CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE
LORENU

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


Dynina practically lost it all right then as the wail of happiness and love erupted from her and she grabbed Nicha’s entire upper body tightly. Tears continued to pour from her eyes as she gazed at the real time image of a man who was an almost exact duplicate of the man who she had grown so fond of in their time together. 
The Pralor Sumar had loved her daughter Sateia shamelessly and with the intensity of a lightning storm that never stopped after she had turned him. There was never any doubt in his feelings or his actions with Sateia and it quickly became known among the many wolf packs on Lycavore that if you even sniffed at Sateia in an odd way, the rebuke would be very swift and very painful. Both of her daughters had inherited their mother’s flawless skin and exotic beauty with shimmering, deep black hair and deeply tanned skin. There were many suitors for them, and those who were also foolish enough to try and take them. Neither option worked out well for the male wolves who thought like that. Sateia had eyes for no one but Sumar and made that knowledge very clear to all who listened.
Shortly after they were mated, a union and celebration that all of the packs attended, two supremely young and arrogant Alphas from another pack who thought themselves superior to Sumar because he was recently turned, had challenged him for her. Neither of those two young males succeeded and when Sumar ended up brutally killing the second fool who had challenged him for Sateia, it never happened again. Sumar was a massive wolf in not only stature but also the aura that he exuded. In all her years Dynina had seen only one wolf of his size before and that was her own beloved mate. Her handsome mate had been an oddity among all Lycavorians because of his enormous size, nearly four feet tall at the shoulder when in wolf form, and it was from him where the dual fangs in their bloodline came from. It was the only known occurrence of this genetic difference ever recorded in the past of their people. It was her own mate who had unofficially begun the changes within the packs on Lycavore with his treatment of her. Her mate loved Dynina so fiercely that it took her breath away at times and this showed in his public treatment of her with affectionate nuzzles and licks and not caring who saw him. This loved was passed on to their daughters. Even after Sateia had turned him, for Sumar to be that size right from the start was unheard of in their history. And even with his colossal size, Sumar still doted over her daughter Sateia as if she was the most precious jewel in the entire universe. This action, more than anything else he did, had earned Dynina’s unquestioned respect and loyalty.


Standing before her now was an almost perfect image of Sumar, right down to the almost wild, shoulder length black hair and piercing dark brown eyes. She had seen images of Martin through the years yes, but nothing ever like this, nothing ever so clear and so close she could almost reach out and touch him. Dynina felt her heart racing beyond control just as it had the day she left Lycavore and watched as the planet of her birth dwindled to nothing in size through the view window.


As Dynina stared at him, her eyes took in the face on the second man in the transmission and her eyes narrowed slightly. She knew this man she thought as she released Nicha’s hands and stepped closer to the transmission.


“Way… Wayonn?” She gasped finally.


Wayonn smiled from beside Martin and bowed his head slightly to her. “To say that it is a surprise to see you Lady Dynina would be the understatement of the past thirty millennia I believe.”


“Wayonn… son vada carians… how?” Dynina gasped aloud now. “How is it possible that you are there? You left… we feared you long dead.”


“That is a particularly long answer.” Wayonn answered her. “However, the more open and important question would be to you; how are you still alive Dynina?” Wayonn asked after briefly glancing at Martin. “Dynina, I saw the casualty lists from the Black Day. I saw your name, Maha’s, all of you.”


Dynina nodded her head slowly. “When did you see them Wayonn?” She asked him. “Carians, I have not spoken your name in thousands of years but it still is so familiar to me.”  

“I had… I made contacts within the moderate portions of the government for the High Coven after we returned and set up on a planet in the Beta Quadrant.” Wayonn answered. “I...” Wayonn stopped as a rush of emotion filled him now as well.

Martin had remained silent up until now and he reached out and put his large hand on Wayonn’s shoulder and squeezed. He looked at Dynina in the transmission. “Forgive us aur staania, it has been a week of revelations in so many ways.”


“I don’t… I don’t understand.” Dynina told him her eyes still moist and filled with tears.


Martin nodded his head. “Something for another time perhaps.” He answered gently.


Dynina shook her head, her hands coming to up to her face. “You… You look so much like him.” She gasped. “So much like your grandfather. It is… it is frightening staaniketo.” 


Martin smiled. “I get that a lot lately.” He said.


Dynina looked at him oddly for a moment as she wiped her eyes and cleaned away the tears. “Martin… I…”


Martin shook his head slowly as he rose back to his full height. “No.” He told her. “If I have learned anything in this life I have led, it is to never doubt my instincts again. My own son taught me that when I strayed from that path. I don’t doubt my son staania. Not anymore. Not ever again. When he told me that… when he told me that they had arrived on his ship…”

Dynina moved closer to the transmission. “They are safe then?” She asked the question as any grandmother would ask.


Martin nodded his head with a smile. “They are safer nowhere else in the universe.” He told her. “They are with their family. With their blood.”


Dynina choked up once more and Nicha stepped up beside her again and took her arms, Dynina’s hands moving to cover hers. Nicha looked at the image of Martin and smiled through her own tears. “You have no idea how long she has waited to hear those words Vada Fera.” Nicha told him. 

Martin’s held tilted sideways and he looked at Wayonn beside him before turning back to Nicha. “Why do you call me The First?” He asked.


“That is what you are.” Nicha spoke, her tone of voice suggesting awe and disbelief. “To her. To all of us.”

“What I am?” Martin asked.


“Vada Fera Revik rie Arve.” Kenroe spoke in the Lycavorian language as he moved up beside Dynina. They had struck up a unique friendship almost immediately all those years ago, Lycavorian and Darastrixi, and he had been by her side all of this time. “Wer irral daar ar fogah.” He spoke in Darastrixi. “The First King of Three.”

“What does that mean?” Martin asked. “What three?”


Dynina looked at Nicha and nodded her head. She wiped away her tears quickly and looked at Martin. “That does not matter now.” She spoke. “You have many questions. I can see them in your eyes.”


Martin nodded his head. “That would be a good bet, yes.” He said.


Dynina’s eyes narrowed. “What does this mean? A good bet?”


Wayonn smiled and moved to stand beside Martin. “You will find your grandson has a very unique vocabulary Dynina. He can speak six languages fluently.” 
“Six?!”  A Pralor woman at the table gasped.

Wayonn nodded his head. “Most of the others in Martin’s family speak even more than that.” Wayonn told them. “It will take some getting used to, but you will find Martin and many of those among our people mix humor within our conversations. We have found it helps to put everyone at ease.”


Dynina’s eyes twinkled in delight when she heard this. She waved her hand all around them. “This… how you are doing this? This is a Mark II is it not? I knew they existed but I have never used one before now.” She asked. “Can you sustain this staaniketo? Your answers… the answers you seek will take time.”


Martin nodded his head. “Actually it was technology left to those on Earth by Pralors.” He told her. “Pretty cool huh?”

“All of you… all of you can do this?” Dynina asked surprised.


Martin shook his head. “No. Androcles and I are the only ones strong enough to initiate them alone. It always helps to have others within the connection though, especially those who are strong etherically. It would take more people if Andro and I are not in the communication but they could do it. Wayonn, Torma and I can hold this for several hours at least.”


“We all have information that answers your questions Martin.” Dynina spoke. “We can give you what you seek. Especially your first and most wanted answer.”


Martin’s eyes seemed to grow brighter in the transmission and he stepped closer to her in the transmission. “Then it is Walter?” He asked softly.


“Dymas? He goes by Walter now, yes?”


Martin nodded. “Yes.”


Dynina nodded her own head with a smile. “Your insight does you credit staaniketo.” She told him. “But do not find fault with Walter. He does not know and has never known that he is a vassal.”

“A vassal?” Wayonn questioned.


Dynina nodded her head quickly. “I must start from the beginning staaniketo, but know that Walter is and has always been loyal to you and to your father. That has never wavered. Not even for an instant. He could not be anything else, for he is of Nicha’s bloodline.” Dynina looked at Nicha and then back to Martin. “He has Pralor blood within him.”

Martin nodded his head. “Many of us do staania.” He said. “That doesn’t prove anything really.”


“No Martin.” Dynina said pulling Nicha close to her. “He has Nicha’s bloodline within him.”


“But she… she is with you.” Martin said. “Oh man…” They watched him pull a chair from outside the cone of the transmission and sit down. “I feel a humdinger of a headache coming on.”


Dynina couldn’t help but smile this time. “It is a very long story staaniketo, but one that you must now know.”  


Martin looked up at her. “I’ve been getting nothing but long stories lately staania. I bet I got some news that even you don’t know about.” Martin waved his hand as if ushering her towards him. “Hit me with it. Let’s have it.”
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“…came to me within a year of you leaving Wayonn.” Dynina spoke from the chair at the table. All of them had turned their chairs to face Martin and Wayonn in the transmission and all of them were paying rapt attention. While all of them knew most of the story, this was the first time they were hearing it in Dynina’s words. She had been their unofficial leader since coming here, but she was still a very private individual. She did not avoid direct questions, but she did not go out of her way to answer questions about her past. 

“He… he regretted sending you away even though he knew it needed to be done. You were such a calming influence on him after he became wolf.”

Wayonn nodded his head. “I suspected as much.” He spoke. “I thought he might turn to Avi, Avatar 41, but I guess that is not the case.”


Dynina shook her head. “Oh no.” She commented. “Avi, as you call him now, he knew about all we talked of.” She smiled faintly. “I came to determine it was actually very comforting knowing that he was around. I am glad you discovered him staaniketo.”


“Why doesn’t Avi remember any of this Staania?” Martin asked.

“Sumar told me he was going to delete these memories from his databanks to protect the knowledge that he had sent us away and to where. I can only assume that he did this since you know nothing.”

Martin shook his head. “He never said a word.”

“Avatar 41 would have told you all of this Martin, if those files were in his memory, but I digress away from your grandfather.” She looked at Martin. “He told me that he could feel them Martin.”


“The Scourge?” Martin asked leaning closer.


Dynina shook her head. “Not those vile monsters… no.” She told him. “He felt the High Coven. The Vampires. He knew that they were coming to Lycavore.” She said. “I believe it was because of some sort of link that he maintained with Xaxon his twin. He could feel what Xaxon was doing where he was, corrupting those he was near. He could not do anything to stop it but he knew the time would come when they would come for us because of Sumar and the others.”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “That stands to reason.” He said softly. “The sick bastard wanted his body back and that was on CS41.”


