CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT

SPARTA'S WRATH

NINETEEN HOURS FROM VENTORI

MED BAY

It was an amazing sight to see really, something that none of the Darastrixi present in the next room had ever witnessed before. The Medical Bay on SPARTA'S WRATH was very large to say the least. It was a full, forty bed hospital really, with two surgical rooms and a separate recovery room. It was much larger than the Medical Bay on the SCIMITAR, which Eliani had called home for so many years, but Andro knew she was more than up to the task. With Caliria, Serale and Cvea now part of her senior staff, Eliani had jumped in with both feet. In the short time that they had been aboard, things had begun to take shape very well. 
Cvea Lethon, as she wanted to be called now in order to show her love for her husband and mate, was an astounding learner Eliani had discovered. She simply soaked up information and retained it like a trap. Cvea had learned in several weeks what most Union Field Medics took at least three years to master. Eliani had already advanced her schooling twice since she had been on the ship and each time Cvea was thorough and mastered each and every skill. She was thoughtful and precise, but also accurate and swift. Kavalian she may have been, but like Iama and Cowen, she had become a vital part of the crew. Each new day saw her confidence grow by leaps and bounds. The Medical Field had been an excellent choice for her and like some of the greatest doctors and medics within the Union, she had taken to it like a fish to water. As with Iama, the Biogenic Process had removed her fine coat of hair from her body except for the long tresses on her head, but it had also unwittingly increased the capacity and function of her brain. This was something that Eliani had discovered in her exam of Cvea when she had first come aboard. She had told Andro but both of them agreed there was no need for anyone to know this about her. She was dedicated and loyal and she simply adored her husband and mate Ridor. 
Serale Leonidas, for her part, had blended right in immediately because she was now wolf and Hadarian. Never in her young life had she imagined she would be working with the Royal family in any way but now she was the only other Hadarian medical officer on the ship and she knew that she was needed and relied upon. She had Cvea had grown quite close these last weeks and they worked extremely well as a pair, which is what Eliani had been hoping for since she and Caliria seemed to mesh together instantly. Caliria Leonidas was primarily a Research Specialist and she knew it and embraced that fact, but she was also picking up on things very quickly working beside Eliani. While she could easily treat people with her medical skills and care, her main field was Research and Development and she was not afraid to let someone know she did not know how to do something. In her free time when she was not training with Carisia or Lu'ria, Caliria was reviewing all she could about known diseases that Anja had either found cures for or was working on in her spare time. 
All four of them worked effortlessly together and the Medical Bay ran without like a well tuned machine. Eliani had requested more senior medics be assigned to the ship with the understanding that the four of them called the shots. Cvea had been granted a temporary Union Military assignment and given the rank of Ensign to better facilitate her acceptance into the military lifestyle. She joked now that she could order her beloved Ridor around and he had to obey her. 

The four of them were currently all standing near or around the single bed in the surgical room, Anja at the head of the bed where Laren rested. Caliria sat at the desk station with the four monitors in front of her monitoring every portion of Laren’s vital signs. Cvea stood beside Anja waiting for an order to get her something, while Eliani and Serale stood on either side of Laren at the two portable computer stations, each of them touching her with one hand while monitoring her on the portable screens in front of them. Anja had both of her hands alongside Laren’s head, the soft white glow of her healing power filtering outward and encasing Laren’s upper body. Androcles knelt on one side of the bed, Dorian the other, each of them with one of her hands in theirs. Just outside the entrance to the surgical room in the main medical bay, Ladur rested on the deck between Elynth and Ryner. He had refused to wait outside until the procedure was done, and no one was going to argue with a fully grown Firespitter dragon, especially not one who had Elynth standing beside him in support. They settled for just outside the surgical room because he could not fit though the doorway, but he was in the center of the doorway so he could watch everything.    

Robati stood beside Yokra, his hands on her shoulders, Aviel and Nahko stood to their left while Sarlana and General Dytin stood to their right. Murano and Tobia stood behind them, holding tightly to each other and unwilling to leave each other since coming back together. Tobia had been overwhelmed at the sense of peace she felt without Murano now. His entire Etheric resonance echoed with newfound peace and strength. Discovering Martin existed had given back to him the purpose he had thought lost so many years ago, and his conversation with the ethereal Sumar had taken away any shame or doubt he had felt for being the only surviving Praetorian after the war was lost. Much to Tobia’s delight he had not stopped touching her in some manner since the landing bay and this affection grew stronger after Mari had left them to be with Deion.
Yokra stood stoically as he watched Anja speaking to Laren in soft whispers as the white glow filtered softly around his daughter’s upper body. Robati had given him seven fine, healthy sons but the day that Laren had entered their world everything had changed. Even had she not been born like she was, a Dahakoan, it would not have mattered in the least. The exact moment Yokra had seen her eyes, his views changed on nearly everything. Holding his only daughter in his arms, Yokra came to love Robati even more than he already did. He began to love his sons more, communicating with them more often, if only to check on their duties and how they were advancing and growing in their lives. Laren Ti’shara had brought their large family so much closer together, and all of them knew it. Her brothers recognized her as being the catalyst for their father becoming the man he was now and they all loved her even more for that. Yokra was the first to accept that his daughter was Dahakoan, and her safety and Robati’s safety became his focus from that day forward. Robati basked in the new purpose of her husband and how he doted over her now. They were feelings that she no longer held back within herself and she happily returned them to Yokra tenfold. Laren had brought this out in all of them, the sense of family a Dahakoan felt encompassing them all. Laren had told them this day would come and that they needed to be strong. Neither of them felt very strong at the moment.

They could not hear what was being said in the surgical room and Robati pushed back against her husband even more in fear and she gasped when she saw Laren nod her head and look up at the petite woman who was one of her Sepa Daskic. One of her Soul Mothers. 

“Everything will be fine Robati my memamosal.” Yokra spoke softly. “Laren has seen this.”

Robati nodded her head slowly. “I know but that does not mean I fear for her less.” She answered. “If… if Anja cannot fix her she will…”

Yokra pulled her tighter to him. “You must not think like this.” He told her.

Sarlana stepped closer to her and took her hand, Robati turning to look at her. “Androcles and Dorian have allowed me to see deeply within their minds Usjalil Robati. It is not often that Dahakoan allow such a thing, even for one such as me, but I can tell you that their faith in their mother is without question or doubt. I have seen some of the things Anja has accomplished in their thoughts and memories and I tell you now, with no doubt or question in my mind, she is the finest and most gifted medical doctor anywhere in the known universe. Not even the Pralor doctors I have seen can match her. And she will not fail.”
“How can one so small hold such power within her?” Robati asked softly.

“Look beyond her physical stature Lady Robati.” Murano spoke now from behind them as Tobia looked up into his face. “That is a façade. Small she may be, but Anja Leonidas’ will is second only to Martin and Aricia. I have seen her passion and drive personally. I truly believe failure is not a word she understands.”

“She will succeed.” The soft female voice spoke and all of them turned to see Sadi and Ne'Veha enter the observation room with Perlae between them, holding their hands tightly. The Darastrixi in the room stiffened when they saw Perlae, her appearance so very similar to Laren in almost every way. All of them turned quickly to look at her with wide eyes.

Sadi saw their faces and stepped forward. “This is Perlae everyone. It’s alright. She is Andro’s chrora. His cousin.”

Robati moved forward and looked at Perlae intently. She reached up and caressed her cheek with her fingers. “You are… you are like my Laren.” She said.

Perlae shook her head and reached up to take Robati’s hand. “No, Usjalil Robati.” She answered seeing Robati’s eyes go wide in surprise. “I have not been blessed as your daughter has with the memories and spirit of Wer Zazhuanth, Dadrien of the Mountain. That is an honor only she holds, for she is Dahakoan.”
“You speak our language?” Dytin spoke in surprise. “You know of… you know of Laren and what she is? How?”
Perlae smiled. “I am half Darastrixi General, as are my sister and brother.” She answered. “My father is Kadeer Imuma, of the family Imuma. My mother was Maha, daughter to Dynina of the Lycavorian pack Mahanlo. Dynina is my staania, my grandmother and she is mother to Sateia, the blessed wife and mate of Sumar.” Perlae finished looking directly at Murano and Tobia.
“Sumar?” Murano gasped.

Aviel stepped forward. “The family Imuma is one of the Revered families!” He spoke. “Their names reside upon the Optonu Memorial. Two thousand families that were lost nearly seventeen thousand years ago!”

Perlae nodded her head. “That is not entirely true Koppentotz Aviel Em'mor.” She told him with a slight smile. “Our father speaks very highly of you and he will be most pleased to know you travel with the Dahakoan.”
Nahko looked at her husband. “Aviel… what does she mean?”

“The Optonu Mission.” Aviel answered his wife. “It was our first and only attempt to try something similar to the Seed Missions of the Pralor people. The ships were all lost when they were caught in the gravity well of an unknown comet that crashed into a moon and destroyed it.”

Perlae smiled and nodded her head. “That is what our ancestors wanted everyone to think yes.” She told them. “The actual history is a bit different and would require several hours to relate to you.”

“I don’t understand.” Aviel said.

“In time you will see Koppentotz Aviel.” Perlae told him before she turned back to Robati. “I asked Androcles if it would be alright for me to join you here Usjalil Robati.” She spoke. “Our staania told us of the day Laren entered this world and ever since we were small we have looked up to her. You would honor me if you allowed me to stay with you and support you during this time.”
“You do… you do not know me child.” Robati spoke.

“You are mother to a Dahakoan.” Perlae told her. “That is all that need be said, but you are also the Sepa Dask to Androcles and our other cousins. Our family and blood. That makes you a part of my family now as well.”

Robati nodded after looking at Sadi quickly. In the short time on this ship Androcles’ wives and mates had been with her and Nahko for almost the entire time unless their duties pulled them away. Robati trusted them without question. She saw Sadi nod her head with a smile and Robati turned back to Perlae and took her hand. “Please.” She said as she pulled Perlae back to the large window.

“They are about to start aren’t they?” Perlae asked.

Robati nodded her head. “And I fear for my child.”

Perlae turned and took Sadi’s hand once more as Ne'Veha moved up beside Sadi. She turned back and looked into the surgical rom and shook her head with a smile. “There is no need to fear Usjalil Robati.” She saw softly. “Her sepa isthasyi are with her. And her family is all around her. That is all the strength she will need. That is all the strength any of us will ever need.”
“Avoi.” Ne'Veha spoke softly.


“All monitors are online Anja.” Caliria called from her chair behind the curved station of medical screens.


“I’m set here as well.” Serale spoke as she tapped the screen once more and returned her hand to Laren’s midsection.


“Me too mother.” Eliani spoke as she did the same thing.


Anja nodded and once more looked down at Laren’s face. Her multicolored blue eyes, one azure in color, the other cobalt blue turned back to her with utter confidence and love in them. “Laren, I won’t lie to you.” Anja told her. “I looked at all the medical information Andro gave to me about your people. I know it inside and out now, but this procedure… I’m going to be manipulating your DNA Laren. At the molecular level. It’s going to hurt badly. It’s going to hurt really badly. We can’t put you to sleep because we need to monitor your vitals while you are alert and awake.”


