edrao here. Though I was turned many years before either of you were born.”


“An Alpha?” Konlar asked.


Wayonn nodded once more. “My wife and mate was an Alpha.” He replied. “It was she who turned me.”


Edrao moved slightly closer to him. “How did you…?”


“How did I become turned?” Wayonn said with a calm voice and smile. “That is a story that would require some rather extensive time to tell, but it is one that you will discover over time I’m sure if you decide to remain among us. We are very fortunate you decided to come here. There is quite a bit that we need to discuss.”


“Where are our people?” Edrao demanded. “We will not talk until we know our people are safe.”
 


Wayonn met his gaze. “Your people are fine.” He answered. “You need only ask Lirana here for the truth in that.”


Konlar looked at Lirana and she nodded her head swiftly. “They are unhurt husband.” She told him. “All but Neral are within a portable building at their base camp with food and beds and many comforts.”


“Prisoners?” Edrao snarled as he glared at Wayonn.


Wayonn met his eyes. “They are no more our prisoners than you are.” He stated before looking at Konlar. “If you wish Konlar, I will have them escorted here and then you may depart Ventori without further delay. However, that choice will require us to label you and the Betas that follow you as potential threats.”

“Now you threaten us!” Konlar hissed.


Wayonn shook his head. “I’m not threatening you.” He stated. “I’m simply conveying the facts to you. It was you who sent your wife and mate and others who follow you here to Ventori to spy on us; to gather intelligence on us. Not the other way around. Or do you now wish to deny that is what you were doing?”


Konlar glanced quickly at Edrao and then back to Wayonn who could see the questions in his eyes. “I…”

“We detected your mate’s ship the moment that it entered Ventori’s system.” Wayonn told him calmly, interrupting his words. He looked at Edrao deciding to give a little information to them. “Our ships and equipment may be based on Pralor technology as you no doubt have discovered by now, however we are not Pralor in our tactics or our means.”


“You… but you are a Pralor.” Edrao spoke, his tone less hostile now.


Wayonn shook his head. “As I said, I have been Lycavorian for far longer than I was ever Pralor.” He stated evenly. “Lorendo was the one who saw to that, though I sincerely doubt he ever envisioned the consequences of his actions.”


“Lorendo again?” Konlar spoke.


Wayonn nodded his head. “His hands are far dirtier than even you imagine.” He told him. “He has been using you and your people to further his own agenda, which is not something that would benefit you or any of our people should they come to fruition.” He looked at Konlar. “As Martin told you, we are not the enemy.”


“You would just let us leave?” Konlar asked.

Wayonn nodded his head. “If that is what you wished. Those were Martin’s instructions to me.” He replied. “The end result of that decision would be solely on your shoulders however. We will eventually discover what Lorendo is up to, with or without your help. When we do, we will act on that information accordingly. When we do act, it will be neither quick nor painless for those aligned against us.”


“We are not aligned against you!” Konlar gasped.


Wayonn met his eyes. “Aren’t you?” He asked tilting his head slightly to the side and meeting his gaze. “Lorendo has had you following two Pralor women. Two women who happen to be family members to the Lycavorian King. His grandmother and his Aunt.” Wayonn saw Edrao’s and Konlar’s eyes grow wide at this information. “You are beginning to understand now aren’t you? Martin Leonidas is very protective of his family as you no doubt understand being wolf.”


Konlar nodded his head as he looked at Lirana quickly. “How is… how is that possible?” He answered looking back at Wayonn.


“That is a story for the ages.” Wayonn told him. “But it is fact. Perhaps one day you will hear it, but know that is what drives Martin Leonidas. If you wish to depart Ventori with your people, you will be allowed to leave without harm or pressure, but it would be you dividing our people. That is not something Martin wants. The only thing he loves more than his own people are his Queens and his children. He wants to speak with you and meet the man who has lead his people this far and obviously led them with purpose and care. It is your decision to make but before you do, know this…” Wayonn met his eyes intently. “If you decide to leave now and it is discovered that you knowingly took part in anything that happened here on Ventori, then he will hunt you down and there will be no place that you can hide in this entire Universe.” Wayonn stepped closer to him. “That is something that we do not want to happen.”


“We may not… we may not have been here,” Konlar spoke. “But these are my people! I would never do anything that brought them harm! Never!”


Wayonn nodded his head. “That is what Martin determined as well.” He turned slightly behind him and motioned to the closest Durcunusaan troop that was behind him. The man nodded and lifted his hand to his face, activating his jaw Implant. Within what seemed like mere seconds an odd looking hover vehicle came barreling up to their position and came to a halt. It had apparently been standing by just over the crest of the hill. Wayonn turned back to Konlar and motioned to the armored vehicle. “This is one of our Heavy Lifters. Our main ground transports. Please…” He spoke pointing to the Lifter. “We can stop at the barracks where your people are in Discovery Base and then I will take you to see Martin. They are currently on the other side of the city of Jorlari cleaning out the last nests of these Svorag vermin.”

Konlar looked at him with wide eyes. “He does this himself?” He asked in shock.


Wayonn chuckled softly. “Martin Leonidas does not sit back and let others do for him. He only waited until his Queens departed and now he is fighting in the thick of it with his men. His Queens would not have allowed him to do such a thing.”

“He sent them away so he could fight?” Edrao asked.


Wayonn shook his head. “No. They have a diplomatic mission that they are on with the Tasmor Sovereign Regent. But now that they are gone, Martin can act more recklessly than if they were here. Something he does quite well. Come… you will not be disappointed I assure you.”


Wayonn turned and began moving for the Lifter and Konlar felt Lirana nudge his side. He looked down into her face and saw her nod her head. He had come to trust her female instincts completely since they had been mated and he would not change that now. Squeezing her hand he began to follow Wayonn.

HELIX-CLASS CORVETTE

ASSIGNED TO ARC ROYAL
ENROUTE TO SPARTA'S WRATH
ETA THIRTEEN POINT 4 HOURS

They were designed and built for speed and quick strikes, and while they would never match the newly created and built PREMONITION in capability, the HELIX-Class Pralor corvettes were quite proficient. This particular Corvette had been tweaked by the engineers at Dreamland and while still retaining its speed and ability to fight, it was now used mainly as a transport vessel. Unlike the PREMONITION, the HELIX-Class Corvettes had only one main deck and two separate crawl spaces above and below the main deck. The central portion of the ship was configured in typical passenger carrying capacity with many comfortable chairs and couches spread out in the three different sections of the ship. The forward section was where Saydia sat with Namiri, Emylea and her four other daughters who had recently arrived on a Tasmor warship to be with their mother once they had heard of her union to Anthylea. All of them were overjoyed that she had finally fulfilled the one wish they all knew she had and that was to marry the beautiful and exotic Anthylea. The caramel colored Anthylea had been an anchor for their mother for many years and the adoring love they had for each other was without question. Faydia Daret was especially close to Anthylea for she was a Tasmor Breeder herself, and she sat with Anthylea speaking in soft tones, always seeking advice from the older woman in how she should act and present herself. Rena, Inara and Kelale sat with their mother, Namiri and Emylea trying to discover all that they could on the Lycavorians and other species that were among them. Emylea and Namiri were excited about this trip for their own reasons, Namiri because she knew this was an important mission. What she was going to do was secret, only Emylea knowing what the situation was all about. She had spoken to Sadi and the others for quite a long time and found them to be extremely friendly and humorous. They were already planning to meet her when they arrived and begin the ruse that would bring the Tasmor people together with the Lycavorians for many years to come. Namiri learned much from Sadi and the others about Androcles, and to say that his sense of honor and pride impressed her would be only partially true. If everything they told her about him was true, he could very well be just the man she had been looking for all of her life.


Emylea Daret on the other hand, she wanted to see Mari in the worst possible way. The bubbly Pralor woman had smitten Emylea from the beginning and they had shared a beautiful and passionate relationship for several months while Mari was with her mother Tobia on the Tasmor homeworld. Neither of them wanted it to end, but they knew Emylea would not have been able to continue their torrid relationship once Mari left, for the Tasmor Quorum would never have allowed it. Emylea Daret was heartbroken when she discovered Mari had married one of the Lycavorian Princes, but she loved Mari and to know that she was happy would make Emylea happy. She didn’t look forward to seeing her with another person, especially a male, but Emylea hoped she would be able to hold her one last time.


The center section of the ship held all of the Tasmor Quorum members, while the rear section held only four passengers, two of them Jacina and Recia. It was here that Aricia stopped when she caught Jacina’s scent and her azure eyes found her easily enough and went wide when she saw her. She had caught the faintest taste of her scent when they began the journey but she dismissed it as an accident.

“Jacina?” Aricia gasped as she moved over to the small couch where she sat with Recia.


Jacina’s face lit up when she saw Aricia and she got to her feet quickly. “Aricia!”


The two women embraced tightly, and Aricia pushed her back looking at her. “Carians Jacina you look beautiful! Your hair is…!”


Jacina smiled shyly. “It is a new beginning for us.” She spoke evenly. “I felt it was needed. Anja’s hair color is gorgeous and I tried to get as close as I could.”


Aricia let her fingers trace through Jacina’s long hair and smiled. “It’s beautiful. You are beautiful.” She said. Ever since they had first met her in that Svorag mountain horror, Aricia knew that Jacina would play a role within their family in the future. Martin and her fellow Queens knew this as well, but even Martin could not see how it would play out. She ran her fingers over Jacina’s cheek. “Just don’t tell Melyanna that… she will never let us live it down.”

 
Jacina laughed and nodded her head. “I won’t.” She said.