Dynina nodded her head in agreement. “But Sumar could sense the darkness within him even then. What he had done to his Praetorian Mage was horrific to say the least, but the deaths he was responsible for… they are incalculable.”

“You will get no argument from us on that.” Martin spoke evenly. “I have seen some of Grandfather Sumar’s memories. They were only bits and pieces, but they were terrifying to see even on a good day.” Martin looked at her intently. “Thankfully, we will not have to deal with him ever again.”


Dynina looked at him oddly. “You have destroyed his Etheric essence?”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “Andro, Murano and the rest of my children.” He told her. “Xaxon will never hurt anyone again. Unfortunately, we still have to deal with his actions through the millennia. That will take time. Andro and Narice have started it, they did something I would never have been able to do and it will continue, but it will take time.”  


“You are much like him Martin.” Dynina spoke affectionately. “He never thought in the here and now, your grandfather. He was always thinking to the future.” She looked at Wayonn. “When you did not contact him back within the first century Wayonn, he knew something had gone wrong and he put the plans in motion for us. For our future.”


“What we found when we went back was terrifying.” Wayonn told her. “The Scourge were obliterating everything around them as they swept across our space. I decided not to remain but our ship was damaged as we tried to escape. We ended up in the Beta Quadrant and it took us nearly five hundred years to build a new ship. I sent my son back but by that time events had already been set in motion with the birth of Resumar.”


Dynina nodded her head. “Yes they were.”


“It was a painful decision, but I chose not to return to Lycavore and alter the balance of things.” Wayonn said.


Dynina shook her head quickly. “It would not have mattered regardless.” She told him. “And you may have fallen with Sumar that day if you had returned.”


“How Dynina?” Wayonn asked softly.


“Ten thousand Pralors. Ten thousand Darastrixi. And ten thousand Lycavorians.” Nicha spoke now. “All chosen secretly, all chosen by those Sumar had spoken to before he was lost to us Fera, Before Sumar and Wayonn ever left on the mission that brought them to your people.”


“Please don’t call me that.” Martin told her with an embarrassed shake of his head.


Nicha shook her own head. “Do not ask this of me Revik rie Arvy.” She told him. “Do not ask this of any of us. You are the reason we came here to begin with. And it is you alone who we will follow.”


“Me?” Martin asked with wide eyes.


“It is what Sumar asked of me.” Nicha told him.


“And it is what Sumar told me that Dadrien asked of us, of the Darastrixi.” Kenroe spoke now. 


Martin looked at him with wide eyes. “Dadrien?” He asked shocked. “How could… I just found out about Dadrien from my sons. How could you…”

“He knew things.” Kenroe spoke. “Things that only Dadrien would have known about our people and our history..” 


Dynina nodded her head now. “He told me of you Martin.” She said with a smile as she continued. “He told me that you would come, your grandfather did. A descendant of blood; his blood, Sateia’s blood, of my blood. A descendant with an unbreakable will, filled with justice and passion and a heart so pure that it would blind one to look into its center. He told me that you would not know who you were for many thousands of years, but that you would feel the call within your blood. He told me that you would never know your father, for he would fall in battle defending us before you were ever born, but that you would speak with him often for advice once he was gone.”

Martin stared at her incredulously. “How do you… how do you know that?” He gasped aloud.

Dynina smiled brightly. “Throughout time there have always been men who struggled against destiny in order to keep it from happening staaniketo, only to have it break them down to nothing. There have always been men who try to run from destiny’s hand, only to have it swallow them whole. And then there are men like Sumar, like Resumar, like your father, like my grandsons. These are men who embrace their destiny and do not show fear; and these are the ones who will change the very face of the universe forever. Your grandfather Sumar was such a man Martin. I saw that in him the day he took my beautiful Sateia as his wife and mate, and every day after that. You are such a man staaniketo and your son Androcles is such a man. You cannot escape this plain and simple truth no matter how much you wish it so.”

Martin looked at Wayonn and shook his head slowly. “I’ve known her for less than an hour and already she talks like you and Helen.” He said.

Wayonn grinned as he chuckled. “Perhaps now you will begin to listen to us.”

Dynina smiled as she continued. “Sumar told me that you and your children would see the Praetorians reborn into an image of something new. Something new to fight the darkness when it returned.” She leaned forward slightly in the chair she sat in. “He told me that his blood, that Sateia’s blood, my blood, it would all come forth in one of his descendants many thousands of years into the future. In that descendant he would pour all of his memories and knowledge. That he would be one of the first Vrelvel Sargti to ever hold this sacred title and not be born of Darastrixi blood. He told me that you and your son would hold this hallowed title of the Darastrixi people. You and your son Androcles. He knew this Martin, more than fifteen thousand years ago! You cannot deny your destiny, that descendant is you Martin Leonidas.”


Kenroe came to his feet. “Sumar spoke to me Fera. When he came to my world that day so long ago looking for help against the Scourge and we turned him away. He knew even then what would take place and happen. He knew that separately we had no chance against the vile creatures but together, united, we could prevail. We have believed this for millennia and to this day we have not given up hope. He told me that your sons would be the heralds to the return of the Dahakoan! And they would be even more powerful than their predecessors, for they alone with their soul sister, they would carry the Praetorian gene within them.” Kenroe returned to his chair. “And he knew the third Dahakoan would come from the Darastrixi! He could only know these things if Dadrien was with him even then, speaking to him in a way we would never understand.” Kenroe spoke now from his chair. “Androcles and Dorian, and now Laren Ti’shara has joined them. It has come true. All of what we spoke of has come true. All Darastrixi here know this and believe.”


Nicha smiled at him as she held Dynina’s hand. “I don’t suppose you wish to hear what he spoke of to me to make me believe before he left on his mission?”


Martin held up his hand, shaking his head. “I get it.” He said with a lopsided grin.


“This is a destiny you cannot run from Martin my staaniketo.”  Dynina said.


“I was hoping to give it the old college try though staania.” Martin told her seeing the look of confusion on her face and the others.


Wayonn smiled and placed his hand on Martin’s shoulder and then looked at Dynina. “How did you…?” Wayonn began to ask.


Dynina looked at Nicha with a smile. “We had been using City Ship 41 as the center of our largest settlement. I don’t know what Sumar had Avatar 41 do in order to activate a signal, but two days before The Black Day began, they arrived to take us. Nicha and dozens of Pralor and Darastrixi ships. We had rudimentary space craft by then, but I hid them while they were in orbit so that our people did not detect them.”

“You hid them?” Martin asked shocked. “How do you hide a fleet staania?”


Dynina smiled at him. “I am called by many names here on Lorenu, one of which is Yowa Medwaw.”


“Witch mother.” Martin said. “Wayonn tried to explain to me about you. How you were able to do things…”


Dynina nodded her head. “Ishma can explain it much better than I. There is a scientific description of it, well a theory really. I do not really understand it myself, I just know what I can do.” She told him. “Sumar and I had selected ten thousand men and women. Alphas and Betas both. All of them young and proud and mated. All of them were some of the most intelligent and forward thinking of our people at that time. Nicha and Kenroe oversaw the transports as they came to the surface and then our people left with them.”


“And no one noticed?” Martin asked.


Dynina shook her head. “You must remember, Sumar and I had been planning this for decades. All of those chosen were carefully relocated to one settlement over that time. I cast a memory tryn around the settlement when it became time for us to depart. Essentially anyone who moved through this barrier towards this settlement would forget that it was even there. If it was discovered after we left, this was quickly forgotten when the Black Day began.”

“Magic staania?” Martin asked her.


“You, more than anyone, you should know not to discount what you do not know or understand Martin.” Dynina told him.


“What is it?” Martin asked her.


“Ishma can explain it much better than I, as I said.” Dynina answered. “Have you ever heard the term Esotericism? Ishma says it is a human word that best describes it in layman’s terms.”


Martin’s brow furrowed somewhat. “Eso what?” He asked. “That sounds like something Red would give me to put on aur mida to get rid of a bad case of hemorrhoids.” 


It was obvious then to Martin and Wayonn that everyone present in the room spoke the ancient Lycavorian language because all of them burst into hearty laughter that they could not control. Perhaps it was because what they had waited so long for was finally upon them, but the sense of happiness and relief that filled the room was nearly a palpable thing and both Martin and Wayonn could see it. They looked at each other with smiles as Dynina and the others roared with laughter. It took a long moment for all of them to finally get their laughter under control and Kenroe shook his head as he waved his hand. 

“Oh… Revik rie Arve… we have; we have not laughed like that in centuries.” Kenroe spoke trying to catch his breath. “Red? This is the small Hadarian Queen Anja Revik rie Arve?”

Martin nodded his head. “That would be her.” He said.

“Our doctors have waited a very long time to meet her. I understand she is; they say she is the most brilliant medical mind anywhere in the known universe. And Queen Aricia, your Anome with the most fascinating eyes that I have ever seen. Eyes she has given to Dahakoan Androcles. She reminds all of us of Maha the most. So young and exquisitely exotic in her beauty.”


Martin turned his eyes on Dynina and motioned back and forth between her and him with his finger. “See… this is the very awkward part staania. What you all know.” He spoke evenly. “I have known Walter since I was a baby. How can you know all this and yet tell me Walter is not one of you? That he has no idea what is going on.”


“He does not Martin.” Dynina spoke now. “I swear this to you. He was never aware that I used him as a vassal. It is a form of this Esotericism that I spoke of. The closest term that I can think of that you might be familiar with is scrying.”


“Scrying?” Martin asked. “As in magical scrying?”

Dynina nodded her head. “As I told you, Walter is of Nicha’s bloodline.”


Martin nodded his head. “And how did that happen again?” Martin said. 


“Walter is what you would call my great, great grandson Martin.” Nicha spoke now. “I… I married a Lycavorian within the first two years here. He is very handsome and…” Nicha stopped and smiled shyly. “He turned me and two years later I gave birth to our first child. A boy, Menoa. He in turn became mates with a Lycavorian girl many years later. Their first child was a girl. My granddaughter Jaclena. This took place over the course of perhaps a thousand years. Well, Jaclena became the mate of a Lycavorian. It was around this time that Dynina had devised a way for us to get several volunteers back into the Alpha Quadrant among our people. They were slaves to the High Coven by now, but it was a very simple plan and no vampire thought to question it when a few more slaves came back from a work detail than what left.”


