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CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN

ULU SPARTA'S WRATH

SEPTEMBER 21ST 2575

SHIFT CHANGE 0615

Armen sat in the Command Chair on his bridge going through the motions of reading the Shift Internal Reports as the members of the First Crew came on duty. He did not need to read the SIRs for he was always connected to the ship and knew everything that was going on and what had taken place on the previous night shift. His action was what a normal Commanding Officer would do and Armen determined that this very simple action provided normalcy to the routine. Soon the First crew would begin to call out their status to the OFD, or Officer of the Deck, while they situated their stations back to their personal likings. Unlike normal Union ships, the working consoles on SPARTA'S WRATH could remember the settings of each of its operators and could revert to them in seconds at the touch of a button. This was technology that was being refined and built into Union ships during new refits but for now, only SPARTA'S WRATH and the SCIMITAR had this technology already built in.

Armen sat patiently as his First Crew went about their routines. He had chosen his First Crew from the many dossiers provided to him by Admiral O’Connor. They were the finest at their positions even though many of them were still very young. Given whom he had chosen to emulate, Armen had taken a page out of Androcles’ book and chosen those who were both detailed and thought differently. He did not want those on the bridge, who could not process information and discover new and improved ways to do things, he wanted those who could think and act outside of the box. All of them men and women who served on the three shifts were tops in their respective classes when it came to learning about Quantum Matter and learning Pralor technology. All of them cut from the same mold as Zaala Randall, and now Armen would trade none of them for anything. They had already proven to him that his choices had been correct and that is all that mattered to him. He had begun to distance himself from many of the ship’s systems in order to let his crew do their jobs. He found that this freed up processing power for him to work on other projects throughout the ship and it made his people better if they knew he was not looking over their shoulders at everything they did.

His people.


Armen looked up when that statement computed and it made him cant his head to the side as he thought about that. They were his people, each person on this ship was his people, and extraordinarily that gave Armen something he did not think himself capable of expressing.


Purpose.


He was about to have his neural processors begin to analyze that when the voice broke into the normal sounds of the bridge.


“HELIX-Class Corvette Spartan 235 is on approach!” The main sensor operator sang out in a clear voice. “Vector authorization is approved.”


“Confirm with IFF codes TO!” The Elven OFD barked out.


“Tactical confirms! Reading IFF codes of Queen Aricia, Queen Anja and Queen For'mya. Plus 28!” The Lycavorian Tactical Officer answered, “The Tasmor Delegation and additional Pax!”

The OFD turned to look at Armen, “Captain?”

Armen nodded without hesitation as he stood up. –Send via secure COM burst, vector authorization approach. Docking Bay 9 is ready to receive them- He answered turning his head. –Current location of Androcles-

“Starboard Training Gym on Deck eighteen.” The reply was almost instantaneous. They tracked every member of the Royal Family when they were on the ship now using their built in bioscans. “All Royal Family members with the exception of Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha are present. I think they have started a morning routine. They have been there every morning this week so far.”

Armen nodded his head. –A new training regime Androcles worked up for each of them. All of them will be present in this location every morning that they are not on mission. Make a note in the ship’s log if you would Lieutenant Sena and insure we have this location monitored beginning at 0500 every morning from now on-
“Acknowledged.” She answered.


-OFD, confirm with personnel that the quarters for the Tasmor delegation are ready and inform the Ready Officer to have escorts available while they are onboard- Armen spoke as he returned to his chair.

“Aye sir.” The man answered moving for a console.


“Contact! Contact! Unknown contact!” Those four words brought everyone on the bridge to attention instantly and caused Armen to once more rise to his feet.


“Confirm that!” The OFD barked as he stopped moving for the console and stepped toward her station, his previous ordered superseded by this.

“Main sensors confirm! Unknown contact! Bearing 356.54! Extreme range! Right on the very edge of our current detection grid! Configuration unknown! We’re picking it up via the SCIMITAR’s feed from the Fleet pickets! Extending Current Detection Grid!”


The Elven Major turned to Armen. “Hold that Lieutenant!” He barked out.

“Holding sir!”


The Major looked at Armen. “Sir?”


-Hold on extending the CDG. Excellent work Major Dl’koa- Armen answered. –Is the contact moving towards us TO-

“Negative sir!” 


Armen stepped up beside the Elven OFD, towering over his five foot ten height. –TO, who is the closest picket ship?-


“ULU DAKE. She is a refitted AUTUMN MOON Heavy Frigate! According to Fleet TOE she is the outer most picket.”


-Dl’koa, your thoughts- Armen asked.

The Elven Major nodded his head. “The Admiral is shrouded on the SCIMITAR Armen. If we have picked it up you can damn well bet Admiral Sa'sur has already seen it.”

-Agreed- Armen answered.

“She’ll send the DAKE to investigate so we don’t have to extend out the CDG.” The man answered with a wide grin. “No sense in giving away our true capabilities.”

Armen nodded his head with what amounted to a smile for him. Most of the First Crew had begun to understand the sometimes-strange facial expressions his features could and did take on. 
–Indeed Dl’koa. Admiral Sa'sur has undoubtedly detected the ship as well and is sending someone to investigate- Armen spoke.
“Captain!” The COM officer spoke now turning away from her station. “Admiral Sa'sur on QCR secure!” This only served to reinforce Armen’s standing once more as he predicted that she was taking the lead and now she was calling them.

-Activate- Armen answered.

A moment later Sa’sur’s slim figure appeared on the holo disc of the bridge. Activity on the bridge of the SCIMITAR appeared to be as active as it was on SPARTA'S WRATH. Sa'sur instantly found Armen’s large form. “Armen have you seen it?” She asked.

-Affirmative Admiral- He answered. –We are detecting it via the tap of your feed from our pickets-

“Same for you? Nothing in your computer banks?” She asked.

-Negative-


“Andro's mothers are almost on board correct?” Sa'sur asked.


-Their ship will touch down in Landing Bay 9 in thirteen minutes- Armen answered.


“I’m ordering the DAKE to close in and investigate.” Sa'sur spoke. “We haven’t detected any recognizable weapons or shield power readings but let’s bring the fleet to Status Three Armen, just in case.”


Armen nodded his head. –Agreed Admiral- He replied. –I will order the Status change from SPARTA'S WRATH so that you can maintain the focus on this new contact from the SCIMITAR-

Dl’koa nodded his head. Armen may have been a machine, but Dl’koa had learned more than he could have imagined in the short time they had been together. “COM Officer!” He spoke turning to look in his direction. “Let’s get that order issued! Fleet to Status Three, but maintain shrouds and COM silence!”


“COMs aye!”


Dl’koa looked at Armen. “Do we inform Androcles?” He asked in a softer voice so that only Armen would hear him but since they were standing next to the image of Sa'sur she heard it as well.

-Lieutenant Sena, still nothing in our databanks on the new contact?- Armen asked.


“Negative sir.” 


Armen turned back to Sa'sur. –My databanks were the most up to date when we left the former Pralor Empire Admiral. They may not be anymore. Lieutenant, extrapolate time to our location factoring in known Pralor engine designs-

“CDG is at seventy-three percent Captain.” She answered. “Max speed with a seventh Tier drive system would put them here in two point 6 hours, unless they executed a combat jump of course.” She answered.


Armen looked at Sa'sur in the transmission. -Androcles’ mothers will be board in thirteen minutes Admiral- He shook his head. –Unless we discover more, there is no need to inform him. This reunion has been a long time in coming and it needs to happen now. If the situation changes we will inform him-


Sa'sur nodded her head, understanding Armen’s meaning all too well. “I agree Armen.” She replied.

Almost everyone within the Union knew of what Androcles did on Hadaria in order to save his second Elven mother. Most who were close to him or who had been on this ship since leaving Dreamland knew that he was hesitant about seeing her once more because of what he had done. Nearly all Elves and Lycavorians understood this, for attacking one who was called mother like he had was not something that Lycavorians or Elves would do. While most people did not know why he did what he had done that day, those on this ship did, and they knew the doubt their Prince still held within him no matter the wonderful result of his actions.

“TO!” Dl’koa barked out as Armen returned to his chair. “Keep a constant track on that ship and if it so much as farts in the wind prepare to respond to SCIMITAR’s action!”

“TO, acknowledged sir!”


“I’ll leave this COM channel open,” Sa'sur told him. “If the sibfla hits the fan be ready to bring the pain Armen.”


-I always am Admiral- Armen answered.

SPARTA'S WRATH 

DOCKING BAY NINE


Gorgo and Dasha stood to the side of the massive landing bay as the HELIX-Class Corvette began to lower to the deck. A full Squad of Durcunusaan were positioned around the two women, mothers to the King and Queen, and nothing would be allowed to threaten them in any way. 
Gorgo and Dasha had grown very close through the years, Aricia’s mother often joining her and Riall for dinners and weekends at their villa in Gytheio. Dasha was still a very beautiful female wolf, just as Gorgo was, and Gorgo had tried on a number of occasions to introduce Dasha to a man. Dasha had always been pleasant and thankful, but nothing had ever come of it. Gorgo had feared that Dasha might have still been very much in love with her now dead husband. It was not until after the last time Gorgo had tried to set her up with a male friend that Dasha had asked her to stop. Dasha had explained to her that she was not still in love with her traitorous dead husband; she was just not ready for a relationship of any kind after all of that had taken place. She was very content to help to raise the children of Martin and his Queens, and she had done just that for almost three decades now. Gorgo respected her decision and after that, her friendship with Dasha had taken off. They spoke of everything with each other, unafraid to offend one another with their bluntness and honesty, almost like sisters to be honest. They had become somewhat of a popular fixture among Spartan society before leaving Earth, men and women alike coming up to them as they walked the streets of Sparta or Gytheio. 

They were icons among the Lycavorian people now, whether either of them wanted to admit it or not.

“It has been far too long since we have seen them.” Dasha commented as she turned to Gorgo beside her.

Gorgo nodded in agreement. “Yes it has, far too long.” Gorgo turned to meet her eyes. “You know of course that Andro is terrified.”

Dasha chuckled softly and nodded her head. “I do.” She said with a smile. “As cunning and unstoppable a warrior as our grandson is Gorgo, the thought of his mother shunning him frightens him half to death.”

“His fear is unfounded, as For'mya blesses his existence nearly every day, and I have tried to tell him this.” Gorgo spoke.

“As have I.’ Dasha agreed. “He has his father’s stubbornness you know.”

Gorgo smiled now. “Oh, don’t I know it.” 

“What is this inspection nonsense all about Gorgo?” Dasha asked. 

“It is a Tasmor ritual from what I understand.” Gorgo answered her. “Anja was not able to tell me a whole lot for she did not have the time, but from her tone I don’t believe she, Aricia or For'mya are happy about it.”

“These Tasmor will be even less happy if they anger our grandson over some ritual.” Dasha said. 

“Andro will tolerate it.” Gorgo said. “He knows what is at stake and what it could mean.”

They were quiet as the ship began to power down its engines and several of the deck crew scurried about securing it. They watched the rear ramp come down slowly until it settled to the deck and then they saw them. Gorgo and Dasha could not help but smile in happiness as Aricia, Anja and For'mya started down the ramp of the ship hand in hand with Aricia in the center. The three of them had become such a fixture over the years, just as Dysea and Isabella had, with Cirith now joining their small triad. Gorgo often times wondered how her son had managed to have six exquisitely beautiful women fall in love with him and worship him the way they did. Neither she or Dasha had seen For'mya since before the Kavalians had taken her from Earth and while she had looked drawn and undernourished when they had seen her on the Netnews from Hadaria, now she looked as radiant as they had ever seen her. Gorgo and Dasha knew immediately that Martin had reclaimed her in spectacular fashion and For'mya had felt the full power of the aura he could radiate. As with Aricia and Anja, For'mya now looked utterly at peace and content in her life and when added to her natural elven beauty and allure, the Alpha female wolf in her shown ever so brightly. 
Gorgo and Dasha moved forward quickly then and the reunion between them was ever so sweet as the women embraced right there at the end of the ramp uncaring of who saw them. Dasha embraced her daughter first, while Gorgo swept both Anja and For'mya in to her arms and squeezed them both tightly. Tears flowed slightly and then Dasha was wrapping her arms around For'mya and Anja as Gorgo held Aricia tightly. 
Dasha ran her hands over Anja and For'mya’s faces as she smiled brilliantly. “Carians, it has been too long.” She gasped aloud.

For'mya nodded as she wiped the tears from her own cheeks her dark brown eyes simply ablaze with happiness. “Yes it has.” She stammered.

“Zarah?” Dasha asked Aricia as she held Anja’s hands. She was concerned for all of her grandchildren no matter whom given birth to them.

For’mya answered with a smile and nod of her head. “She has come so far and healed so much.” She replied. “You will see for yourself in two days but Lucia is her strength. You will not recognize her.”

“Where are… where are our children?” Aricia asked now as she looked around.

Gorgo smiled and shook her head. “Androcles has devised a training regime for each of them and they have been sticking to it every morning this week. They completely take over one of the training facilities on this ship for three hours every day.”

“He actually got them all in the same room together for an extended length of time?” Anja asked with a smile. “That’s impressive.”

Gorgo and Dasha laughed at that. “It is a large room.” Dasha answered with a chuckle. “Everything about this ship is large.”
For'mya nodded her head quickly. “Endith about wet her pants when she saw it. She said she wants to drive it.”

“Hah!” Gorgo laughed aloud. “Please, let us keep her away from the bridge then. She will simply love Armen.”

Anja saw Saydia and the others beginning to exit and she gripped Gorgo’s hand and gently pulled them back towards the ship. 

Saydia and the rest of the Tasmor were still in a minor state of shock. None of them had ever imagined a ship as large and imposing as the one they saw when they got close, and then to be practically swallowed up by the superstructure as they made for the landing bay. Many of the Tasmor Quorum members were still at a loss for words, while Emylea and Namiri were bubbling and excited at exploring the ship.