Aricia looked at Recia and took the chair next to the couch where they sat. “Recia, you are looking beautiful as well.” She said taking her hand as Jacina returned to her seat.


Recia had fully recovered and Anja had declared her free of the Svorag virus many weeks ago but because of advanced changes within her body due to the virus, there were still small portions of her body that retained the almost scale like skin of the Svorag. They were small and in places that no one would ever see, but they were very sensitive to the touch and Recia was still learning to control the urges these sensations brought out in her. One other thing that remained from her near transformation was the almost lizard like, eight inch long tongue that had not returned to normal. It was something Recia had come to terms with, but she was also still learning to speak normally once more. 

Aricia had to admit that those reminders aside, Recia was a very stunning woman. Her body was lean and muscular in a very lush feminine and way, her breasts firm and perky. Her long blond hair was the color of fresh wheat and her stunning blue eyes were clear and alert.

Recia squeezed Aricia’s hand and smiled brilliantly. “I have Anja, For'mya and you to thank for that.” She spoke. “You and they saved me. Saved us.”
Aricia blushed slightly, unaccustomed to the praise. “We only did what was right.” She said.

Recia nodded her head. “Perhaps.” She answered. “But you did not have to help me these last weeks and months as you have. None of you did. Remaining by my side while I came to terms with what happen to me. I will forever be in your debt.”

Aricia shook her head. “There is no debt to be paid.” She replied. Aricia took her hand in both of hers and looked at her intently. “How are you doing? Really?”

Recia smiled and nodded her head. “Better than I ever thought I would.” She replied honestly. “I don’t remember most of it to be honest, just brief images. They are fading for the most part thankfully. Anja has given me a treatment for the patches of Svorag skin that remain. They are still sensitive but she said this will fade as I become more used to them.” Recia looked at her with a genuine smile. “On a brighter note, I can now lick my eyebrows.”
Aricia’s eyes grew wide as the long, eight inch tongue extended from her mouth and rose up to move slowly along Recia’s eyebrows. Recia couldn’t help herself and she began to laugh and this caused Aricia and Jacina to break out into laughter as well. After a moment Aricia regained her composure and looked at them. “I did not know you would be coming with us.” She finally said.

“Anja suggested it.” Jacina answered. “She said your son’s ship will have the most advanced labs in this quadrant. Even more so than those on Artaaya. We want to work and that is where we will do the most good in fighting these monsters.”

Aricia nodded her head. “I understand.” She said. 

“I want to… I want to eradicate all of them.” Recia spoke in a low, harsh voice. “I want to make them pay for what they did to us. To others.”

Aricia squeezed her hand once more. “That is perfectly understandable and accepted.” She told her. “Direct that anger and desire in your actions Recia. Do not let it ferment inside you. And do not let it rule who you are inside.”

Recia met her eyes. “I would not have been able to do that without you and Jacina and the others.” She told her honestly. “Now, now I know I can.”

Aricia smiled and leaned over without hesitation to kiss her cheek and nuzzle her skin in a friendly fashion. “You will always have us.” She told her. “That is without question. Besides, Anja would never let such intelligent and gifted researchers like you and Jacina to escape her direct hand. She surrounds herself with the brightest and the best and that is why she is so skilled herself.”

“What is this ship like?” Jacina asked now.

Recia nodded her head. “We have never been on a VORTEX-Class cruiser before. We’ve never seen one except in history files.”

Aricia smiled. “Well then I guess we will discover this together for neither have we.” She answered. “We can get lost together and have one of our children come to our rescue.”

Recia and Jacina laughed at that as Aricia got comfortable. Jacina was to be part of their family in some way Aricia knew and the young woman, really only a few years younger than her though she had been in stasis for over nine hundred years, she fascinated Aricia. Recia was struggling to rebound from what had happened to her and being on Andro’s ship was the perfect medicine. 

Time would reveal all to Aricia and their family and no one would be unhappy to say the least.


The Flight Deck of the HELIX-Class Corvette held not only the two standard pilot seats, but also a third center seat that was slightly elevated and directly between the two pilot seats. The Flight Deck was larger than anything that Endith, For'mya and Tina had ever flown before, but all three of them were thoroughly enjoying the space. Tina sat behind For'mya in front of an immense computer console that monitored every aspect of the ship. Further back in the spacious deck was a refreshments counter and couch with a knee high table. It was on this couch that Perlyea sat with Aduna. Anja turned from the refreshment counter and handed each of them a metallic mug with steaming cinnamon flavored tea. 


“I spoke quickly with my daughter Eliani before we left.” She told them as she turned back and retrieved her large mug of coffee. “She told me SPARTA'S WRATH has four different main Research Labs and we are going to commandeer one of them.” She spoke as she settled in the comfortable chair across from Perlyea and Aduna. “I have all the research and data we have gathered since coming out here on my P9 and once I download it to the computers in the lab we can get to work. Once this business with Androcles is done.”


Aduna glanced at Perlyea quickly, Anja taking notice of the look that passed between the two women.


“What?” Anja inquired of them. “What’s wrong?”


Perlyea smiled and leaned forward. “There is nothing wrong.” She answered. “Aduna just has… she has questions about the Gene Treatment.”


“What questions?” Anja asked settling her eyes on Aduna.


“Perlyea has explained it to me.” Aduna spoke now. “It’s not that I do not believe her,” Aduna looked at her with a loving smile. “She is brilliant at what she does,” Aduna turned back to Anja after Perlyea reached out and squeezed her hand. “It is true then that we will be able to have children?”


Anja knew right away what was flashing through Aduna’s mind. After so long trying to have children together, Aduna was hesitant to believe that it could actually happen now. Anja smiled and leaned forward in her chair. “Yes.” She answered. “I have looked at all of her work and what she did in combining the needed parts of the serum. It was actually incredible work considering that technologically speaking Tasmor Medical Science is about a thousand years behind ours. That is a testament to her skill really.”


“I took the Gene Treatment shortly after Perlyea though.” Aduna spoke. “I know you told her it will take time but…”


“But it’s been almost two years and nothing?” Anja asked her.


Aduna nodded her head. “Yes.” She looked quickly at Perlyea. “Not that I don’t mind our time together these last two years. They have been glorious.”


Perlyea blushed slightly and smiled. “They certainly have.” She agreed.


Anja chuckled at their coy looks for one another and she set her mug down on the table. “The evolution of Lycavorian DNA is an amazing thing really.” She said. “It has been changing for millennia and it continue to change. It is adaptive to its environment. It does not matter that those on Ventori are Beta Wolves and you used their DNA; you would have had the same result with the DNA from an Alpha. When I told Perlyea the time frame of when the changes within your body will be complete it was a rough estimate. All the tests we have done since have proven this. Changes are occurring Aduna, in you and Perlyea and every Tasmor who took the Gene Treatment.”


“I know.” Aduna said softly. “I just want…”


“We want my love.” Perlyea said. “We want to start a family.”


Anja smiled at them. “And you will.” She said. “What is happening to you, within you; it is very similar to what goes on within our own people. Just in the last thirty years alone, among the Lycavorians within the Union, we have had to change how we view the things we grew up with because our females were coming into adulthood much sooner than they had in the past. Aricia went through her Coming of Age when she was barely over a hundred years old for example, but now our females are entering their Coming of Age in their late teens. Our males are moving into their own adulthood even sooner.”

“Sooner?” Aduna asked. 

Anja nodded her head. “Just as it is with our young females, they look older than they actually are in years, because evolution of our species has made this so. Experiences and events have caused this to happen for whatever the reason, and our DNA changes with it. My theory, and there are many theories, is that because we can imprint our children in the Etheric realm, it makes them older than they actually are. Our physical bodies are finally catching up. It took exactly eighteen months for my body to adapt after Martin turned me. With For'mya and Dysea it took a few months longer. Duewa was bitten less than a year ago, but the changes in her are almost complete. It is no different for the Beta wolves that Perlyea’s serum was created with. They may not have gone through as many changes in the same time period as the wolves in the Alpha Quadrant, but that’s the amazing thing about Lycavorian DNA. It is always changing.”
“And it will not alter us?” Aduna asked.

Anja shook her head. “Like Perlyea has probably told you already, she only used enough DNA strands to create the serum. Whatever changes do take place within you, they will be on such a miniscule scale you probably won’t even notice them entirely. Some of them you might. All of you will be healthier, that is just part of the Lycavorian Healing Factor that you will more than likely notice. Aside from that, your senses might be a little more sharp, your endurance a little higher, but nothing that will alter you as a Tasmor. Essentially, over time, the serum will have fixed whatever the issue was that was keeping your Breeders from having children in more numbers. You will still be completely Tasmor.”
“And those Tasmor Breeders that… the ones who entered into relationships with females from Ventori?” Aduna asked. “I only ask because… my sister has taken a Ventori female into her bed and they are very much in love with each other.”

Anja nodded her head. “They will be able to have perfectly healthy children. I mean we could probably do a Gene Projection and see what a child of such a union would look like, but if they are healthy, what does it matter?”

Aduna shook her head with a smile. “It does not matter.” She said as she sat back on the couch and looked at Perlyea with a new twinkle in her dark eyes.

“Would they be able to shift as you do Anja?” Perlyea asked.

Anja shook her head. “That I can’t answer.” She replied. “Not until a child from a union like that is born. Then it can be tested and determined if that is plausible. I mean we could guess and probably be right, but we wouldn’t be completely sure. I don’t like to guess either.”