“They volunteered for this?” Martin asked in disbelief.


Dynina nodded her head. “Every mated pair here volunteered for this staaniaketo.” She told him. “That ought to tell you how strong their faith is.”

“Jaclena and her mate met secretly with Resumar Revik rie Arve.” Nicha spoke. “Their first child… their only child… this was Walter.” Her voice had dropped several tones now and she looked at the floor. “He was sent to Earth with the Ten Thousand. With your father.”


Martin sat back in his chair quickly. The story of the Ten Thousand was legend among the Lycavorian people, both on Earth and Apo Prime. Many Lycavorians had recently taken to naming their new born children with a second name after a member of the Ten Thousand in some way through the years. It was where his father’s Spartan legend began. It was among the oldest and most revered legends in all Lycavorian history and had been since the inception of the Lycavorian Union. The Ten Thousand were why the Spartan mentality and way of life had found its way into the stars. “Grandfather Resumar knew this?”

Dynina nodded her head. “Yes.”

Martin looked at Nicha once more. “And your… your daughter and her mate?” Martin asked.


Nicha shook her head sadly. “They died when the rebellion began, fighting beside those they had come to call friend and family.” She spoke softly. She looked at him. “This is why you cannot ask me not to call you Revik rie Arve. They died fighting for what they believed. What we all believe. They died fighting so that you would come.”

Martin shook his head. “Tefarie lae.” Martin said softly.


Nicha met his eyes and shook her head with a warm smile. “There is nothing to forgive Revik rie Arve. We honor her memory every day, as do her eight brothers and sisters.”


Dynina watched him carefully as he sat there in silence for a long moment contemplating what Nicha had told him. He was looking at the floor and did not see the small smile and proud look on her face for he probably would not have approved. So far, he was everything she had ever dreamed he was, everything Sumar had told her he would be. Finally, he looked up at her.

“And Walter?” He asked finally.


“As with most of the Spartan women who our fetuses were implanted into, the virus in our blood changed them during their pregnancies.” Dynina spoke. “And with this came Etheric ability. The children absorbed their mother’s memories and they in turn absorbed the memories of their new babies. It was one of the main reasons Spartan women were almost as feared as their men.” Dynina explained. “Walter’s Spartan mother turned her husband, the man you know as Panos. They then swore to Walter when he was only six months old that they would honor his true mother and father and their sacrifice, and keep the secret. And this they did, from that day forward.”


Martin nodded his head for he knew this to be true personally. “That they have.” He said softly. “That they have.” He met her eyes. “So Panos and Hestia knew all along?”

“They knew what they were. Just as your father did. Just as all the Ten Thousand knew.” Dynina told him. “And they accepted it without doubt. They just did not know the entire story. Nor did your Praetorian Mage Helen. On the journey here, Nicha and I became inseparable.” Dynina continued. “She had lost a sister to the Scourge and I had lost a sister to disease many years before. This bond between us grew as the days and years passed and it was because of this bond that I could reach across the etheric realm and scryed Walter. Because he was of her blood I could follow his trace etheric essence to where he was. This allowed me to see and hear with his eyes and ears. All that he did. All that he saw. This is how we discovered your father had fallen.” Dynina said softly. “This is also how we knew that you and your mother yet lived.”

“How often did… how often did you do this?” Martin asked her.


Dynina shook her head. “Not very often at first. It was not a skill that I often used. It was very taxing for me.”


“Dynina, it almost killed you the first few times!” Nicha exclaimed.


Dynina shrugged her shoulders. “Through the years I was able to teach myself several techniques that allowed the scrying to become second nature to me. It became much easier and I was able to remain with him for longer periods of time. Sometimes even weeks.” 


Martin shook his head and lifted his hand. He leaned forward once more and looked at Dynina. “And this is how you found out about me? About Aricia and Anja? Dysea. All of them?”

Dynina nodded her head. “Walter had no idea Martin.” She told him once again. 


“When was the last time you…?”


“Whenever Nicha felt a spike in his emotions.” Dynina answered. “My scrying allowed her to be able to detect his essence within the etheric realm. When she felt his emotions spike I would scrye him. When I found him, I would decide how long to stay. Sometimes it was only a few minutes, other times it was days or weeks.”


“You could stay connected to him that long?” Martin asked in awe.


“Each time I did it, it became easier.” Dynina replied. “I have not scryed him since the attack in Sparta when your tenna Deia was injured. I have not needed to. As you grew and learned what you were, I began to feel you within me. As you know with our people, those of the same blood can feel passionate emotions even across great distances.”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”


“We have sensor probes seeded throughout the Echo quadrant because of those Pralors on Artaaya and their colonies, as well as the Lycavorians from the Coalition and Ventori.” Dynina told him. “That is where you are now isn’t it?”


Martin nodded his head. “You know of the Tasmor and Kintaur then?”


Dynina nodded her head. “We made frequent trips into the Echo quadrant in the last ten thousand years. We have curtailed that in the last few centuries because of those despicable Svorag monsters. We were able to avoid them for the most part and then several of our research teams on different planets were attacked and taken by those foul beasts.”

Martin shifted in his seat. “Taken?”


Dynina nodded her head. “Yes.” She told him sadly. “We were never able to recover them.”


“How many staania?” Martin asked.


“We lost almost a thousand before the decision was made to stop sending teams to the different sites.” Dynina answered.


“Any Pralor females that were turned by Alphas?” Martin asked.


Dynina looked at him oddly now. “Yes, of course. While Maha and Kadeer were the only pairing of Lycavorian and Darastrixi, there were hundreds and hundreds among the Pralors and our people. Just like on Lycavore. Why?”


Martin nodded his head. “I think we came across one of them when we first discovered the Godzilla looking mother…” Martin stopped himself before he finished the sentence and even under his tan they could see him flush in embarrassment. “One of them, Anja determined she was a turned Pralor female. One turned by an Alpha.”


Dynina’s eyes grew slightly wider. “She was alive?” She gasped.


Martin shook his head. “She was one of them staania. There was no helping her then.” He told her softly. “I’m sorry.”

Dynina nodded her head. “It is not your fault staaniketo.” She said. “We do not know where they came from. We never wanted to capture one for we do not have proper containment facilities here on Lorenu. At least not those built to contain disease.”

“We know where they came from.” Martin told her. “And when I see that measly little ronnus again I’m going to squeeze his brains out through his ears and then feed him to his own creations.”

“What… are you saying someone created these monsters?” Dynina asked.

Martin nodded his head. “A fat little ronnus named Lorendo. He is a Pralor.”

“A Pralor!?” Nicha gasped in disbelief. “A Pralor created those vile monsters?! Did they not learn from the mistakes of the past? From Xaxon’s deeds!?”

Martin shook his head. “It would seem that at least some of them have not.” He told her. “Staania… these other Lycavorians you mentioned? The ones Andro has encountered that were chasing Perlae? They have never run across Delnash and the other Pralors out here have they?” 


Dynina shook her head quickly. “No.” She told him. “That we are certain of. They do not have interstellar engine capability or Jump Drive engines staaniketo.” He saw Dynina pause. “It seems that may have changed as well now. Before it would have taken them decades to cross the whole of the quadrant and get to where the Pralor people are now. And we would have discovered them long before this happened due to all of the probes we have out there. We would have stopped them.”


Martin canted his head to the side a little. “Your tone suggests you do not care for these Lycavorians staania.” He said. “Why is that?”


“Perlae told you some of it, yes?”


Martin nodded his head. “She told me that some Alpha was feeling his oats and decided he was going to get frisky and try to make you his mate. I’m guessing that did not work out too well for him.” Martin saw Nicha and several others in the room with her smile at his choice of words.

“We were among them for several months Martin.” Dynina spoke. “At first they were open and friendly. They still adhered to many of the old customs of our people that Sumar and Sateia began to dispose of, as distasteful as they were. The mating practices and such. You must understand they were taken from Lycavore long before Sumar came to us. The people are quite normal, friendly even, but we soon began to see through all of this veneer. One large pack had claimed sovereignty over all others and it was that pack that ruled absolutely.”

“Absolute power corrupts absolutely.” Martin spoke softly.

Dynina nodded her head. “Indeed.” She agreed. “I was able to read some of their history and this is how it has been since the dawn of their civilization. Or at least the one created when the Pralors left them there on a Seed Mission. It is accepted and even encouraged among their people and they are all very loyal.”
“So what happened?” Martin asked.

“The fool King tried to force himself upon me!” Dynina exclaimed. “I waited for the right moment and then I bit one of his nor off.”

Martin and Wayonn could not contain the look of astonishment on their faces when she admitted this so openly and it was Martin who could not contain his laughter now. “You… you bit one of his nor off staania!” He gasped.

“Yes!” Dynina spoke indignantly. “I was not offering myself to him, nor did I give the hint of being available. He simply decided to take.”

“I bet he did not appreciate that.” Martin spoke with laughter and he shook his head from side to side. “Man that hurts just thinking about it.”
Dynina could not help but smile at his words now. “No, he did not.”

“What happened next?” Wayonn asked thoroughly enthralled with this story.
“I told him his grasp at power and our technology would deprive them of everything we could offer them and I knocked him unconscious and then sent word to all of our people to get off the planet.” Dynina said.

“Andro says they called Perlae and the others criminals.” Martin spoke.

Dynina nodded her head. “They consider us criminals because we facilitated in helping several hundred of their people in leaving with us.”

“You took their people!?” Wayonn gasped.

“No! Nothing like that.” Dynina retorted. “Only those who wished to go. I believe there were only a few hundred. They wanted to come with us and after thinking about it, I said yes.”

“So you made an enemy of this King.” Martin said.

“And they have been a thorn in our side for centuries.” She said with a nod. “They are always trying to discover ways to capture us, but this time, this sensor network that they have built…? It is very… different. They have never dedicated so much effort into catching us. Nor have they ever been out this far away from their home system in such numbers.”
“Well… it seems like they developed Jump technology?” Martin asked.

Dynina turned and looked at the two other individuals at the end of the table. “Orman?” She asked.

“I suppose it is possible.” The man answered. “Their engines designs were basic at best when we last ran across them a century ago.”

Martin nodded his head. “A lot can happen in a century, especially if you have a society dedicated to the whole as you think these Lycavorians are.”