“Sovereign Regent Saydia Daret,” Anja spoke. “I present Martin’s mother Gorgo and Aricia’s mother Dasha.”

Saydia smiled radiantly and bowed her head to them. “It is an honor.” She spoke.

Gorgo moved closer and took her hands. “It is our honor.” She told her as Dasha came up beside her and added her hands to Gorgo’s. “The Lycavorian people owe you a debt that we cannot repay Saydia Daret. What you and your people have done for our people is something that we as a species will never forget.”

Saydia seemed taken aback at this show of emotion and respect but she bowed her head in thanks. “Given the gift that your people have given to mine I would happily do so over and over.”
Gorgo took an immediate liking to this woman, as did Dasha. Her scent told them that she was a good person and her heart was pure.
“Well, if I know Deia she will be letting the Netnews vermin know what the Tasmor have done and you will have friends wherever there are Lycavorians.” Gorgo spoke.

Saydia could not help but yelp in amusement and she looked at Gorgo. “I see distaste for your news organizations runs deep.” She said with a smile.

Dasha grinned. “Not all of them.” She answered. “We trust some, but as a whole they are as useful as a case of Acamarian Flu.”

Anja snickered and took her arm. “Mother!” She exclaimed.

They all laughed gently, putting Saydia even further at ease. Gorgo and Dasha insisted that they all call them mother and for Anja and Isabella it was much easier since their mothers were long dead.

“Your son does not greet you when you land?” The new voice spoke from behind them and they turned to see Vesara Athcer move closer to them. Anja saw Perlyea and Aduna roll their eyes as she stopped beside Anthylea and she smiled discretely.

“Gorgo, Dasha, this is Vesara Athcer.” For'mya spoke. “She is a senior member of the Tasmor Ruling Quorum and will be conducting the inspection.”

Saydia took note that both older women took a different stance and attitude when looking at Vesara and she smiled inwardly. Though they looked like they were in their mid-forties in age, both Gorgo and Dasha she knew were several thousand years old, Dasha slightly more than Gorgo. 

Gorgo chose to respond to Vesara’s comment. “While their mothers are the Queens of the Union, we as a family do not stand on pomp and unnecessary displays of gaudy royalty. It is unbecoming and our family hates it. Androcles and his siblings are in the training facility several decks above us. We will meet them there.”

Dasha curled her arms with Saydia and Anthylea for she already knew what the two women were to each other by their scents and the fact that Aricia, Anja and For'mya had briefed them thoroughly on who to trust and who not to.

“Come Sovereign Regent, many of us are still learning this ship, and I need the anse Durcunusaan to take me wherever I go. I swear I drive my detail insane with my questions.” Dasha spoke. “Without them I would be lost. Literally.”   
Saydia and Anthylea could not help but smile at her words as they began to walk towards what appeared to be an elevator. Anja smiled and held out her hand for Perlyea and Aduna and they moved forward quickly to take her hand. Aricia reached for Jacina and Recia where they stood in the back with Tobia while Namiri and Emylea gripped For'mya’s hands as they began to move for the elevator. Tobia had been a last minute addition, knowing that she had to see her daughter and Murano or she would be no good to anyone. She could not wait two more days knowing what she now knew. Everyone else fell in behind them.
“For'mya this ship is enormous!” Emylea commented in an excited tone.

For'mya nodded her head. “We have never been on it before either.” She stated. “It will be a learning experience for all of us.”

TRAINING FACILITY

DECK EIGHTEEN


Armen had prepared well for his crew.


There were three such training facilities spread throughout the ship, each of them utterly massive in scope, and all of them able to be used by anyone. This particular facility Andro had chosen for its central location to all other areas of the ship. It was easily the size of an indoor coliseum, broken into three different sections with every piece of training equipment imaginable spread out across the facility. A huge section of the facility was covered in cushioned mats on the floor where all of the Leonidas children and their respective wives and mates were dressed in tight but comfortable workout clothes and in the cool down phases of their personal training regimes. 
Eliani and Jomann focused on improving their Nehtes skills while making sure Brendi honed her more rudimentary hand-to-hand skills. Eliani was already regarded as a Master of the Nehtes and behind only her father and Andro there were very few who could meet her skill. Jomann had proven up to the task from the first moment they had met even before he had claimed her, and now they worked on honing that skill even more while studying techniques that Eliani could use as his Praetorian Mage.


Denali, Lisisa and Arduri concentrated on their individual skills, all of them at a very advanced level already, while Lisisa and Arduri used the Tomes of Sumar to better be able to channel their Etheric power as Deni’s Praetorian Mage. While Lisisa was the recognized one who had this skill within her, she used Arduri as a conduit as well, drawing her into the fold.


Fedor, Iama, Eirene and Miseo were practicing their hand-to-hand skills, the hulking Kavalian using his Monitor training as a basis to add to Fedor and Eirene’s already impressive skill set because of the knowledge Andro had passed to them in the womb. Iama for her part loved the training for it empowered her and made her budding confidence grow rapidly and she simply adored Fedor’s increased attention to her firm and supple body and how it was being sculpted.


Kalis, Ridor, Daio, Cowen and Sherice were off on a different set of mats going through an advanced set of training skills, Serale, Kameka and Cvea taking part as well. Torian was still recovering in the medical bay and Andro would not let him participate until he was given and clean bill of health by Eliani. 


Murano was pacing back and forth in front of his charges, which consisted of Androcles, Dorian, Deion, Mari and Laren. They had just completed a very complex set of skills from the Tomes of Sumar and Murano was explaining to them about each portion of the different set of maneuvers. Sarlana for her part simply walked among the small groups of the Leonidas family relishing in the sense of purpose emanating from all of them. They were all so different in their mannerisms and Etheric resonance but there was no doubt in any of them when it came to their training. It was something all of them took very serious. Even the youngest of them, Bryon and the twins Retta and Calyb were deeply involved in their training. While Retta and Calyb were finishing an accelerated Agoge training course, Bryon was taking part in intensive hand-to-hand skills. He had promised his brother to do this since he had chosen to attend this music academy on the planet Elear and not follow the example of his father and brothers and conduct his Agoge. Sarlana had not been surprised really; she sensed a peaceful resonance radiating from the youngest Leonidas child, but also one that was not afraid to defend what he loved.

None of them was paying attention to the comings and goings of who came and went into the training facility and they did not take notice of their mothers entering with the Tasmor entourage. The humidity and the myriad of heavy scents within the training facility kept any new scents from becoming noticeable until they had been in the room for a period of time. That did not work for Etheric resonance and as soon as Aricia, Anja and For'mya dropped their shielding, the heads of all their children whipped around as if on free spinning tops. Eliani was the first to react with a squeal of delight, followed quickly by Retta and then Lisisa, Normya and Eirene. All of them rose to their feet within milliseconds of each other and were then running into the arms of their mothers. With the exception being Eirene, none of them had seen their mothers in almost a year and it was a reunion that was a long time coming. 


Aricia, Anja and For'mya were buried under the weight of their children. Within seconds of the female Leonidas children reacting to the appearance of three of their mothers, the sons soon followed and the three Queens of the Union were caught up in the embraces and nuzzles and powerful grasps of their children while the Tasmor simply stood by watching with wide eyes. Tears flowed plenty, as did the hugs and laughter. All of them, Aricia, Anja and For'mya were shown equal love and devotion. It was a testament to their strength as a family for not once in their history had any of their children ever referred to them as anything other than mother. It did not matter who had given birth to them, all of them were their mothers and they all spoke with one voice and had their entire lives as they grew from childhood to adulthood.


Of them all, only Androcles stood apart from the reunion.


He felt great happiness at the sight of those he called mother, he could feel it radiating from them as well as his siblings. While he too felt happiness, there was one other emotion that once more washed over him. It was an emotion he was not used to and did not like, but it filled him nonetheless for what he perceived as something he did wrong. 

Blood before all else. 

That is what their father had pounded into their heads as they grew. Never cause harm to a member of your family intentionally. There was no greater sin to the Leonidas family than that. Androcles had done this twice now. He had killed his cousin Leruk, no matter his crimes. Killed him in a fit of rage for what he had done and would have continued to do to his beloved Drow wife Lu'ria had he not stopped him. Then he had attacked his mother. His second elven mother and perhaps the one who was second only to his birth mother in his heart of hearts. He had attacked her and drawn blood from her, and two things viler to him did not exist in this universe. The reasons for his actions did not matter to him, only the action itself, and for months Androcles had held this shame buried within him. He had dreaded this day, knowing it would come and not knowing if his mother could forgive him for his actions, no matter the beautiful result.


Murano saw him standing alone and was about to move up beside him when Sarlana grasped his arm. She shook her head when he turned to look at her and she pulled him back.

[No Murano.] She told him.


[Sarlana he…]
      


[I have told you in great detail of the sense of purpose a Dahakoan feels for his family.] She told him. [The sense of devotion and love and trust. Now imagine that combined with what we know of Androcles’ family and how they are with one another. What they have been raised to believe and follow all of their lives.]

Murano nodded his head. [Blood before all else. Yes, I know. Martin has instilled this in all of them.]


[Imagine having to break that vow Murano.] Sarlana told him. [Imagine having to break that vow not once, but twice. The second time against a woman you have loved as mother since the day you entered this world. No matter the reasons, or cause, it was you who had to break this vow willingly. Imagine the shame this would cause within you. Knowing you caused harm to one who you adore.]


[For'mya does not see it that way Sarlana.] Murano said. [You know this.]


Sarlana nodded her head. [Androcles does not Murano. It must be For'mya alone who releases him from the false shame he carries. Words will not help him now Murano. For all his strength and fearlessness in battle, his tactical genius and guile, Androcles Leonidas is still but a child in his heart. He may carry the memories and knowledge of four lifetimes within him, but he is still a child, and he has had to experience far too many horrors for his lifetime. Of them all, this is the one that shames him the most. Just watch Murano, just watch and experience why no power or entity will ever come between this family.]


Murano remained beside her and did indeed watch.

For'mya finally broke away from the tangle of bodies that surrounded her, loving children all of them. Her dark brown eyes, streaming tears now, found Androcles only a few feet away unable to move closer. He had sacrificed so much to save her, to save Fedor and Eirene. He didn’t question what he had to do in order to accomplish this, he just did it. For'mya was well aware of the rule they followed as a family for behind Aricia and Anja she was the one who preached it the most. His actions that day had cost Androcles Leonidas, her son, it had cost him a little part of himself. To go against the very upbringing that made you the person you were was no small task, but he had not hesitated in the least. His actions had saved For'mya from taking her own life and the lives of the unborn Fedor and Eirene. It was a debt she could never repay in her lifetime, but it left her son with a shame he did not have the right to bear. A shame she was going to erase from him this very moment.

Androcles was unable to look at her as she moved right up to stand in front of him. He towered over her five foot seven frame, wearing only his customary loose fitting work out pants and his entire upper body was bare. For'mya looked at him and felt such pride and love swell within her. He was the perfect image of his father, so powerful and defined in his muscularity, so imposing to those who didn’t know him, but he was also one of the most compassionate men she had ever met. His physical appearance alone could and did cause fear from others, but never from her and never from his family. 

“Can you not look at me my son?” For'mya finally asked him.


Andro shook his head slowly, still unable to meet her eyes. “I am… I am not worthy.” He spoke in a hushed whisper.


This statement caused more tears to burst from For'mya’s eyes, an action that caused Aricia and Anja to begin to move for where she stood. Gorgo and Dasha both gently grabbed their hands and shook their heads as they pulled them back.


For'mya didn’t hesitate and she reached up and grabbed his face in her hands. “Worthy?” She gasped aloud. “Oh Andro… my beautiful boy.”


Androcles lifted his face to look at her and she saw those beautiful azure colored eyes gaze upon her. She saw them flood with tears and then Androcles dropped to his knees before her.


“I… my actions have shamed me Medwaw.” Andro stammered. “No matter the… no matter the reason, I inflicted pain upon you. One who I call mother! That cannot be forgiven! I… I will carry that with me for all of my years and…”


“NO!” For'mya almost yelled. “You saved me my son! You saved your brother and sister! Your actions are what gave me… gave us hope!” For'mya held his face in her hands tightly now. “You will not hold this within you a moment longer! You have no shame to bear Androcles! None! I forbid it!”


“Mother you…”


“You will listen to me now Androcles!” For'mya barked at him through her tears. “You are the reason that I stand here now! Why Fedor and Eirene stand here now!” For'mya felt Fedor and Eirene come up on either side of her then, Eirene’s eyes openly flowing with tears and Fedor’s dark eyes moist. “Do you think for a moment that I care how you gave back to me the love of your father and mothers? How you allowed your brother and sister to grow and discover the wonders that they have? Without you we would be naught but a memory my beautiful son and I will not allow you to carry a burden that is not yours to carry and never was.” For'mya pulled his head to her stomach and bowed her head to his as Fedor and Eirene dropped to their knees beside their brother and buried their faces against her abdomen beside his. “Let it go Androcles.” She whispered to the top of his head. “Let it drift from you as if it was never there my son. Let it lift from you as it lifted from me the day your father took me in his arms again. It was never your shame to carry Androcles. It was never yours, just as it was never mine.”

For'mya heard the soft whimper and then his arms reached around her waist and Andro pulled her even closer to him as Fedor and Eirene wrapped their arms around his shoulders. She looked up in relief, her dark eyes now changed and her dual fangs fully exposed as Aricia and Anja moved instantly up beside her, their own eyes flooded with tears. Within seconds, their entire family was crowded around them, reaching for each other and with not a dry eye among them. Gorgo and Dasha had tears in their eyes as well, but chose to remain beside Saydia and the other Tasmor. All of them had seen what had taken place and how they were all gathered in the large group, their emotions flowing all around them for all to see. Saydia could see dozens of Lycavorians and other species standing all around the massive training room silently, many having dropped to one knee at what was occurring. Almost as if it was a reverent occurrence. 