Perlyea looked at her intently, glanced at Aduna and then back to Anja. “You can smell that we desire you can’t you Anja? Aricia and For'mya as well.” She asked softly.

“Perlyea!” Aduna gasped in surprise.
“There is no point in hiding it any longer.” Perlyea spoke frankly. “Not if we are going to spend so much time together in the future.”
Anja stared at her, unsurprised by Perlyea’s candor. She was a very strong and intelligent woman and so was Aduna. She, Aricia and For'mya had detected this wafting from their scents just as Martin had said. It grew more pronounced in Perlyea once Aduna had arrived since they were already lovers and in a deeply committed relationship. That desire reflected in Aduna as well because of their feelings for each other. Anja had known this would come up sooner or later and that they would need to address it. Aricia and For'mya agreed to let Anja handle it since it appeared she was more of the focus for both women.

Anja looked at both of them with her jade green eyes. “Aricia, For'mya and I, Dysea, Bella and Cirith, we have loved each other for so long, shared each other and Martin for almost three decades.” Anja spoke softly. “The love we have for each other is no different than what you and Aduna have for each other. Martin is the only man any of us have loved or desired in all that time. He is the only man that any of us have wanted to love. He is a part of us, just as Aduna is a part of you and you part of her Perlyea.”
Perlyea looked at Aduna with adoring eyes and nodded her head as she looked back to Anja. “Yes.” She said.

“Ever since Martin first claimed each one of us, we have always had each other.” Anja continued. “No doubts, no regrets and no hesitation. In that entire time, because of who we are, we have never had those we could speak with, be with, that were what you would call true friends. That is what we have always desired to be honest and until we met you Perlyea and then Aduna, we did not fully see that for ourselves. Martin has known that all of this time, he is scary sometimes with what he can see in others.” Anja looked at them. “You are both such beautiful women, strong and intelligent, and yes, desirable. These are the exact things we all look for in those we choose to share our bed with. Were we any other people, I don’t think any of us would blink at the opportunity to be with you. Unfortunately, we are other people and our love for Martin is not something we take lightly. It is absolute. What we share with him we could not share with another no matter how much we cared for them. It is the same for you and Aduna isn’t it?”

Perlyea looked at her exotic lover and closest friend in the universe. She reached out and took her hand before turning back to Anja. “Yes, it is.”

“So you understand.” Anja told her, some relief in her voice. “We have discovered, all six of us, true kindred spirits in you and Aduna. True friends that we can have sister like bonds with. That is what we can have. What we want to have, if you and Aduna are willing.” 
Perlyea was silent for a long moment and then she reached across the small table for Anja’s hand. “I think I would relish that friendship far more than anything else we could share.” She said honestly.

“As would I.” Aduna echoed almost immediately.

“We can be malda sometimes, and half the time we chase Martin around trying to keep him out of trouble, but it would be a glorious time.” Anja said.

Perlyea looked at Aduna and then back to her. “Then we accept.” She said quickly.

Anja squeezed her hand. “You don’t know how happy that is going to make us.” Anja told her. “You really don’t.”

Aduna smiled. “If it means we will see wonders throughout the stars that we never imagined, then it will make us equally as happy.” She said.

Anja laughed softly. “A lot of those wonders have tried to kill us recently.” She said. 

“No one ever said it would be easy.” Aduna came back.

Anja shook her head. “No, they didn’t.” She said with a smile.

“Tell us of your children Anja.” Aduna asked her. “All of them.”

[You did not tell them what our Beloved told you Anja.] Aricia’s sweet voice filled Anja’s mind.

[What would be the point in that Little Wolf?] Anja answered. [None of us would ever act out in such a way, regardless of whether Martin agrees with it or approves. He wants us to be happy no matter what, and if he thinks something will make us happy, he will agree to it. That is why he told me what he did about Perlyea and Aduna.]

[This is very true. We have seen this in the past with him.] For'mya agreed from her co-pilot’s seat without turning around.

[They are beautiful and very desirable… and in another life I wouldn’t hesitate to jump their bones.] Anja said. [But we are in this world and this life and I love my life. And they are not Martin Leonidas.]

[Avoi.] Aricia spoke softly.

[Besides… the only gigantic slab of meat I want dipping into my honey pot is Martin Leonidas’ gift. That man plain nubous us until we are stupid.] Anja spoke with a large amount of humor.

Aricia and For'mya nearly lost it in hysterical laughter at Anja’s words but they were able to maintain their control in their respective areas and only laughed within their private Etheric connection with their fellow Queens. 

[Oh… Anja Leonidas, you are so bad.] For'mya declared, her voice tinged with humor.

[She is so right though.] Aricia commented, still laughing in their connection as well.

[Stop!] For'mya hissed in laughter. [I still have to help Endith fly the ship and I can’t do it if I am thinking of that!]

Anja looked at Perlyea and Aduna and saw their confused looks and she smiled brilliantly at them. “Our children?” She said. “I should probably start with Androcles since he is the oldest of them. Well, technically Lisisa and Yuriko are the oldest, but they always defer to Androcles.” Anja lifted her mug of coffee and sipped it. “Androcles is…”
VENTORI
NORTHEAST QUADRANT OF CITY

FOURTH SVORAG BUNKER


Neither Konlar nor Edrao had ever seen anything like it.

Discovery Base was massive they soon discovered as they entered through the main gate area. They were directed to an area just off to the right of the gate where they exited the vehicle and then Wayonn led them through the paths of the base. Konlar was more of a space captain unlike his father, though he did manage to detect the many positions filled with heavy weapons along the perimeter wall that had been built. Everyone was armed inside discovery Base, even the Tasmor soldiers he had seen moving freely within the perimeter. Whatever was happening here Konlar decided, the Tasmor were now fully part of it. They had over two dozen warships in orbit around the planet, and their heavy transports were moving back and forth between those ships and the surface. They had detected the Flagship of Saydia Daret in orbit as well, which Konlar knew was not a usual sight. The Tasmor Sovereign Regent was approachable he knew, but she did not easily trust those who were not Tasmor. Apparently something had taken place here on Ventori that had changed all of that. The Tasmor troops he saw were working hand in hand with Lycavorians and at least half a dozen different species that he had never seen before.

Lirana’s team was resting in the large, portable building he saw when Wayonn led him into the facility. Their gear was stowed in different spots along the many cots that dotted the floor but the largest thing that Konlar noted was that all of them had their weapons and they were within easy reach. That single fact told him all he wanted to know since no man of any common sense would allow his enemies, or those he thought to be enemies, to keep their many weapons in such close proximity. Konlar greeted each of them with Lirana and all of them spoke of the wonders they had seen just inside this base. They had been restricted to the interior of the base, but they were not limited to where they went inside the walls. Many of them had spoken with the different Lycavorians in the camp, Alpha and Beta wolves alike, not to mention the different species. After a longer amount of time than he thought they would be allowed Wayonn motioned that they needed to move on. Konlar didn’t hesitate, for just being here had begun to bring out something in him that he had never felt before. It was almost like it permeated the air of the camp all around them. 

Confidence, pride and hope.


Two emotions that were in short supply among his own people for they were always wondering what the future held for them and their children. Konlar had many questions when they reentered the interior of the Heavy Lifter and he didn’t hesitate once the vehicle began moving.

“How… how many Alphas are there in this Union?” He asked. “Do they hold all the power?”


Wayonn turned in his seat slightly. “I don’t have exact numbers.” He told them evenly. “I know that Lycavorians make up about a third of the total population of the Union. Perhaps a little less. They are one of the four founding species for the Lycavorian Union.”

“One of four?” Konlar asked. “I did not… our history scrolls told us that Alphas did not work well with others.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “That may have been true when your ancestors were taken from Lycavorian and brought out here by the Pralor people, but it has not been like that for nearly thirty thousand years.” He replied. “I should know, for I was one of those who helped to bring about that change.”


“You are… you are him aren’t you?” Edrao asked now with wide eyes. “You are the Wayonn who occupies Pralor history files alongside Chief Elder Pralor Sumar! You were his Praetorian Mage! You were lost millennia ago! How could this happen…”


Wayonn nodded his head once more. “Quite a bit happened actually.” He said. “The short version… our City Ship crashed on Lycavore some forty thousand millennia ago. Instead of killing us, the Lycavorians absorbed the surviving Pralors into their packs. We did this willing after discovering that the Scourge had all but destroyed our own people. Through the many generations that followed, Sumar’s descendants took on a leading role in the future of our people and many changes were instituted over time. The caste system that existed between wolves was left in the past. There are thousands of Beta wolves in positions of influence and power within the Union, just as there are Alphas. You have seen for yourself in our camp that Betas or even Omega wolves are treated no differently. We are one people after all.”

“Then Sumar is…?” Edrao began to say in shock.


Wayonn shook his head. “No.” He answered softly, his mind flashing back to the Etheric projection of his dearest friend and how he finally got to say goodbye to him. “Sumar died defending what he had come to love, just as many did in that time. The man you are going to meet is his great grandson by blood.” Wayonn told them. “And he is also the rightful King of the Lycavorian Union. All Lycavorians, wherever they may be.”


“By the Ancients within the Rift of Time!” Edrao gasped. “If… if what you say is true then he is…”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Yes. He is a Praetorian.” He told him. “And just as powerful as his grandfather was, if not more.”


Konlar looked at Edrao. “What is…, Edrao what is a Praetorian?”


Wayonn looked at Edrao now. “You never told them?” He asked.


Edrao shook his head. “We have thought them long dead.” He answered. “I did not see the need to tell them of history that no longer exists.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Understandable.” He told him. “However, Praetorians do still exist, and even now Murano travels with Martin’s children, four of whom are Praetorians themselves.”