Dynina nodded her head. “It is, yes.” She told. “All that they do is directed by the government for the government. The people are broken into the old castes of our people, the packs broken up across their homeworld and different planets. There are differences between the packs just as there were on Lycavore but for the most part they resolve them peacefully. The different species that they have conquered have been blended into their society but thought of as no more than second class citizens.”

“Yeah.” Martin spoke. “I’ve seen this type of government before. They implode upon themselves eventually, but if they have developed Jump Technology it makes them more of an issue.”

“If they have engineered their own engines, they would be the most rudimentary of Jump capable engines. It would only reduce their travel time Revik rie Arve. Days not weeks. Weeks not months. Months not years.” Orman spoke. “Not like our engines at all.”

“And to them that is probably a big deal.” Martin said. “And ships are only secondary if their troops are well trained and led. Well… as long as they steer clear of me, I will steer clear of them.”
“Osrod Aspion is King now. The son of the former King. He is a very powerful Alpha staaniaketo.” Dynina warned. “As are all those Alphas with him. Even the Betas are stronger than most. He is a better leader than his father and he holds the respect, if not the fear of the people, but he is a brute who only wishes more power.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yeah… well I got a few powerful Alphas too.” Martin said with a wide smile. “I have too many issues right now with these Svorag to be concerned with these Lycavorians unless they get in my way staania. I’m trying to clean out Ventori because the Tasmor are bringing our people home and then there is this god awful big ship full of these Godzilla looking monsters that is headed right for the largest Pralor colony. I don’t need to deal with a branch of our people with an ego problem right now.”

“They will report to Osrod what Androcles let them see.” Nicha spoke now. “This will be too much for him to ignore. He will come out in greater numbers.”
Martin nodded his head in agreement. “Yes, and hopefully, if they are smart enough to get the hint, they’ll take Andro’s warning to heart.” Martin looked at Dynina in the transmission once more. “Staania I will send a ship for you. I need the coordinates in order to jump directly to you.”
“Martin we have… you must come here.” Dynina told him quickly. “We have so much to show you. We have developed new technology and there is something that you need to see. Something that has been left for you.”

“Left for me?” Martin asked.

Dynina nodded her head. “Sumar had been to this planet before Martin. He left a message for those who would come here. There is a sealed chamber, an entire facility really. It is totally underground and our sensor scans show it is enormous. It is sealed however, and his message stated that only you and the Dahakoan can open it. Only you would know how.” 
Martin shook his head. “I can’t right now.” He told her. “I have too much on my plate to leave here even for a day to try and figure out a puzzle that grandfather left for me. I was never very good at them to begin with. We don’t have much time before things here pop and I need to make sure the situation on Ventori is stable enough before I leave.”

“You do not wish to see what we have developed over the years?” Orman asked now very surprised.

“My people are more important to me than technology sir.” Martin answered without hesitation and he didn’t notice the smiles of approval that swept through the room so very far away. “I assume that you have ships capable of reaching me here then?”
Dynina nodded her head. “The vessels we came here on and a few we have built while here, yes.” She answered. “Nothing even remotely like what you have however. We never really had need for them” 

“Can you come to me?” Martin asked. “I have someone that you need to meet here.”

Dynina moved closer to the transmission now staring at him intently. “Who?”

“It’s better if you see for yourself.” He told her. “Is it safe for you to travel here?”

Dynina turned to look at Kenroe. She saw him nod his head. “We have one cruiser.” He spoke. He looked at Martin in the transmission. “It is the largest ship we have built. The rest are too small to travel alone if confronted with a group of COLS ships. And they always travel in packs.”

“A warship?” Martin asked.

“Yes.”

Martin nodded his head. “I will have…”

Martin turned his head when the door to the CIC burst open and Danny came barreling in at a dead run. 

“Marty! We got big problems! The Godzilla looking motherfuckers are springing out of hidey holes all over the place! Hundreds of them! Thousands of them!”

“What?” Martin gasped in shock as he stood up.

“They been hiding from us this whole time!” Danny rasped quickly. “A patrol found a tunnel four clicks north of Jarlori! They were checking it out and must have triggered some alert or something cause the next thing we knew they were pouring out of every orifice for ten clicks all around!”

“Fuck!” Martin hissed. “Pull everyone back now Danny! Get them back here now!” Martin turned to the transmission. “Staania I must go! We have an issue that has come up!”

“An issue!” Dynina almost screamed. “Those monsters are all around you!”

All of them saw Martin almost smile. “Then we’ll get to know them real personal like.” He said.

“Martin we…” Dynina began to speak but Wayonn cut the communication before her words left her mouth and the room returned to normal.

“Wayonn… get the defensive line up!” Martin snarled as he snatched up his P190 A5 from the table. “And make sure Jezima and Meral are secured in one of the STRIKERs. If this goes to shit they are to get them off the surface no questions asked!”

Wayonn nodded as he took the A5 that Danny handed to him. “I will see to it.” He spoke.

“Shit!” Martin cussed as he grabbed Danny’s arm. “We did not need this now fervon.”

Danny looked at him. “Ya think!”
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Martin nodded his head in the transmission. “I will have…”
They saw Martin turn his head when the door to the CIC burst open and the huge ebony skinned Alpha came barreling in at a dead run. 

“Marty! We got big problems! The Godzilla looking motherfuckers are springing out of hidey holes all over the place! Hundreds of them! Thousands of them!”

“What?” Martin gasped in shock.

“They been hiding from us this whole time!” The man rasped quickly. “A patrol found a tunnel four clicks north of Jarlori! They were checking it out and must have triggered some alert or something cause the next thing we knew they were pouring out of every orifice for ten clicks all around!”

“Fuck!” Martin hissed. “Pull everyone back now Danny! Get them back here now!” Martin turned to the transmission. “Staania I must go! We have an issue that has come up!”
“An issue!” Dynina almost screamed. “Those monsters are all around you!”

All of them saw Martin almost smile. “Then we’ll get to know them real personal like.” He said.

“Martin we…” Dynina began to speak but the communication was cut before her words left her mouth and the room they were in returned to normal.

“What happen?” Dynina exclaimed looking around.

“They cut the communication!” Kenroe answered as he typed on the panel on the table in front of him.

“Dynina?” Nicha asked.

“The Svorag were there!” Dynina answered softly. “In far more numbers than they first thought.” She looked at Nicha and Kenroe. “I can feel it within him.”

“Dynina, I can have our ship loaded and stocked within the hour!” Kenroe spoke. “We have room for a full Legion of our Security troops. We can be there in less than a day!”

“And if Osrod has ships waiting for us out there?” Orman asked the question. “With all of you on the same ship… it could be a target he cannot ignore.”

“Let him come!” Kenroe barked. “I will blow them from the stars if they impede us in any way!”

Dynina looked at him. They had waited so long, endured so much. They could not wait any longer. “Do it!” She told him with a determined set to her jaw.
ECHO QUADRANT
COALITION OF LYCAVORIAN STATES CLAIMED SPACE

CAPITAL PLANET JETANIA

Drinda.


Capital of the Coalition of Lycavorian States.


A sprawling city of nearly fifteen million situated on east coast of the largest continent on the planet. The deep blue ocean waters spread out for nearly three hundred miles in either direction along the coast and across the massive harbor, water going vessels moving in and out of the harbor easily. The city was massive, with towering columns of steel and glass stretching across the landscape but still pocked by areas of green where there were large parks and delicate fountains. Several large bridges connected the two halves of the huge city which was divided by a fresh water river a mile wide that emptied into the ocean. Drinda was considered the crown jewel of the Coalition, all of its most modern and advanced technologies incorporated into the city in some manner. To those in the Union who would see it in the future, it reminded them of pictures they had seen of the major cities on Earth just before the Great Fire.

Two towering mountains rose majestically on the horizon at the western edge of the city. At the base of one of those mountains resided the opulent palace of the Coalition King and his family. Fully twenty square miles in size, it was a miniature city all on its own. At the base of the second mountain stood the military headquarters of the entire Coalition. A monstrous ten story building a quarter mile wide and half a mile long. The heart of the Coalition military and its command structure. 


At the moment, the main Communications Center for the Coalition was locked down and in use. The five thousand, six-hundred-year old King of the Coalition sat listening to the man on the main monitor with an impassive face.

King Osrod Aspion stood six foot four inches tall and nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of rock hard muscle and bone. While not as physically sculpted as the Spartans he had never met, he was still a very imposing and impressive man in physical stature. His skin was deeply tanned and weathered, but his light green eyes were bright and alert. His dark brown hair was cut short all around his head except for the back, where a single ponytail resided. His beard and mustache were full and reasonably well groomed though not neat.

“…Unlike anything I have ever seen Milord.” Gomar finished speaking after giving his report. “Whatever kind of energy surge it was, it took down the entire sensor network in under a minute. Each array will have to be manually inspected and then repaired.”

“Gomar, it took us six months to lay that network.” Osrod spoke now.


“Depending on what we find Milord; it will probably take that long to fix them as well.” Gomar spoke. “If we are lucky, it will just be a matter of replacing circuit boards and power cells. Given the strength of the pulse the arrays detected before they went offline, I don’t like what I think we will find.”

“So we will not know if they enter the Echo Quadrant.” Osrod asked.


Gomar shook his head. “Not until we repair the arrays sire.”


Osrod turned to a figure standing to his right along the wall. “I want engineers and ships moving to each of the arrays by the end of the day.”


The man nodded and bowed his head. “As you order Milord.” He spoke before turning and moving out of the room.


“How did they do this?” Osrod asked turning back to Gomar and Nasso.


“We don’t know that it was these new Lycavorians Milord. It could have been the Yowa’s people.” Gomar suggested.

Nasso shook his head. “Not so soon after our encounter with these new Lycavorians.” He said. “I do not believe in coincidences.”


“Neither do I.” Osrod echoed. “How many ships again?” Osrod asked. 


“Our sensors registered three hundred and forty-nine separate contacts Milord.” Gomar answered him. “We were unable to effectively scan any of the ships because they appeared and jump away so quickly. Their cloaking technology is far superior to anything that we have. We did not see them until they were all around us.”


“You are certain they were not part of the Tri-Alliance?” Osrod asked.


Gomar shook his head. “No, Milord.” He replied. “After further reviewing our sensor logs, I determined that the power signatures between these ships and Tri-Alliance ships that we have scanned is very different, though both are based on some sort of Quantum Matter power source.”