Saydia Daret felt it then, and it shook her right down to boots. These people shared the same values and morals. They may have been from different families and packs but they were the sons, daughters, mothers, and fathers of so many others, but they were all of the same mind. Moreover, they took their strength from the family that was in front of her now. This is what Saydia Daret wanted for her people. This is what she wanted for the Tasmor. With friends and allies such as these, the Tasmor could grow and prosper beyond any of their imaginations, and Saydia Daret intended to see that come to be no matter what.
Namiri and Emylea Daret gripped each other’s hands tightly for very different reasons. Both of them were staring with wide eyes at what was happening in front of them but they were staring at very diverse things. Emylea was stunned upon seeing Mari once more. Her petite body looked even more slim and muscular and even more delicious than she remembered it to be. Mari looked even more exquisitely beautiful than she remembered and as the gods were her witness, the young man that Mari clung to tightly was the most divine specimen of a male as any she had ever seen. She watched as Mari turned her head, saw her mother, and then was almost running to embrace her where she stood beside Jacina and Recia. Emylea also felt her heart breaking as she turned her head back to the tall young man that had claimed Mari and she knew that Mari was lost to her forever.  
Namiri Daret could not stop staring at him. His body was sculpted to utter perfection like nothing she had ever seen. He was tall and his upper body was deeply tanned. Each muscle stood out in exquisite definition and Namiri could not help but be excited wondering what it would be like wrapped in those powerful arms. The same thing that was running through her mind as was running through her sister’s. He was the most delicious male she had ever seen in her young life and just for a moment before he had joined the rush of bodies to For'mya, those eyes had settled on her and made her shiver in utter want and desire the likes of which she had never felt before.

Sarlana leaned close to Murano now with a smile on her face. She nudged him gently, managing only to hit his waist because of her height. “I believe it is time for you to move forward as well Murano.” She told him.

Murano looked at her confused. “Excuse me?”

Sarlana motioned with her head and his eyes followed seeing Tobia and Mari locked in an embrace. His eyes grew wide for a moment for even to this day, Tobia’s beauty had always managed to make his heart jump.

“Go to them Murano.” Sarlana spoke softly. “This is the day all things from the past must be made right.” She told him. “Step into your future Murano my friend.”

Whatever self-control Murano had within him he lost and he moved from beside her without hesitation. He crossed the distance between them quickly and then he was looking at Tobia as she hugged their daughter. Their daughter. A few months ago that word was as foreign to him as fear. He saw Mari’s eyes grow bright when she saw him and she pulled away from her mother.
Tobia reached up and took her face in her hands seeing the brightness in her daughter’s eyes and the love that shown from her face. Her Etheric resonance was so very powerful now, even more so than she remembered and Tobia knew the reasons behind that and she approved so very much.

“Mari you… look so beautiful.” Tobia finally gasped.

Mari blinked away her tears, took her mother’s hands in hers, and squeezed. “Look behind you mother.” She said softly.

Tobia looked confused and she turned her head quickly, only to gasp in shock and bring her hands to her face in surprise. “Murano!” She gasped in blissful delight.

Murano had held it in all of his life. Even when he was with her, he could not bring himself to show her what she meant to him. He could not speak words that expressed his love for her. The shame he thought he bore had buried all other emotions deep within him until the day Martin and the others had shown him the way. Until Sumar’s Etheric projection had taken that shame and tossed it into the wind. Murano did not hesitate now. He didn’t wait and he lifted Tobia into his arms, her yelp of surprise and delight causing heads to turn to her, but then she was throwing her arms around his broad shoulders and surrendering all she was to him as she had wanted to do for so many years.
Murano spun her around in place several times before staring in to her beautiful eyes and speaking the words he had wanted to speak for decades.

“I love you Tobia!” He spoke without doubt. “I have never loved anyone as I have loved you. Tell me you forgive me for being the fool Tobia. Tell me that you forgive me and love me as I love you.”

Tobia burst into more tears and grabbed his face tightly. “Oh Murano!” She stammered. She nodded her head without hesitation. “I do! I love you so very much!”

Murano needed to hear no more and he kissed her. He kissed her as he had never kissed her before. Tobia groaned in blissful happiness, wrapped her arms tightly around his head, and kissed him back as Mari looked on with tears in her eyes.


Saydia Daret turned her head away from watching Tobia and looked at Anthylea. Both of them had smiles on their faces and Saydia squeezed her hand tightly as they looked at one another. Tobia had been a dear friend to both of them and even though they knew she enjoyed their time together, they knew her heart had always belonged to Murano. It was simply wonderful to see their friend so happy now.    

Saydia turned back and leaned closer to where Gorgo stood. “Is it appropriate to ask what took place?” She asked softly. “For'mya said he holds no shame for his actions. What does she mean by this?”

Gorgo nodded her head and looked at Dasha quickly. Dasha nodded in response for she and Gorgo already knew what Martin and his Queens thought of the Tasmor. “In many ways Androcles is… he is much more anchored in tradition than even his father. Martin and his Queens have always raised their children with one major rule that must never be broken. Blood before all else. Honor your blood, your family, above everything else. Androcles did something that he thought caused him to break this vow. He has carried that false shame for nearly a year now.”

“And it concerns For'mya?” Saydia asked softly. 

Dasha nodded her head. “He thought he was harming her when in fact he saved her. And his siblings Fedor and Eirene. This day needed to happen in order for Androcles to let go of this false burden. Only For'mya could give that to him.”

Saydia looked at them in the huge group for another moment. “Their emotion… their love for one another… it is a powerful image.” She spoke. She saw the young man Androcles rise to his feet and those azure colored eyes, so much like Aricia’s, were almost glowing in their intensity. Saydia gasped softly when she saw this and then he was embracing For'mya and lifting her off the deck as she laughed heartily and held his shoulders as he spun her around. Then he was embracing Aricia and Anja as well and doing the same thing. “A powerful image indeed.” 

Gorgo and Dasha looked at her and smiled together. Saydia had no idea just how much she was going to become part of that image, but they did not doubt that this strong woman was going to embrace it fully. Gorgo opened her mouth to speak but Saydia saw her grimace instead and then Dasha and she were staggering slightly.

“Lady Gorgo!” Saydia gasped. “Lady Dasha! What is it?”

“Andro!” Saydia heard the excited cry and she turned to see Androcles Leonidas also staggering slightly, his hands going to his head as he doubled over to his knees once more looking as if he was in pain. For'mya was holding one of his hands as Anja and Aricia were grabbing his arm, both of them with looks of concern on their faces.
Saydia watched for a few seconds as they moved closer to him, his siblings crowding around as well. It felt as if it lasted several minutes, but it was only a matter of twenty seconds actually.

That is when they heard it.

-ATTENTION! ATTENTION! ALL CREW TO THEIR STATIONS! ALL CREW TO THEIR STATIONS! SPARTA’SWRATH IS NOT AT CONDITION TWO! SPARTA'S WRATH IS NOW AT CONDITION TWO! UNKNOWN CONTACTS INBOUND! UNKNOWN CONTACTS INBOUND!-

UNKNOWN SHIP


Perlae sat just behind the pilot as they studied their instruments intently as they had been doing for the last few minutes. Her youth got the better of her after the extended time and she finally leaned forward.


“Anything yet?” she asked.


The pilot turned his head to look at her and smiled. “Nothing yet Perlae.” He told her. “Not in the three minutes since you asked me last. We would tell you.”


Perlae blushed slightly and looked down embarrassed. “Forgive me.” She told him.


“Don’t be.” He told her. “I think we are just as excited as you and your siblings. We have been training for this for months and years as well.”


Perlae nodded her head. “My patience escapes me.” She said. “It is not like Androcles to do nothing however. They had to have detected us by now Morlar.”


The man nodded his head. “We are within their sensor grid so I would have to agree.”


“A HELIX-Class corvette docked with the big ship twelve minutes ago.” The co-pilot spoke looking up. “Maybe that has something to do with it. I’ve also been running normal scans of the VORTEX-Class Cruiser and it is nothing like what our records indicate it should be.”


“What do you mean?” Perlae asked.


“Well… the configuration is slightly off for one.” The co-pilot spoke. “And the metallic composition of the hull is something I have never seen before. Definitely not standard Pralor ship armor.”

Morlar looked at Perlae. “They designed and built their own interstellar engines correct?”


Perlae nodded her head. “The basic design was based on City Ship 41’s engines from what I understand, but they built them from the frame up all on their own.”


“Impressive.” Morlar turned back to his co-pilot. “What else do you have out of the ordinary Jaroe?” He asked him.


“The altered configuration could be anything really, given the biomechanical nature of Pralor ship materials but she has what appears to be very advanced weaponry, Pralor in origin no doubt, but some of the turrets are in odd spots and I can’t tell what they fire. Not without an active scan anyway.”


“That would be taken as hostile.” Morlar spoke. “We don’t want to do that.”


“Perlae?” The soft female voice spoke from behind all of them and Perlae turned, her face brightening quickly as she saw the Merlot red colored scales of the adolescent dragon move smoothly into the cockpit. 
The Darastrixi Vrrarhoinpa within their settlement did not mature anywhere near as fast as their brothers and sisters in the Union or even on the Darastrixi homeworld. It may have been because only three among their number who had actually bonded with dragons and those were Dynina’s grandchildren, but no one really ever bothered to discover why this was 

“Ieri!” Perlae spoke with love and warmth as the adolescent dragon came up beside her in the chair and Perlae leaned over as her Bonded Sister brought her snout against her cheek and they both closed their eyes in happiness.

Ieri was the oldest of the clutch of three siblings. Gydal was bonded to Ishma while Quevor had bonded with Awser. As with Perlae, Ishma and Awser, they were almost never apart from one another or their Bonded Ones. Ieri sat back on her tail and draped one of her Firespitter talons on Perlae’s thigh.

“Gydal and Quevor have been pestering me ever since we stopped about when we were going to meet them.” Ieri spoke. “Will it be soon?”
Perlae nodded her head quickly. “We are certain they can see us but so far they have not acknowledged we are here.”

“Is this normal?” Ieri asked softly. 


“Perhaps we just like to be cautious.” The unknown female voice boomed from their internal speakers causing all of them to look around quickly.

“Sibfla!” Morlar gasped aloud as he studied his screens.


“Indeed.” The female voice spoke again and Perlae noticed the slight lilt to her tone and the almost musical nature of her vocals.


“It’s a COM signal!” Morlar exclaimed. “They penetrated our COM signals and tapped into the frequency!”


“I am Admiral Sa'sur.” The female voice continued ignoring his words as if he had not spoken. “I am transmitting through the COM frequency of the ship we currently have tracking you. You have entered the Operational Control Zone of a Lycavorian Union Task Force and I would very much like to know your intentions since you have been sitting on the edge of our OCZ for almost thirty minutes and have done nothing.”


“You have a ship tracking us?” Morlar gasped. “How? We have detected nothing on our sensors!”


“And you won’t.” The female voice replied. “Please state your intentions.”


Perlae reached out and touched Morlar’s arm causing him to look at her quickly. She motioned with her head and he nodded instantly. “Admir… Admiral… my name is Perlae and my sister and brother and I would very much like to speak with Androcles.”


There was a slight hesitation and then the female voice answered. “I’m sorry I don’t know of who you speak. Who are you and where do you come from? There are no habitable planets in this sector of space.”


“Admiral Sa'sur… we can feel Androcles within the Etheric realm. We can feel all of our blood.” Perlae spoke once more. “We know he is on the very large, former Pralor VORTEX-Class Cruiser that is on the edge of our own sensors, along with nearly all of his siblings and from what we have felt just recently, three of his mothers have joined him.”


“I don’t know who you are!” The female voice spoke once more. “Or what you are speaking of. I will ask you again please state your intentions.”


“Admiral we only wish to speak with Androcles.” Perlae said again. “We are no threat to you in the least, none of us are. If you will let Androcles know that we are here, I know he cannot sense us because his Etheric shields are far too high, but if you tell him we are here, then we can explain everything.”


“Do you have Holographic COMS capability?” The voice asked.


Perlae looked at Morlar and nodded. “Yes. We are activating now.”


Morlar met her eyes. “Perlae is that wise?” He asked.


“We have nothing to fear from Androcles or any who follow him and his father Morlar, you know this.” Perlae spoke.


Morlar hesitated for only a moment before touching the panel beside his right leg and the small holographic COM disc between their seats came alive with the clear image of the very stunning woman with deeply tanned skin, beautiful pale blue eyes and sharply pointed ears.


“She is an elf!” Ieri exclaimed excitedly.


All of them saw the reaction on Sa'sur’s face when she saw them and they watched as she came to her feet from the chair she had been sitting in.

SCIMITAR


Sa'sur stood up from her Command Chair on the bridge the moment she saw the merlot scaled adolescent dragon in the COM link. Her eyes grew even wider when she saw Perlae and the texture of her skin, not to mention the color of her hair. Sa'sur had seen Laren on several occasions since she had arrived and talked with her at length. This young woman had the same texture of skin as Laren, a cross between Darastrixi scales and normal skin. The scaled area was much less defined and appeared even softer in comparison to Laren’s skin but there was no mistaking it. The young woman had incredible amethyst colored eyes and they looked at Sa'sur with relaxed ease and openness.


“Who are you?” Sa'sur demanded almost harshly.


The young woman looked taken aback at her tone for a brief moment, then realization flooded her face, and she reached up to touch her cheek.


“Ah… my skin.” She spoke quickly with a smile. “It is very similar to Laren Ti’shara’s skin I imagine, but we are not the same. Wer Zezhuanth has blessed Laren with his spirit and power, her Lycavorian blood comes from the gods themselves. My siblings and I are the product of our mother and father, and we are not so lucky.”


Sa'sur kept her reply in check and hid her surprise well. How did she know about Laren? “Who are you and what do you want?” Sa'sur demanded.

“Admiral I know this is very strange.” Perlae spoke evenly. “But if I could just speak to Androcles then there would be no questions.”