“I understand.” Laren spoke with a small smile. “I am… I am prepared Sepa Dask.”


Anja nodded her head slowly. “Ok… if you are sure… let’s get started.”


Laren nodded her head as Anja lowered her hands to either side of her head at her temples and the soft white glow of her power filtered out once more to surround Laren’s head and then her shoulders. Anja closed her eyes and began to concentrate. Almost instantly Laren let loose with a shrill scream of horrible pain, her hands tightening on Andro and Dorian’s hands until her nails drew blood from their skin and then lithe her body was arching off the bed as the veins in her neck bulged outward. Her eyes grew huge in pain and sweat immediately blossomed on her skin. 

Anja pulled her hands away quickly and Laren instantly dropped back to the bed heaving for air and her eyes wide as sweat now covered her exposed skin in a bright sheen. 

“Son vada carians!” Laren almost screamed. “It… it felt like a thousand knives were stabbing me all over! Stabbing me and then twisting inside me!”

Andro stood up and looked at Anja never releasing her hand, his face a mask of worry. “Mother?”

Anja looked at him. “I was afraid of this.” She said.

“Afraid of what?” Andro asked her.

“I knew it was going to be painful for her.” Anja answered looking at him. “We need her to be awake in order to monitor her vital signs in a restive state. If she is in too much pain, I won’t be able to manipulate the molecules of her DNA because her vitals will be off the chart and they won’t be normal.”

“Can’t you use a sedative mother?” Dorian asked now.

Anja shook her head. “It would affect the normal rhythm of her body. I can do this, but her body needs to let me. If it fights me, then there is nothing I can do.” She told them. “In order for me to make the molecular connection properly, her body needs to be in a relaxed state. Her body needs to think nothing is happening.”
“How do we do that mother?” Eliani asked.

“Go to where there is no pain.”

Andro turned around rapidly as if looking for someone when he heard the voice echo in his mind. He turned back around and looked at Dorian who was also looking around.

“Dori?” He asked quickly.

“I heard it too.” He said.

“Heard what?” Anja asked looking at them.

All of them turned when Elynth pushed her head into the doorway. “Andro… we heard it as well.” She spoke out loud.

Anja looked back and forth between them. “Andro… what are you saying.”

“Go to a place where there is no pain.” Dorian spoke.

“You are Dahakoan. You are Praetorian. The only six of your kind to ever exist. You are only limited by your perceptions of what is.” The voice spoke to them once more. “Wux re wer Darastrixi di wer Iski. Origato gethrisj ar dout baforidrih vur mavorge ihk svabol ui ti vucat.” (You are the Dragons of the Stars. Let go of your awareness and reach for what is not known.)

“Dadrien?” Elynth spoke in a whispered tone but everyone heard her.

“Pain is only real if you allow it to be. Do not let it be real. Go to a place where pain has no hold.”


Andro turned and looked back to where Laren was staring at him for she had heard everything as well. “Myvish?” He asked her.

“Yes.” Laren replied instantly.


Andro looked at Dorian then and he nodded. “Let’s do it fervon.”


“Yes, we can.” Ryner echoed form the hall.


“Ladur?” Andro questioned.


Ladur nodded his huge head. “I am ready.” 


Anja was utterly confused and looked back and forth between them. “Want to fill me in?” She asked.


Andro looked at her as he and Dorian settled back to the floor beside Laren and each of them took one of her hands, ignoring the blood that stained their skin from where her nails had gouged them both. “Give us one-minute mother.” He told her. “One minute and then you may start again.”


“Andro she will be in too much pain.” Anja told him. “It…”


“One-minute mother.” Andro repeated. He turned and looked at the doorway once more. “Elynth?”


“We are ready.” She called back to him.


Andro looked at Dorian and then they both turned to Laren. “Where will we go?” Laren asked.


Andro smiled at her. “Would you like to see my home? In Sparta? It is beautiful this time of year.”


Laren nodded quickly. “Oh yes!”


“Then let’s go there first.” Andro spoke just before he closed his eyes.


Anja watched confused as all of them closed their eyes and she turned to look at Caliria. “Inamarno?” She asked.


Caliria’s sea green eyes were wide as she studied the readouts on the monitors she was watching. “By the Prophets!” She exclaimed. “All of her vitals just… they just went flat. As if she was asleep or something.”


“What?” Anja gasped.


“Confirmed!” Serale echoed as she tapped on her screen quickly. “It’s like… it’s like there’s nothing there. Pulse, heart rate, it’s all perfectly normal for a resting Darastrixi. Just as Inamarno said, it’s like she is asleep!”


Anja turned back to Laren and looked at Andro and Dorian as well. Their faces were in the most peaceful state she had ever seen them before and her eyes grew wide as she realized what Andro, Dorian and Elynth had done. “Carians… she’s not here!” Anja exclaimed.


“Mother?” Eliani asked.


“They… somehow they took her mind away! Your father Eli, he has done something like this before. Right after he was injured in the Kavalian attack on Earth.” Anja spoke as she got closer to the head of the table again. “They have taken her mind somewhere else within the Etheric realm. Just like he did.”

“Mother, the Etheric power required to do something like that?” Eliani stammered. “To detach your mind from your physical body… it is…”


Anja nodded. “Yes, I know.” 

“Do we stop?” Eliani asked.


“No!” Anja spoke shaking her head quickly. “We go to work.”


Robati was in tears as she saw Anja once more begin to filter her power through Laren, only this time her daughter simply lay there as if nothing was happening. Instantly she became worried and terrified.


“She is not moving!” Robati gasped. “What is wrong? She is not moving?”


Sarlana had been standing quietly with her eyes closed the moment she felt the massive tremors within the Etheric realm begin. When Robati gasped and spoke her eyes opened once more and she turned to Murano. As powerful a Praetorian as he was, Sarlana knew he had to have felt it as well.


“Murano?” She gasped. “Is that…?” 


Tobia looked up into his handsome face once more and saw him open his eyes as well. She looked at him confused as he met Sarlana’s gaze.


“Yes.” Murano spoke with some awe in his voice. 

“What?” Yokra demanded. “What is going on? She makes no sound! She does not move! It is like she is…”


“No!” Sadi exclaimed as she squeezed Ne'Veha’s hand harder for they both felt it as well. Andro was not blocking them, he was allowing his mind to filter to hers and Ne'Veha’s since they were so close to him, and they could feel what he was doing though they could not actually see it. “They have… they have taken her away!”


Robati turned to her now. “Sadi child, what…?”


Sadi looked at her and smiled a dazzling smile. Perlae was struck by the beauty that Sadi and Ne'Veha radiated right now and she glanced into the room once more and then back to Sadi and understood. She gasped in disbelief and squeezed Sadi’s other hand tighter.

“They have conducted the Erranya Hydul!” Perlae rasped. (Spirit Walk)


Sadi nodded her head. “Yes.”


“What is this?” Yokra demanded. “This Erranya Hydul?”


“Erranya Hydul.” Sarlana spoke now. “It means Spirit Walk in the Lycavorian language Yokra Ti'shara. Androcles, Dorian, Elynth, Ryner and Ladur have taken your daughter, their sepa myvish, they have taken her to another place so that Anja can do what she must. A place where there is no pain.”

“But how?” Robati gasped aloud.


“There is much about the Etheric Realm that we still do not understand.” Murano spoke now. “I have heard of several Praetorians who could do this. Sumar told me of them once. They can, they can detach their minds from their bodies and then go wherever it is they wish. It takes immense concentration and force of will, but within that room there, are the six most powerful minds that I have ever encountered outside of Martin Leonidas. And all of them, your daughter included, all of them have the blood of Sumar in their veins.”


“What… what does this mean?” Yokra demanded once more. 

Sadi moved over beside him and took his arm in her hands. He looked down into her stunning eyes. “It means that Laren will be fine Yokra Ti'shara. It means that our sepa myvish will be whole when this day ends and you will never have to worry about her condition again. Ever again.”


Yokra glanced back into the room where he saw Anja bent over the table, her hands on either side of Laren’s head and her whole body swathed in that white glow of healing radiation. He took a deep breath and drew Robati closer to him and smiled.


“Then this… this will be a joyous day indeed.” He spoke. 


It was the most amazing thing that any of them had ever experienced in their young lives and it would be something that they did many more times in the future. They stood side by side on the warm, white sand, Laren between Andro and Dorian holding their hands, Elynth, Ryner and Ladur behind them. The sun was high in the clear blue sky and Laren could feel a slight breeze caressing her skin and making her long black hair wave back and forth. The greenish blue ocean waters of the Laconian Gulf extended as far as her eyes could see and when she turned her head she could see land in the distance with homes and buildings rising along the mountain ridges.


“Wer Tiichir di Dadrien!” Laren gasped. “This… this is your home? We are… we are truly here? How?” (The Blessing of Dadrien)


Andro nodded his head with a smile as he looked at her. “I have no idea.” He answered her. “We concentrated and…”


“Here we are.” Dorian exclaimed as he looked all around them. “Man, this is so cool!”


Laren released their hands and felt the sand between her toes. “We are here… we are here ethereally.” She said. “As Dadrien and Lord Sumar appeared to us. But it is different. Andro, I can feel the sand on my feet. I can feel the breeze on my skin.”


Andro nodded his head once more as he looked around Cranae Island. “It sure looks that way.” He said. His azure eyes detected half a dozen Durcunusaan troops in teams of two in the distance conducting their normal patrols and duties but none seemed to take notice of them standing openly on the beach.

“Androcles, this is… this is beyond amazing.” Elynth spoke softly from behind them and he turned to look at her. 


“That would be putting it mildly sister.” He told her with another smile.


Laren spun around in the sand, her eyes taking everything in. She lifted her face and saw birds flying high above them, heard the noises they made as they circled looking for food. Her eyes dropped and she saw the large, sprawling villa a few hundred meters away, the beautiful flowered paths and the men and women who walked among them.


“You live here?” Laren exclaimed once more. “This is… this is an island Andro! It is huge!”


“It’s not that big really.” Andro commented somewhat embarrassed.


Dorian chuckled now as he looked around where they were on the east side of the island. “Nope… not big at all.” He spoke sarcastically.


“Can they… can they see us?” Laren asked softly.


Andro grinned now. “I don’t know. Why don’t you strip off your clothes and find out sister? If they can see you, then they’ll start chasing you!”


“Andro!!” Laren and Elynth exclaimed together as Laren spun around and punched him lightly in the chest while Elynth butted him in the shoulder. Ryner and Ladur, still in awe of what they were experiencing began laughing as did Dorian and Andro.


Laren looked at Androcles. “How long can we stay?” She asked like a giddy schoolgirl.


Andro took her hand. “As long as you like sister.” He told her. “Come… sister, let Dorian and I show you my home.”


Laren’s happy face was all that mattered to anyone as they began to trek across the warm sand to the portion of the villa that was for family members. Laren was enthralled immediately upon entering from the patio when she saw the huge, carved walls and bright interior. Elynth remained on the patio with Ryner and Ladur and began to tell Ladur and Ryner of happy times that they had experienced here at the villa, even as they felt the breeze from the cool ocean sweep across their scales. 