Edrao’s eyes grew even wider. “Murano!” He gasped. “I have seen his name as well in our history archives! Gods…”


Wayonn smiled at him. “Now you are beginning to see what is taking place here. And also why Lorendo is leading you astray now and probably has been for quite some time. He…”


The Lifter’s COM unit came alive then interrupting his words. The male voice burst out of the COM panel speaking excitedly but still with a calm demeanor.


“CRIMSON WAVE! CRIMSON WAVE! SIX SVORAG ANIMALS HAVE BROKEN THE CONTAINMENT ZONE! I SAY AGAIN, SIX SVORAG ANIMALS HAVE BROKEN CONTAINMENT ZONE! SPARTAN ONE AND TEN ARE IN PURSUIT! SPARTAN ONE AND TEN ARE IN PURSUIT!! ALL UNITS CONVERGE! ALL UNITS CONVERGE! THEY ARE MOVING SOUTHWEST TOWARDS DISCOVERY BASE! CONVERGE! CONVERGE!”

UNCHARTED SPACE

EDGE OF ECHO QUADRANT

TWENTY-TWO HOURS UNTIL FIRST CONTACT


It was the fastest ship they had, built for speed and stealth as most of their ships were. It was no bigger than a Union AUTUMN MOON-Class Frigate, though somewhat thinner along the center fuselage of the ship. Normally crewed by forty-five personnel, the ship had only fourteen occupants now, including the four person flight team. The Flight Crew was the most experienced of their crews and the oldest. All of them had volunteered for this mission knowing that it could very well be a one way operation. They were entering into uncharted waters here, attempting First Contact in space instead of on a planet. First Contact with a species that all of them knew did not take kindly to surprises or unannounced approaches to their capital ships.


Ishma and Awser looked up from their positions on the couches within the main passenger compartment of their ship when Perlae came down the small flight of stairs from the cockpit.


“We are just about to enter the Echo Quadrant.” She told them as she moved to the couch beside her sister and settled next to her. “Once we do the pilot says it will be another day before we catch up to them.”


“They are still holding position?” Awser asked.


Perlae nodded her head. “Yes, and we don’t know why.”

“Why would they have stopped and remained stationary for so long Perlae?” Ishma asked. “It does not seem like something that Androcles would do based on what we know of him.”


Perlae shook her head. “I don’t know.” She replied. “But I agree, it is not something that he would normally do from what we know.”


“What if they begin moving before we catch up?” Awser asked.


“The pilot tells me we have more than enough speed to catch them unless they conduct a jump.” Perlae said. 


“And if they do?” Awser pressed her.



Perlae looked at him intently with a stern face. She was the oldest of the three of them at nearly twenty-nine years old, each of them born exactly fourteen months apart, which is how long it took their eggs to mature. Their Darastrixi father and Lycavorian mother had shared a four century long romance before surrendering to their feelings for each other completely and becoming married. Due to their father’s Darastrixi seed, his DNA caused their mother to carry each of them as eggs within her womb until they were finally born. The moment they left the protection of her womb and touched the air, their shells fell away and they entered this world. Awser was the middle child at twenty-seven and Ishma the youngest at twenty-five and a half years old. Perlae had always been the more reserved of the three, the one who thought things through before acting. Awser was the comedian of the trio, while Ishma was the reckless and adventurous one. They had been inseparable as children, even more so after their mother was mortally injured in a mining accident. Their father had been distraught for several years until finally putting her memory to rest and moving on with his life. He doted over all three of them and worried for them, but he had trained each of them to be the finest warriors he could. When this was combined with their Lycavorian training, each of them was a deadly combination of speed and strength. 


They are the only three children to ever be born of such a union.


They were also Yowa. 

These skills passed down to them through their Lycavorian blood from their grandmother and her mother before her. No one had ever been able to explain how they could do the things they did, but no one really tried after seeing them in action. Vaes was a new and scary thing to the Darastrixi and it had taken many centuries for them to come to believe and then trust in its use. (Magic) Their Etheric abilities enhanced their Vaes skills and their Etheric bonds to their Darastrixi Bond Mates enhanced their magic pool, enabling them to cast many more magic skills that were much more powerful. 
Their Staania Dynina was widely regarded as the most powerful Yowa to have ever lived and they had studied under her for most of their lives. All of them knew of the vow their grandmother had sworn as she held her dying daughter in her arms, tears streaking her face along with the blood and soot from the mine explosion. They had dedicated their lives to the purpose of their people and what their existence meant in the grand scheme of the universe. While all of them well versed in healing balms and herbs, no Yowa could ever be any good without these skills, the balance of their training had taken place in Destruction and Alteration Vaes. Individually they were the most skilled and powerful vaes users behind only their grandmother simply because it ran deeply within their Lycavorian blood. Others who had this gift were well trained and schooled thanks to her, but the three of them had gotten the most intense parts of her training.

Perlae leaned more to the Alteration skills, and she had tricked even her staania on more than one occasion, while Awser and Ishma were devastatingly powerful Destruction Vaes users and could direct their power expertly. Their Staania had been training them, preparing them for the day when they would be reunited with the blood they had left behind, and that day was almost here.

Perlae gazed at her brother with that stern expression, which she knew would bounce right off his thick hide. 

“Then we will follow them Awser!” She snapped at him.

Awser held up his hands in a defensive manner. “Ok. Ok.” He replied with a grin.

Ishma smiled from where she sat and she picked up the scarf and tossed it at him as Perlae shifted on the couch, smiling herself. She could not remember a time in their lives when they could remain mad at one another for more than a few seconds. Awser had always deferred to Perlae’s benevolent nature, but the few times she had allowed her younger brother to unleash his fury in their defense, it had not been pretty for those who had insulted his beloved sisters.

“They will probably detect our ship on their sensors in a few hours anyway.” Perlae said. “They may have changed the name of this ship, but it is still the most advanced Pralor warship ever built and the most powerful according to Kenroe. It was built to fight back the darkness and it will have no problem detecting our ship I’m quite sure.”

“We will need to make sure we do nothing that they could interpret as hostile Perlae.” Awser told her.
Perlae nodded her head. “I have already made it very clear to our flight crew that they are very strict in their actions with unknown ships and people.” She told him. “Believe me, I made this abundantly clear. I do not wish to be blown out of the stars before our mission even begins.”

 Awser smiled as he sat forward in his chair and held out the data pad to Perlae similar to the ones he and Ishma had been reading from. “These are the last intercepts from the Alpha Quadrant that staania was able to gather from our contacts on Icarava before the entire network was locked out.”


Perlae met his amethyst colored eyes as she took the pad. “Locked out?” She asked.


Awser nodded his head and sat back again. “Apparently a Junior Scholar of the Elbakiw Sulevfu by the name of Dalis Sulryn altered the files in such a way that it was not detected until very recently that he had accessed the data cores from the Alpha Quadrant several months ago.”

Perlae looked at the pad as Ishma met her brother’s gaze. “He was helping Laren and Ladur?” She asked softly.


Awser nodded his head. “That is what our Intelligence people say.” He answered. “He gathered this data, hid the fact that he took it, and then gave it to Laren and Ladur. Probably so that they could learn more about their fellow Dahakoan.”


Perlae looked up from the pad. “Then they did receive help form the Darastrixi?” She asked.


Awser nodded once more. “Staania believes so.” He replied. “And from much more powerful individuals than the Livaiji Sulevfu could give to them or that our people believed was possible. Our contacts could not discover much since the lock down took place but they suspect someone very high up in the Urlkrisa Mamiss.”

“Members of the Urlkrisa Mamiss helped them to escape Icarava.” Perlae spoke softly. “It has to be if they are now together with Androcles, Dorian and the other Dahakoan.”


“Our people on Icarava have always been limited in what they could gathered but that is what they suspect.” Awser said. 


Ishma looked at her sister. “Perlae, how is it that we have all of this information about them? All of this, it could not have come from Darastrixi intercepts. There is no way they could gather such detail about them.”


Perlae shook her head slowly. “No.” She said. 


Awser looked at his older sister intently. “Staania has a source within their Union doesn’t she?” He gasped. “All of these years she has had a source there. That is how she knows so much about them! Who is it sister?”


Perlae shook her head. “Staania never told me who it was.” She said. “Only that she had someone very close to them, to all of them really, someone who watches over them. Someone that was able to give her vital information when she needed it. It was this source that told her that Sumar’s great grandson had returned to claim his throne. Over the years she has discovered everything about him and his children and Queens. All of it to be able to better protect them when the time came.”


“She has kept this secret all of these years?” Ishma said softly.


Perlae nodded her head slowly. “She only gave me this knowledge a few months ago. She must have sensed that enlightenment had come to them.”


Ishma nodded her head. “Then we must stick to the plan Staania laid out for us. It is even more important now.” She said. 


Awser nodded his head. “I agree.” 


“As do I.” Perlae said as she looked at them. “Sadi and Androcles’ firstborn children will be twins. A boy and a girl.” She said. “Staania has seen this and they will be the beginning of a new future for all of us. But they will also be the target of our enemies. Now that the Dahakoan have come together, our enemies will rally and try to destroy them for they will see this as well.”


Awser leaned forward once more and held out his hand to his sisters. “We know our tasks Perlae our beloved sister.”


Perlae nodded her head with a shy smile. “I know we do.” She said. “You know me though. I worry about these things far too much.”

Ishma reached out and placed her hand atop Awser’s. “We all do sister.” She said. “You are not alone in that.” 