“Young lady, I don’t know who you are or where you come from.” Sa'sur told her. “You keep asking to speak to someone named Androcles and I have no idea who you are speaking of. You are in an unknown ship loitering on the edge of my Task Force and you refuse to answer my questions. That does not bode well for future relations if you get my meaning.”


Ieri nudged Perlae in the arm. “She is protecting him.” Ieri spoke softly as Perlae looked at her. “She is an elf Perlae; all elves are descended from dragons. She is protecting Talon Guardian Androcles.”


Sa'sur’s eyes grew slightly wider and she appeared to step closer in the transmission. “How do you know that?” She demanded.


Ieri batted her beautiful emerald green eyes and looked at her image. “Are all elves as beautiful as you?” She asked.


Sa'sur looked taken aback by the question and she shook her head slightly. “We… we do not recognize your ship in our databanks.” Sa'sur finally spoke. “I will ask once more… who are you and what do you want?”


Perlae turned as Ishma and Awser moved onto the bridge, the adolescent dragons Gydal and Quevor, both with dark green scales. Gydal had large orange hued eyes while Quevor had bright reddish eyes.


“Ieri! An elf!” Gydal exclaimed moving up beside her sister and staring at the image of Sa'sur who looked even more confused. 


Perlae turned back as Ishma grasped her hand and Awser moved up behind her putting his large hand on her shoulder. “Admiral… please let me introduce my sister Ishma and my brother Awser. Ieri, Gydal and Quevor are Bonded to us and we to them. I know that you are aware of the significance of this for there are thousands of your Bonded Pairs in the Union are there not?”


Sa'sur’s eyes narrowed. “How do you know that?” She demanded. “Who are you?”


“Admiral I assure you that we are…” Perlae began to speak but Sa'sur’s Tactical Officer spoke from her station interrupting her.


“Admiral!” The young woman barked. “Long range sensors are detecting four spatial disruptions closing on the unknown ship! Range is two light years and closing fast at light speed! Estimate one point one!” She looked up at where Sa'sur stood. “Admiral, Tactical Profile indicates some sort of stealth ship! We’re tracking the spatial particles and fusion traces from their engines.”


“Quantum engines?” Sa'sur asked surprised.


“Negative!” The young woman answered. “They appear to be some sort of Plasma Matter fusion. Along the lines of our earlier Hyper Matter Test Engines. They were detected by our tertiary sensor array doing a particle scan of the system.”


“What?” Perlae’s young and now excited voice drew Sa'sur’s attention back to the COM holo transmission.


“Admiral I assure you that we are…” Perlae began to speak but Sa'sur’s Tactical Officer spoke from her station interrupting her almost at the same moment that the soft alarm began to sound in the cockpit of their ship.


“Sibfla!” Morlar exclaimed as his hands began to fly across his instruments.



“What?” Perlae asked him in an excited voice.


“Jaroe?” Morlar asked his co-pilot. “Talk to me.”


“Four contacts bearing 2764.9.” Jaroe answered quickly. “They are two light years out and closing fast! Anse! They are Coalition Long Range Frigates!”


Perlae’s eyes grew wide. “Coalition! Out here! How?” She gasped.


“They found us!” Awser hissed. “They must have been waiting for us once they detected the activation of the portal!”


“They could not have known the activation coordinates!” Ishma spoke. She looked at Perlae with wide eyes. “Unless they seeded this area of space with sensor probes and had ships already here!”


“So far from their own space?” Perlae gasped.


“After what grandmother told them the last time they stopped us, what did you expect?” Awser spoke. “She insulted them and made them look the fools. And did a masterful job of it too.”


“You want to fill me in now?” Sa'sur snapped angrily from within the still active Holo transmission. “Who are those ships closing on this location? No one knows we are here! Why are they after you?”

“Admiral Sa'sur we really need to speak with Androcles!” Perlae insisted. “If you would just allow me to speak with him. Just let him know that we…”
  


“Young lady, I don’t know who you are or what you are trying to find.” Sa'sur told her. “I will not put my people or ships in danger for someone I have never met before. You said those ships are coming after you… why?”


“We really don’t have time for this.” Morlar snapped. “They will be upon us in minutes!”


“I have all the time in the world.” Sa'sur commented. 


“Enough of this rensibfla!” Perlae barked out now letting her temper show as she turned to Ishma and Awser. “We must channel our power together and reach for Androcles.” She told them. “It is the only way.”


“Perlae we will never be able to breach the Etheric shields he has.” Awser told her. “He and his father have shields that no one can touch.”


Perlae nodded her head. “I know, but we don’t have to breach them.” She told him. “We only have to let him know we are here. With Ieri, Gydal and Quevor in the link with us we can at least get his attention.”


“And risk him thinking it is an attack from someone and have him shred our minds!” Ishma spoke. “Perlae that is crazy! You know what grandmother has told us. Androcles and his father are the most powerful Etheric users to have lived since Sumar. They could kill us all with hardly any effort!”

Perlae nodded her head. “What choice do we have?” She spoke. “We are no match for four Coalition frigates and if they capture us…”


“What do you want us to do?” Awser asked her.


“We link and find Androcles.” Perlae spoke. “We don’t need to try and breach his Etheric shields, just… just shout loud enough for him to take notice.”


“Shout?” Ishma asked.


“I know what she means.” Awser spoke taking his sister’s hands, as the three adolescent dragons moved closer so that they were touching their Bonded Ones. 


“He has to know who we are.” Perlae spoke. “We can hide nothing from him. He must know that we are his blood! It is the only way he will believe.”


“If he does not turn us all into babbling fools for even attempting this.” Awser spoke with a slight grin.

SPARTA'S WRATH 


ANDROCLES!!! WE NEED YOU!!!

It was a harmony of voices that echoed so loudly against his Etheric shields that it caused him to lose his equilibrium momentarily, affecting those closest to him in his family as they felt a wave of power within them. He knew instantly that it was no attack for the voices did not try to breach his shields and they echoed powerfully with the sweet resonance of something so very familiar to him. Andro pulled that power back within him taking it away from his family, even now protecting them like it was second nature to him. Andro dropped to one knee, sensing his mother’s concern, reaching for him both physically and within the Etheric realm. He ignored them and it was Eliani who was the first to get her body under his left shoulder and prop him up as best she could. 
Elynth sensed this intrusion into his mind almost at the same time and was reaching for him within milliseconds of it happening, both of them almost subconsciously reinforcing each other’s Etheric shields. The voices of his family were a hollow din of echoes as Andro took deep breaths and tried to ascertain what had just happened. The voices were still there echoing along his shields, not trying to gain access to his mind but most definitely trying to reach out to him. He had never felt them before, but their resonance was like a cool breeze on a summer’s day on Cranae Island. They meshed perfectly and were filled with love and devotion for family. For him. For his siblings.


Family.


And they were all focused utterly on him.


To a Lycavorian there was perhaps nothing more important than family and pack. The wolf within all of them could sense family and pack with hardly any effort. These voices were not fully Lycavorian but they echoed with the resonance of family. His family. He could feel Elynth swimming within his mind, sensing the same things and feeling the same confusion at what she was feeling. What they were feeling.

LOOK WITHIN US ANDROCLES!! LOOK WITHIN OUR MINDS AND YOU WILL SEE!!


Androcles did just that, reaching out with fingers of Etheric power, touching all of the minds that were joined. Six of them. All of them acting as one, all of them committed and filled with purpose and love for one another. There was no malice, no evil intent, and no nefarious meanings. With Elynth sending him pulses of love and preparing to act to defend him if she detected anything Androcles Leonidas lowered his Etheric shields just enough to reach out to the six minds.

As his body stiffened and Andro heard the faint cries of his family Andro felt his world open up into something wonderful. Images flashed through his mind of faraway places, the faces of those he recognized, laughter, love and pain. The one thing that coursed through him with powerful intensity was the resonance of family. He found so many Etheric tendrils that were drifting and all of them radiated the same thing. Family. Blood. As he delved deeper he saw each of them enter this world; saw their parents and grandparents; and then finally he saw her and his azure eyes grew so very wide. 

Eliani and his mothers and siblings thought he was in pain and they gripped him tighter. Anja and Eliani tried to use their power to discover what the problem was. Andro could feel their healing power sweeping through him, trying to discover what was wrong. He felt Sadi’s hands upon him then, all of his wives and mates as they crowded around him on the deck. It filled him with resolve and Andro went deeper. 

And he saw her one more time and felt the burning of family within him grow even more profound. The black hair and dark eyes so prominent in his father and his grandfathers. She was the cause. She was the beginning. In that fleeting moment Androcles saw everything and pieces of the puzzle he had been trying to put together with his father for years fell perfectly into place. 


[Where are you?] Andro reached out to the six minds without hesitation.


Andro felt the wave of happiness and relief fill the six minds and he opened his mind further, lowering his Etheric shields more and encompassing those six minds as well within the scope of his abilities. He felt liberation and untold happiness when he did this and then six voices spoke as one. 

[Androcles!] The six voices spoke as one. [Bless the gods!]

[You are so close!] Andro said. [Where are you?] He asked again still confused.


[Androcles…] A single female voice spoke now with their other five minds swirling around her in unison. [We are just on the edge of your ship’s sensors. Your Admiral is speaking with us but she would not let us talk to you.]


[Who are you? What is wrong? Where did you come from?] Andro asked the questions quickly.


[You have seen some of it.] The female voice replied. [We can tell you everything but the ships closing on our position now would prevent that if they were to capture us.]

[Ships?] Andro asked. [What ships?]


[She sent us Androcles. She sent us to be with you.] The voice spoke again. [My name is Perlae.]

[She is… she is my… grandmother. Our grandmother.] Andro said.

Andro felt the happiness in the connection once more and almost saw the young woman nod her head. [Yes. Her name is Dynina.]

[She is… she is grandmother Sateia’s mother!] Andro gasped his eyes going wide as the realization hit him. [She is the… she is the beginning!]

[Yes!] Perlae answered again and Andro could feel the happiness within them grow even more pronounced. [Androcles these Lycavorians that are coming… that are after us… they are not…]

[They are our people!] Andro spoke.


[No!] The female answered with almost a shout. [They are not like us! They are not like you and your father and mothers. Androcles you must believe me!]


The decision was easy enough for Androcles to make given that he was a Lycavorian, a Spartan and a Dahakoan. He made it with no hesitation.


[Come to me now!] Andro snapped. [Do not hesitate! I will inform the others! Follow this course now Perlae!] He ordered her, flashing her the course he wanted her to take through the connection they had established.
PERLAE’S TRANSPORT


[She is… she is grandmother Sateia’s mother!] Andro gasped his eyes going wide as the realization hit him. [She is the… she is the beginning!]

[Yes.] Perlae answered again. [Androcles these Lycavorians that are coming… that are after us… they are not…]

[They are our people!] Andro spoke.


[No!] Perlae answered with almost a shout. [They are not like us! They are not like you and your father and mothers. Androcles you must believe me!]


[Come to me now!] Andro snapped. [Do not hesitate! I will inform the others! Follow this course now Perlae!]

Perlae felt relief wash over her, Ishma and Awser at his words and she saw the course in her mind. Tears flowed openly from her and Ishma’s eyes and Awser was having trouble holding them back as well because of what they felt within Androcles for them. 

Perlae turned quickly to Morlar, ignoring the image of Sa'sur within the COM signal. She reached out and touched his shoulder. “Morlar… go!” She spoke. “Androcles said straight to his ship! Go!”


Morlar didn’t hesitate for an instant and pushed his engines to full power, the transport taking off like a bullet from a dead stop.


“Wait a minute!” Sa'sur barked out from with the COM channel. “I will…”


“I’m sorry Admiral!” Perlae spoke just before she ended the transmission on their end.


“Perlae, they could destroy us in a heartbeat!” Morlar spoke even as he shifted their course.


 “They will not.” Perlae answered confidently. She punched numbers into the computer between him and Jaroe. “Follow this course! Do not deviate from it Morlar!”

Morlar glanced at the computer and nodded his head. “Here we go!”

SCIMITAR


In all the years they had worked and commanded together Androcles had communicated with her via Mindvoice only three times. All of them in an emergency. She felt the tingles in her mind and then Andro's voice was filling her thoughts.

[Sa'sur! The transport! Do not hinder it!] Androcles ordered her.


[Andro… we don’t know anything about it.] Sa'sur spoke.


[We would have if you and Armen had allowed them to talk to me Sa'sur my friend.] He answered quickly. 


Sa'sur felt the slight tinge of anger and frustration in his voice but it was quickly gone. He knew they were only trying to do their jobs and not intrude on the reunion with his family and more importantly his mother.


[We wanted to…]


[I know Sa'sur and… thank you. Other ships are approaching as well?] Andro asked her.


[Four unknown contacts, yes. Our… guests… appear to know who they are but were not very forthcoming with the details.] Sa'sur answered. [They said they did not want to be taken by them. They have some sort of Stealth technology Andro, we picked them up easily enough but we had to retune our main sensors. Heavy Frigate Class to us. Four of them bearing on the transport now. They shifted course and are definitely after whoever is on that ship. Whoever they are, they must be important.]

[Sibfla!] Andro spat. [I believe the time to remain hidden is now past us Sa'sur. We knew it would not last forever.]


[Agreed.]


[De-shroud the Task Force and begin hailing these vessels.] Andro told her. 


[Who is on them Androcles?] Sa'sur asked.


[Lycavorians.] Andro replied causing Sa'sur’s eyes to grow wider. [Moreover, according to Perlae, not very friendly ones.]

SPARTA’S WRATH 


With a huge intake of breath, Androcles shook his head clear and rose to his feet with a purpose. 


“Andro!” Sadi exclaimed grabbing his face.


Andro looked at her, his azure eyes bright and so beautiful to her. Andro leaned over and kissed her passionately right there in front of everyone, surprising even Sadi and not caring that there were Tasmor gazing upon him with wide eyes. He pulled away quickly and looked at his three mothers and Eliani.


“Andro what happened?” Aricia asked as she grabbed his arm. “You… it was as if you went into shock!”   