The Durcunusaan pair who checked the perimeter and interior of the villa every four hours appeared two hours and forty-three minutes later. They would never be able to explain the open double doors into the interior of the villa or the sand they found scattered across the main living area and on the two pristine couches inside the villa, nor would they be able to explain how so much sand had blown onto the patio when there had not been a strong enough wind to do such a thing in over a week.

They decided to keep their findings to themselves after insuring that nothing had been disturbed. They did not want to be taken off duty for being malda.

SPARTA'S WRATH 

ANDROCLES’ READY ROOM

MAIN QCR CONFERENCE ROOM


“…never seen anything like it in my life Lover. Except from you.” Anja spoke from the high backed chair she sat in on the end of the long, polished table. She had her feet drawn up under her firm ass, her hands wrapped around the steaming mug of coffee. Her face looked slightly drawn as if she had been awake for several days straight, but she knew that was just from the nearly three hours she had spent working on Laren. It was by far, the longest amount of time she had ever gone continuously using her healing powers and now she was just tired. The coffee helped but she knew she would have to get at least a few hours of sleep to recover her stamina, something she planned on doing right after this communication was over.

Martin’s tall, life sized figure was in the Command Center on Ventori and leaning against the front of the empty desk. He wore his full Armorply Mark VI body armor so Anja knew that he had been up to something no good while they were gone, but she was just too tired to scold or question him about it. He was standing in front of her now, and just his ruggedly handsome face was enough to make her feel better.


“Where did he and Dorian learn to do something like that?” Anja finished.

“Sumar’s Tomes.” Martin answered instantly. “It’s very similar to what I did right after For'mya and Dysea were taken.”


Anja shook her head. “This was different Martin. Sadi, Ne'Veha, none of them were affected like we were when you did it.”


Martin nodded his head. “Probably because they knew not to shut everything out like I did. They know what it did to you and the others, and considering what they are turning out to be, the focus and concentration to hold and shield her mind from the pain would not be an issue for them.”


“Andro asked her if she wanted to see his home.” Anja said softly. “Cranae Island.”


“You know as well as I do that Cranae Island is where he is most at peace.” Martin said. “It is all Dorian has known as well. It stands to reason that is where they would go.” Martin looked at her intently in the transmission. “You look worn out Red. Are you sure you are ok?”


Anja smiled at his worried tone of voice and his expression. “I’m just tired Lover.” She told him. “Really.”


“Laren?” Martin asked her.


Anja nodded her head happily now. “It worked.” She told him. “She is resting now, but everything went as I planned it for once.”


Martin shook his head. “You continue to amaze me Red.” He told her lovingly. “All go, no quit for you. It’s one of the reasons why I love you so much.”

Anja felt warmth spread through her at his words. Most people in the Union didn’t see their King as being an emotional person, yet Anja and her fellow Queens knew better. He was the most emotional and loving man any of them had ever met, especially with them.


“Well the feeling is very mutual you big lug.” Anja quipped with a brilliant smile.


“Tell me about these Lycavorians Red.” Martin spoke. “And…”


Anja held up her hand quickly. “I was with Laren when we encountered them Lover.” She told him. “Aricia is with Andro getting ready for this ridiculous inspection by the Tasmor but For'mya is…”


The door to the Ready Room slid open and Anja turned and smiled as she held out her hand. “For'mya can fill you in though and here she is...” She finished.


For'mya moved ever gracefully into the Ready Room with the young woman in tow and holding tightly to her hand. Perlae’s eyes grew wide in disbelief when she saw the life size figure of Martin as he pushed away from the desk, his dark brown eyes gazing at her. She came to an abrupt stop causing For'mya to turn and look at her and see her wide eyes.


“Krius vada carians alinn lae!” Perlae muttered aloud as she bowed her head deeply. (May the Gods bless me)

“Idie cedaur hnes un alinn forn?” Martin spoke from within the transmission causing Perlae’s eyes to grow even wider. (Why would they need to bless you)


Perlae released For'mya’s hand quickly and moved closer to the transmission, dropping to her knees in front of his figure and bowing her head even further. This caused Anja to come to her feet in surprise and For'mya to move up beside her.


“What the hell?” Martin gasped.


Perlae looked up at his words and he could see the tears flowing freely from her amethyst colored eyes. “We have… we have prayed for so long for when this day would come.” She gasped. “To finally… to finally see you! Our King! Our blood!”


“Anja… Kinosaurgai… get her up!” Martin stammered the words out. 


Perlae turned her head quickly and looked at For'mya as she reached for her. “You are Kinosaurgai! The Voice of his Heart!” She said swiftly. She turned to look at Anja. “He calls you Red, because he loves the color of your beautiful hair! And Saaraurano! The Light of your Soul. She is with Androcles now!” Perlae turned back to look at Martin, her face animated and bright even through the tears. “We know of all of you! Melda Min! Bella! And now even Cirith! We have waited so long to finally be among you! So long!”

“Perlae…” For'mya said softly. “Get up child.” She placed her hands around Perlae’s shoulders and urged her to stand back up. “We do not… no one bows to us. Certainly not our family.”


“Kinosaurgai?” Martin asked softly looking at her with wide eyes.


For'mya looked at him in the transmission and nodded her head quickly. “There is no mistaking this truth Martin.” She told him. “Androcles smelled it in their blood almost instantly when they came aboard the ship and even before that within the Etheric realm. Andro’s sense of smell is nearly equal to yours Martin our love.” She squeezed Perlae’s arms with a large smile. “Denali, Deion and Nara detected it just seconds later, then all of us. It is… it is wondrous Martin.”


Martin looked at Anja. “Red?” He questioned.

Anja nodded her head. “Bioscans conducted by SPARTA'S WRATH automated systems when they first came aboard confirmed it Lover.” She answered. “They have Leonidas blood within them to the tune of fifty-nine percent. Well, I suppose it isn’t Leonidas blood. It’s… jeez I don’t know…”

Perlae looked at Martin’s face in the transmission. “It is Leonidas blood.” She stated without hesitation. Perlae willed the wolf within her to come forth and all of them saw the dual fangs extend from her gums as the black ring encircled her stunning eyes. While it looked slightly odd given the scaled portion of her skin because of her Darastrixi blood, it was certainly unmistakable to see. Her dual wolf canine fangs were not as pronounced as an elf or Hadarian who was a child of two different species, but they were certainly noticeable and real. “Even grandmother now calls it Leonidas blood. King’s blood. It is her legacy. Our legacy. And we carry it proudly.”


They saw Martin lean back against the desk once more and shake his head. “Saoi sibfla!” He muttered. “I have a headache now.”


Perlae couldn’t help herself now and she burst out laughing at his words. They all looked at her and she reached up to squeeze For'mya’s hands on her shoulders.


“Staania told us you would say that.” She gasped aloud in happiness. “Or something like that. She told us… she told us you are the only King in history, in anyone’s history, who does not want to be King.”


Anja and For'mya couldn’t help but smile at this for it was so very true. Martin shook his head once more, all of them detecting the slight grin on his face now. He looked up once more, directly at Perlae, his face becoming serious.

“How?” Was the question he asked.


Perlae shook her head. “I do not know all of it.” She told him. “Only staania can tell you the history from the beginning. I will tell you all I know. Everything we have been raised to believe and understand.”


Martin nodded his head. “Then let’s start there.” He told her.
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“…got to be the most off the wall malda stunt I have ever been part of.” Andro muttered as Aricia stood in front of him and straightened his Union Dress uniform. He glanced quickly to where Saydia and Anthylea were standing off to the side of the door. “No offense intended to you or the Tasmor people Sovereign Regent Daret.”


“None taken.” Saydia answered with a large smile of her own. “Namiri said much the same thing to me only a few hours ago.”


Aricia slapped him lightly in the face and he turned back to look at her. “You know why we are doing this keto.” She hissed at him, but with genuine affection in her voice. Saydia and Anthylea did not blink at her action for they now knew it was customary among their species to do such things. It was a way to show affection and also to bring forth humor, which it did now.


Andro rolled his eyes at her. “I know why medwaw.” He stated. “That doesn’t mean it isn’t a crazy idea. And why do I have to wear this piegn uniform for this? What’s wrong with standard fatigues? I can’t believe someone actually shipped my dress uniform here.” 

Aricia gripped his arms in her hands and looked into his azure eyes. They matched her eyes in color in every way, as did Nara’s eyes, which made them all so very unique. In all her years, Aricia had never once come across someone within the Union with eyes even remotely the same color as theirs. Aricia tried to look at him crossly.
“You are the Crown Prince of the United Lycavorian Union Androcles Leonidas.” She stated. “In matters of Diplomatic State you at least have to act like it.” Aricia turned and looked at Saydia. “Forgive our son Saydia, he…” Saydia and Anthylea watched with wide eyes as Androcles stuck his tongue out at his mother while she was looking at them and without even glancing back at him, Aricia slapped him in the face once more without ever breaking eye contact with them. This caused them to burst out laughing and Aricia turned her head back to him. “…he can be just as obstinate and pig headed as his father at times and it infuriates us.”

Andro was smiling as he stared at her and without warning he lifted her into the air and hugged her tightly to him. Aricia sighed in happiness feeling her son’s arms around her and sensing the happiness and love in his wolf aura and in the Etheric realm. She instantly passed this to Anja and For'mya without thinking and all of them felt it. It filled them with warmth and happiness as well for Androcles had always been the most guarded of their children when it came to emotions. Having discovered first Sadi and then Carisia and the others had begun to change him and they could all sense this within him.

The door to the Conference Room opened and Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia and his other wives and mates led Namiri into the large room. She walked between Carisia and Lu'ria and held their hands, a smile on her face. Andro set his mother down and turned as Sehri and Sadi moved up to take Aricia’s place in his arms. 

“We came via the secondary corridors Andro. No one saw us.” Caliria spoke from beside Lu'ria. 

Andro broke away from Sadi and Sehri and moved up in front of Namiri. He towered over her five foot six frame but she met his eyes without fear or question. Andro took her hand in his and bowed his head. “Namiri Daret… I welcome you to my ship. It is a pleasure to finally meet you.”

Namiri smiled and nodded her head. “This is a pretty crazy thing we are going to do isn’t it?” Namiri asked playfully.

Andro looked at his mother and rolled his eyes again. “See… she agrees with me!” He told her.

Namiri laughed softly. “Sadi told me what you said just before we came in.” She said to him.

Andro looked at Sadi and smiled. “In much more mild terms I’m sure.” He said turning back to Namiri.

“Nope.” Sadi chimed in.

Andro shook his head and Namiri squeezed his hand which she still held. “We do this for both our peoples.” She stated evenly. “My mother sees our people becoming inseparable friends and allies. So do I.”

Andro nodded his head. “My father and mothers see the same thing. And so do I.” He smiled at her. “So let’s make this work. I’m getting hungry.”

This time it was Sadi and Sehri who beat Aricia to the punch and both their hands hit the back of his head at the same time. Aricia could only look at Saydia and Anthylea and shake her head.
The door opened again and this time Jomann stepped in. “Andro, they are coming.” He spoke.