Perlae didn’t hesitate in the least and placed her hand on top of theirs. Their hands twisted until they were grasping their fingertips together tightly and their hands curled into one large fist.


“Will they accept us Perlae?” Awser asked softly.


Perlae met his eyes and then Ishma’s amethyst orbs. “We are their blood.” She spoke confidently.
“When has our blood ever denied one another in our long history since Staania left Lycavore? Never.” Perlae nodded her head. “They will accept us fervon.” She said. “We are family.”

VENTORI

SOUTHWEST OF DISCOVERY BASE



There were few things as magnificent as seeing two wolves running together in full stride. If you took into account that Lycavorians in their wolf form were, in some cases, even larger than the Dire Wolves of ancient Earth, then this made it all the more majestic. The raven black wolf and the dark brown wolf beside it were running stride for stride, their powerful legs propelling them at an astonishing speed for something so large. Had anyone on Ventori had the presence of mind to have a speed measuring tool with them, they would have clocked these two wolves at just over fifty miles per hour. 


As Wayonn’s Lifter skidded to a halt and those inside barreled out, they could see the two wolves easily streaking across the open terrain after the five small and one larger human like figures. Konlar and Lirana stood open mouthed at what they saw. Lirana at least could and did recognize Martin as an Alpha and King while Konlar was seeing him for the first time. Neither was prepared for what they saw and both stood in shock. At no time in their lives had they ever seen a wolf the size of the raven black monster moving towards them now. Konlar estimated this wolf was at least four feet at the shoulder, perhaps a bit smaller and looked to weigh nearly three hundred pounds of muscle and fur. The brown wolf was not that much smaller, perhaps two thirds of the black one’s size and probably weighing close to the same. What amazed Konlar was the fluid motion with which both wolves moved across the terrain almost as if they were gliding across the ground. Four inch wide paws dug into the dirt and grass, thickly muscled hind legs drove them forward, their chests low to the ground and their eyes narrowed to slits. 

They had done this so many times in the past that neither could remember, though usually Julie had been beside them as well. They were brothers of the blood, which meant more to them than anything else except for the love of the women who occupied their hearts and souls. Today was no different as their hearts and minds worked as one. They knew each other’s every nuance and quirk. The moment that the alarm was risen that six Svorag had incapacitated three of their men and escaped out of the underground facility, Martin and Danny were moving. By the time they reached the exit and got above ground, the escaped Svorag were already four miles in front of them and heading back to Discovery Base. Martin and Danny didn’t hesitate for an instant and shifted immediately to give chase. Both of them trusted the others who remained behind to handle the rest of what needed to be done. They ran stride for stride, four inch wide paws hitting the ground at exactly the same time, their tails straight out behind them as they used them for pivoting and slight turns to adjust their direction. Their hearts rumbled as one, their muscles driving them forward, their eyes seeing everything. They communicated with sharp yelps and growls, twisting through the overgrown foliage until they broke into the clear and then they became heat seeking missiles as their eyes focused on the Svorag ahead of them with laser like precision. 

“Vali’star!” The Lifter driver barked at Wayonn who had moved in front of the vehicle.


“On the gun Kamen! On the gun!” Wayonn barked. The Durcunusaan didn’t hesitate and scrambled up into the gun hatch of the Heavy Lifter, charging the 30mm chain gun mounted there. Wayonn whirled to face him. “If Martin and Daniel do not stop them, open fire! They must not reach the base!”


“The King and General…!” The Durcunusaan began to protect.


“They would expect you to do your duty Durcunusaan!” Wayonn barked. “If they fail, you will open fire and keep firing until they are dead!”


The Durcunusaan nodded his head briskly. “Understood!” He replied not liking his answer but knowing it was the correct one to give. 


Konlar looked at Wayonn with wide eyes. “You just told him to fire on your King!” He exclaimed.


Wayonn met his eyes. “Martin Leonidas’ bloodline carries within it the largest wolves to have existed since his father and grandfathers lived! A bloodline that extends back over forty millennia! You can see that for yourself before you! He and his sons have no equal when in wolf form and Daniel Simpson is nearly as large as you can no doubt see. If they cannot stop those monsters then we have no other options! Martin would expect us to act if they cannot stop these creatures!”

While Konlar, Lirana and many among their small clan of people often enjoyed shifting into their wolf forms and running for the simple enjoyment and freedom it brought them, none had ever learned how to fight in their four legged persona. What they were about to witness was something none of them had ever seen and to say that it frightened them to their core was an understatement.


They could see what was happening three quarters of a mile away easily with their wolf eyes and they heard the sharp bark by the massive raven black wolf carry over the wind. A yelp of acknowledgment from the dark brown wolf and the two huge beasts split apart. The two slow Svorag who were trying to outrun the two beasts from the rear kept turning to see where they were. 

They turned one last time and it was far too late.


The two Svorag met gruesome deaths in the form of a four inch wide black furred paw equipped with steel like claws and a three and a half inch brown furred paw with similar claws. Both Martin and Danny didn’t even break stride as they leaped into the air and one swipe was all it took and then they hit the ground and continued running. The two Svorag stopped rolling along a few meters later, both of them with half their skulls caved in and leaking blood and brain matter profusely into the ground around them. Martin and Danny accelerated together and caught up to the second two creatures. Once more neither of them paused in their actions and black steel claws flashed out once more, this time sprays of blood erupting into the air as the sides of their thick necks were torn wide open by those nearly unbreakable claws. Again, Martin and Danny accelerated past the bodies as they kicked up clouds of dirt and grass and rolled to halts very much dead. The much larger Svorag in the center roared out its rage as it saw the two wolves flash by him. It also caused the two Svorag in the front to turn their heads and see the massive beasts chasing them down. They did the stupid thing and turned to face the two wolves, who by now had put a hundred meters between themselves and the lumbering monster behind them. Turning to face them was as singularly bad thing to do and it ended up being their undoing. While they thought to fight the four legged beasts chasing them, Martin and Danny each leaped into the air and shifted while they were airborne and attacked.


Two sets of Svorag eyes went wide as one second they were bracing for an attack by wolves and the next instant there were two very large men coming at them. Martin grabbed the Svorag’s head as he leaped over him and using his immense wolf strength he heaved the Svorag completely over his shoulder, the creature’s neck snapping and popping in four different locations until its body slammed into the unforgiving ground and bounced like limp noodles for several seconds before becoming still. Even as Martin did this Danny simply snatched the foul creature’s head in his hands and using his forward motion he dropped to one knee completely snapping every piece of cartilage and bone in the Svorag’s upper body with his horrific strength and huge body. As Konlar and the others watched neither Martin nor Danny hesitated in the least, whirling inward and raising their left arms. Wayonn heard gasps of fright as two Shi Viskas erupted from Flatspace and within a split second were launched from their arms. The shields flew with unerring accuracy and precision, both of them extending the razor like blades around the entire curved edge of the shields milliseconds after leaving their arms of their owners. They covered the eighty meter distance to the single beast that remained as it lumbered toward them with a roar of rage. There was little in the known universe that a Shi Viska could not slice through with little effort. Thick steel and concrete could stop them certainly, but not after the shields buried themselves into these two materials so deeply they could often not be pulled out without a machine of some sort. The legs of this Svorag monstrosity bearing down on them was not such a material.

Martin’s Shi Viska struck first, just above the right leg joint, and completely passed through the monster’s leg. Danny’s shield struck within half a second of Martin’s and did the same thing with little effort. Even as the pain filtered to the creature’s mind and he opened his mouth to roar as his legs flipped and rolled behind him, he began to pitch forward, his balance forever destroyed at the loss of his limbs. His roar lasted only half a second as his oversized head erupted in a ghastly spray of blood, bone and brain matter.


Konlar and the others could only watch in awe as the five hundred pound creature slid to a halt only a few feet from where Martin and Danny were kneeling. They were less than ten meters from where Konlar stood with Edrao in open mouthed wonder. They watched as the Shi Viskas whipped in from the side and settled to their arms as if they were feathers alighting on your arm and then they vanished once more. 

“What the hell was that Jules!?” They heard the tall, ebony skinned Alpha bark as he rose to his full height. He seemed to know that the single shot had been coming by the tone of his voice.

Wayonn’s head whipped to the side and his eyes searched for the voice as the female answered and his eyes settled on Julie Collins atop the building on the edge of the city some fifteen meters yards away. He had to consciously focus his wolf vision to compensate for the distance, but he saw her lowering the huge sniper rifle, a very competent smile on her beautiful face as she handed the rifle back to the Spartan beside her. Wayonn had learned of her history and past simply because of who she was. Martin and Daniel both considered her their dearest sister though she was no relation to either of them. He knew of how she had died, how she had been resurrected, and how all three of them now felt for each other and the other remaining members of their old team. Daniel was his Mard fervon, and Julie Collins was his true sister and there was no debating that as far as Martin Leonidas was concerned.

“That my dear brothers…” Julie spoke her voice carrying over all of their COM implants. “…Was a deep penetrating, high explosive tipped round. Kind of like what Colin uses on me.”


“Oh, I love it when you talk dirty baby!” Colin’s voice echoed in their COMS now and Martin and Danny looked at each other.


“Sibfla!” Danny muttered shaking his head as Martin laughed.


“Nice shot Jules!” He told her with that crooked smile. “Hell of a nice shot!”


“Someone has to cover your sorry asses with Aricia and the others gone.” Julie answered him with humor. 