“A Quantum Matter power source. If only that old upaee had listened to my father back then and done what he wanted, we would have that technology now.” Osrod spoke softly. “Imagine what we could do with such a power source.”


“They were definitely warships Milord.” Nasso spoke now. “We thought… I thought the largest one was a transport of some kind… Gomar was able to detect at least half a million life forms aboard. Not all of them Lycavorian. It only changed after I told that fool boy we were going to board his ship.”


“And he claimed they were from something called the Lycavorian Union?” Osrod asked.


Nasso nodded his head. “Yes, sire.”


Osrod looked at him in the transmission as it crackled, wavered and then cleared once more. “Nasso, we have been together for many centuries and you were at my side when I took my father’s place as King. You have earned the right to call me by name old friend.”


Nasso bowed his head briefly. “I do not wish to overstep Osrod.” He said.


Osrod waved his hand dismissively. “That is not something you could do my friend.” He told him. “He referred to himself as Crown Prince?”


Nasso nodded his head. “He said his father was King of this Union.”


Osrod was quiet for a moment. “The Tri-Alliance does not have that many ships.” He spoke softly. “We have only ever seen seven or eight at most and it is always the same ones for we have tracked them before.” Osrod came to his feet. “Carians… what I could do with a fleet of ships such as this.”


“The smaller ships match our Heavy Cruisers in size Osrod. The larger ones were over three and four thousand meters long. The command ship was over twenty-one thousand meters. It was massive.” Nasso spoke. “A ship that size would strike fear into our foes.”

“Yes, it would.” Osrod looked at him. “And they detected the other cloaked ships?” He asked.


Nasso nodded his head. “We have yet to determine how.” He replied. “They were running in full Combat mode. No unnecessary emissions”


“This suggests that their sensor technology is far superior to ours Milord.” Gomar added. “Only the Tri-Alliance has ever been able to detect our cloaked ships.”


“Do we have any idea where they jumped to?” Osrod asked.


Nasso shook his head. “We were not able to track their engine signatures.” He told him. “They left none.”


“How is that possible Gomar?” Osrod asked.


“Quantum Power matrixes would not leave any outward traces that could be tracked Milord. Theoretically anyway.”


“Theoretically?” Osrod asked.


“Milord, we have only just engineered our own Jump capable engines. And that was only after three hundred years of experimenting and failure.” Gomar spoke evenly. “To even begin to understand Quantum Power matrixes is beyond what we can do. Our scientists and engineers are dedicated to making the engines we have just begun building better and more efficient. It is all theoretical to us. At least right now.”


“He said he was going to join with his father.” Osrod spoke now. “That means there are others out here. Perhaps with other ships like those you saw. Where?” He spoke moving to the large star chart that took up one part of the wall. “Are there any habitable planets within range of your location?”

“I had Gomar check our star charts before contacting you Osrod.” Nasso answered. “There is nothing within reach of us.”


“But what about them?” Osrod asked thoughtfully as he gazed at the chart. “If they have these magical engines as you say, how far out could that extend their operational range?” He looked at Gomar. “Theoretically speaking.”


Gomar shrugged his shoulders after a moment. “To be honest Milord I do not know. If I had to guess, I would answer that there is nothing outside the limit of their range given how little we know of Quantum Power Matrixes. Theoretically there is no limit to the power they can generate but without being able to inspect their engines it’s the best I can come up with.”


Osrod reached up and ran his fingers over the star chart slowly, his eyes gazing at the many different planets that were on the expansive virtual chart. “We have only just begun to extend our reach with our new engines, going to places that our probes have already been. And if I am not mistaken, most of those sectors were devoid of habitable planets.” 
“That is correct Milord.” Gomar told him.

Osrod tapped the chart over the small, bluish planet. “This is closest to your location right now. Ventori.” He said softly. “Why does that name sound familiar?”


“That is the planet that your grandfather discovered Milord.” Nasso spoke. “He was in command of our very first long range space craft. It took them a hundred and forty years to make their way into that area of this quadrant. The crew traveled in sleep pods back then. He discovered our people on this planet when they awoke from Cryo Sleep. A large number of Alphas were among them.”


“Ah yes…” Osrod spoke. “I remember now.” He brought his hands together behind his back and was silent for another moment. “He took the Alphas off this planet and brought them back here. By the time they arrived, many of those Alphas had become the mates of the men on board. As King, he granted them citizenship and they became part of our society here.”


“Yes, Milord.” Gomar said.


Osrod turned to look at him. “Then those Beta wolves that were left behind could still be there?”


Gomar looked at Nasso and then back to him. “They would be without the guidance of Alphas Milord. I don’t see how they could survive, but I guess anything is possible.”


“Indeed.” Osrod spoke. “However, we thought we were the only Lycavorians in the universe until those in the Tri-Alliance showed up.”


“Point taken Milord.”


“Father let me take my ship there and I will find out if that is the case. If it is true, I will take one or two of these new Lycavorians and get the answers we seek.” The new voice spoke and Osrod turned to the smaller bank of monitors behind him that had the faces of two of his six sons. 
Osrod had thirteen children by nine different mates so far in his lifetime. He took a new, much younger mate every few hundred years. At the moment, only four of his mates resided at the palace, the rest he had allowed to be taken by other Alphas after he grew tired of them, as was their custom. 

“Juyno?” He spoke.


“I can be to this planet in less than two weeks’ time father. I will burn out my engines if needed.” The young man spoke. “I can find out what we need to know.”


Osrod looked at the face of his other son on the monitor. 
Lazar Aspion looked more like his mother than he did him and this had always bothered Osrod. His skin was deeply tanned like him, but he had his mother’s exotic features and not the bullish features of his other sons. Lazar was the third oldest of his sons and tenth oldest of all his children. He was incredibly defined in a very muscular fashion, again unlike his other sons or even himself for that matter. Lazar’s young mother had come from a pack that resided in the northern mountains where conditions were harsher and often times deadly. The children born to this pack and others like it came from very sturdy stock and most of them made exceptional soldiers, while the females were all incredibly exotic looking and fiercely independent and produced equally exotic children. Wives and mates of the Mountain packs were prized among the Alphas in the Coalition and most never took another mate if they had a woman from the Mountain Packs.

Osrod had been taken with Lazar's mother the first time he had seen her. Her black hair, dark eyes and light walnut colored skin had drawn him in and within a month of meeting her, he had claimed her during her Coming of Age fever. This had not gone over well with her father, for he had arranged for her to marry another from a different pack within the mountains. Osrod was King however, and her father could not refuse or do anything. Lazar’s mother had not been happy about it either, but during her fever, her wolf blood burned hotter than her mind could control and she had submitted to him easily enough. She had remained his mate for almost a decade, until Osrod eventually bowed to the wishes of her father and pack and he allowed her to be claimed by the Alpha she had been promised to as a child. It was that or begin a civil war with the Mountain Packs, which was something Osrod did not want to do. The Mountain Packs were fiercely loyal to each other before the Crown and they would fight as one if it came to that. Most of the Mountain Packs followed a particular code of honor that most others found old and silly, but no one ever crossed them, for insulting one was tantamount to insulting all of them.
Osrod had kept his son however, and while Lazar honored her as his mother, he did not often see her, or so Osrod thought. Lazar was the most lethal of his sons by any definition of the word. He was nearly Osrod’s equal in size when in their wolf forms, and he was a deadly hand to hand combatant and a superior ship captain, which was why he had command of one of the COLS Attack Frigates and was out among the stars exploring and enforcing his father’s will on their subjects. He was also the less outspoken and violent of his sons. Juyno and his other sons were mostly boisterous and brutish in how they did things, while Lazar was more introverted and methodical in his actions and never failed at any task. His brothers all hated him because they knew he was better than them, and they never failed to mock him about one thing or the other, but most especially about his bloodline.

And Osrod hated him because he reminded Osrod of his mother every time he saw him, and the embarrassment that Osrod had suffered when he had to give his mother back.


“Lazar?” He spoke. “Your thoughts?”


“Do you wish me to agree with my brother father?” Lazar asked him. “Or do you want my opinion?”


“You don’t agree with your brother?” Osrod asked.


They all heard Juyno laugh. “Of course not father. Lazar does not take chances. He does not take anything.”


Osrod looked at his son. He may have hated his son because of his mother, but he was also no fool and he knew a leader and tactical mind when he saw one. Lazar was such a wolf and he never failed to listen to him. “What is your opinion boy?” He asked.


“I am on the far edge of our space now father.” Lazar spoke quickly. “With properly aligned jumps I can be to this planet Ventori in five days not two weeks. And I will arrive there without burning out my engines or my crew. We already know these people can see through our cloaks so another manner of contact needs to be undertaken in order for us to successfully land on the planet. If that is what you wish.”


“What do you propose?” Osrod asked him.


“If they are Lycavorians father, reach out to them.” Lazar said calmly. “Tell them who you are and what your claim is. If they are Lycavorians then they will bow to you without us having to fight them. A fight that, given what we know, we would lose handily.”


“We have only seen their ships! And this boy who calls himself a Prince! We do not know if they can even fight!” Nasso interjected now.


Lazar nodded his head. “All true.” He said. “However, would it not be better to at least try to communicate with them in order to discover who they are, where they come from and what they can do? Otherwise we risk doing battle with an unknown force that, from what little we have seen so far, could handle us roughly given the differences in technology alone.”


“We are Lycavorian!” Nasso spat. “We bow to no one!”

“And we are also supposed to be smarter than our prey.” Lazar spoke calmly to his father. “The decision is yours father, but I recommend caution before action. They are an unknown and the unknown should be, at the very least, respected if not feared. At least until we discover their weaknesses.”

“Typical.” Juyno snarled. “You have never been one to seek glory Lazar. That is why you will never be anything more than you are now.”


Lazar nodded his head. “Perhaps because I am happy doing what I am doing brother. At least then I do not have to listen to you rant and bluster about things you have never done in order to impress the females.”


Juyno was about to respond angrily but their father interceded. “Enough!” Osrod spoke sternly looking at both of his sons. “In this circumstance, I believe Lazar is correct however.”


“Father I can…!” Juyno began to protest.


“No!” Osrod hissed. He looked at the image of his son. “Lazar… we will proceed with your plan. Make contact with these Lycavorians. Find out what you can and then report back to me. We will make decisions based on your information son. Be thorough in every way and leave nothing out.”