Andro nodded his head and looked at Sadi. “KertaGai, take Namiri into the viewing room and wait for the signal.” He said.

Sadi took Namiri’s hand as Aricia looked at Saydia puzzled. “Signal?” She asked softly. “What signal?”

Saydia shook her head quickly. “I don’t know.”

Aricia turned back to Andro as he brushed his sleeve. “Andro what are you talking about?” She asked him as the door to the hidden Viewing room slid shut behind Lu'ria and Carisia. “What signal…?”

The double doors on the other end of the room opened and there was no more time for questions as Vesara led the other eleven Tasmor Quorum members into the large conference room, most of them turning to look immediately at Androcles where he stood proudly at the other end of the table. Andro smiled at his mother and then motioned to the end of the table with his hand as they crowded around. 
“I welcome you to my ship. It is an honor to have the Tasmor Ruling Quorum aboard.” Andro spoke calmly. “Please… please sit down and make yourselves comfortable. Would anyone like some refreshments?”

Vesara glared at him as Seran and the others spread out to the high backed chairs along their end of the table and began to settle into them. “We are here young man, to conduct an honored tradition among our people as the Ruling Quorum, not to be entertained. I was under the impression the Tasmor were considered an ally to your people, yet wherever we have gone so far we have had an escort. Why is this? Do you not consider us allies?”

“Vesara you…” Saydia began to answer as she sat down in the chair to Androcles’ left.

“It is a fair question.” Andro interrupted her, causing her to look at him as Aricia sat on his right side. “And one which I will answer with a question. Would you allow me to come aboard one of your ships and roam freely?”

“Certainly not!” Vesara replied quickly. Too quickly as she caught herself Aricia noticed and she realized how she had answered the question.

Aricia held her smile inward and looked at her son. [Well played keto.] She spoke to him. [Well played.]

Andro didn’t look at her but she felt his aura pulse her with a son’s love as he maintained eye contact with Vesara. “Most of us are new to this ship Lady Vesara Athcer, I myself have gotten lost three times in as many weeks. I would prefer this did not happen to you and your fellow Quorum members and that is why you have an escort. And also so that you do not wander into a portion of the ship that may be hazardous.”

Vesara looked shocked that he knew her name and it showed on her face as she sat down in the chair. “You know… you know my name?” She asked.

Androcles nodded his head. “Sovereign Regent Daret was gracious enough to explain to me who all of you are and what your duties are.” He answered as he settled into the chair. “It is very impressive.”

“Given your answer to this escort issue then, it appears that you do not trust us.” Ardal spoke as she sat down.

“It is nothing different than what you would do on one of your ships Lady Ardal, as Lady Vesara just stated.” Andro told her as he sat down at the head of the table. 

“This does not change our task here today!” Vesara hissed softly.

Andro shook his head. “Of course not.” He told her. “I didn’t expect it would.”

“We are grown women and do not need escorts wherever we go.” Vesara spoke. “We are quite capable of finding our way around a new ship.”

Andro nodded his head. “I have no doubt that this is true.” He answered. “However, this is my ship and I make the rules. The escorts will remain as they are.” 
“Queen Aricia…” Vesara spoke looking at her. “You are his mother and Queen, are you not?”

Aricia nodded her head. “I am.” She answered calmly. “That does not mean that I will overrule my son when it comes to the policies and procedures on his ship. I’m sorry, even if I had the authority and inclination to do such a thing, which I don’t by the way, I would not do so. It is standard Union Fleet procedure.”

Vesara did not care for this answer and she finally shook her head. “Very well, we will tolerate this rule, given that we have no choice.”

Aricia smiled at her. “No, I’m afraid you do not.”

Saydia was the one to hide her smile now as she glanced at her friend Seran Echen and saw her rolling her eyes with a tiny smile on her lips.

Ardal Kaend leaned forward in her chair now and looked at Androcles. “You understand what you are about to do Prince Androcles?” She asked. “This is a Ritual Tasmor Inspection to determine whether you are fit to take the daughter of the Tasmor Sovereign Regent as your wife as you and she have declared.”

Andro nodded his head. “I do.”

“And you declare to be truthful in everything you answer this day?” Ardal asked.

Andro nodded his head again. “I will honor your custom, yes.”

Ardal looked at Vesara. “Then I suggest we forgo any complaints we might have about having an escort on this fine ship and begin.”

“Very well.” Vesara snapped.

Ardal looked at one of the two data pads she had and began. “You are officially known as Androcles Leonidas; Crown Prince of the United Lycavorian Union, are you not?”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes.”
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“…Is where you are from?” Martin asked. “Where you have been all of these years?”
Perlae nodded her head. “The Pralor name of the planet is Luarus.” She replied. “It is deep within old Pralor space and the system is hidden two light years within an Ionic Nebula. Staania says it was never listed within the registry of known Pralor worlds and that is why it was never colonized. At least until we came here. When we first arrived we called it Lorenu because of what we found. What Sumar found so long ago.”
“Buried Paradise.” Martin spoke softly and Perlae nodded her head happily at his knowledge of the Lycavorian ancient language and the name of the planet.

“We use both names, but most prefer Lorenu for the meaning.” Perlae told him. “Once you see it you will understand why.”

“How?” For'mya asked. “Perlae, there is no know force that can safely travel through an Ionic Nebula for any extended length of time before the ships are rendered inert. All power is lost and the crew dies of exposure. How did you…?”

“We jumped directly into the planetary system.” Perlae answered. “We had the specific coordinates to bypass the nebula and jump right to the planet. Well… almost to the planet. The planetary system is quite large, and there are several moons that can easily support life, but we have remained on Lorenu for the most part. I don’t know how we got the coordinates, I can only assume it was from Sumar.”

“Does Wayonn know about this?” Martin asked.

Perlae shook her head. “I doubt it. Staania has spoken of him fondly in the past, so I know who you are speaking of, but she also said he left Lycavore long before staania and the others.”

Martin shook his head. “Then when… when did all of this happen?”

Perlae met his eyes in the transmission. “Two days before The Black Day.” She answered seeing his eyes go wide. “Staania told us that somehow Sumar knew the Vampire Coven were coming, and two days before the Black Day the ships came and took them away. She didn’t want to leave but it was something she and Sumar had agreed to long before.”
“Agreed to?” Martin asked. 

Perlae nodded her head. “She was very close to Sumar chrora Martin.” She told him. “Especially in the final years leading up to them leaving. She has told us that Sumar had everything planned in detail and they followed this plan to the letter.”   

“So you are saying Grandfather Sumar sent Dynina there? To Lorenu?” Martin asked her from within the transmission. 

Perlae nodded once more. “I do not know all of the details as I said, staania is the only one who does, but that is what we have been raised with.”

“And these Darastrixi and Pralors, they just made staania leader when she arrived?” Martin asked.

“Apparently this is what Sumar had already arranged for.” Perlae answered. “I don’t know how, I don’t think staania knows how, but that is what it was when they arrived. There is a council now, elected by the people, but staania is the one they all turn to for final decisions on most everything important. It is not because of who she is, but what came after from within her bloodline. They follow her because of your grandfathers Martin my chrora. They follow her because of you.”

“Me?” Martin gasped.

Perlae nodded her head. “The bloodline of royalty. The bloodline of Spartan Kings.”

“How would she know that?” Martin asked her. “The Spartan way of life was only on Earth. It was begun here on Earth. I know how it made its way to Apo Prime and other planets within the Union after my father died, but how does she know about it? How do you know about it?”

“It is taught to all of us from a very early age.” Perlae answered. “Lycavorian, Pralor and Darastrixi alike. It is our history.”

“But how do you know this?” Martin pressed her. “How does Dynina know this?” His eyes grew wider. “You have someone close to us don’t you? Someone who has been among us for a very long time!”
Perlae nodded her head. “Staania is the only one who knows who it is.” She answered honestly. Dynina had told her, Ishma and Awser to being entirely truthful about everything when they arrived here. She told them that Andro and his father would know instantly if they were deceitful. “She never gave this information to us.”
Martin rose from the chair he was sitting in on Ventori. “Perlae… I need to speak with her.” He stated. “Directly to her. I guess it would be stupid to ask if you have QCR ability, so I need the sub-space frequency to contact her.”

Perlae nodded her head. “She said that you would want this and that you would already know it.” She told him. “That it would be burned within your heart and mind. The place that you lost your father on Earth. She called it… it is a very strange name… she called it The Hot Gates.”

“Thermopylae.” Martin whispered.

Perlae nodded her head. “Yes… that is the other name she used. What does this name Hot Gates mean Martin? Is it in some way hot there?”

Martin was silent for a long moment, both Anja and For'mya almost seeing the wheels turning in his head over and over. For'mya squeezed Perlae’s hands when she looked at her wondering why he said and did nothing to answer her. For'mya shook her head and held a finger to her lips indicating she should remain silent.
“Lover?” Anja finally asked.

Martin looked at her in the transmission. “The Hot Gates.” Martin spoke finally. “Only one other person alive would ever use that term besides me or someone in our family Anja. You know that.”

Anja nodded her head slowly. “Yes.”

“And only one person still alive actually saw it and was there when it was called that. No one uses that name anymore. No one but him.” Martin spoke.
Anja’s nodded once more. “Walter!” She echoed the name in a whisper.
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Aricia had thought it was going very well but she should have known better. 
Several of the Tasmor Quorum asked very simple and pointed questions of Andro in the beginning, which he obviously answered quite easily. Most of those questions pertained to his childhood and his experiences growing up. Aricia and her fellow Queens already knew how their children felt about their early years. Martin Leonidas and his Queens were very stern but exceptionally loving parents. The Leonidas children were exposed to as much as conceivably possible by their father and mothers in order to allow them to see things for themselves and make their own decisions on different topics. They were not coddled or pampered as many children of royalty were in history on Earth and many other planets.  As with all of the Leonidas children, Androcles had two advanced degrees, one in Aerodynamic Engineering and the other in Applied Quantum Mechanical Physics. It was going quite well she had thought, until one of the women that Saydia warned her about, asked her first question.
While Ardal Kaend genuinely liked Saydia Daret, she had been recommended for her position by Vesara, and therefore tended to support her positions on the Council. She leaned forward in her chair and holding the data pad in her hand she looked at Androcles.

“Since these proceedings were arranged, your mother has given us generous access to your history young man.” Ardal spoke. “Your military record as well as enormous amounts of information concerning recent events that have taken place in your Union. I understand that most of this information was taken from your very own sources and then provided to us. The Netnews I believe you call them?”

Andro looked at his mother and rolled his eyes. “Yes, I’m sure.” He said with a smile. “Was there a lot of information mother?”
Aricia grinned in response. “Deia’s staff sent over a hundred articles and she said that was just scratching the surface.”
Andro looked genuinely surprised. “That much, really?” He said. “I knew I should have stayed on Cranae Island. I always get into trouble when I leave the island.”

Ardal looked at him. “You find this amusing?” She asked.

Andro turned his head to look at her with a smile. “In some ways, yes. The Netnews and I do not normally see eye to eye on many things.” He answered her evenly. “Mainly because I try to avoid most of them like the vermin that they are.”