Andro nodded his head. “I know. I’m sorry.” He answered quickly. He reached up and tapped his jaw. “Armen?”

Armen’s voice filled the internal speakers of the training room then. –Androcles-
“The transport that you and Sa'sur were tracking… it is moving towards us now yes?” Andro said.

-It is on an intercept course, affirmative- Armen answered. –You gave them a course through the Task Force I assume-
“Direct them to Landing Bay Six and have a security detail meet the ship. I will be moving there with my family.” Andro spoke squeezing Aricia’s hand and pulling Sadi closer to him.

-And the other contacts- Armen questioned.

“Other contacts?” Denali asked now. “Andro what is going on?”

“Sa'sur is bringing the Task Force to Status Two.” He answered. “She will order them to de-shroud in seconds and…” Andro tilted his head for a moment. “Belay that order Armen. Maintain Status Two and keep the Task Force Shrouded for now. Inform Sa'sur and those ships are not to approach under any circumstances.”
-Affirmative-

“Andro?” For'mya asked him. “What is going on?”

Andro met her eyes with a brilliant smile on his face. “Our past is catching up to our future mother.” He told her. “Everyone change and meet me in Landing Bay Six. Hurry.”

They could only watch as Andro released Aricia’s hand, snatched Carisia’s hand to replace it and then he was leading his wives and mates out of the training room. Aricia turned and looked at Anja and For'mya.

“What is happening?” She gasped.

Anja shook her head and took her hand as well as For'mya’s. “Whatever it is, you can damn well bet it is going to be big.” She replied. “We must get Saydia and the Tasmor settled and then join him in Landing Bay Six. Where is Landing Bay Six anyway?”
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“Report!” The stern faced Lycavorian spoke as he sat in the Command Chair on the bridge of the ship. 


His chair rested on a platform offset to the right of the bridge with stations behind him and to his left in the center of the bridge. Along the opposite side were also stations that were occupied by both men and women.


“Tri-Alliance transport is on an intercept course for the unknown ship! Range is sixteen million meters!” A voice echoed out.


“I can see that!” The man barked. “Tell me about this ship! Where did it come from? What flag does it fly?”


“It is just coming into range of our main scanning array sir! Sibfla! Captain it is over twenty-one thousand meters long!” Another voice chimed in.


The Lycavorian came to his feet, his instincts screaming for him to be cautious now. “Order the squadron to full stop! Conn, full stop! Do it now!”


“Full stop Captain!”


“Sensors!” He snapped. “Tell me something!”


“Some sort of localized jamming field is active Captain. Our sensors are unable to lock onto the ship or scan it!”


“Burn through the jamming field!” He ordered. “Tactical… are we still cloaked?”


“Affirmative Captain! Cloak is fully operational. The squadron is hidden.”


“Are there any other ships in the area?” He asked.


“No sir.” Another voice answered. “Sensors are clear. Just the lone ship. The Tri-Alliance transport executed some sort of evasive pattern and they have just now entered what appears to be a landing bay of some sort.”


“Range?”


“Range is down to eleven million, four hundred thousand meters sir.”


“Captain Nasso, Commander Balal is requesting instructions.”

“Tell him to stand by!” Nasso snapped as he moved to the sensor station to his left. It was being operated by his senior Sensor Officer and he trusted the man. “Gomar?” He asked less forcefully.


The man looked at him. They appeared to be the same age given their appearances. “I have never seen anything like it Nasso.” He spoke silently. “It is ten times our size and twenty times our mass. The configuration does not match anything in our databanks.”


“The jamming?” Nasso asked.


“It distorts sensors but it doesn’t jam them completely.” Gomar answered as he adjusted his controls. “Hull composition is unknown. It… it almost appears bio-mechanical in nature with traces of different metals that I have never seen before. That we have never seen before.”


“Power source?” Nasso asked.


Gomar shook his head. “Unable to determine at this distance given the distortion of our sensors by whatever that ship is radiating. It is some sort of polaron field that I can tell you.”


“A ship that size can’t possibly be a warship.” Nasso spoke. “Lifesigns?”

 
Gomar shook his head. “Our sensors are too distorted to be that accurate from this distance.” He replied.

“Keep trying to burn through this jamming Gomar.” Nasso spoke. He turned is head. “Weapons Officer, load torpedo bays with Class Four warheads. Full yield and lock them on that ship. And ready the Plasma turrets! If that ship attempts to leave I want it crippled! Order the other ships to do the same!”

“Weapons aye!”


“COMM Officer, prepare a probe to send back to Coalition space!” Nasso spoke. “Full security protocols and encryption. Launch when ready.” He moved to another station behind his chair and looked over the shoulder of the man there. “Anything yet on the portal opening?”


“They covered their tracks well Captain.” The man answered him. “Our relay sensor probes detected it just as they were designed too, but by the time the information was then transmitted to us, they had already collapsed it. We know they can move through these portals with ease but we simply were not prepared for this event and we were too far away to react quickly enough. I have shifted four probes into the sector where it was detected and I’m trying to determine its exact position.”

Nasso nodded his head and put his hand on the man’s shoulder. “Take your time and be thorough Lanar. This is why we brought you along. And if we can catch these Tri-Alliance people we can get you the answers to your questions and secure this technology for ourselves.”

“Yes sir.”

SPARTA'S WRATH

LANDING BAY SIX


Perlae, Ishma and Awser stood at the bottom of the ramp of their transport, their hands clasped tightly together in both fear and excitement. Ieri, Gydal and Quevor bounced slightly back and forth on their talons as they stood behind their Bonded Ones, staring at the massive forms of Jeth, Elynth and the other fully grown dragons now watching them with wide eyes. A full Durcunusaan Security Team was spread out in a half moon line in front of the ramp, their chopped down P190A5s ready to deal out death if need be. 


They saw him step through the rank of heavily armed men and all of their hearts jumped several notches. Though they didn’t know it, Andro had changed into standard Union Drow Light armor. Though it looked very similar to Mark V ArmorPly, the materials used were very different. All of the Leonidas children had taken to wearing the lighter Drow armor once Lu'ria had become Andro's wife and mate. It was much better for everyday use, and while it did not provide equal protection as the Mark VI ArmorPly that they wore into combat, it was better suited for day to day activities. It also served to accent the figures of all the Leonidas daughters and wives and this is something that all of them preferred. Aricia, Anja and For'mya wore the armor for the first time, but they would soon begin to do the same thing as the armor grew on them. Anja had already commented as they were changing how much more firm it made her ass look. Aricia and For'mya were laughing as they too dressed.


Perlae, Ishma and Awser could only stare at him with wide eyes. There were times when they had believed this day would never come. Only their grandmother’s faith had given them the will to hold on to that feeling. Now it was actually happening and they did not know what to do. He was taller than the images they had seen on pirated channels, and far more muscular. He was so imposing, both physically and within the Etheric realm. Their dragon blood could feel the echo of the Dahakoan inside him and the young man and woman that stood behind the row of guards. It was so powerful and unmistaken. 

They could also feel the Etheric resonance that marked him as a Talon Guardian. 

Vrelvel Sargti.

Beings that had not existed within Darastrixi society for well over a million years and now two among the four that existed were not even Darastrixi, which was unheard of in all of their history. And they were of their blood.

Androcles stared at them with wide eyes as he moved closer. Their scents were without question and for one with the sense of smell that Andro and his father had; it was the largest deciding factor. Andro did not hesitate and moved right up in front of them, his azure eyes bright. He reached up slowly and touched Perlae’s cheek causing her to flinch slightly but not draw back. He let his fingers slide across her skin and saw her smile as the tears rolled down her cheeks. She reached up and covered his hand with her own, even as Andro looked at Ishma and did the same thing with her. The fingers of his hand caressing the skin of her cheek and her tears of happiness rolling across his skin. He turned and looked at Awser now, taking his hand and brushing it across his short black hair before coming to rest on the back of his neck. Awser moved closer, reaching up to rest his hand on Andro’s arm, his dark amethyst eyes moist.

Andro turned his head back to Perlae and met her identical colored eyes. [Staania?] He asked them.


Perlae nodded through her tears. [She is well. It was she who sent us here Androcles. She has always known you and your father would come. She has never lost faith. She made sure none of us did. She has waited for the day when she could see all of you together. In person. Jezima and Meral too.]


[How?] Andro gasped. [You are…? How is this possible?]

Awser smiled now. [Our father is… he is Darastrixi.]

Andro looked at him with wide eyes. [Darastrixi?] He gasped in surprise.


Elynth was the only one who would dare intrude on what was taking place and she moved up right behind Andro, lowering her head close to his shoulder. Ieri and her sister and brother had to crane their necks up to gaze at her, but look at her they did with huge eyes. That she was Vrelvel Sargti and Dahakoan was easy enough to tell for them, but she was also a hybrid dragon. This was something that none of them had ever seen before let alone believed was possible.


[How is that possible?] Elynth asked them.


Perlae smiled as she reached up and put her palm on Elynth’s snout. This drew gasps from many who were watching. All of her siblings and the entire Leonidas family knew Elynth to be the most introverted of Isheeni and Torma’s children and she would never allow anyone but Andro to touch her in such a way.


[Elynth.] Perlae said softly seeing her golden eyes go wide. [You are just as beautiful as our staania said you were.]


[You… you know my name.] Elynth rasped out.


[We all know your name.] Ishma spoke now as she too reached up and touched her snout. [You are part of Androcles. There is not one without the other. We know the names of all our family.]


Elynth looked at Andro. [Andro?]

[You can feel what I feel sister.] Andro told her. [They bear the blood of my family within their veins. I can smell it as easily as I smell it within my siblings. Staania Sateia’s blood.]


Perlae looked at Elynth. [Sateia… Sumar’s wife and mate… she was the sister to our mother.] She explained. [Both are daughters to our staania.]

[How?] Andro asked. [How did she survive the Black Day? How did you come to be among Darastrixi?]


[Pralors too.] Awser spoke causing Andro to look at him.


[It is a long and rather involved history Androcles.] Perlae told him. [We can tell you everything but…] 


“Andro?” Eliani’s voice interrupted them and Andro turned his head and saw his sister just behind him. As with all his siblings, they trusted Androcles implicitly; Eliani was just a little braver than the rest when concerning Andro. “Hum mm… we are standing here kind of stupid like.”


Andro could not help but smile and he turned back to Perlae. He surprised her by his actions, but his arms closing around her filled her with blissful joy and then he was hugging her tightly. She felt his arms reach out for Awser and Ishma and then he was embracing all of them, his resonance and scent filling their senses and their minds and filling the one void that all of them had felt in their hearts since they were children. 


The void of family.


Andro looked up and turned, none of them wanting to release him from their arms, and he looked at his three mothers and siblings looking at him strangely. He saw the looks on the faces of Aricia, Anja, Denali, Deion and Nara and knew that they were beginning to put together what was happening here. They would have the keenest senses of smell after him and his mother Anja could no doubt sense with her healing powers that they were related. 


“Well!” Andro blurted aloud. “Don’t just stand there! Come and greet your family.” He declared. “Come and greet our chroray!” (cousins)

That was all the encouragement they needed and the rush of bodies forward was like a wave of emotion as Perlae, Ishma and Awser were swallowed up but the one thing they had lacked for nearly all of their lives outside the love of their grandmother and father.


The love of family.
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“Gomar?” Nasso asked impatiently from his command chair.


“I have been able to retune our sensors somewhat, but the polaron field around this ship is very powerful.” Gomar answered. “Whatever is powering that ship is unlike anything I have seen.”


Nasso rose to his feet and moved up beside him once more. “It has been over thirty minutes Gomar.” He said. “Surely you have discovered something?”


“It is unlike the Tri-Alliance technology Nasso.” He told him. “I’ve never seen it before. The ship is just under twenty-two thousand meters long. It has a beam of nearly five thousand meters! If our instruments are accurate it displaces over 22 billion metric tons Nasso!”


“Then it must be a transport of some kind.” Nasso spoke. “No one builds a warship that large. What would be the purpose? It would not be able to fight.”

Gomar looked at him. “It would be helpful if we were closer.” He told him. “I could focus our sensors tighter on different portions of the ship and cut through the interference from the polaron field.”


“Are you sure?” Nasso asked.


Gomar was silent for a moment then shrugged his broad shoulders. “I don’t know.” He finally answered. “To manipulate a polaron field in such a way takes a massive amount of power generation, easily the output of all four of our ships combined, but a polaron field is not meant to make it impossible to scan through it. Just harder.”


Nasso thought about it for a few seconds and then turned his head. “Conn! Ahead two thirds on the sub-light engines! Take us to a distance of one million meters from that ship!”


“Conn aye!”


Nasso looked back to Gomar. “You are certain it was the Yowa’s staaniachanvor?” He asked.


Gomar nodded his head. “Without question.” He answered. “Their bio-scans matched perfectly to what was in our databanks. I also detected three of the Sinuova onboard before they sprinted for this ship.”

“Truly?” Nasso asked. “That is new for them. We have not seen them outside their territory on anything but their warships. Why risk them on a simple transport, even if it is their fastest?”


“It does make you wonder.” Gomar spoke. “Perhaps they are getting sloppy?”


Nasso shook his head quickly. “The Yowa is many things but she is not sloppy. She has been out thinking King Osrod for ten thousand years.” He squeezed Gomar’s shoulder. “If we can bring him her grandchildren he will reward us with whatever we desire Gomar.”

“I would settle for a better ship.” Gomar replied with a grin.


“If we can pull this off I will make sure we are given a cruiser!” Nasso said. He moved back to his Command chair with a delighted look in his eyes at what he could gain from this mission. “COM Officer, when we reach one million meters begin hailing the ship. Standard hail and have them prepare to be boarded!”

“COM aye.”