Lazar Aspion bowed his head. “As you order father.”


Osrod waited until the face of his son vanished from the monitor and then he turned to Juyno and Nasso. “Both of you return here to Jetania, best possible speed and do not spare your engines. I wish to discuss this with the entire Military Tribunal. If we can convince or force these new Lycavorians to give us their technology, I want to be prepared to implement our plans.”


“And if they do not?” Nasso asked.


“Then I will kill this so-called King and force them to follow me.” Osrod spoke. “That is our way.”


“My brother will not like that father?” Juyno spoke with contempt in his voice.


“What your brother likes or dislikes is of no concern to me.” Osrod said. “He will do what is ordered of him or I will have him killed, just as I had his mother and her ronnus mate killed a hundred years ago when she defied my orders.”

COLS FAST ATTACK FRIGATE

MOON RUNNER


Three hundred and sixty-seven years old, Lazar Aspion leaned back in his chair as the monitor went black and he looked at his First Officer across the small table in his very frugal quarters. COLS Fast Attack Frigates were not known for their comforts, but they were also the most modern and advanced ships in the COLS fleet except for their Heavy Cruisers. 

The MOON RUNNER had a crew of a hundred and sixty-seven men and thirty-three women and had been his ship for the last decade. All but twenty-seven of the crew were made up of Alphas and Betas wolves from the Mountain Packs, though Lazar knew he had spies of his father among those twenty-seven. This did not matter to him, for he was very meticulous in his actions and what he said with those he did not trust. The young man across from him he did trust with his life. They had grown up together, gone through their training together, and seen battle together.


Lazar looked at him. “Well?” He asked.


Rhaos Kyer met his eyes and leaned back in the only other chair in the quarters. “Leave it to Nasso to try and poke a hornet’s nest when he has no protection.”


Lazar chuckled and rose to his full height of six foot three and two hundred and twenty-four pounds. His black hair was cut very close to his head, with the single ponytail at the back of his head signifying royalty. He had a meticulously trimmed beard and mustache and cunning dark brown eyes. His schooling had been the finest anywhere and he held an advanced degree in Astro Physics and engine design. He was a superior fighter and had never been beaten in single combat. He was one of the largest Alpha wolves among his people, as most of the Mountain Packs were, standing just over two and a half feet tall at the shoulder and almost two hundred and eighty pounds of muscle bone and teeth.


“Luckily for us, Nasso carries what brains he has pitifully little as it may be, in his nor; which is why he has no children yet and probably never will.” Lazar said as he moved to the small counter and poured two mugs of strong coffee as Rhaos laughed softly himself. He turned and gave one to Rhaos while he sipped his own. “What do you make of this?”


Rhaos sat back in the chair. “You know what Gargat says…” He spoke just after sipping the coffee. 


Lazar nodded his head as he returned to his chair. “It is foolish to believe that we are the only Lycavorians in the universe, and even more foolish to think we are better than them.”


Rhaos nodded his head. “A wise Alpha is one who is open and willing to do everything that could improve the pack, but also smart enough to know how to approach each factor and know when to use their brains and not their teeth.”


“My grandfather’s arrogance and position as King thought that meant he could take what was not offered to him. That mentality cost him one of his nor and eventually killed him. Those within the Tri-Alliance could have been great allies and friends, not to mention a great influx of males and female wolves to improve us as a whole.” Lazar said evenly. “My father has this same mentality but even worse. As do my brothers.”


Rhaos nodded his head. “Our superiority to others in this Quadrant of space have made them full of themselves.”


“We have not met all of the species in this quadrant of space Rhaos.” Lazar corrected him. “And I doubt that every species we come across will just bow to our will.” 
“I’ve always wondered how you came across classified Intelligence reports that your father has not released.” Rhaos said with a smile. “They did make for some very interesting reading however.”

Lazar grinned. “These Tasmor for instance are a female dominated society who are equal to us in technological terms. And they do not like to be pushed around according to what little Intelligence we have on them.”


Rhaos nodded his head. Lazar shared every Intelligence report with him regardless of the security level, even those he was not allowed to see because of his rank. He and Lazar had spent many hours in these quarters going over the classified reports that his father had not released to the military tribunal. No one knew why he was keeping them private, but both of them were of the mind that it wasn’t for good reasons.

“The Kintaur are nothing more than brutes, which should be easy enough to deal with when we do eventually meet up with them.” He looked at Lazar. “Twenty-two thousand meters long Lazar? And Nasso told this boy Prince that he wanted to board his ship? What an igord!”

“Jainn.” Lazar agreed. He looked at him. “Begin plotting the course for the jumps Rhaos. I want to be to this planet Ventori in three days not five.”


“You didn’t tell your father where we really are?” Rhaos said with a smile.


“Telling him we are further out than any of our ships have ever been is not really the most intelligent thing to do.” Lazar said with a grin. “Let him think I am being a good little wolf and obeying his every order.”


“He will find out from his spies on our ship.” Rhaos said. “Eventually.”


“I’m not worried about that.” Lazar said shaking his head. “I have always stretched his instructions and he knows this. He thinks I am predictable and I must act in this manner to appease his sense of vanity.”


Rhaos rose to his feet. “Have you spoken to your mother recently?”


Lazar shook his head. “No, but I am going to send an encrypted burst to her before we make our first jump and tell her what we know. Knowledge is power fervon.”


Rhaos nodded his head. “That it is. I will begin jump preparations.”


Lazar looked at him as he stood up now. “Rhaos?” He waited until Rhaos had faced him. “Have Laon keep an eye on my father’s spies.”


“You suspect something?” Rhaos asked softly.


Lazar shook his head. “No, not really, but Taique is a brute and he may try something stupid in order to gain my father’s favor.”


“And if he does?” Rhaos asked.


Lazar met his eyes. “Then I’m going to ventilate his carcass out the airlock.” He replied harshly. “He is still a member of this crew and I will not abide disobedience.”


Rhaos nodded his head. “I will let Laon know.” He said. “Tell your mother I said hello.”


Lazar smiled and nodded his head. “I will.”

SPARTA'S WRATH

TEN HOURS FROM ARRIVAL ON VENTORI 
MAIN GALLEY, DECK FIFTEEN

Emylea sat at the end of the table silently picking at the food on her plate, unable to shake herself out of the depression that she was in. She had seen Mari shortly after arriving, even attempting to go to her once, but the spectacularly handsome Lycavorian had spirited her away with the others before she could react. Emylea’s heart was very heavy, for she realized now that she was in love with Mari and there was no denying it. Seeing Mari clinging to the young man’s arm, no matter how delicious looking he was to her, made Emylea’s heart sink in despair. She glanced over at the large table and saw Namiri sitting with Prince Androcles’ wives and mates and laughing with them over something. Probably about how Prince Androcles had made the Tasmor Quorum look foolish. Androcles was also at the table and engaged in a conversation with his mothers and brother Denali. Emylea was beginning to regret she ever came on this trip. She should have known when her mother told her Mari had taken a husband that nothing could ever be like it was between them. She would have been better off remaining on Ventori and helping King Leonidas and others with the refugees that were returning even now. Queen Anja sat with Perlyea and Colonel Aduna at the other end of the table with her daughter Eliani and two others who were in the medical field and her sisters were conversing back and forth between themselves. She was about to turn to where her mother sat beside her speaking with Anthylea in soft whispers but froze when she heard the voice.

“Emylea?” The soft, sweet female voice from behind her caused Emylea to sit up straight and she felt a flood of emotions rush through her as she turned her head and saw Mari standing behind her.

“Mari!” Emylea gasped as she bolted to her feet.


Many things had changed about Mari since becoming a wolf and Deion’s wife and mate. She found her confidence in everything had grown enormously. She was no longer afraid to speak her mind, nor express her emotions. The core of a Lycavorian was their emotions and they did not hesitate to express these emotions and Mari had embraced this mindset most of all. Emylea Daret had easily garnered the fiercest emotions Mari had experienced before meeting Deion. She was exquisitely beautiful and just as adventurous as Mari was. They had more in common that either of them had ever imagined and this had led to them becoming so very close over the course of a few short months. Deion’s words to her only a few short days ago had allowed her to admit that she loved Emylea Daret in a way that almost equaled her love for Deion. They were kindred spirits and Mari wanted to share with Emylea the love she had found with Deion. Share it with her in the most intimate of ways because Mari knew that Emylea Daret wanted so much more form her life than what she had right now. Mari sniffed the air ever so gently and detected Emylea’s flowery Calla scent and it made tingles course through her nerves.


Mari didn’t hesitate and she stepped forward, not caring who saw her and she embraced Emylea tightly. Emylea was stunned for a few seconds but easily surrendered to the emotions that coursed through her. She wrapped her arms around Mari’s waist and kissed her right on the lips. Her mind screamed out in happiness when Mari did not pull away, but instead met the kiss with equal vigor. It lasted for only a few seconds because of where they were and then Emylea was staring into Mari’s bright eyes with a huge smile. She could feel the emotion in Mari during their brief kiss and it was exactly like it was when they had been together. Her heart was beginning to soar at this revelation.


“I have missed you so.” Mari gasped in delight when she too realized that Emylea’s feelings for her did not appear to have changed. She stepped back slightly taking Emylea’s hands in her own. “I have missed you so much.”


Emylea fought back the tears in her eyes and she squeezed Mari’s hands tighter. “I have missed you as well.”


Mari beamed and she leaned close to Emylea’s ear. “I found him Emi.” Mari whispered so that only she could hear her words and using the nickname that she had given Emylea when they were together.


Emylea drew back quickly and looked at her with wide eyes. She knew instantly what Mari spoke of for they had talked about it enough when they were laying in each other’s arms. They spoke of a man that could love both of them breathlessly but who would not be jealous of the love they had for each other. A man who was confident and intelligent enough to accept this special thing they had found with each other and not try to come between them. A man who could love them both with equal fervor and passion and make them love him just as ardently back. 


“You… you are serious?” Emylea gasped in a whisper as well now.


Mari nodded her head with a smile and bit her lower lip shyly. “Oh yes.”


“I thought… mother told me you had found a husband and I thought…” Emylea couldn’t believe she was hearing this.