“But there are those you trust?” Ardal asked him.

Andro nodded his head. “One or two.”

“And why is that?” Ardal asked.  

Andro shrugged his broad shoulders. “Differences of opinion perhaps.” He answered her with that ever present smile. “I make it my business to remain away from those who will twist words and or deeds into something that they are not. Or something that they believe and want others to see in their view.”
“You don’t care how your people see you?” Another Tasmor Quorum member interjected before Ardal continued.

Andro shook his head. “I do not care how the Netnews portrays me, no.” Andro answered her. “They are usually wrong.”

“Usually?” She pressed him.

Andro smiled once more. “Occasionally they get something right.” 
“I’m interested in two specific articles about your recent actions.” Ardal told him taking control of the conversation back.

“Which ones?” Andro asked.

“This articles speaks to an investigation currently underway in your Union that suggests you used your position as Crown Prince to coerce others to withdraw from an open auction in order to acquire a piece of property.” Ardal looked up from the pad. “An apartment complex on a planet called Apo Prime. This is your capital planet I understand. It is a piece of property that you then used less than two years later in order to present it as a bribe to the father of the woman you are now married too. Sadi Leonidas.”
Andro met her eyes. “That’s what it says?” He asked her. “They are calling it a bribe now?” He chuckled as he looked at Aricia. “I guess that is better than extortion.”

“The article goes on to detail how you obtained another piece of property with similar tactics.” Ardal continued quickly even as everyone saw Aricia smile and nod her head. “An island?”

“Cranae Island.” Andro told her with a nod. “That it is where my home is built.”

“Did you obtain this property nefariously using your position Prince Androcles?” Ardal asked.

Andro met her eyes from across the table and tilted his head slightly sideways. “It appears that you have already made up your mind about that Lady Ardal Kaend.” He told her. “Is that not true?”
“Certainly not!” Ardal exclaimed in reply.

Once more Androcles smiled and met her eyes. “As I am sure my father and mothers have told you, my species has a very unique and powerful sense of smell. It allows us to tell when someone is not being truthful by the chemicals dumped into their bloodstream when they speak a falsehood. The same chemical that just entered your bloodstream.”

“Are you calling me a liar Prince Androcles?” Ardal snapped.

“I don’t know.” Andro answered. “Are you? The chemicals in your bloodstream suggest that you do not believe the words you are speaking. That tells me that you have already made up your mind.”

“That is not true regardless of what you say!” Ardal hissed at him.

Andro nodded his head to her. “Then forgive me. I will have to have my sister run a test on my olfactory glands. They appear to be malfunctioning.”

The insult went right over Ardal’s head but not Saydia or Anthylea who had spent much more time around Lycavorians. It took quite a bit of willpower for them both to not burst into laughter at Androcles’ insult and Saydia also detected Seran and several others of the Quorum members containing their own smiles. Saydia and Anthylea were also the only ones who saw Aricia kick her son’s leg under the table. Oh yes, Saydia Daret thought to herself, the Tasmor people were going to enjoy being around these men and women going into the future.
“What is your personal wealth Prince Androcles?” Ardal asked.

Andro shook his head. “I have no idea.” He replied. “It is not something that interests me to be honest.”

“According to this article, the combined wealth of you and your six wives is now in excess of one hundred billion Riyal.” Ardal spoke. “That is in your currency isn’t it? That is second only to your father and the Queens.”

Andro looked at Aricia with wide eyes now, an amazed expression on his face. “Is that true mother?” He asked.

Aricia nodded her head sheepishly. “Your father has us keep tabs on family accounts.” She said. “Most has come since Voralis set up the fund for you, Sadi and Carisia. It has only grown as Ne'Veha, Lu'ria and Caliria came into your lives. I imagine it will be larger now that Sehri has been added to the account as well. We have not checked since leaving the Alpha Quadrant.”

“That much?” Andro asked once more.

Aricia nodded her head. “Most of it goes to different public access funds for those in need, but even still, the profit margin year to year is substantial. Voralis maintains it all.”

[I believe that is the fault of Carisia and I our love.] Sadi’s voice spoke to him in the shielded Etheric connection that included Aricia now. [We have included Namiri Daret in our private connection Andro. It seems that her interaction with Torma and your parents made establishing an etheric connection very simple. Do you remember that food court off the island causeway…? The one that you love so much?]

[The one owned by Thanar and his wife Melina?] Andro asked.

[Yes. With the influx of Durcunusaan and others at the island they could not keep up with the business. Enylarcopri and I were there just before we left and saw their predicament. They said they could not afford to expand so quickly. We decided to invest some capital in their business in order to facilitate a much quicker expansion. They wanted to give us thirty percent of the profits each year but we refused. We finally settled on three percent, though they were not happy about it. We were going to tell you when we finally got around to returning to Earth. It seems the profit is much more than we first thought.]
[Vinn’ Sibfla!] Andro gasped. [They have some of the best Giouvetsi outside of Staania Gorgo!]

Aricia barely kept herself from laughing out loud at Andro’s reaction while Sadi, Carisia, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha, Caliria and Sehri all burst out laughing in the Etheric connection. Aricia could even hear Namiri as well, though her echo was less pronounced.

Andro looked back to Ardal as the thought of Giouvetsi filled his head. “Well… I guess the Netnews got something right.” He told Ardal with a smile. “I had no idea to be honest and as I said, wealth doesn’t interest me.”

“Your wealth doesn’t interest you?” Ardal asked somewhat aghast.

Andro shook his head. “Our parents established a trust fund after each one of my brothers and sisters were born. We all have them and I think you will find that none of them have any idea how much is there. Wealth does not interest our family. It never has. There are much more important things to be interested in.”

“And what of these accusations in your own media?” Ardal asked.

Andro shrugged his shoulders once more. “What of them?” He asked. “They are false, no matter how much others wish they were not. My Tenna Deia has access to all of my accounts for the purpose of this very investigation that you read about. Nothing I have done is illegal and it is all very public. If you wish to believe otherwise after meeting me, after what the facts state, that is your right.”

“And those concerning your wife Ne'Veha?” Ardal pressed even further. “What about them? This is the second part of what I wanted to ask. They detail a list of threats and smears against this man who says you took Ne'Veha from him even after he had already claimed her as his wife. Is this true?”

Andro shrugged his shoulders. “No.” He said calmly. “It is rumor and innuendo that those who don’t like me or my family latched on to in order to push their agenda. All anyone has to do is ask my SirsanGai to get the truth. Ne'Veha has no reason to lie. To this day no one has.”

“Perhaps she now prefers the life, wealth and power of a Crown Princess to one of a simple military man’s wife.” Ardal spoke smugly.

“Ardal!” Saydia spat angrily. “How dare you suggest such a thing!”

“I am only referencing what these articles state.” Ardal spoke quickly.

“You have no right to…”

“You don’t like me do you Lady Ardal?” Andro asked cutting off Saydia’s words.

Ardal met his eyes across the table. “Not really, no.”

“You don’t know me.” Andro said.

“And I don’t care to.” Ardal answered. “You strike me as arrogant and disrespectful. You have no knowledge of how diplomacy works given how you handled those of your own species only recently, and I don’t believe you can be trusted.”

“Trusted to do what?” Androcles asked her.

“To keep the faith with the Tasmor people.” Ardal answered.

Andro nodded his head. “That is an interesting perspective given that you have only just met me and you are basing this knowledge on what you have consciously chosen to read in the News reports that are plainly biased. You have dismissed those that are not bias haven’t you.”
“Are you accusing me of something Prince Androcles?” Ardal asked him in a harsh voice.

“Not at all.” He answered. “However, I do know my Tenna Deia and most of her staff. They would have sent a balanced set of reports on me from the Netnews. The ones who show me in a favorable light you have chosen to ignore.”

“How do you know that?” Ardal asked him in a smug voice now.

“It doesn’t matter.” Andro spoke. “However, there is something that does matter.” He looked at her across the table and spread his hands in front of him. “You may believe anything you like when it comes to me, however, do not begin to besmirch one of my wives and mates based on the ramblings of fools who do not like me or my family. You will find that a painful mistake.”

Ardal looked taken aback. “You dare threaten me?” She gasped.

“Call it what you will, but let it be known right now that I will not tolerate lies and rumors about the women who hold my heart and soul in their hands.” Andro told her. “Speak ill of them at your own risk, for you will not like my response.”

“Are there many people within the Union who don’t like your family Prince Androcles?” Vesara asked him now cutting off Ardal’s response before she ruined everything.

Andro smiled at this as he sat back and felt Ne'Veha, Sadi and the others pour their love and warmth through the Etheric connection that shared. 
“Probably more than we think.” He told her. “The ones who remain silent and stew in their hate and misguided perceptions are those who prosper most and enjoy the fruit of the decisions my father and mothers have made the last three decades. They will say nothing because they gain from their silence. Those who are more vocal about their issues with my family and believe the lies told about them when they know they are not accurate are just plain lazy and stupid.” Andro looked directly at Ardal and her eyes grew wide in anger. Ardal was taken aback by his answer and the casual way he dismissed the issue and she was about to retort when Seran Echen took her arm and shook her head. Ardal sat back in her chair unable to counter his answer and Seran took that as her cue. She leaned forward and spread her hands over the open data folder that all the Quorum had in front of them.

Seran Echen looked directly at Androcles with a relaxed expression. “I have only a few questions Prince Androcles.” She spoke.

Andro nodded his head. “Of course.”

“I am Seran Echen and I am the Tasmor Defense Minister.”

Andro nodded his head to her. “Lady Echen…”

“I have gone through your military record as it was presented to us by your mother Prince Androcles.” Seran told him. “It is impressive for one as young as yourself.”

“I will let others with thousands of years more experience than me judge my deeds Lady Echen.” He told her.

“Indeed.” Seran spoke. “And I believe they have.”

Andro blinked several times. “I… I don’t understand.”

“My first question Prince Androcles, is this…” Seran leaned forward in her chair. “How many decorations for bravery in battle does your brother Denali Leonidas hold?”

“Thirteen.” Andro answered instantly.

“And your brother Arrarn Leonidas?” Seran asked.

“Nine decorations for Valor while flying and two for bravery on the ground.” Andro told her again without pause.

“And what about the young Captain there, who stands in the shadows behind us with an ever watchful eye over you?” Seran asked motioning to where Jomann had blended into the soft shadows in the corner of the room.

Andro smiled at her remark. “Jomann is harmless to those who mean him no harm Lady Echen.” He said evenly. “Jomann wears sixteen decorations for valor and bravery. I don’t think I understand where you are going with this Lady Seran. My father has been decorated thirty-three times for bravery and valor, my grandfather Riall fifty-one times in his career spanning four thousand years. They are all true Spartans and Lycavorians.”

Seran smiled at him. “So they are. How many times have you been decorated for bravery Androcles?”

The question seemed to stump Androcles and he blinked several times and did not answer right away his eyes confused. He looked at his mother quickly and then back to Seran. “Why?” He asked her finally.

“It is a legitimate question Prince Androcles.” Seran spoke. “Can you not answer it?”