Martin shook his head as he seemed to notice Wayonn for the first time, though Wayonn knew that was not the case. “Send a team to collect what’s left of the bodies Jules. I don’t want to leave anything to chance. Full gear and make sure they don’t miss any body parts.”


“On it Boss.” Julie answered.


Martin willed away his Shi Viska as he turned to face Wayonn ten meters away. He was instantly impressed with the Beta wolf Konlar. The man appeared to be in excellent shape and his demeanor was one of confidence and curiosity. The turned Pralor Edrao was a little more hesitant, but Martin expected that. Martin turned back to Danny.

“Pass this little stunt on to Kenny and Pablo so they are prepared for it in case the Svorag try it at the second facility.” He told him. “Burn them out if they have to Dan, but none of them make it out alive.”


Danny nodded and reached up to tap his jaw. “I hear that.” He said. “T'lolt and the Master Chief turned their barrels red on the northern tunnel because they were pouring out in groups. There were a lot more than we thought fervon.”


Martin shifted his upper body armor and nodded his head in agreement. “Let Kenny and the others know to expect greater numbers than we first thought. And make sure he knows not to worry about equipment damage. We can fix the gear, and it isn’t worth lives. Use whatever force he deems necessary.”

Dan nodded one more time and then reached up to squeeze his shoulder. “Anuk is calling me to come back. I’ll get this first site secure while you say hello.”


Martin looked over to Konlar and Wayonn. “We’ll be along shortly.” He told him. “And have Nubian contact Captain Drenia so that the Tasmor can have a team available in case any Tasmor remains are found.”


“Got it.” Danny answered before shifting back to wolf form and sprinting back towards the underground research facility. 


Martin adjusted his armor once more and then moved over beside Wayonn. Wayonn looked at him. “More exciting than you first thought I take it?” Wayonn asked.

Martin grinned in response. “Depends on your definition of exciting.” He replied. “But yeah, something like that.”


“A definition I’m quite sure Aricia and the others would not approve of.” Wayonn told him. “Nor Helen, which is why you sent her up to the ARC ROYAL in order to organize the refugees when they begin arriving.”


Martin looked at him. “You going to rat me out?” He asked sternly.


Wayonn couldn’t help but laugh. “I won’t need to.” He said after a moment. “They know you too well.” Wayonn motioned to Konlar. “Allow me to introduce Konlar and Edrao.”


Konlar bowed his head deeply out of an almost instinctual deference to the Alpha wolf standing before him. “I am…”


“A leader of men!” Martin snapped causing Konlar to look at him with wide eyes. “And you don’t bow to me or anyone.” Martin held out his hand to him and Konlar glanced quickly at Wayonn with a stunned expression. Wayonn nodded without hesitation and Konlar turned back to Martin and slowly reached out to take the hand.

Martin smiled at the firm grip and he looked at Wayonn. “Got room for my big ass in that vehicle?” He asked. “We got a lot to talk about and we may as well get started.”


Wayonn nodded his head knowing that Martin Leonidas’ casual nature and his never ending humorous one liners could do more to put people at ease than anything Wayonn had ever witnessed. “By all means.”


Martin nodded his head. “Then let’s get started.” He said. “We still have lots of rats to exterminate and I don’t want to miss the party.”


Konlar could not help the slow burn of anger that had been building within him for the last hour at what he had seen. He could sense this from Edrao as well, and from his beloved Lirana he could sense the horror at what had taken place in this facility. It had taken all of his willpower not to lose the breakfast he had eaten before leaving the ship, while Lirana had dry heaved several times at what remained in several of the rooms in the underground research site. Edrao had lost the contents of his stomach very early on, but he was made from strong stock and he continued with them. When they finally exited the facility back above ground, all of them breathed deeply of the fresh, clean air as Martin led them over to a large half ten that had been set up. Inside was a large Communications Array with two female technicians monitoring whatever COM channels they were supposed to be monitoring. Several dozen crates of what could only be ammunition of some sort were scattered about and it was these that they finally settled on. Martin moved to the ever present urn of Aricia’s coffee and drew a mug for each of them, putting the tray of creamer and honey on a crate in front of them while he sat back on one. Whatever doubts or concerns Konlar had held inside him before coming here had vanished within the first thirty minutes. Even Edrao, who had been much more skeptical and concerned on the trip here, even he had become totally different. Given what they had learned so far and the way their own people were being treated, how could they not. Whatever they had known or read about when it came to the Alpha wolves of their species, it had been completely and utterly shredded into tiny pieces.

Wayonn had moved into the tent now and they waited while he drew a mug of coffee and then took a crate beside Martin.


It was Konlar who began speaking first for he wanted it known right away that he had no idea of what was occurring here on his former homeworld.


“King Leonidas…,” Konlar met his dark brown eyes and remembered that this man had practically demanded that Konlar call him by his first name while they were inside the facility. “Martin… I give you my word that we had no idea… I had no idea that this was taking place here. And I certainly would not have been party to it. None of my people would have assisted with this horror!”

Martin nodded his head quickly. “I figured that out in the first few seconds Konlar. No Lycavorian would have been able to tolerate this being done to our people. And any who did are not Lycavorians at all.”


“This is Lorendo’s doing?” Edrao asked.


It was Wayonn who answered with a nod of his head. “He developed the virus initially, yes. Though we don’t know or understand the full scope or intent of what he was trying to do, the virus got away from him. He lost control of it. The Svorag are the result. What you see all around you is the result.”


“Carians!” Lirana gasped in shock. 


“When he lost control of it we don’t know.” Martin continued. “We don’t really have a lot of information to go on because he was hiding this even from his own people. That’s why the facility in orbit of your world is so important. It could be a wealth of information that could very well help us to eradicate this virus and the Svorag.”


“If what you say is true, then a cure could be found for it.” Edrao said.


Martin nodded his head. “Something that my wife and mate Anja is very capable of making.”


“And for the millions already infected?” Edrao asked. “There is no hope is there?”


Martin looked at Wayonn quickly and then shook his head slowly as he turned back to them. 
“No. I won’t lie to you about it. We can inoculate people, maybe even save those who have been turned less than a year. Anja and her people are brilliant and they were able to save two infected Pralors that we found on Onterom, but it’s a crap shoot really. And far greater a risk than I am willing to take.”

Edrao nodded his head slowly. “My contacts on Artaaya said the same thing many years ago.” He spoke softly.


“These contacts?” Wayonn asked now.

Edrao nodded his head. “Turned, just like me.” He replied. “They returned to Artaaya many years ago. All three of them were captured by Kintaur and then rescued by us after several years of captivity. They maintained their past identities and we developed back stories for how they had escaped the Kintaur. They send me information whenever they feel it is necessary. Lorendo does not know who they are. It is something that Konlar’s father established before he was born.”


“Exactly how many Pralors are there among your people?” Martin asked.


Konlar shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “I do not know to be honest.” He told him in reply. “Our pack is perhaps eighteen thousand strong. Among them are many Pralors who we have rescued through the years from the Kintaur or Svorag. Several hundred at least.”


“I was among the first.” Edrao told them now. “Konlar’s father led an assault against a Kintaur base. They were not there to save us, Lorendo had sent them there for another purpose, but he ended up saving all of us. Nineteen in total. We returned to their village and remained. My… my bride found me a year later. A year after that she turned me and we became married.”


“No Alphas?” Martin asked.


Konlar shook his head quickly. “No. The Alphas that our history says were among us when we settled Ventori had been gone for millennia by the time Lorendo approached my father and they made this deal.”


“There have been whispers through the decades…” Lirana spoke up now.


Konlar looked at her. “Lirana my wife, there is no way to confirm them and given who we heard them from, more than likely it is not true.”


Martin leaned forward on the crate now. “What whispers?” He asked.


Lirana smiled shyly. “Konlar is right.” She said.


“No… I’d like to hear them.” Martin told her.


Lirana looked at Konlar and he nodded with another shrug. “You know more about them than I do.” He said.


Lirana turned back to Martin. “I have spoken to several of the oldest elders in our pack. I have a love of history and such.” She said. “In our conversations, all of them have spoken of different rumors and whispers that they had heard from others in their time. Some of these rumors were said to have come from different Pralors who worked with Lorendo, ones that we interacted with early on. The elders say there were a handful that did not full trust Lorendo even then. None of these rumors were ever confirmed and therefore none were ever really believed.”


“What were they?” Wayonn asked.


“The most prominent was that there was a large planet on the far side of Kintaur space. Along the edge of the quadrant. The only ones even able to reach that far with their ships are Pralors.” Lirana told them. “Supposedly it was also home to Lycavorians. Some believe that is where the Alphas with us disappeared to. Through the decades these rumors and whispers grew wildly exaggerated and that is why no one puts much faith in them. That and no one has ever been able to confirm it.”


“Wildly exaggerated how?” Martin asked.


Lirana shrugged. “The whispers spoke of a large Empire. Powerful weapons and ships.” She answered. “As I said, they are just whispers and rumors.”


Martin looked at Wayonn. “Delnash did say there were two planets in this Quadrant that had been seeded with our people.” He said.


Wayonn nodded his head. “Yes he did, but we sent probes to the second planet Martin. They detected nothing. Signs of an ancient civilization but nothing else.”


“And we didn’t explore it further because of our current situation.” Martin agreed. “But what if that civilization was Lycavorian and they moved on. And you heard about the Svorag that Anja said used to be a Pralor. She was turned by an Alpha. Where did she come from?”


Wayonn met his eyes. “Are you thinking that Lorendo knows about them?”