SPARTA’SWRATH


They moved into the starboard pilot’s briefing room, the Durcunusaan keeping all others outside, while the reunion continued. Perlae, Ishma and Awser were very nearly overwhelmed at the outpouring of family and love they received. As their staania had told them many times through the years, it would be much easier for those of pure blood to know the truth of it, and Aricia had proven this theory quite correct. She sat with Perlae and Ishma on either side of her, gripping their hands tightly, while Awser sat beside Ishma with Denali, Deion and Nara crowded around him. The others packed around them, Anja and For'mya touching Aricia in some fashion, all of the Leonidas family touching one another in some way, while a barrage of simple questions beset the three of them. They were questions easily answered and did not require much thought given the emotion of the moment. Ieri, Gydal and Quevor were all resting on Jeth’s massive back just outside the briefing room, all of the family dragons crowded around him and Tharua.


Androcles stood just inside the door of the briefing room, his back to the wall. Sadi and Ne’Veha pressed tightly against either side of him, Lu’ria to his front and Sehri, Caliria, and Carisia pressed up against them. All of them basked in the happiness that filled Androcles and they radiated it outward as well.


“You must contact your father Saradasaar.” Sadi spoke looking up into his face. “This revelation is; it is beyond wondrous.”


Andro nodded his head. “I will.” He said softly.


“You did not sense them at all Andro?” Carisia asked him.


Andro met her Maya blue eyes. “Not even an inkling.” He answered. “Not until they reached out to me.”


“A power like Tobia and Mari have then?” Ne'Veha spoke. “Mari was able to shield her resonance even from Murano and he is her father.”


Andro nodded his head. “Possibly.” He said. “Their Etheric resonance is different though. It is not as pronounced as it is within us.”


“Is that bad?” Sehri asked.


“No.” Andro told her quickly. “They are blood. They are family and that is unquestioned. How it all came to be we will discover as time passes.”


“This is nearly as wonderful as discovering that Jezima and Meral still live.” Lu'ria spoke happily. “We are discovering so much about our history and our family.” That was the Drow within her speaking for it was well known that the Drow were sometimes even more fanatical about their family and clans than Lycavorians.


Andro turned his head when the door to the briefing room opened and the Bridge Officer entered. He recognized Major Dl’koa instantly. “Major?” He asked.


Dl'koa turned and saw Prince Androcles beside the door. “Milord.” He spoke bowing his head slightly.


Andro grimaced at Dl'koa’s formality and thought he saw him grin slightly in response. He would have a talk with Armen at a later time. “What is it Major?”


Dl'koa moved closer. “Our other guests are becoming bolder Milord.” He told him. “One of the ships has closed to one million meters and has begun hailing us in the clear.”


“They lowered these stealth shields that they have?” Andro asked surprised.


“The one ship that moved closer yes. The others are still hidden, or so they think.” Dl'koa added with a smile.


“What do they want?” Andro asked.


Dl'koa shook his head. “Standard hail in universal language translators.” Dl'koa gave him a lopsided grin now. “They want us to heave to and prepare to be boarded for inspection of what they call criminals.”


Andro’s eyes grew wide at this and he almost choked on his intake of breath. “You must be joking?” He gasped. His head turned quickly then and he looked at where Perlae and the others sat. “She said they were not like us.” He spoke softly.

Sadi looked at his face. “Andro?”


“Perlae told me they were not like us.” Andro repeated himself looking at her. “The crews of these ships are Lycavorian Kerta Gai.”


Sadi’s jungle green eyes grew wider now as well. “Lycavorian? Out here?”


Andro nodded his head as he turned back to Dl'koa. “Have they tried to scan us?”


Dl'koa nodded his head. “Ever since they got within range. Their sensors do not appear to be anywhere near as advanced as ours, nor their ships for that matter. The polaron field is distorting most of their scans but now that they have moved closer, they will be able to get some readings. Nothing major since our Dragon Armor shell resists most passive scans. If they get stupid and actually try to actively scan us, then they will get more information.”

   
Andro nodded his head as his mind went over half a dozen scenarios. “Keep ignoring them for now.” He replied. “And do what you can to keep them from being able to detect anything even if they do go active.”

“The Task Force?” Dl'koa asked.


“Sa'sur will keep them under Shroud for now.” Andro answered him. “Only secure COMs between ships Dl'koa. I will join you on the bridge shortly.”


Dl'koa nodded his head and turned quickly to move out the door. Andro leaned over and quickly nuzzled Sadi and the others affectionately, each of them smiling and basking in the attention. He looked at Perlae once more and nodded. “Time to get some answers.” He spoke as he gently moved Lu'ria aside and walked over to the table in front of where Perlae, Ishma and Awser sat in the front row of seats.


Perlae and Ishma still had moist eyes from all the tears they had shed in the last hour and it showed even on their skin. Awser’s face was very animated and happy, that much anyone could see. All of them were actually. They all turned to him as he sat on the edge of the table across from them. Aricia, Anja and the rest of their family knew right away that something was going on and they focused their attention on him.


“Andro?” Aricia asked him. “What is it?” Perlae, Ishma and Awser all looked at him when she spoke and they could feel the anxiousness within him.


“Chrora… I need to know who is on those ships.” Andro asked her. “You said they were Lycavorian.”


“Lycavorian?” Aricia gasped aloud.


Perlae nodded her head. “Yes.”


Anja looked at Andro. “The ones from Ventori?” She asked.


Andro dropped his eyes from his Hadarian mother and looked at Perlae once more. “Perlae?”


“They call themselves the Coalition of Lycavorian States.” Perlae began. “We simply refer to them as COLS. They control roughly forty habitable planets on the far side of Kintaur space. Along the outer edge of the Echo Quadrant.”


“Wait…” Anja spoke again. “You know of the Kintaur?”


Ishma nodded now. “The Pralor and Tasmor planets as well. Staania Dynina has been monitoring them ever since we discovered they existed. About a thousand years after we arrived on Lorenu.”


“Lorenu is where you are from?” Aricia asked. “Your planet? Where is it?”


Perlae looked at Androcles. “It is a hidden system.” She spoke again. “It is not within the Echo Quadrant. It is… it is within the old Pralor Empire.”


“The old Pralor Empire?” Mari perked up when she heard this and leaned forward in her chair beside Deion. “How is that possible? The Scourge control our old empire.”


“Not all of it Lady Mari.” Awser replied.


Andro moved off the table and knelt down in front of Perlae. He took her hand in his and looked at them. “You are with family now Perlae.” He told her warmly sensing her hesitation. “You know this, yes?”


Perlae nodded her head quickly with a brilliant smile. “Oh yes!” She answered.


“It is a day we have waited for ever since we were born Androcles.” Awser spoke now. “Staania has known all of you existed ever since Tenne Martin took City Ship 41 from the surface of Lycavore. She has told us of each of you when you were born. When she first… when she discovered Tenne Martin lived it was a joyous day without equal according to her.”


“Son vada carians!” Aricia muttered.


Androcles nodded his head slowly trying to wrap his mind around what they were saying. “That is… you have known we existed?” He said. “How? We…” Andro met her eyes with an expression of disbelief. “You have someone within the Union! Someone close to our family if you know all this!”

Ishma nodded her head slowly. “Only staania knows who it is.” She said quickly. “We have asked her through the years but she has never revealed this information to anyone. Nicha may know, she is staania’s closest friend and like a sister to her. We do not though.”

“Why not… why not come forward?” For'mya asked now. “Why not reveal this to us so that…”

Perlae shook her head. “We do not know what resides in staania’s thoughts.” She said. “Only she can answer these questions.”

Andro squeezed her hand and nodded. “Then that is knowledge that we will get to very soon I assure you.” He spoke evenly. “Right now however, these ships are still out there and they are after you. Who are they and why are they after you?”


Perlae took a deep breath. “The nearest that we can tell, according to the members of the Pralor Science Convocation that are among us, is that they are from one of the earliest Seed Missions that the Pralors conducted with our people from Lycavore. Even before those on Ventori, so at least a hundred and fifty thousand years but probably more.” Perlae answered. “Staania first encountered them after our probes discovered the Pralor survivors of the war in this Quadrant of space on Artaaya. We did not approach the Pralor survivors as they were too busy trying to rebuild. We sent one of our ships to make contact with these Lycavorians, hoping to gain more allies; it did not work out as we had hoped.”


“What do you mean?” Aricia pressed her. 

Perlae looked at her. “They are not like us.” She repeated the phrase. “In many cases they still follow the old ways of our people on Lycavore. Before the time of Sumar. They are quick to violence and they rule with absolute power. We know that they control forty odd planets as I said, more than half of them they conquered.” She looked back to Andro. “The different species in that region of space that they have not conquered avoid them at all costs. They are militant and they provoke easily.”


“It is they who probably took the Alphas from Ventori.” Awser spoke now. “We have never been able to prove that, but it is what staania feels.” He told them. “They still follow the old caste ways of our people Androcles. Alphas, Betas, Omegas. Each are broken into their own sub castes and that is how they live. Those who did not bend to their will were enslaved over time. Slavery and beholden debts are a major part of their society.”


“Debts?” Anja hissed softly.  


Ishma nodded now. “Adults and children are sold into servitude in order to pay for debts that are owed. Sometimes from thousands of years in the past.”


“The people allow this?” Denali asked from behind them.


Awser nodded and turned to look at his cousin. “It is an accepted way of life to them.” He answered. “Many know nothing else. Trust nothing else. It is a way to advance their status among their people.”


“Do they have a government?” For'mya asked. “Elected leaders?”


Perlae shook her head. “Pack rule.” She answered. “And the senior pack leaders select a King.”


“King?” Andro said.


Perlae returned her gaze to him. “King Osrod commands them now. He has been King for the last seven centuries since he succeeded his father. He is not a nice man and neither was his father. His father tried to force staania to give him our technology. As you no doubt noticed they are nowhere near as advanced as you or our people in terms of technology.” She told them. “When we first encountered them they tried to act friendly and open, but staania saw through this quickly enough. It turned ugly when she refused to become the mate to King Osrod’s father and he tried to force himself on her. That is when their true intent came out. Staania soon discovered that they wanted our advanced technology, our people and whatever we could offer to them, and not for peaceful purposes. They wanted it for themselves. For power.”

“Thugs!” Eliani spat from the side.


Perlae shook her head quickly and looked at her. “No, that is part of the problem. They are not simple thugs Eliani. Osrod commands them as King, his word is law, but he listens to the leaders of the packs. They do things for the benefit of their people insofar as it benefits the Coalition as a whole.”


“They practice slavery!” For'mya hissed.


“Yes, but unlike other species in history they do not abuse slaves and their slaves are afforded at least some basic rights.” Ishma spoke.


“You sound like you admire them Ishma.” Anja said gently.


Ishma shook her head quickly. “No, never! Slavery is vile to me no matter the form! I’m just saying that, unlike how slavery is viewed in the Union, how the Tri-Alliance views it, this is acceptable to COLS and part of their society. It has been for millennia.”

“Why are they after you?” Andro asked her. “And I need to know everything Perlae. Keep nothing from me.”


Perlae nodded her head. “When the Svorag attacked Ventori, staania dispatched one of our cruisers to provide help to them. Before we even got a third of the way there seven COLS ships intercepted us.” She told them. “We do not have many warships but they are far superior to anything COLS has. Staania tried to reason with them, she even told them we were going to Ventori to assist them. They did not seem concerned about what was happening there and that is why staania believed they had something to do with taking the Alphas from the planet. She says they knew of Ventori by the way they reacted to her words. She believes they have been there before. They may have even been there watching them when the Svorag struck.”

“For what purpose?” Aricia asked.


Perlae shook her head. “We do not know.” She answered. “These ships demanded that we surrender to them. Staania refused and they began to fire upon us.” Perlae took a deep breath and stopped for a moment. Ishma reached out to her and placed her hand on her sister’s arm.


“Staania refused to fire back on them.” Ishma continued now. “When they realized they could not penetrate our shields, they sacrificed one of their ships to damage our ship. It rammed our cruiser and was destroyed, but it did sufficient damage to our ship that our shields dropped.”


“Staania had no choice but to order the Captain to attack with everything we had.” Awser picked it up now. “We destroyed the remaining six ships in minutes but not before the surviving Captain got a message off to COLS Command. He told them that we had attacked unprovoked and killed all seven ships without any warning.”


Perlae looked at Andro. “Ever since that day COLS has considered all of us criminals.” She finished. “This is not the first time we have encountered them since that day. We usually escape easily, they cannot match our speed, but this time they knew where we were almost as soon as we arrived. We believe they have seeded this area of space with sensor drones that can detect our Subspace Portal Generator and have left ships to try and capture whatever they can.”


“Subspace Portal Generator?” For'mya asked now.


Perlae nodded her head. “The Darastrixi and Pralor scientists with us were some of the finest minds among their people. Working together they developed them over a hundred years. They are installed on all of our ships.”


“You have this technology?” Mari asked in shocked. “We were never able to determine how to fix the power instability it caused within the core matrix of our Quantum drives. You have these engines? Truly?”


Perlae nodded her head. “Oh yes.” 

Aricia looked at Mari puzzled and then back to For'mya. “Kinosaurgai?” She asked.


“Benjamin and others at Dreamland have been working on it for a decade. They have shelved it for the most part.” She replied. “It was still in the theoretical stage. We could never solve the power consumption ratio just as Mari said. A Subspace Portal Generator would allow you to open your own directed wormhole to… well to anywhere. Theoretically the range would be unlimited by normal standards. Jump Gates would become a thing of the past.” For'mya looked at Perlae. “And you… this is amazing! You actually have working engines?”


Perlae nodded her head. “It is our most guarded secret.” She replied. “Only a handful of our people even know how they work. COLS must have devised some rudimentary way to detect the activation of a portal within a certain range.”

“And that is how they came upon you so quickly?” Andro asked.


Perlae nodded her head. “We believe so, yes.” She told him. “As I said… we don’t know anything for sure.”


“Well, it’s pretty obvious they want you.” Anja spoke now looking at Andro. “And we aren’t going to allow that to happen are we?” 
Andro was quiet for a long moment as different options raced through his mind. His silence made Anja’s eyes narrow and she moved closer to him. 
“Androcles?” She pressed more firmly.