Andro glanced briefly down at his uniform and then back to her. “No.” He said rather sheepishly.

“You can tell me how many decorations for bravery and valor your brothers, your father and even officers under your command have, but you cannot recite to me how many you have earned?” Seran said. “Why is that?”

Andro looked at her across the table. “Why does it matter?” He asked her.

“Please just answer the question.” Seran asked.

Aricia noticed that this had caught the attention of at least five of the Tasmor Quorum members besides Seran and they were paying extra attention now. Aricia should not have been worried knowing who her first born son was and what he had done in his career, but they were trying to accomplish something here that, if discovered, could have untold repercussions. When he began to answer, Aricia felt her heart swell with love and pride.
“I don’t know, because I don’t care.” Androcles answered Seran’s question. “My solemn duty is to my wives and mates, to my family and to the people of the Union. In that order. I will do whatever is necessary to protect them and keep them safe from harm. I will die to fulfill this sacred oath, and it is sacred to me. Medals mean nothing to me. They are shiny trinkets meant to impress others, something I care little in doing. I will let my actions and my deeds speak for themselves, just like my father taught me. Just as he has taught all of his children. Just as he does every day of his life.”

Seran allowed the small smile to split her lips and gracefully she closed the data folder that rested in front of her. “Thank you very much Prince Androcles. I have no need to hear anything else. Just so that you are aware, you have been decorated twenty-one times for bravery and valor Prince Androcles. Twenty times more than anyone else in this room I would imagine. And in far greater circumstances than any of us have experienced as well.”

Andro blinked in surprised and leaned back in his chair as he saw five other Tasmor Quorum members also close their data folders. Saydia Daret sat in her chair quite impressed to say the least. What he had just said was not rehearsed or planned before hand, that much was obvious, and his words were spoken with true emotion in them. Saydia glanced at Anthylea and saw her slight nod of approval just before Vesara spoke and shattered all sense of decorum in the room.
“Prince Androcles… can you tell my fellow Quorum members and I how many innocent lives you are responsible for taking in your short career military thus far?” Vesara spoke from her chair.

Aricia’s eyes grew wide and her face tensed in anger instantly, but it was Saydia who came out of her chair in equal anger. 

“Vesara Athcer how dare you ask such a question!” Saydia almost yelled the words to her.

“We have a right to know the full extent of what this young man is capable of Sovereign Regent!” Vesara snapped back at her. “If he is to be allowed to take a Daughter of the Regent as his wife, these are things we should know!”

“You have no right to ask such a question!” Aricia snarled as she came to her feet now. “You do not know the circumstances…”

“Three million, four hundred and nineteen thousand, six hundred and seventeen.” Andro answered the question calmly, his voice rising slightly above his mother’s voice but not close to being a shout in the least. This brought the room to silence and everyone stared at Androcles in shock. His azure eyes focused on Vesara now as he reached out and put his hand on Aricia's arm urging her to sit back down. “Is that the answer you were seeking Lady Vesara?”

“You… you admit this openly?” Vesara gasped in horror.

“I admit to doing what I needed to do in order to save a thousand times that number of innocent lives.” Andro told her softly. “I will live with that decision each and every day Lady Vesara. Had I not done what I did, the amount of dead Union citizens would have been far greater.”
“You don’t know that!” Vesara hissed at him.

“I know that every hour that passed, our enemy was shuttling thousands upon thousands of troops and ships through our own Jump Gate System, which they illegally hijacked, in order to support an outlaw regime that usurped my mother as the rightful Queen. I know that many thousands of our citizens were butchered trying to escape this outlaw regime.” Androcles spoke evenly. “I know that had I not done what I did, the chances that we would be able to return one day and take back the planet of a founding member of our Union would be infinitesimal without massive loss of life. Both militarily and civilian. Do not think to use this as some gage of my character Lady Vesara, you will be sorely mistaken in your actions. I did what needed to be done to save as many lives as I could. You may wish to speculate and guess, but you were not there, and neither were the men and women who wrote those Netnews reports you seem to like so much.”

“So you do not regret your actions?” Vesara declared.

“Every waking moment of every day. That is a burden that I must and do bear.” Andro told her softly as the others looked on. “And if I had to do it again… I would.”

“Vesara you are far out of line here!” Saydia spat angrily.

“I am well within my rights!” Vesara snapped right back. “We are allowed by our laws to ask any question that may bring into doubt the suitability of a male in a union with a Daughter of the Regent!”

Andro looked at Saydia. “Respectfully Sovereign Regent Daret, I knew what would take place here. I am not hiding anything, nor will I shirk from answering any questions this Quorum wants to ask.” He motioned to the chair. “Please?”

Saydia looked at him with angry blue eyes, not at what he had asked her, but at what Vesara was obviously willing to do in order to sabotage her plans. She should have expected this and warned Aricia and her son and she berated herself for not doing so as she returned to her chair as he asked.

Andro turned back to Vesara. “You obviously have other questions Lady Vesara.” He told her. “As I have said, I will answer any question you have, within reason of course.”

Vesara thought she saw an opening as Saydia glared at her in anger and she lifted another data pad from the table top and held it up. “I have been reading about what your people call the Evolli War. This war began over political disputes did it not?”

Androcles nodded his head. “The former Evolli leaders, those not elected by the majority of their people, took issue with my first elven mother Dysea when she cancelled several, rather one-sided, trade agreements that the Evolli were not fulfilling their end of.” Andro explained. “The Evolli leaders took issue with this and instead of using diplomacy to accomplish what they wanted, they instead chose to invade three Union planets in retaliation.”

Vesara nodded her head. “Yes, I was able to read that part. Many of the details to the conflict are spoken of in great detail. What interests me more are the details that are not public knowledge. The details of one particular battle for instance. The first battle that took place on this planet Alba Tau. This is the battle where the public and military records indicate you were recommended for and then awarded the highest medal that your Union military can bestow. Is this not true?”
Andro met her eyes. “Yes.”

“No details of the actual battle where you won this award are in the public domain.” Vesara said. “At least none that I can find among the materials that your mother generously provided to us.”

“And?” Andro spoke. 

“Your own history states that the battle for this planet lasted for nearly seven months and involved fully one third, if not more, of your total Union ground forces.” Vesara spoke. “There are numerous reports on the many different battles that took place through those months. Yet no details of the first battle. The battle you and your father fought in.”
“I still do not hear a question.” Andro told her. “Is there one?”

“Tell us of this battle Prince Androcles.” Vesara said almost arrogantly. “Regale us on how you won your Union’s highest award.”

Andro stared at her for a long moment remaining silent. “No.” He finally spoke the single word.

“Excuse me?” Vesara asked surprised that he refused.

“What part of no was in any way unclear lady Vesara?” Andro asked her. 
“You sat there and not moments ago told us you would answer any question that we asked.” Vesara told him. “Are you now refusing to answer this question?”

“I believe no is an adequate answer and covers pretty much all spectrums of how you could ask that question.” Andro told her evenly.

“So you are now refusing to answer our questions?” Vesara demanded.

“Not at all.” Andro told her. “Only the one about Alba Tau.”

“May I inquire as to why?” Vesara pressed him.

Andro shook his head. “No, you may not.”
“I would like to know the answer as well.” Ardal spoke from her seat.

“And again, the answer is no.” Andro spoke.


“This is a deeply personal event for my son.” Aricia spoke coming to her feet now. “You cannot expect him to answer questions that have no bearing on why we are here today.”

“The events of this day speak to your son as a person Queen Aricia.” Vesara said from her chair. “This award is the highest award given in your Union. It has only been given out nine other times in your history. This fact alone speaks toward the reverence that your own people place on this award. We simply want to know what he did to be recommended for and then awarded this decoration. It gives insight into your son’s character.” 


“His character?” Aricia hissed.


“He was recommended for this award by a man who is his grandfather.” Vesara pressed. 


“You want to now question the integrity of the man who leads the whole of the Union Military? A man you have never met before. Does your arrogance extend that far?” Aricia spat now as her azure eyes narrowed. 


“All records of this battle were sealed by the King and this Admiral Riall.” Ardal spoke now in defense of Vesara. “No official public announcement was made of this decoration and no official public record gives the details of what took place.”

“Sovereign Regent,” Vesara began turning to Saydia. Her face too showed a very small amount of surprise that Androcles would not answer the question knowing what was at stake. “I must protest. If we are to make a proper decision here in regards to the union of this man and Regent Daughter Namiri, he must be forthcoming and answer all questions put to him. This is our law. This is how it is done. It is our right!”

“Your right?” Aricia snarled now as she became angry. “How is it your right to question something that you have no concept of? How?”
Andro reached up and took her arm as he rose to his feet. “Medwaw.”

Aricia looked at her son as her blood burned in anger. “Andro you…”

Androcles shook his head. “Vinn’ medwaw.” He urged her to back down, hitting her with the soothing aura of a son. When he saw that she visibly relaxed he turned back to Vesara. “You seem to think that you are in charge of this situation Lady Vesara, however, I assure you that is not the case.” 
Andro stood to his full height and reached up to begin unbuttoning the studs on his dress uniform. Those in the room could only watch stunned as he quickly stripped out of his jacket and the shirt he wore underneath. Seran and several other Tasmor Quorum members came to their feet in shock when they saw the superb condition of his body and the excruciating detail of each and every muscle in his abdomen and chest. The Talon Guardian brand that he wore upon the upper left pectoral muscle of his exquisitely detailed chest seemed to be pulsing of its own accord. Andro turned around slowly and Seran and two other Quorum members gasped in horror when they saw the long, jagged scar that extended from just below his shoulder blade all the way down to just above his belt. Several other, smaller scars dotted his skin in different places along the length of that main scar, and then there were three scars in the upper portion of his back on the opposite side. Andro held out his arms as he turned slowly until he was once more facing Vesara who also wore a stunned expression.

He leaned forward, placing his hands on the table, and looked directly at her. “You wish to insinuate that there is something where there is nothing Lady Vesara. Perhaps that is how you operate where you come from, but it is not how I operate. Alba Tau is my burden and my curse. Just as it is a curse for everyone who fought there, Jomann and so many others like me. You do not have the right to that burden Lady Vesara. That belongs to us and only us. If you wish to use my refusal to answer your questions about that so that you may bend those answers to what you believe as grounds for not supporting this union, then by all means, do so. This union will happen regardless of what you want. It was done the moment that Namiri Daret boarded my ship.”
“What nonsense is this.” Vesara demanded.

That was the signal that Sadi, Namiri and the others had been waiting for but hoping would not come. It was Namiri who suggested this to Sadi and the others almost immediately after meeting them when she came aboard. Namiri suspected that Vesara and others would try to stop the union in order to hurt her mother and embarrass the Lycavorians. She was not about to allow that.

The door to the hidden viewing room slid open and Namiri burst out in a dead run. She practically launched herself into Andro’s arms, throwing her arms around his bare shoulders as their lips came together in a positively sizzling kiss. The members of the Tasmor Quorum could only sit and stand there and gawk at this display of affection, though only two of them looked to be in the least bit angry. If anything, all but Vesara and Ardal looked relatively pleased with the display.
Vesara came to her feet in outrage. “Sovereign Regent I demand that you stop this right now!” She shouted. “I will not approve of this union and nor should you!”