“He created these monsters!” Martin snapped. “If one of them turned an Alpha female then they have had interaction with them before. It wasn’t one of our people and if they had taken her from the Alpha Quadrant we would have known or heard about it. Which means Lorendo is involved somehow, someway. And that sleazy fucking bastard knows about them.”


Wayonn nodded his head. “Your logic is sound Martin.” He said. “But how do we go about discovering if it is true? We can’t simply ask Lorendo.”


“I give him to Nubian and he’ll be singing like a nubous canary inside an hour.” Martin growled.


Wayonn nodded his head. “Yes… and it could possibly destroy whatever trust we have built with Delnash and other Pralors so far. We can’t destroy that now Martin. We need each other and you know it.”


“You can do this?” Konlar asked now drawing their attention back to him. “You can tell just by going to this planet who lived there?”

Martin nodded his head. “We have equipment that can determine it, yes.”


“And you have people who can operate this equipment?” Konlar pressed him.

Martin met his eyes. “Yes.”


“Then give me these people and equipment and I will take them.” Konlar offered. 


Martin shook his head. “I need your knowledge of that station.” He told him.


Edrao stood up. “I have been to the station more times than Konlar and I know nothing about commanding our ship. At the very least I can get you into the entrance foyer. No one is allowed past the security checkpoints after that but I can get us into the foyer leading to these checkpoints. After that, they have biometric sensors and security measures that we could not breach.”


“We can.” Martin said confidently.


“We have… we have people who have been taken through the years. They made supply trips to the station and never returned. If they are there we…” Edrao began to speak.

“You never asked what happened to them.” Wayonn asked.


Konlar rose to his feet. “We were always told by Lorendo or those who work for him on the station that they were needed elsewhere for work.” He replied. “We did not to question it at first, but then we began to suspect this was not true. We were never in a position to find out.”


“You realize that any of your people who were taken are probably…” Martin looked at him. “They are probably dead or turned into a Svorag.”


Konlar nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”


“Where are your people Konlar?” Martin asked bluntly.


Konlar looked at Edrao and then back to Martin without speaking. He opened his mouth to speak but then closed it again. “Martin I…”


Martin stepped right up to him. He was taller than Konlar by roughly four inches and easily had fifty to sixty pounds of muscle on him but to his credit Konlar didn’t blink. “No.” He spoke evenly. “That is a trust that I have not earned yet. That we have not earned yet.” Martin nodded his head. “I would do the same thing in your position. I am going to earn that trust. We’ll earn that trust, but right now, tell me about this mission Lorendo wanted you to conduct against Murano and Mari.”

“He wanted… he wanted us to kill Murano and take who he thinks is Delnash’s daughter. This young woman Mari.” Konlar answered.


Martin nodded. “Give me all the details he gave to you.”


“Why?” Konlar asked. “It is not something I will do now knowing who they are.”


Martin grinned. “Yes, you will.”


Konlar looked at him oddly. “We will?” He asked.


Wayonn chuckled softly and shook his head. “Welcome to the universe of out of the box thinking Konlar. You will find it just as exciting and malda as I do.”

ARTAAYA

OFFICE OF THE CHIEF ELDER


“…You certain Martin?” Delnash asked the image of Martin from Ventori. He had admitted to himself many weeks ago that he looked forward to these communications with Martin. His blunt talk and complete honesty was utterly refreshing to say the least.


“That’s the problem.” Martin answered him. “We aren’t certain and that is why I felt I should call you.”


Delnash nodded his head and motioned to the man beside him. “Martin this is Captain Dehov… pardon me, Admiral now since I promoted him. He will be in charge of the ships we are sending to Honelze. He will also be your direct liaison to me. I trust him completely and that is why I have him here now. He has been fully briefed about everything.”


Martin nodded his head. “Admiral, a pleasure.”


Dehov smiled and nodded his head. “I assure you Praetorian Martin, it is far more an honor for me.”


Delnash saw Martin roll his eyes slightly and he grinned knowing that Martin was never going to get used to that. “I had Dehov pull whatever records he could without raising suspicion to what he was doing. Two Seven also helped to cover his tracks.”


“What did you find out?” Martin asked.


Dehov reached forward and activated the small holo disc on the table and the star chart came into view. “This is the area of space you are inquiring about.” Dehov spoke swirling his finger in the holo star chart. “And to be embarrassingly honest, we know nothing about it.”


“What?” Martin asked.


“When we first colonized Artaaya the decision was made to keep our imprint as small as possible.” Delnash told him. “Only the space around Honelze and our other colony world of Nepneu were thoroughly searched. The area of the Echo quadrant that you are inquiring about is vast and since we were not looking to…”


Martin nodded his head. “I get it.” He said. “Did you send any probes at least?” 
 


Dehov nodded his head. “That we did do. Four of them to be exact. All of them stopped transmitting within a week of arriving in this area of space. All of them registered sub space anomalies just before they went off line. The Science Convocation determined that this entire area was essentially a sub space minefield. Likely due to a supernova that occurred roughly a million years ago.”

“Another mitigating factor is that in order to get to this area of the quadrant we would have to send a ship through Kintaur space.” Delnash spoke. “After our initial encounters and their continued hostility towards us for not giving them our technology, I did not want to risk sending ships across their space. One of our ships is enough of a match for three or four of theirs, but they patrol in large numbers now. They would have overwhelmed a single science vessel just in numbers.”


“How many Pralors have the Kintaur seized through the years?” Martin asked. 


Delnash looked at Dehov quickly and then back to Martin. “One thousand four hundred and nineteen.” He answered. “None of whom have been returned. I bear the responsibility for that entirely. I was not willing to give them our technology for the return of our people. It would have altered the balance of power within the quadrant of space to the extreme. It is also why I have never given our technology to the Tasmor people, though after meeting and speaking with Sovereign Regent Daret, I should have looked at that avenue more thoroughly.”


Martin shook his head. “You did the right thing.” He said. “In your position I would have done the same.”


“Speaking of the Tasmor Martin…?” Delnash asked. “Exactly how much have you shared with them? The way you have adapted our technology with yours makes you just as advanced as my people. Perhaps more so in different ways.”


“Saydia knows what I am willing to give her and what I am not.” Martin told him honestly. “I will not share weapons or shield technology, nor will I share engine designs and schematics. I have authorized medical technology be made available to them based on Anja’s recommendations, as well as the means to take their engines to the next level. It doesn’t give it to them, but it makes them work hard on their own to discover these advances, which they probably will knowing them. Given their level of technology and the skill of the engineers they have now, I estimate that they will be able to make and build their own Interstellar Quantum based engines within two to three decades. Looking at their history as I did, most of my people agree that they would have discovered how to build this tech within fifty years anyways. So now they discover this technology perhaps two decades earlier than they would have and they do it on their own. I determined that was acceptable. The Tasmor are sharp Delnash, and I believe their arrogance only comes from what their conflict with the Kintaur forced them to become. Anja tells me that Perlyea and others are thrilled with the medical knowledge and equipment they are being exposed to and allowed to use. They are already talking about the diseases and afflictions that they can cure. In my book when people are more concerned about making cures than weapons, that’s a good thing.”


Delnash sat back in his chair and shook his head. “That is my mindset as well. And this is something we could have done many decades ago if we ourselves were not so arrogant and introverted. And in doing so we would have earned a powerful ally, for I too find that timetable you just described acceptable as well.”


Martin grinned in the transmission. “There’s an expression among my people for what you are thinking.” He said.

Delnash looked at him. “What is that?”


“Shit happens.” Martin told him.


“And what does this mean?” Delnash asked.


“Basically… get over it and move forward.” Martin said. 

Delnash chuckled and nodded his head. “Interesting. Perhaps I will use this expression in the future.” He said.


“So your probes picked up nothing?” Martin asked.


Dehov shook his head. “Oh no. Each of them was able to scan quite a bit during their time there before they struck their sub space anomalies. The data was logged and filed.”


“Wait… no one ever reviewed it?” Martin asked.


Dehov shook his head. “No. Since we had no intention of operating in that area of space it was not given a priority. Eventually it was just filed away into the data archives. I retrieved and copied it before coming here.”


“Delnash… can I have that?” Martin asked.


Delnash nodded. “Certainly.” He answered without hesitation. “I will have Dehov bring it with him to the gathering. Unless you wish it sooner.”


Martin shook his head. “No sense in taking a risk that Lorendo might discover you sent me a secure transmission.”


“I am reasonably sure he already knows I speak with you frequently.” Delnash said.


“Yeah but he doesn’t know what about, which probably burns his smarty pants ass.” Martin said. “The man thinks he is smarter than anyone else. Let him guess. If you send me a secure data packet he will know something is up and I don’t want to tip our hand just yet.”


Delnash leaned forward. “When do you wish to meet?”


Martin met his eyes. “How soon can you plan a routine visit to Honelze?” Martin asked him. “My son and his forces get here in two or three days, the Tasmor have already begun moving the Ventori refuges back here, and with a little luck we can have Ventori stabilized within a week. We’ll clean out the Svorag on the planet and then meet on Honelze.”

Delnash nodded his head. “Then I will plan an election strip to Honelze to cover for our meeting.” He said. “It should be easy enough.”


Martin nodded his head. “Delnash… you had better watch your ass sir.” He told him knowing that Delnash would understand what he was inferring. “Lorendo has to have figured out by now that there is no way to beat you in a stand up election and he is going to become desperate. Hell he is desperate if he wanted Konlar and the others to take out Murano and kidnap Mari. He may be willing to go even further than that if he needs too.”


“And I am fully prepared for that.” He reassured Martin.