Mari glanced back to where Deion sat beside Nara, smiling and talking with his twin and their other siblings. His beautiful scent was burned in to her mind and soul and filled her being. She turned back to Emylea. “He is beautiful isn’t he?” Mari whispered once more.


“Mari… I…” Emylea stammered.


“Do you still wish to have what we talked about all those months ago Emi?” Mari asked. 


Emylea looked at her intently. “You know I do.” She spoke.


Mari squeezed her hands tightly. “Then come with me and see for yourself.” She said. “Because I want that too.” 


“Mari he is…” Emylea stammered softly. “He is your husband.”     


Mari leaned close to her once more and brought her lips to her ear. “And he will be yours one day as well if that is what you wish. And believe me when I tell you Emylea Daret, you will wish for no other in your lifetime. You will need no other in your lifetime. He will fill your senses and make your mind scream out in delight always.”

“But…” Emylea almost couldn’t process what Mari was telling her.


Mari drew back and looked at her with a worried expression. “If you cannot… I will understand if…”


“No!” Emylea declared instantly gripping her hands even tighter and pressing back up against her even more firmly this time. “You… you love him Mari? Truly love him?”


Mari nodded her head with a blissful smile. “More and more with each passing day.” She replied. “And I want you to share in that too, because I love you as well. Deion knows this. It was he who convinced me to not dismiss these feelings I have for you Emylea.”


“My mother.” Emylea said. “The Quorum? They will…”


“Reach for the unknown without fear Emylea Daret.” Mari told her with that loving smile she always had when they were together. “You will not regret it.”


Emylea Daret glanced over to where Deion Leonidas sat and then back to Mari. It was then that the future of the Tasmor people once more altered forever and she nodded her head confidently. She was going to reach beyond what her people thought her station to be and grasp onto something that she truly wanted more than anything else.


“Yes.” She gasped happily.


Mari smiled in happiness and began to pull her towards the table where Deion sat while Saydia Daret turned and watched from her seat. Saydia was no fool and had known from the outset what her daughter’s feelings for Mari had been. Saydia smiled to herself and leaned into the comforting body of her own blessed love Anthylea with a smile. 


Yes, indeed. The future was set now and there was nothing she or the Tasmor Quorum could do to stop it even if she wanted to. Which she did not. 
Once more Saydia thought that their future was looking so very bright. 

Aricia, Anja and For'mya were very nearly overwhelmed as they sat at the table and just soaked up the emotion and love of having so many of their children together at once. It had been a very long time since so many of them were in one room with them and the three Queens of the Union relished in the peace that this brought to them. Nara and Deion had very nearly completed their accelerated Agoge training now, Andro assigning four Agoge instructors to SPARTA'S WRATH just for this purpose. Retta and Calyb were halfway through their own accelerated Agoge and all of them had been overjoyed that Byron had chosen to attend the Elear Musical Academy. They also could not get over how fast they seemed to have grown though Anja knew it was their wolf blood. 

Lycavorian blood always made children look older than they actually were, and with the evolution of the species over the past three thousand years, most children across the Union were showing signs of this. Whether they were half Lycavorian or Pureblood by birth, the ability of the parents to pass on memories etherically was changing them. It seemed that the species as a whole was beginning to take on the more feral nature of their kind when it came to aging. The more time they spent as wolves when they were children advanced the aging process enough that even teenagers appeared to be in their early to mid-twenties and were maturing that much faster. Lycavorian females and males were becoming mated at much earlier points in their life which provided a solid foundation for the future. Lycavorians mated for life, as did many of the different species within the Union, and this provided a strong connection to family. While there were instances of a mated pair ending their union after a time for different reasons, it was not as common as one would expect it to be, for far more Lycavorians within the Union had embraced their wolf nature since Martin had returned to the Union. 

Looking around them at their children, they noticed that virtually nothing had changed in their time apart from them. Denali was still the jokester among them, Lisisa and now Arduri always seemed to be slapping him for saying something silly. Eliani had calmed and matured in many ways since Jomann had claimed her and they had become Anomes. Though she was still her wise cracking self the recent addition of Brendi Faith into the equation had made both of them complete. They were very protective of Brendi and though Jomann had recently turned her at Brendi’s request, she was still a young wolf and not wise to the ways of the wolf. That would transform in time they knew.

Deion and Nara were unchanged in many ways, though Deion had begun to open up more because of Mari in recent weeks. Though Mari herself was very recently turned, she was very powerful within the etheric realm because of her parents and this would only make it easier for her to adjust. Retta and Calyb were full of energy, ready and willing to throw themselves into the flow of events with their siblings. Anja, Aricia and For'mya noticed that Androcles was holding them back only slightly in their training and involving them simply because they did not have the experience. Being around their siblings was changing that quickly however and soon they would be thrown in to the fire just as all the Leonidas children were. This did not frighten the Queens as much as one would expect because all of them knew that their father and siblings would make sure they were ready for whatever situation came up. 
They had promised each other and Martin that they would not try and direct the lives of their children and that they should find their own way in life. This was why none of them were shocked when Zarah had embraced her love for Lucia without question and thrown all that she was into their relationship. The Queens of the Union had been both the dearest of friends and also passionate lovers for the better part of three decades. They had accepted this as part of who they were and they did not shy from this knowledge. It also made them very open in regards to relationships and that is why Aricia did not blink when Nara knelt down next to her mother and asked her the question.
“Mother?” Nara asked in a soft whisper. “Who is that?”


Aricia turned her head and looked into her daughter’s azure colored eyes. Androcles and Nara had her eyes while Deion and Denali had their father’s eyes. Aricia discretely followed where Nara was looking and she felt her heart jump a little when she saw that Nara was looking directly at where Jacina sat. She was sitting with Recia at the closest table to theirs. Aricia felt her heart flutter just a bit, enough so that Anja and For'mya both felt it however.

[Aricia?] Anja questioned her first. [What is it?]
Aricia turned her head slightly and looked at Anja and For'mya. [Remember I told you that I felt Jacina would be part of our lives going into the future. Martin even sensed this.]

For'mya nodded her head. [Yes.]

[I believe I know how.] Aricia spoke while looking at Jacina. She turned back to Nara. “We rescued her on Onterom. Her name is Jacina.” Aricia answered Nara’s question. “She and Recia both. They helped us to figure out many things about the Svorag.” 

Nara gazed at Jacina from where she knelt beside her mother. “She is… she is beautiful medwaw.” Nara said softly.

Aricia knew of Nara’s physical desires and tastes, their daughters never held anything back from any of their mothers and she reached down and covered Nara’s hand with her own. The tone of Nara’s voice alone was all Aricia needed to hear to be honest. Nara’s voice held a combination of awe and desire in it that Aricia had not heard from her daughter in any of her other relationships, however brief they had been. Nara looked up into her face.

Aricia nodded her head. “Yes she is.” Aricia told her. “She has also been through quite a bit in her young life fenneennum. Far more than she should have had to experience and she has come out stronger for it.”
“She is Pralor.” Nara spokes softly. 

Aricia nodded her head. “Yes.”

“She was… she was abused by these Svorag, wasn’t she?” Nara asked.

Aricia blinked in surprise. “How do you know that?” She asked.

Nara shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered. “I just do.” Nara turned her head back to look at Jacina. “Just as I know we will be together.”

“Be certain Nara.” Aricia spoke softly.

“I am certain mother.” Nara told her. “Every butterfly emerges from their cocoon mother, and I am going to help Jacina emerge from hers. And she will be mine.”

Aricia watched as Nara rose to her feet and started to move toward where Jacina sat. She turned her head and saw Androcles looking at her across the table with a knowing gaze. Aricia’s own azure colored eyes grew slightly wider.

[You knew?] She gasped.

[I suspected.] Andro told her with a smile. [Nara’s scent spiked when she first saw her in the training gym. And it was not a simple attraction spike either mother. Father told me of what you felt when it came to her mother. That she was different somehow and would be part of our family.]

[Your father is usually the one who knows these things keto.] She told him.

Andro chuckled. [You and my other mothers give yourselves far less credit than you deserve mother. Father is not the only one who can sense things. It is you and my mothers who will see more of this in the future.]
Aricia looked at him oddly. [What do you mean?]

Andro shrugged from where he sat beside Sadi and Carisia. [We shall see.] He told her. [We shall see.]
VENTORI


Martin gazed out the back of the ramp of the STRIKER with wide eyes. The port city of Moncu was swarmed with what appeared to be thousands of Svorag, and more seemed to be coming from at least three different entry points beneath the city.

Martin lowered the macrobinos he was using. “Nubou lae.” He gasped. 

Danny nodded his head. “That’s about what I said.” He echoed rising his voice to be heard above the whipping wind from the lowered ramp.


“Where else Dan?” Martin asked him.


Danny motioned him back into the interior of the ship as it began to lift away and they went to the command platform table on board every STRIKER Mark II. Danny began to stab down on the immediate map of the area around Jarlori. “So far, Manda has a positive ID on nine different locations so far! All within a hundred clicks of Jarlori!”


“Nine!” Martin almost yelled. “I thought we did a thorough sensor scan of the planet looking for subterranean tunnels!”  


Danny nodded his head. “A large part of the coastal regions are comprised of the same material that we found near Moncu. It fucks with our scans and gives back false readings. All nine of these locations are in the coastal regions Marty. We just don’t have the people to scout out that far! We left most of our ground forces on Manne.”


“How many fervon?” Martin asked him.


Danny pointed to three different locations on the chart. “Manda has identified three major ones along the eastern coast. Roughly a hundred and sixty kilometers from Moncu. She is already spooling up airstrikes to hit them. They are appearing almost as fast as we find them!”

Martin looked at him from across the chart table. “They knew Dan.” He spoke softly. “Somehow they found out we were thin here.”


Danny nodded his head. “That is what I figured as well. Our buddy Lorendo?”


Martin shook his head. “I don’t know how.” He spoke. “Even if he figured out we were here, how did he know we were short people?”


“You’re also suggesting that he has direct control over at least some of these fuckers.” Danny spoke. 


“Red always said that was a possibility.” Martin spoke dropping his eyes to the chart once more. “They aren’t moving for Discovery.” Martin spoke looking at the table and the real time feed from his ships in orbit. “Why?”


“That’s the worrisome part.” Danny said in agreement.


“It’s a distraction.” Martin whispered. “They are trying to get us to react. Popping up in all these locations.”