Saydia looked at her feeling nothing but pride for Namiri at her actions. This is obviously what they had cooked up between them and now Saydia had no recourse but to let it stand as it was and be a proud mother. Her daughter, one of the two youngest of her daughters, only she had the clarity of purpose and strength of will to do what needed to be done.
“On the contrary Vesara,” Saydia spoke calmly as she looked at Vesara. “I do approve of this union and I approve of Androcles Leonidas.”

Namiri and Androcles broke their kiss and she turned her flushed face to look at the Quorum while Andro still held her close to his body. 
“This is our destiny as a species.” Namiri stammered. “This is what we were meant for as a people and I will not see it pass us by because of stupid rules and stupid people and archaic laws that have no place in the here and now! I will not! And there is nothing you can do to stop it now! Andro’s father has seen our people together. He has seen our future mixed with the Lycavorians, and theirs with ours. I will not let you take that away from our people. I will not let you alter the future that is meant to be whether it be with Androcles or anyone else in the future that awaits us!”

Sadi, Ne’Veha, Carisia, Lu’ria, Caliria and Sehri crowded around where Andro held Namiri in his arms and they pressed tightly up against her and him in a show of solidarity and love. No one could say anything as if on cue, Namiri grabbed Andro's arm and looked at him as Sadi took his other arm. 
“I think it is time we got better acquainted. Don’t you?” Namiri hissed.

Andro smiled and nodded his head. “By all means!” 
Without even a glance back Andro led Namiri out of the Conference room, Sadi and his other wives and mates following right with them and chattering away with Namiri as if they had known each other for decades. 

Aricia wanted to shake her head and smile at what her son and Namiri had just done. They had pulled the rug right out from underneath the Tasmor Quorum and done so with the ease of a master thieves. Someday she would have to ask him how they had done that, however Aricia was not in the mood for humor as she turned her head back to look at Vesara. Vesara and Ardal were urgently whispering with other Quorum members and Aricia had seen and heard enough arrogance for one day. Actually, for several decades.
“Enough!” Saydia Daret barked loudly causing all heads to turn and look at her and cutting off whatever Aricia was going to say. “I am ashamed!” Saydia exclaimed. “Ashamed at the actions here today of my people!”
“Sovereign Regent, we were well within our rights as the Quorum of our people to…” Vesara began.

“Silence!” Saydia roared aloud. “I have had enough of you Vesara!! Do you hear me… enough!!” Saydia glared at them even as Anthylea tried to take her arm in an effort to calm her. Saydia pulled her arm away from her lover and Bound One for life now. “Give me your answer right now! Give it to me so that I may go back to our people, show them what you have done, and then demand that all of you be replaced for dismissing the future of our people! The child among us, my daughter, she has the true sense of our people and she and her sisters are the only ones willing to do what is best for them! No matter the cost!” Saydia shook her head. “What is your decision? Make it now for I have no intentions of asking Androcles to submit to another inquisition of rumors and slurs.”
Seran stepped forward. “Saydia… the union has been approved.” She said softly.
Vesara’s head snapped around at this information. “I did not approve this!” She quickly exclaimed.

Seran nodded her head. “No, you did not.” She spoke. “Thankfully, this is a majority vote Vesara. You and Ardal have been outvoted ten to two. This union will go forward and we will honor our commitments, just as the integrity of the young man who left this room tells me his people will.” Seran looked at Aricia now. “And perhaps one day we will be able to erase the stain you have left on our people with your actions Vesara.”
VENTORI

FORWARD BASE DISCOVERY

UNION COMMAND CENTER

Martin Leonidas sat quietly in the chair, staring at the now empty and silent QCR holo communications disc. He twisted the mug of coffee in his hands back and forth as his mind was awash with this new information and the revelations it brought to him. 
All around him Durcunusaan and Fleet Technicians were monitoring the events that were going on in and around Jorlari. The cleaning out of the leftover Svorag bunkers was proceeding just as Martin had laid out to his commanders. Most of them knew their King was among them, sitting quietly, but nearly all of them had seen this in the past. There were few among this group of Durcunusaan and Fleet personnel who had not served with their King directly for less than a decade. 

The more Martin thought about things, the more things fell into place, and the more he realized just how far reaching his grandfather’s plans extended. Sumar did not just change the face of Lycavorian evolution, he changed and in many respects, was still changing their future. Martin turned his head when he caught his scent and Wayonn entered the Operations Center. Wayonn’s eyes found him quickly and he maneuvered around several techs and into the back section of the center where Martin was sitting. It was less noisy back here and Wayonn moved to the ever present coffee pot on the counter along the wall. He poured himself a mug of the rich, delicious blend of Aricia’s coffee, added a small amount of cream and honey and then turned back to where Martin sat. He moved to the chair closest to him and settled into it looking at this young King who so many millions adored.

“You wanted to see me Martin?” He asked.

Martin finally looked at him and lifted his mug to his lips, draining the coffee in it before rising to his feet and going to pour more. Wayonn waited patiently as he did this knowing that whatever was going through his head was important. 
“Wayonn, you and my grandfather were close right?” Martin finally asked as he turned back to him with a full mug of coffee.

“We were Praetorian and Mage.” Wayonn answered. “For us there could be nothing closer. If I had to compare it to something I would compare it to you and Daniel.”
Martin returned to the chair next to him. “Did you know grandmother Sateia well?” He asked him.

Wayonn smiled and nodded his head. “Sateia was unique.” He said. “Aricia reminds me of her the most. Exotic beauty and wit and extremely capable. Sumar was the last of us to merge into the Ruling Packs, but Sateia had already chosen him. She waited for nearly five hundred years until Sumar saw that the last of us were fully integrated and then he allowed her to change him. The Mahanlo Pack was the largest and one of the oldest of the packs at that time and the day Sumar became a pack member it solidified their place as royalty among the Lycavorians.”

Martin looked at him. “Does the name Dynina mean anything to you?”

Wayonn’s head snapped up and he looked at Martin with wide eyes. “Where did you hear that name?” He asked. 

“Then you know the name?” Martin pressed him.

Wayonn nodded his head. “That is… that was the name of Sateia’s mother.” Wayonn answered softly. “She was the Matriarch of the Mahanlo pack. Dynina is where Sateia and her sister got their beauty. She was exquisite in every way. She was truly an Alpha female and quite the visionary Martin.”

“No mate?” Martin asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “No.” He answered him. “If I understand correctly, he was apparently assassinated several years before they discovered us in a dispute of the lesser packs. Dynina rarely spoke of him but Sateia did tell me one time that Dynina loved him with all of her heart. He apparently was a rarity among the wolves of that time and Dynina was his only mate and he treated her much the same as you treat Aricia and the others. He was respected and feared by all for his size and his judgment. Come to think of it, I remember a time when Dynina told me that Sumar rivaled her mate in size and strength after Sateia turned him. You have good genes my boy.”

Martin smiled and nodded his head. “That I do.”

“You must remember that we crashed on Lycavore some fifteen hundred plus years before our first contact with them.” Wayonn continued. “It was not spoken of very often once the merger was done, but it was said he was ambushed by a lesser pack while hunting with his only son. They were both killed. Dynina did not take it very well for she was carrying their third child, Sateia's sister, and from what I understand she cursed this lesser pack and within months all of them were dead from one thing or the other.”

“Cursed?” Martin asked.

Wayonn nodded his head. “This is going to sound very strange…”

Martin chuckled and waved his hands around them. “Wayonn come on… strange?” He said with a smile. “You don’t get any stranger than me.”

Wayonn also laughed softly and nodded his head. “Point taken.” He said as he sipped his coffee. “Sumar and Dynina were very close in many ways. Part of that was because Sateia and her mother were very close, but more so because I think Dynina reminded Sumar of Jezima in many ways. Dynina was very different to say the least. She had the most fascinating color eyes and she had a gift.”

“Gift?” Martin asked.

Wayonn nodded his head and sipped his coffee. “Lycavorians and Pralors are born with the ability to communicate etherically, you know this. Vampires as well. Dynina was different however, she could actually manipulate the different etheric strands to do her bidding in an almost mystical way.”
“What? You mean like vaes?” Martin asked.

Wayonn looked at him. “Do not discount its existence Martin.” He told him. 
“Discount it?” Martin said shaking his head. “You have to be kidding me. With some of the sibfla I’ve seen in the last two plus decades, vaes would actually rank down at the bottom of the list of amazing things.”

Wayonn smiled at this and nodded his head. “Yes, I see what you mean.” He said. “Some of the things Sumar and I saw Dynina do were beyond explainable. She could do things that others could not and even we could not determine how. It was related to etheric power in a way for the resonance within the etheric realm would fluctuate whenever she used this ability, but it wasn’t true etheric power such as you, Murano and your sons use. Every living thing is touched by the etheric realm in some manner Martin, you know this. We can feel it. Dynina could and did influence that.” Wayonn looked at him. “They called her Yowa medwaw.”  

“Witch mother.” Martin said softly.

Wayonn nodded his head. “None of the Packs wanted to piss her off after what happened to her mate. They were deathly afraid of her.” He said with a smile.
“Even that fat ass Chetak?” Martin asked with a grin.

Wayonn nodded once more smiling as well. “All of them did.” He replied. “While I never had much interaction with Chetak or his pack before we left, Sumar knew he was going to be a problem in the future. You dealt with him harshly I understand? I never wanted to bring it up before now because of what happened.”
Martin shook his head. “It was a long time ago.” Martin spoke softly. “Let someone try and take Aricia or Anja or any of them from me now. What I did to Chetak and his sick little empire will pale in comparison.”

“Avoi.” Wayonn spoke nodding his head in agreement. 

“I didn’t know the packs had names.” Martin said leaning closer.

“In the early days only the largest ones did.” Wayonn answered with a nod. “By the time we came along, Sumar, the rest of us, this practice had dwindled to almost nothing, but the eight or nine largest packs still clung to it. The Mahanlo Pack was one of them.”

“Mahanlo?” Martin whispered the name softly. “So they… they are the beginning. For me, for my children?”

Wayonn nodded his head. “They were the largest and most powerful pack when we finished merging the survivors of our ship with the different packs. Your size in wolf form, that comes from them. They were very close knit as a pack, especially after Dynina’s mate was killed and she became matriarch. No one wanted to push them. Even the females were vicious if you crossed them. Dynina brought many Beta females and some males into the Mahanlo Pack even before we arrived and through the years they mated with Alphas and… well you can figure it out. By the time we had fully merged with the Lycavorian people, the Mahanlo Pack was the predominant pack by far among the seven largest that remained. Most of our people had merged with these packs and things began to change quickly. City Ship 41 became the center of our largest town and a huge trading hub. Dynina, Sumar and Sateia were at the forefront of this, but they always managed to keep our people close to our roots. And they did not tolerate petty rensibfla. Some of the old ways were hard to get rid of, the mating rituals for one. Resumar was born almost two hundred years after I had left, but I have read the ancient data scrolls that Deia kept from that time. That particular part of our history didn’t find its way into the abyss until after Resumar had taken Eliani back using the Lunmai. I asked Deia about that in the brief time I had to talk with her before meeting you and she said it was welcomed by celebration for over a week.”
“Grandmother Sateia and her sister were Dynina’s only children?” Martin asked.