“I expect Andro here within three days.” Martin told them. “Once he arrives we can set the date to meet on Honelze and begin putting our final plans together. Yuriko’s estimates still hold and her ship is still shadowing the Svorag Mother ship. We’ll have about three and a half weeks to work out the details and prepare defenses.”


Delnash nodded his head once more. “Then I will insure that Dehov comes prepared.” He told him.


“Good enough.” Martin said. “I look forward to seeing you both.”


“And we look forward to seeing you.” Delnash told him.

UNKNOWN SPACE

LUARUS


Dynina let her eyes gaze upon the majestic mountains on the skyline as she had done so many times in the past. Fifteen-thousand plus years they had been here, all of them living within the same settlement. Dynina smiled outwardly for they could no longer call it a settlement. It was a complete city with over a million men, women and children who called it home. And each year they grew even more. Their city bore the name of the planet, all of them thinking it fitting when they first arrived here, and they had never attempted to expand and make other settlements across the lush world. 


Luarus was situated perfectly in the valley between the two huge mountain ranges that stretched for hundreds of miles in either direction. It was built around and above the quarter mile wide river that flowed through the valley floor, providing protection from the elements as well as fertile growing land. Luarus stretched across the valley floor, the many buildings modest and plain to look at, but all of them completely modern. They had many diverse manufacturing facilities, but their lone shipbuilding plant was located a hundred and ten kilometers from their city, with a direct teleport facility that connected the factory to the actual shipyard in orbit above. The nebula that surrounded this sector of space provided the perfect camouflage and had been part of the reason why they had remained undetected by others for so long. While they did interact with the few other species in this sector of space, none of those species had ever been to their planet or their city and that is just how they liked it. 

Ten thousand Lycavorians, ten thousand Pralors and ten thousand Darastrixi had begun this city all those years ago, and this is what they had grown into. They had spent all of that time preparing for a single moment in time, and that moment was almost upon them. Dynina turned from the view as she heard the voices of the others as they filed into the large conference room and began to take their seats. Her amethyst colored eyes took in the men and women as they talked, Lycavorian, Pralor and Darastrixi, all of them conferring back and forth with each other unburdened by the millennia of arrogance that permeated two of those species. They were all equals here, having been united behind one goal for their entire existences. Her eyes found Nicha as she made her way around the large table and moved up next to her.

Dynina pulled her close as she stepped up to her. She had been Dynina’s right hand for so many years that she could not even recall. The Pralor woman Nicha had taken the place of her own beloved sister, and they had shared everything since the day they boarded that ship together and it brought them here.

Nicha saw the question in Dynina’s eyes and she nodded. “They are through safely.” She stated. “I just received Perlae’s last report. They were about to enter the Echo quadrant. The sensor buoys that we seeded along the border were tracking his ship. It was holding position, but she did not know why. Twenty more hours and they will be together.”


Dynina looked at her puzzled. “Holding position?” She asked softly. “Why would he be doing that? I would have thought Androcles would want to rejoin with his father as soon as possible given what we know. It is not a lot of information for she did not have much to give to me, but these Svorag present a problem we did not foresee.”


Nicha shook her head. “I do not know. Everything we know of him says this is unusual for him, Perlae even commented on it in her report, but she does not seem concerned Dynina. She also said no other ships appeared to be in the area which is also unusual isn’t it?”


Dynina shook her head. “No. Androcles is very much like his father and they are both masterful tacticians. Perhaps the finest to have ever lived anywhere in the galaxy. There is purpose to everything that they do. It must be something that we are unaware of. We know they can hide their ships in some manner and if he has not revealed all of them where he is, then he is not worried.” Dynina nodded to herself. “I have felt no sense of urgency from him or the other Dahakoan so I will not concern myself with it. It is very difficult to get an accurate sense of their resonance lately, almost if they have had additional training in masking their Etheric resonances by someone very powerful. It matters not, we will have the answers to many questions when Perlae and the other make contact. The portal?”

Nicha nodded her head now. “We destroyed the sub space power matrix at its location and tainted the remaining crystals with Torxlian.” She stated. “It will never be active again.”


Dynina nodded her head. “It was a shame to have to destroy it, but it was necessary. Martin and the others will know what to do with such technology, but we cannot allow it to fall into other hands. It can be replaced.”


Nicha nodded. “The others are still hidden with your cloaking spells and only Perlae, Awser and Ishma know their locations. You are concerned about the other Lycavorians aren’t you?”


Dynina nodded her head. “They are an unknown.” She said softly. “They are on the far side of the Echo quadrant, far from Martin and the others, but his desire to safeguard our people is too strong within him. They will eventually cross paths.”


“And these are the ones who have maintain their ties to your past?” Nicha asked.


Dynina nodded once more. “And they have Yowa bloodlines among them.”

“Do they pose a threat?” Nicha asked.


“I don’t know.” Dynina answered honestly. “However, if they have maintained their ties to the history of my people then it will bring them into conflict with Martin and the others. We need to avoid that.”


Nicha turned her head when someone coughed and she saw the older Darastrixi motion with his head. Nicha nodded and squeezed Dynina’s hand. “Kenroe is signaling that everyone is here. We should begin.”


Dynina nodded her head and she looked up drawing her mind to the present. She moved to the head of the table beside Kenroe and the spot where Nicha always sat. “Thank you all for coming on such short notice. I know we were not supposed to meet for another two months.” Her hands rested on the ornately carved box in front of her. “However, we have discovered some things that will cause us to advance our plans.”

Dynina used her fingers to lift the cover of the ornate box and open it fully. The eyes of everyone in the room widened suddenly as they all saw the glowing azure colored orb that resided on the velvet covering inside the box. Several of the dozen men and women present came to their feet in shock.


“Dynina!” A Darastrixi male exclaimed, his golden eyes wide in disbelief.


“Can it… can it be true!” 


“Now!”


“They are among us!”


Dynina smiled gently at their comments for all of them in this room knew the meaning of the orb and what its now bright glow entailed. She nodded her head. “They are not only among us, they have come together and found one another. The Dahakoan and the Praetorians have returned to us my friends, returned to all of us, and this time they are one.”


The Darastrixi who had first spoken looked at her. “Then it’s true Dynina? The Lorsvek ar Sepas is happening?”


Dynina nodded her head again. “I have suspected for many years now, felt each of them across time and space, but I did not know for sure until they came together. The Dahakoan Orb began to emit its glow only last week. I had to be sure and that is why I did not tell anyone.”

“You have felt them Dynina?” The Pralor woman asked. “Why not tell us?”


“I have felt others in the past since they have all been of my bloodline.” Dynina answered her. “You all know this.”


“And we have gotten our hopes up before.” Kenroe spoke now as he came to his feet. The Darastrixi leader was tall for his species and exceedingly well built. His emerald eyes were bright and full of knowledge. “This is different however, the Dahakoan Orb has never become active. Now it is active and we must prepare. There is something else as well.” He said looking at Dynina.


Dynina smiled and nodded her head. “You should tell them Kenroe.” She told him.


Kenroe looked at them, specifically at the Darastrixi members of their leadership board. “There is a Doraanar with them.” He told them. 



This news caused three pairs of eyes to grow even wider. “A Doraanar!” The female Darastrixi gasped. “By the gods above!”

Kenroe nodded his head. “If Dynina’s information is correct, she has been with them for many weeks now.”


“Dynina?” The Darastrixi man asked.


Dynina nodded her head. “This information is confirmed.” She told them. “I do not know much about her, there is very little to know right now. The Dahakoan appear to be protecting her viciously and my contact among them has not been successful in gathering this data, Aside from the fact that she does exist and she is among them now, we know very little else. But this does not matter to us.”


“No, it does not.” Kenroe spoke. 


“We were brought here for a reason my friends.” Dynina spoke softly but loud enough for all of them to hear her. “All of us have questioned that reason at times through these many millennia, but that reason has driven us forward even in dark times. We have waited for the day when we would be needed once more. As Sumar and Dadrien knew we would. That day is almost upon us now my friends.” Dynina looked at all of them intently. “I have already dispatched the Heralds, my grandchildren. They will make contact within hours and then what was set in motion the day we came to this world will truly begin. There is only one reason why the Dahakoan and Praetorians have returned, and returned just as the Lorsvek ar Sepas said they would. As one entity. What many of us, myself included, may have questioned through the eons can no longer be questioned.”


“Do we tell our people?” Another asked.


“Of course we do.” Dynina answered. “They have just as much right to know what we all now know. Pass the word among the people, allow them to pass it along to others, but we must still remain focused on our duty.”


“We have had the Spartan and Sand Strider Manuals for centuries.” Kenroe spoke. “We should intensify our training efforts, for we still lag behind in many areas. And we should increase our daily patrols along the entire Tram Rail to the Shipyard.” He looked at Dynina. “We have no natural predators on Luarus, but the additional focus will be good. They will want to do it, knowing what we now know.”


Dynina nodded her head. “We all know our jobs and what we need to do. Things will not change until the Dahakoan and The First have arrived and only if they deem it necessary.” She told them. “Perlae and the others will keep us informed of what is going on and give us direct insight that we have not had until now. Perlae will also tell them of us here, and what we have been doing.”



“Darkness is coming isn’t it Dynina?” One of the Pralor members asked.


Dynina met his eyes and nodded slowly. “I fear it is already upon us, we just do not see it yet. The monsters have become very good at hiding their intent.”


“What do we do?”

“We do what Sumar and Dadrien always intended for us to do.” Dynina answered. “We provide to the Dahakoan and The First what was given to us to safeguard for them.” Dynina met their stares. “And then… then we fight!”