Andro glanced up at her. “A moment mother.” He spoke as he stood up to his full height and tapped his jaw. “Armen?”


-Standing by Androcles-


“Androcles you…” Aricia started now also rising to her feet.


Andro held up his hand to her. “In a moment mother!” He told her with a firm voice. Aricia was about to retort angrily at this seemingly casual dismissal when she felt For'mya’s hand touch her arm and then For'mya she reached for both Aricia and Anja in their private connection.


[No, my loves.] She said quickly. [We have seen this before with our beloved. You know how Martin’s mind works. Andro is no different. He is his father’s son. Let him continue.]

For'mya was right they both knew. Martin could and did drive all of them insane with the way his mind was so methodical and cunning. They could never predict what he was going to do even after almost three decades together.


“Armen, I want a full spectrum sensor sweep of this sector and the adjoining sectors. Concentrate on any abnormal lower range power readings you detect that could be part of an extended sensor grid. A sensor grid that could be using the same stealth technology that our friends are using to hide themselves.” Andro told him.


For'mya smiled knowingly as Aricia and Anja looked at her. Perlae looked up at them. “He can do that?” She asked surprised.

-What would this sensor grid be searching for Androcles- Armen asked.

Andro looked at Perlae. “Chrora?” He asked.


It was Awser who answered as he rose to his feet. “Given their level of technology the only thing they might possibly be able to detect is the residual chronometric particles of a portal opening.” He answered. “We use unique crystals to focus the portal strength and make it stable, but they do leave a miniscule trace for several hours after activation.”


“Armen you catch all that?” Andro asked.


-I will begin the sweep- His voice answered.


Perlae, Ishma and Awser looked around at everyone confused and it was Lisisa who smiled from where she stood beside Denali and Arduri. “All of us have COM implants.” She explained. “We can hear pretty much any official communication anywhere on the ship and we all have private channels.”


“And Armen is the ship so that helps as well.” Deni echoed.


“This Armen… he is the Avatar of this ship?” Ishma asked.


Deni nodded his head. “Though I wouldn’t exactly call him an Avatar anymore. He seems to not like that term now.” He said with a smile.


Andro looked at Perlae once more. “Chrora… how radical are these Lycavorians?” He asked.


“Radical?” Perlae asked. “I would not call them radical Androcles.”


“Would they try to forcibly board my ship?” Andro explained further.


Perlae blinked several times as his meaning hit her and she came to her feet. “If they… if they thought it would allow them to capture us or any part of our technology, yes, I believe they would.”


“Deni… low level alert. Have the Durcunusaan deploy teams to all of the landing bays. It is the only way they could get aboard.” Andro said. “You take command of one of the two main landing bays with Lisi and Arduri, Dorian take the second with Sheva and Onera. Split our team among you but I want Kalis with you.”

Denali looked at him puzzled. “Why?” He asked.

“He will learn more of leadership from you.” Andro replied seeing his brother’s eyes widen slightly. “Now go!”

“Deion, grab Murano on your way out and take him with you, Nara and Mari. Take Landing Bay Six where their ship came in. Divide the rest between our siblings but leave the PREMONITION’s Landing Bay for Carisia, Lu'ria and Sehri.”

“ROE?” Deion asked him.


“If they try to board our ship fervon, subdue them.” Andro answered. “If they resist… if they resist, kill them.”


Denali nodded his head. “Aden.” He said. (Done)

Perlae, Ishma and Awser could only stand there stunned as the Leonidas children turned into Spartan Warriors in the blink of an eye. They watched as Denali grabbed Deion and Dorian and they headed for the door, the rest of their cousins following without hesitation. Only Eliani, Brendi and Jomann remained once everyone else had exited.

Andro looked at his three mothers. Three of the six that he loved as if each of them had given birth to him. He looked directly at Anja. “Mother… Laren needs you now.” He said. “Her episodes are becoming harder for her to tolerate. Only you can fix that.”


Anja didn’t pause and nodded her head. “Eli, you and Caliria are with me. And have Serale meet us in the Med Bay as well. This is going to take a few hours and we’ll need her additional power. Retta and Calyb too.” She looked at Andro with those stern jade green eyes. “And you… no bumps or explosions or any other little things that your father so enjoys! You hear me!”

Andro grinned at her. “I will do my best medwaw.”


Anja shook her head. “Yeah… my mida you will.” She said taking Eliani and Caliria’s hands and heading out of the briefing room.


Andro looked at Jomann. “Go with them Jomann. If these fools do happen to get aboard, I want you protecting my family. No one gets close to them Jomann. No one.”


Jomann nodded his head. “General Dytin has a security force with him. I could use them to augment the Durcunusaan.”

Andro nodded his head. “Do it.”
Jomann was moving before the words had finished leaving Andro’s lips.


Andro waited for him to exit and them turned to look at Aricia and For'mya as he took Perlae’s hand in one of his and then Ishma’s in the other. “Shall the rest of us go to the bridge and see what we can see?” He asked with a smile.

For'mya stepped up to him and lightly slapped him in the face. “You are too much like your father you know.” She commented. “You are having way too much fun!”


Sadi and Ne'Veha laughed from where they still stood by the door as For'mya moved up to them and took their hands.


“Follow me.” Andro said with a large grin.
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Armen turned when Andro entered the bridge with Aricia and the three individuals he had never seen. The way he held the hands of the two females he registered right away and he filed this information into his neural network for future reference. These must be their guests. His orange hued eyes grew slightly wider when he saw the four Tasmor females following Aricia with Lady Gorgo and Lady Dasha, and the two Pralor females he did not know. He recognized them as the Tasmor Regent Saydia Daret, her mate and her two daughters while the Pralor females could only have come with the Queens since he did not have their biometric scan in his databanks. He may have been an Avatar, but he was capable of learning and this action did not sit well with him, as it would not sit well with any ship commander having unauthorized personnel on his bridge. He looked directly at Androcles when he stopped in front of him.


-Androcles- He spoke before his eyes rested on Saydia and the others.


Aricia noticed this right away but did not take offence in the least. She stepped away from Saydia and Anythylea and right up to him and placed her hand on his broad chest. Aside from her Beloved and her son, Aricia had interacted with Avi far more than the other Queens, especially when she had been carrying each of her children.
“It was my decision Armen. Upgrade their status, as well as that of Jacina and Recia.” Aricia spoke softly looking at the hulking Avatar for the first time but being reminded so much of Avi. “They will be family one day.”

Avi had played such a role in their lives for the last three decades that Aricia and the others were perfectly comfortable with him in the same room. This comfort level now extended to Armen almost naturally. He did not look like Avi except for the massive seven-foot-tall body and bald head, but there was no mistaking he was the Avatar of this ship. 
Armen nodded his head then without hesitation. He knew the meaning of family to the Leonidas clan. –I will make a note in my neural database- He told her just as softly. –The other Tasmor-
Aricia shook her head slowly. “If you would, keep an eye on the rest of them with the exception of Perlyea and Aduna.”

-As you wish Lady Aricia- Armen answered.

“Thank you Armen.” Aricia told him. She nodded to Andro before moving back to where a wide eyed Saydia and Anthylea stood. Namiri and Emylea were equally enthralled at what they saw and this showed on their faces easily.

Andro looked at Armen. “Armen, allow me to introduce Perlae, Ishma and Awser.” He said. “Our Chroray.”

Ishma was very excited upon seeing him and she reached up without thought to touch his cheek. “We read about Avatars in our studies.” She gasped aloud. 

“Ishma!” Perlae admonished her sister.

“Oh! Forgive me!” Ishma spoke embarrassed pulling her hand back quickly.

-There is nothing to forgive Lady Ishma- Armen stated with what could almost be described as humor.
“What do we have Armen?” Androcles asked now as he turned to the massive plot board in the center of the bridge.

Armen turned to the star chart table as well and touched several keys on the clear panel. The image changed to one of the entire larger sector as well as the two adjoining ones. –You were correct Androcles- He spoke as dozens of small dots began to appear on the large chart. Perlae, Ishma and Awser crowded around the huge table now looking on with awe. –The sweep detected seventy-nine stationary probes that are tuned to detect residual chronometric particles as your chrora Awser described. They are spread out over three different sectors but all of them are linked together-

Perlae’s eyes were wide as she gazed at the chart. “COLS ships do not have interstellar capability. These ships must have been out here for months laying this sensor pattern.” She spoke.


“When was the last time you came to this Quadrant?” Andro asked.


“It has been almost two years.” Ishma answered. “Staania became wary of continued incursions here because of COLS and the way they viewed us.”


Andro looked at Armen. “Are they still hailing us?”


Armen nodded his head. –Indeed. Every three minutes- He answered.


“Bring it up on speakers Armen. Let’s hear what they have to say.” Andro told him.

Armen turned his head and looked across the bridge. –COM Officer, put the hail on bridge speakers please- 

  “Com Officer, aye. On speakers.”

Within two seconds, they heard the deep male voice speaking.


“…Nasso of the Coalition of Lycavorian States Frigate. You are hereby ordered to identify yourselves and surrender the criminals that recently boarded your ship. In addition you will power down all shields and prepare to be boarded for inspection of further criminals that you are harboring. You will respond immediately.”


Andro shook his head with a small smile. “Everyone always wants to board our ships.” He spoke to no one in particular.


-Speaking from a purely aesthetic point of view, most Union ships are more pleasing to the visual receptors of humanoid species- Armen chimed in. –Perhaps this would account for these requests-

Andro looked at him oddly even as Ishma and Perlae couldn’t contain their snickers of laughter. “Open a channel.” He spoke with a shake of his head.


Armen turned once more to his COM officer. –Tightly focused cone on our end Denaria. No reason to let them see more than they need to-   

    
The Elven female nodded her head. “Opening channel, narrow beam aye.”

Andro turned and looked at the image of the ship on the massive view screen that took up nearly one third of the forward facing bulkhead. “This is Androcles Leonidas responding to your hail. Do you require assistance of some sort?” 
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“This is Androcles Leonidas responding to your hail. Do you require assistance of some sort?” 

Nasso came to his feet when he heard the voice. “COM Officer?” He barked out.
“Confirmed sir! They are answering on both audio and video channels.”

“Audio only!” Nasso spoke.

“Channel open, sir.”

“I am Captain Nasso of the Coalition of Lycavorian States.” Nasso began. “We have tracked a transport vessel carrying known fugitives being taken aboard your ship! You will prepare your ship to be boarded for inspection and to hand over these criminals. Confirm my orders to you immediately.”

There was a momentary pause and then the male voice answered. “You initiated this transmission sir; you may contact me back on this channel when you have the courtesy to allow me to see you as well. I will wait five minutes and then we will depart this area of space. Good day.”
The COM officer looked up with wide eyes. “Captain… they have severed the link!” 

A few of the bridge crew glanced over at their Captain. Nasso was well known all over the Coalition as one of the toughest men alive. He had thoroughly beaten down several officers through the years for questioning his orders or not following them to the letter. No one dared talk back to him or question his authority. It was also spoken about among his subordinates and peers that he was close to King Osrod, who often took his council. Nasso stood there now with a stunned expression on his face, something none of his crew normally saw. Nasso recovered quickly enough and turned, “Gomar?” He hissed, “Anything?”
Gomar turned to look at him with a surprised expression. “I am still unable to burn through the polaron field completely Nasso but…”

Nasso nodded his head. “What? Speak to me.”

“I am detecting lifesigns Nasso.” He told him, “Over half a million lifesigns!”

Nasso looked at him as if he was insane, “That… that cannot be possible.” He stammered aloud.

“The polaron field is still active and causing our sensors to reflect back our scans but I can be relatively sure given our distance, that ship has over half a million people on board, and over half of them are Lycavorian Nasso.” Gomar answered him.

“Lycavorian? Gomar that is…” Nasso blinked rapidly, “From the Tri-Alliance?” He asked.
Gomar shrugged his shoulders. “There is no way to tell that Nasso. But you were correct; it must be a transport of some kind with that many passengers.”

Captain Nasso of the Coalition of Lycavorian States could see much praise being heaped upon him by King Osrod if he was able to bring this ship and all of its passengers to him. Over half a million prisoners from the Tri-Alliance could net them a priceless amount of intelligence and technology. The Tri-Alliance and the yowa upaee who led them had been a thorn in their side for centuries now. 
He turned quickly to his COM officer. “Get them back!” He barked out the order. “Audio and imaging as well!”

“Channel open, sir!”
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“You initiated this transmission sir; you may contact me back on this channel when you have the courtesy to allow me to see you as well. I will wait five minutes and then we will depart this area of space. Good day.” Andro looked at Denaria and motioned with his hand.

“Channel closed!” She spoke quickly.

Perlae, Ishma and Awser stared at Androcles as if he had lost his mind while Aricia stood beside For'mya, both of them smiling from ear to ear.

[Yes indeed.] Aricia spoke as she looked at For'mya with loving eyes. [He is his father’s son.]

For'mya laughed within their private connection and they heard Anja’s sweet laughter from the Med Bay. [I told you he would be big trouble when I pulled him out of your womb and he was wailing like a wolf with an attitude.] She told them.

Aricia nodded her head. [Yes, you did Melyanna] She spoke. [And I would not have it any other way.]

[Hell no!] Anja exclaimed. [We would not have had half as much fun all of these years if we had children who were not stubborn and pig headed.]

[How true.] For'mya spoke. [How true.]
[Work calls.] Anja spoke. [Try to keep him from killing anyone you two, and pray to the gods that these fools do not call him boy. He is so much like his father and he hates being called boy.]

[We will try.] Aricia said with a smile. [No promises though.]
Perlae moved right up beside Andro as Aricia and For'mya turned to watch. She grasped his forearm. “Androcles, what are you doing?” She asked softly.  “We know of this man Nasso. We have heard staania speak of him before. He is supposedly one of King Isrod’s most senior officers and is trusted. She says he is cruel and unhinged.”
“He’s an igord to act in this way with an unknown ship, especially one of our size.” Andro told her.