Wayonn nodded his head. “As far as I know. What happen after I left I don’t know? I can’t remember Sateia’s sister’s name for the life of me though. I only met her a few times to be honest. Dynina and Sateia were very protective of her and this carried over to Sumar as well.”

“Maha?” Martin spoke.

Wayonn nodded and pointed at him quickly. “That was it!” He announced. “Maha! Just as beautiful as her sister and mother and…” He stopped talking and looked at Martin. “Wait! How do you know that?” Wayonn came instantly alert as his wolf senses began to fire up and he came to his feet. “Martin what is going on?”

Martin turned and touched the computer panel on the table. “That Mark II here yet?” He asked.
“Just setting it up in your quarters now Milord.” The male voice answered.

“Thank you Captain.” Martin spoke and turned back to Wayonn. “Come with me. We have a phone call to make.”

“What?” Wayonn gasped.

“Dynina is not dead Wayonn.” Martin told him. “Hell… she is my grandmother too. I’m finding them all over the place out here.”

“Not dead?” Wayonn gasped. “How is that possible? The Black Day… her name was listed among the known casualties Martin. I saw the list! Her and Maha!”

Martin nodded his head. “I’m sure you did.” He told him. “What I am coming to realize however, is that my grandfather Sumar, he was a sneaky bastard. He liked to hide things from people. I guess that is where I get it.”

“What do you mean?” Wayonn pressed him.

“Dynina is alive because Maha’s three children showed up on Andro’s doorstep and he could smell family in their blood the moment they stepped off their ship. Our blood.” Martin said. “And Dynina sent them there.”
LORENU

COUNCIL MEETING HALL

Dynina was worried for them, and she missed them. She was not concerned for their safety for she knew they would be among blood and knowing who Androcles was, they would be very well protected. She worried for them because they had experienced so little of life itself compared to their cousins. They did not know war and conflict. They had been raised here in the shelter of this world and never experienced any of those things. She did not know how they would tolerate it to be honest. She had tried to raise them as best as she could after Maha had passed, and between her and Kadeer they had some of the most intense training of anyone on Lorenu. Dynina thought back for a moment on her daughter Maha and how she had fallen in love with the handsome Darastrixi soldier. Kadeer was extremely well built for a Darastrixi, and very powerful. Maha had told her once that it was his eyes that made her melt. Kadeer had been so intent on Maha from the first moment that he learned every mating ritual that there was among the Lycavorians in order to impress her, not knowing that Dynina had already seen their love in her dreams. Her daughter had not lived to see her children grow nor did she know they almost lost their father to the grief he felt. It wasn’t until Kadeer had come to her one night, a crushed man, a lonely man, that Kadeer had begun to heal. Dynina had shown him her daughter and the love she had felt for him. Dynina showed him that Maha would have wanted him to carry on without her, to raise their children as they had always talked of. It had taken them nearly ten thousand years until their doctors could medically make it possible for Maha to have his children, but once this was completed, Dynina had never seen her daughter so utterly happy. 

It took them another twenty years before they discovered she carried Perlae, and then they had a party that lasted for two days. Kadeer doted over Maha to no end when she carried his children, often times making her angry with him for neglecting his other duties, but Kadeer never cared. The love they had for one another, as odd as it was, was total and absolute even after thirteen thousand years together. And neither of them had given up hope on having children. Perlae, Ishma and Awser were miracles as far as they were concerned. And Dynina shared this sentiment. After that night with her, seeing all that he had never seen before about his beautiful wife and mate, Kadeer was a changed man. He had totally committed himself to his children these last two plus decades.
“Dynina?” The deep voice broke her out of her thoughts and she looked up quickly.

Dynina saw Kenroe and the others looking at her and she shook her head. “Forgive me.” She spoke with a small smile. “I was thinking of them.”

Kenroe nodded his head. “Understandable.” He spoke. He reached across the small space between them at the table and rested his hand over hers. “They are with their blood Dynina.” He spoke. “The Dahakoan would never allow harm to come to them.”

Dynina nodded her head. “I know.” She said with a smile as well now. She shook her head quickly and covered his hand with her other one and lifted it to her lips where she kissed his knuckles softly. “Thank you Kenroe my friend.”

Kenroe nodded his head. “We are all in this together. What affects one of us affects all of us. This is what Sumar intended when he came to me and to Nicha and this is how we have lived these last millennia together.”

“Indeed it is.” Dynina spoke. “So… what do we know about the encounter Orman?”

“COLS definitely has some sort of sensor net laid along the border if they were able to detect Perlae’s ship so quickly.” The Pralor man spoke from the end of the table. He motioned to the female Darastrixi beside him. “Amena and I have been trying to determine what it is they are using to track the portal openings, but so far nothing.”

“Trying to mimic their rudimentary sensor technology is difficult.” The Darastrixi female spoke. “We had to build a sensor platform that we think is based on theirs, but we don’t know for sure.”

Dynina shook her head. “We no longer need to worry about that. Perlae would have told Androcles this or they would have figured it out on their own based on what she told him. He handled them harshly according to her last report before they jumped away from this sector of space. He will undoubtedly leave a ship behind and have it destroyed.”

Amena nodded her head. “To protect them, to protect us, the Dahakoan would do this, yes.” She agreed.

“This action could provoke a reaction from Osrod, Dynina.” Kenroe said.

Dynina nodded her head. “I did not expect the man to be so inventive and build this network.” She spoke. “He is a brute, but he obviously has more intelligence than I first gave him credit for.”

“They have never come that far from their own space in all the time we have known they existed.” Kenroe added.

“I insulted his father when I told him I would not become his mate.” Dynina spoke again. “Trust me, Lycavorians such as him would never forget that.”

“They have wanted our technology all of this time.” Kenroe added.

Orman snorted loudly and shook his head. “They would never be able to figure it out even if they did have it.” He spoke.

Amena nodded her head. “I agree with Orman.” She said. “While they do have excellent engineers and scientists, none of them have the knowledge to begin to understand our newer technology. It would take them centuries just to figure it out, let alone learn how to build something that actually worked.”

Dynina nodded her head. “Yes, but that is something we don’t want to happen.” She told them. “At all.”

“Dahakoan Androcles has already given them a glimpse at their technology Dynina.” Another Darastrixi spoke now. “Was this wise?”

Dynina shook her head. “Androcles and Martin think unlike anyone that we have ever come across.” She told them. “They are enigmas. Their minds do not work in the same way as ours do. When they do something in the here and now, they are already thinking weeks, months and even years into the future.” Dynina shook her head. “It boggles my mind to even try and figure it out. They are so much like Sumar it is frightening and that man, as unassuming as he was on the outside, that man frightened me right down to my core.”

Nicha chuckled at this and nodded her head. Sumar had been the one to approach her all those millennia ago and suggest this to her as head of the Pralor Exploratory Division. 

“How true.” She agreed with Dynina. “How true.”

Dynina smiled as she thought of Sumar. “He did love my daughter Sateia unabashedly however.” She said. “That overruled my fear of him.” She looked at them around the table. “I believe Osrod will focus on them now. They are Alphas, and until now the only other Alphas of our people that he knew of were those of us here, but he could never discover us.”

“Is that a good thing?” Kenroe asked.

Dynina nodded her head. “We are reasonably sure it was Osrod and COLS who removed the Alphas from Ventori and left the Betas to die all those years ago. They are the only ones capable of doing this given their level of technology. The Tasmor and Kintaur had not yet developed space flight when this took place. Only the Pralors had space flight and Delnash would never have shared this with Lycavorians. Especially back then.”

“We are also reasonably certain they do not even know the Pralors exist.” Orman spoke once more. “They have never gone into that far out of their own territory. At least until now.”
Dynina nodded her head. “It won’t matter.” She spoke. “Martin and Delnash are of the same mindset in that regard. And if our sources among the Pralor people are correct, Delnash has come to be very good friends with The First in these last weeks and months since they first came upon each other.”

Orman laughed softly. “How I would have loved being there for that introduction.” He said bringing chuckles from everyone at the table. “It must have given him fits to know that a new breed of Praetorians had been born and they were from the species that we once thought so far beneath us we used them as a Seed species.”

“No doubt.” Dynina said with a smile.

“That was a despicable practice Orman.” Amena told him.

Orman nodded his head. “You will get no argument from me on that.”

“I have never understood how one could…” Amena began.

Dynina blinked her eyes and felt the tingling in her head increase. She looked around the room slowly as if sensing something while the others talked. It was unlike anything she had felt in thousands of years, but it was also somehow familiar. Nicha saw her expression and looked at her. 

“Dynina… what is it?” She asked.

This brought everyone in the room to silence and caused all of them to look at her.

“Dynina?” Kenroe asked.

Dynina shook her head. “I don’t… I don’t know.” She said softly as she rose to her feet. “I feel something. Something I haven’t felt in nearly forty millennia.”

“What is it?” Nicha asked her as she too stood up now.
Dynina looked around the room now as she moved away from the table. “It is so familiar to me.” She spoke in almost a whisper. “I don’t… it can’t be!” She gasped finally.

“Dynina what is wrong?” Nicha spoke as she reached for her dear friend.

“It’s him!” Dynina exclaimed. “It’s Martin! I can feel him all around me!”

Kenroe came to his feet now. “How… how is that possible?” He asked quickly.

“I feel him Kenroe!” Dynina spoke looking at him. “He is reaching for me! He has… he has someone else with him. Two others. Oh my… ohhh.” Dynina staggered slightly and Kenroe moved to steady her with Nicha just as the entire room was bathed in the white/blue light of Etheric power.

“By the ancients within the Rift!” Orman exclaimed as he came to his feet. 

All of them felt it now since all of them were able to at least sense Etheric power and it staggered them all in its power and focus.

“By the will of Dadrien!” Amena almost yelled as she stood and reached for Orman’s arm to support herself.

The entire left side of the room was bathed in the bright light and all of them quickly moved to the opposite side as it began to take shape. Take shape in the form of two, tall and well-muscled men and an exceptionally large dragon.

“No.” The deep voice boomed within the room. “Dadrien had nothing to do with this. This is all me.”

Dynina clung to Nicha and Kenroe as the shapes focused and became as clear as if they were standing in the room with them. Her heart nearly exploded out of her chest when she saw him and for the first time in nearly fourteen thousand years Dynina Mahanlo, Matriarch of the Lycavorian Mahanlo Pack burst into tears.

Martin stared at her across the room and as everyone gasped in utter shock he dropped to one knee, his eyes never leaving Dynina’s face.

“Hello aur staania Dynina.” Martin spoke the words with deep reverence. The same tone of voice that he used only for Jezima and Meral. “If this is a bad time… I can call back later.”

Dynina couldn’t help the wail of delight that escaped her lips and her tears came forth like a waterfall upon a clear river.

Tears of relief. Tears of love. But most of all…

Tears of rebirth.     