“Why do you antagonize him?” Perlae asked. 

Andro looked at her. “Do you trust me chrora?” He asked.

Perlae blinked quickly and nodded her head. “Of course,” She answered without a doubt. “We all do. You know this Androcles. We… we have trusted you since we came into this world. It is in our blood.”

“Then trust me now.” Andro spoke with a smile. “You have…”
“They are hailing us again!” Denaria called out now cutting off their conversation, “Full access this time.”

Andro looked at her. “Put it through.” He told her turning to the huge monitor once more.
The bridge became silent as the image of Nasso appeared. Since his COM equipment was several generations behind what SPARTA’S WRATH was fielding, Andro and the others got to see most of his bridge. It was stark and barren, unlike most Union ships since they had long ago gotten rid of the Spartan like nature of their ships. All of the men and the three females that they saw were dressed in very plain, drab jumpsuits unlike the standard fatigue like uniforms in the Union Fleet.

Andro took a breath and began to speak. “Good day sir. On behalf of…”

“You… you are Lycavorian!” The COLS officer spoke as he gazed at the screen on his ship.

Andro nodded his head. “I am.” He replied. “And so are you.”

“I am Captain Nasso; we have tracked known criminals to your ship.” The tall man continued. “You are members of the Tri-Alliance and you will surrender yourselves to us and prepare to be boarded.” 
Andro smiled and shook his head. “You are mistaken Captain.” He spoke calmly. “I am not harboring any criminals, and this ship does not belong to the… what did you call them… the Tri-Alliance.”

“The Coalition of Lycavorian States is the only recognized government of our species.” Nasso spoke. “If you are not part of the Tri-Alliance then who are you?”

“That would take a bit more explaining but suffice to say and using a phrase my father says often, this is not our neck of the woods.” Andro told him. “Not even close actually.”
“Do you take me for a fool?” Nasso snarled. “We tracked the transport all the way into your ship’s landing bay! Do you deny this?”

“I don’t deny anything.” Andro told him. “That transport was carrying three of my family members Captain, not criminals. Why do want them, if I may ask?”

“It is no concern of yours but they are responsible for the deaths of many Coalition soldiers and acts of treason!” Nasso answered. “I will take custody of them and they will be returned to Coalition space to answer for their crimes and be disciplined. You and you ship and passengers will also be detained for inspection and investigation.”

“They are my cousins, and if they are not part of this Coalition, which they aren’t, how can they be committing treason as you say?” Andro asked the man and seeing his eyes blink in confusion, “In order for a specific act to be treasonous in nature, they would need to be part of your government; which they are not as I said.”

“Do not think to verbally spar with me!” Nasso barked. “I have given you my demands and I expect them to be followed.”

Andro shook his head and clucked his tongue. “Then we have a problem Captain.” He spoke. “I’m not really into fulfilling demands from those who are not my beloved wives and mates. Thankfully, you are not one of them, so I will happily disregard your demands.”

Nasso looked bewildered once more, as if he was shocked that Andro would refuse his demands. “I have full authority of Osrod, the King of the Coalition of Lycavorian States, to order you to stand to, prepare to be boarded and to turn over those fugitives to me! You will do as I say!”

“And I have the full authority of my father, who happens to be King of the Lycavorian Union, to tell you where to stick your demands.” Andro quipped causing others on the bridge to chuckle softly. 

Nasso looked stunned. “There is… there is no other Lycavorian King. What is this Union you speak of?”

“Captain Nasso, I will not turn over members of my family to anyone. You have shown me no cause for this other than your word of their so-called crimes. You’ll forgive me if that is woefully inadequate.” Andro spoke.
“You will surrender those on that ship to me!” Nasso snapped. “You will then prepare to be boarded and your passengers detained until we return to Coalition space! That is what you will do!”

Andro smiled and shook his head once more surprising his mothers with his calm and almost benevolent nature in dealing with this brute of a man. “I’m afraid that is not something I can or will do.” He told Nasso. “I would consider entertaining you and a few of your officers here on my ship and we can discuss matters.”

“There is nothing to discuss!” Nasso shouted. “I am a Captain in the Coalition Military forces! You will do as I say!”

“And I hold the rank of Crown Prince as well as Admiral in our military Captain.” Andro spoke seeing Nasso’s eyes go wide. “So I outranked you. This is free space Captain Nasso, so you have neither jurisdiction over us nor influence out here, and most definitely not over me.”

“The Coalition of Lycavorian States has claimed this area of space!” Nasso snapped. “It is under our control! You will do as I instruct you!”

Andro shook his head. “I’m sorry but we do not recognize your alleged claim to this territory. Our star charts and information tell us quite another story. Now, is there something else I can do for you Captain?”

“Do you know who I am boy?” Nasso roared viciously.

Saydia was standing beside Aricia and she saw Aricia snicker gently and shake her head from side to side. She saw movement behind her and she turned and witnessed both Dasha and Gorgo rolling their eyes and whispering to themselves. Saydia turned back and leaned close to Aricia wanting to know what was going on. 
“What is happening?” She asked with wide eyes. This entire trip was so far beyond her wildest imagination of what it could be. The moment she saw this ship out of the view windows on their corvette she knew that she had made the right choice for her people.

Aricia turned to look at her and she smiled warmly. Her reply to her was a whisper so as not to give away that they were here on the bridge. “If there is one thing that will positively infuriate both Androcles and his father, it is arrogant and pompous people such as this Captain Nasso and being called boy. They both hate being called boy. It sets their blood to boiling.”

For'mya chuckled softly in agreement. “Whatever this Captain Nasso may have thought to gain, he has now lost.” She echoed Aricia’s words. 

Everyone turned to look at Androcles when he spoke once more.

“I don’t particularly care who you are Captain.” Andro told Nasso in the transmission, his voice no longer with a tenor of friendliness to it. “And I don’t care for pompous fools who think they can intimidate me with bluster and empty threats.”
“Empty threats!” Nasso roared. “I have you outnumbered boy! You command a single transport with over half a million civilians on it! I have other ships, many ships that are still hidden and you cannot see them. You will do as I say or I will board your ship and subdue you!”

“A transport?” Andro said with a smile. He looked up and met Armen’s eyes. “Are we still in cruising mode Armen?”

-Affirmative- Armen replied. –I did not see the need to alter our mode-
Andro chuckled softly. “The fool Captain Nasso here thinks we are a transport Armen.” Andro said. “Please show him the error of his thinking please.”

-Happily- Armen answered and they watched as he turned to look at his bridge crew and motioned with his hand. –Secure from Cruising Mode and resume combat configuration-
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“Talk to me!” Nasso screamed.

Gomar turned from his station with wide eyes. “Son vada carians Nasso!” He spat in disbelief. “Sensors are detecting multiple turrets appearing from the body of the ship! They were folded in to the superstructure! Completely undetectable!”


“How many damn it!” Nasso snarled.


“Over a hundred just on the port side that we can detect!” Gomar exclaimed. 


Nasso’s head snapped around to glare at Androcles in the transmission. He saw the azure blue eyes of this young man, now brighter than they were before. He was without question a Lycavorian, but he acted and spoke like someone hundreds of years older than he appeared to be. Nasso’s eyes narrowed somewhat in surprise. This boy was acting like an Alpha wolf. How could that be? There were no more Alpha wolves except those within the Coalition. If he was not part of the Tri-Alliance as he claimed then who was he.

“This means nothing!” Nasso started to speak. “I will…”


“You have three ships hidden Captain Nasso!” Andro snarled angrily at him in the transmission. “Three! I have three hundred and forty-nine ships hidden! You are not the only military that has developed stealth technology Captain Nasso! Ours is much better than yours I assure you and since your ship is, at this very moment, parked just above one of our heavy cruisers and you have not detected them I know all I need to know.”


“You are bluffing!” Nasso barked out.


“And you are a fool!” Andro snarled right back. “If you wish to test wills with me Captain then by all means make a move! I will blow you and your ships so far back into the dark ages it will take you a millennium just to collect all of the pieces of your fat ass!”
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“And you are a fool!” Andro snarled right back at him. “If you wish to test wills with me Captain Nasso then by all means make a move! I will blow you and your ships so far back into the dark ages it will take you a fucking millennium just to collect all of the pieces of your fat ass!”

Only three individuals looked at Andro normally after his comment to Captain Nasso. All other eyes on the bridge were staring at him in utter disbelief at what he had just said. Aricia, For'mya and Armen just stood there watching, Armen’s face completely impassive and Aricia and For'mya beaming with pride and love for their son. Andro looked at the chart table once more and stabbed his finger down on the small panel.

“Sa'sur have you been monitoring?” He barked out.


Nasso’s eyes grew wide from his ship when he heard the female voice that he could not see respond.


“Monitoring and getting a very large dose of humor in the process.” Sa'sur answered him from the SCIMITAR.


“Sa'sur…” Andro began again. “I believe it is time to depart this area of space and join with my father, King Martin Leonidas.” Andro finished the sentence putting emphasis on his father’s title and name. “De-Shroud the Task Force and prepare to jump. Ghost Protocols if you would.”


“Acknowledged,” Sa'sur replied.


Andro turned back to Nasso and stared at him in the transmission. “In the future Captain Nasso of the Coalition of Lycavorian States, may I suggest that you are more diplomatic with people you are meeting for the first time. And most especially with those who could turn you into a distant memory without so much as breaking a sweat.”


Andro stabbed down on the control panel once more cutting off the transmission just as they heard alarms beginning to sound on Nasso’s bridge.
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The alarms were hurting his head for they had never gone off all at once in his entire career.

“Shut off those nubous alarms!” Nasso screamed out the order as he moved to where Gomar stood at his station. “Gomar, speak to me!”


“Unknown ships appearing all around us Captain!” Gomar replied with real fear in his voice, “Unknown configuration! Sibfla Nasso, some of them are huge!” 


“Where?” Nasso barked as he moved back to his chair. “Where?”


“All bearings! All bearings!” Gomar shouted. “Son vada carians, sensors are detecting over three hundred warships Captain! We are showing one that is directly beneath us! Range five thousand metes! Gods, it is over two thousand five hundred meters in length! Unknown power readings but they are off the charts! Unable to penetrate their hull!” Gomar turned to look at Nasso. “Captain… ventral cameras are detecting what appear to be over twenty weapons turrets tracking us!”


“Captain, navigational sensors are detecting massive surges of Quantum particles in the area!” Another voice chimed in from the opposite of the bridge.


Nasso came to his feet once more. “Gomar?”

“Confirmed Captain! Quantum particles just spiked by four hundred percent!” Gomar looked at him with disbelief in his eyes. “These ships are using some sort of Quantum drives Nasso!”


“Impossible! Quantum Drives are only theoretical Gomar.” Nasso exclaimed.


“I’m telling you what my sensors are telling me!” Gomar barked. 


“Only the Tri-Alliance has engines or technology such as this.” Nasso snapped.


Gomar shook his head. “We can track their ships. They leave a unique power trace. These ships we have never seen before! They are not Tri-Alliance ships!”


“Losing them!” The second voice called out once more. “They are disappearing off sensors!”


Gomar turned back to his equipment. “I confirm that! They are jumping away!”


“Track them!” Nasso growled.


Gomar shook his head. “We can’t! They are leaving no residual trace once they jump away! At least not something that we can trace with our equipment!”


“Nubou!” Nasso screamed aloud.


“Down to two hundred and fifteen contacts!” Gomar spoke. “One hundred sixty-three! Ninety-two! Sibfla they are jumping faster than any ships I have ever seen.” He hissed. “Fifty-one! That’s…” Gomar turned to look at Nasso. “They are gone!” He gasped. “All of them are gone Captain!”

“Nubou!” Nasso hissed again as anger welled within him. 
SPARTA’S WRATH


Androcles turned back to the chart table and saw Perlae, Ishma and Awser looking at him with beaming faces. Andro looked around and realized for the first time just who was on the bridge and that they had heard and seen all of it. He turned back to Perlae. 

“What?” He asked her sheepishly. “The fool rubbed me the wrong way.”


“That was…” Perlae began.


“That was masterful!” Ishma almost shouted as she beamed up at him happily.

Andro smiled somewhat shyly as his mother came up beside him. “We will have to talk about this disposition of yours duan keto.” Aricia told him with a beautiful smile as she nuzzled his cheek. (Our son)


Andro met her eyes with a smile as he touched the control panel on the chart table one more time. “Sa'sur?”


“I’m here Andro.” Sa'sur’s voice replied.


“Who is the Ghost Protocol ship?” He asked.


“HAMMER OF THOR,” Sa'sur answered. “She is a TAUR’OHTAR-Class Mk VIII Destroyer Escort.”

“Sa'sur… burst her secure.” Andro spoke. “Have them find the central sensor probe of this net they established and then destroy the whole network with a reverse proton pulse. That should be sufficient to overload the power matrix in each successive sensor probe.”


“Understood.” Sa'sur answered. “I’ll let you know.”


Andro nodded his head as Perlae and Ishma both wrapped their arms around his midsection and hugged him happily. Andro grinned and looked at his mother. “Has mother started yet?” He asked.


For'mya came up beside Aricia and shook her head, “A few moments ago.” She replied knowing what he was asking about.


Andro nodded his head. “I must go to her.” He said softly while holding the hands of Perlae and Ishma.


“We all will.” Aricia told him. “Go. I will call for Dorian to meet you there.”


Andro nodded his head, leaned over to nuzzle her cheek, and then he was leading his three cousins off the bridge.


Aricia turned to Armen. “How long before we reached Ventori Armen?” She asked.

-Twenty-one hours, nineteen minutes- Armen answered instantly.

For'mya took Aricia’s hand. “Let’s enjoy our family while we can Aricia. We won’t have time once we get back to Martin.”

Aricia nodded her head in agreement. “I think that is a wonderful idea.” She said in reply. “One that I will relish.”