“And keeping us from finding where their main force is gathering.” Danny said. He looked at Martin. “That means there are a hell of a lot more of them than there are of us. And we haven’t found them yet.”


Martin shook his head. “They’re getting ready.” He said softly. “They’re getting ready to attack and these outlying locations are just to keep our attention focused away from Discovery. They want us to send what troops we have after all of them and leave Discovery unprotected. Then they would attack.”


Danny looked at him. “They can’t think we are that stupid.” He said. “Can they?”


Martin looked up at him. “Whoever is controlling them thinks we are.”


“Gee… that narrows it down.” Danny quipped. 


“Pull all of our scout teams back to Discovery fervon. Use the ARC ROYAL’s teleporter if you have to on the teams that are further out.” Martin told him.

“We do that and we won’t have any real eyes on the ground Marty.” Danny said. “We’ll be blind if they stay in the areas where our sensors are iffy. We won’t know they are coming until they are right on top of us.”


Martin looked at him. “We won’t need them.”


“What? Why?” Danny asked with wide eyes.


Martin met his eyes. “I’m going to phone home.”


Daniel Simpson looked at him for a moment and then he grinned from ear to ear. “Oh… I like that.” He stated. “We…”


“King Leonidas!” The voice of the female STRIKER pilot burst into their COM implants. “Admiral Lorian Milord! She says it’s urgent!”


Martin tapped his jaw and activated his implant. “Manda go!”


“We got more problems Martin!” Miranda told him. “Long range sensors just detected a fleet of Kintaur Ships entering the sector!”


“You got to be fucking kidding me!” Danny exclaimed.


“How many Manda?” Martin asked as he looked at Dan.


“Three hundred of the fucking god awful ugly things!” Miranda answered him. “I get the scratchy, itchy feeling that we have been set up Martin.”


“Yes, I do believe we have been.” Martin agreed as he continued to look at Danny. “How soon before they get here Manda?”

“At their present speed, which is pitiful by the way, two hours nineteen minutes, tops.” Miranda answered, her voice calm and cool.


“Manda, hold all airstrikes.” Martin spoke. “Get all your birds loaded and ready to launch for ground support but hold them.”


“Why?” Miranda protested. “Martin we can take out at least some of the fugly ronnus! Less of them going after Discovery Base!”


Martin grinned at her words. Miranda Lorian was a spit fire that was for sure. She had no back down in her whatsoever. “They haven’t revealed their main force Manda.” Martin spoke. “All these little groups popping up now at the same time; whoever is directing them wants us to split our forces. It’s not a particularly bright scenario but it could have been effective. I’m not going do that though. I want the main body. When they show themselves, then I’ll cut your flyboys loose.”


Miranda was silent for a moment as what he said sank in. “Understood.” She spoke.


“Manda… is Steven listening?” Martin asked.


“I’m here Martin.” Steven Randall answered instantly.

“Steven… you take command of a MENKLA and a security team.” Martin told him with an even voice. “Contact Archer and Asa and on the surface and let them know you are coming down for Jezima and Meral. I want them off the surface of Ventori most ricki tick Steven. No doubt if this is Lorendo, then he has them listed as VIP targets.”


“I’ll be airborne in three minutes.” Steven answered.


“Steven… Archer and Asa will know this… but nothing stops you from getting them off the surface. Nothing.” Martin said.


There was a slight pause and then Steven answered. “Consider it done.”


“What about the Kintaur Martin?” Miranda asked him.


“Fuck them!” Martin barked angrily. “They want to stick their noses where they don’t belong… fine! If they are too stupid to mind their own fucking business then I’ll give their ships back to them in nubous pieces.” 


“What are you going to do?” Miranda asked the same question Danny had asked just seconds ago. She too knew the proclivity of the King to get into dangerous situations. “Please don’t tell me you are going to go hunting.”


Martin smiled. “Nope!” He answered. “I’m going to make a call.”


There was a moment of silence until, like Danny, Miranda understood what he meant and she approved.


“Oh… that will be pretty.” She spoke. “ARIZONA out!”


Danny looked at him. “Can he get here in time fervon?” 


“Well… if he doesn’t, then we are well and truly fucked.” Martin said.


Danny laughed and shook his head. “Man, there’s one thing that I have always loved about you.” Danny said. “And that is the incredibly annoying and positively innate ability you have to state the motherfucking obvious.”


Martin grinned. “That’s me.”
SPARTA'S WRATH 

EIGHT HOURS FROM VENTORI

ANDROCLES’ QUARTERS  


It was times like these that Andro lived for.


As with his father and mothers, there was always talk of the Crown Prince and Crown Princess and what they did when they were alone in their quarters. The vast majority of men and women would be surprised to learn that more often than not, it was just as it was now. 
All of them were on the huge, oval shaped bed in their quarters, none of them with much on in the way of clothing. Andro was naked, as he usually was since Sehri and Caliria had finally joined them. He was sitting in the center of the bed with his back to the headboard, Carisia’s tightly muscled, five foot two body resting between his legs with her back to his chest. She was naked as well except for the white panties she wore. Caliria sat between Carisia’s legs holding two mugs of coffee in a simple bra and panty set, while Carisia used a brush to run through Caliria’s lustrous black hair. 
Lu'ria sat on Andro’s left, Sehri nestled between her legs, both of them wearing only panty and bra sets. Sehri’s lush, young form was definitely showing the results of her training with Carisia and Lu'ria for her figure was much more muscular in nature and nearly matched Ne'Veha’s exquisitely proportioned physique. She had a long way to go to reach the proportions that Sadi, Carisia and Lu'ria sported, but she was working hard and enjoying every bit of it. She especially enjoyed the extra attention Andro paid to exploring her body every time they were together. 
Ne'Veha sat on Andro’s right with Sadi stretched out beside Andro, her upper body covering Ne'Veha’s lower body. Both Ne'Veha and Sadi were without clothes for they felt the most comfortable with each other when there was nothing preventing their skin from touching in every place. 


Lu'ria was putting the finishing touches on the long, braided strands of Sehri’s white blond hair. Each of them now sported four identical strands of braided hair that pulled back along either side of their heads and merged in a single long braid down their backs that mingled with the rest of their flowing locks. This was a tradition that they had started to not only honor Lu'ria’s Drow heritage but to set themselves apart and have it be known that they were of one mind and love. They all knew Androcles loved long hair and this was another way for them to show their love for him. 

“…think he noticed?” Sadi asked as she dragged her fingers down Ne'Veha’s long, tanned thigh.


Andro chuckled as he took one of the mugs from Caliria’s hands and took a long pull from his mother’s rich coffee. “Byron?” He finally said. “I think he was too happy to see our mother to notice.”


“Yes, he was.” Carisia spoke. “Remember, he has not seen or talked to her for longer than any of us.”


Andro nodded his head and leaned forward to nuzzle the back of her neck before pulling aside her own satin like black hair and planting a kiss on her bare shoulder. “That is also very true.” He said.


“I think it is more a question of if Namiri noticed.” Sehri spoke now and they all looked at her. She smiled at the attention. “What? I know my scent spiked when I first saw Andro, and it does every time I walk into a room and see him. I’m not afraid to admit that.”


“None of us are DuanGai.” Sadi said with a smile.


Andro smiled once more. “I’m flattered.” He said.


Ne'Veha was the one who reached up and lightly slapped him in the back of the head. “Do not let it go to your head Saradasaar.” She spoke with humor in her voice and all of them laughed.

Andro leaned over quickly and nuzzled Ne'Veha’s four-inch-high elven ear causing her to gasp in delight before pushing him away with her hands. “No fair! Stop that!” She exclaimed as Sadi and the others laughed once more.


Andro leaned back and took another sip of coffee. “I think it is a matter of whether Namiri Daret admits to herself what she is feeling.” He spoke more thoughtfully. “We don’t know her well enough to make that determination.”


“It won’t be hard to figure out.” Lu'ria spoke. “If she begins asking us of him then we will know.”


“True enough.” Carisia said.

Sadi looked up at Andro. “Do you think she will Andro?” She asked.


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered. “My mothers and father told me she is independent and head strong. That she rebels against traditional Tasmor rules.”


Caliria turned slightly. “Andro, if she does show interest in Bryon, we must help her.”


“Inamarno?” Andro asked.


“Inamarno is right.” Sadi said. “We all know that what we are doing is only for show.” She told them. “If it does turn out that she is interested in Bryon as her scent tells us, and that attraction is mutual, we must make it so that they can pursue it.”


“I know what it is like to be the rebellious one and not be able to express who I really am because of silly rules and laws.” Caliria said. “We must insure that does not happen to Namiri.”


Lu'ria, Sehri and Ne'Veha were the first ones to notice it as Andro began to speak. “If there is anything…”


“Andro!” Ne'Veha gasped aloud. “The… your tattoos!”


“What?” Andro asked as he turned his head trying to see.


“They are… Saradasaar they are… glowing!” Lu'ria exclaimed as Sehri reached out to touch his back.


“What?” Andro asked as he chuckled thinking they were playing a joke on him. “You guys are…” 
Andro’s eyes went wide when he felt the Etheric pulse reach for him. It wasn’t something from a Mark II booster and it was focused directly and solely on him. His whole body stiffened when his father’s voice erupted into his mind.


[Andro aur Keto!] His father’s voice was clear and loud in his head and it caused his body to stiffen more and Sadi and the others to rise up off the bed.


“Andro!” Sadi almost yelled.


[Pen tiab forn ineen niob aur keto!] His father’s voice thundered in his head and Andro could feel and almost see what his father was seeing. (I need you here now my son!)

Andro sprang off the bed as if shot from a gun, the mug of coffee falling from his hands as Carisia and Caliria rolled to the sides of his body. He tapped his jaw COM implant and began to bark orders as Sadi and the others scrambled for their clothes.


“Armen! Go to Condition One! Condition One! Inform Sa'sur and plot an immediate LSD combat jump directly into Ventori planetary space for the entire Task Force! Advise all ground forces to prep for immediate deployment and sustained action!” He was almost shouting as he reached for his pants.


-What is happening Androcles- Armen asked.


“The Svorag monsters are forming for an attack on my father right now!” Androcles hissed. “He won’t be able to hold them!”


Armen’s answer was instantaneous. –Understood. Calculating Precision Combat Quantum Jump into the Ventori planetary system- He answered without hesitation. –I will inform Admiral Sa'sur. We will jump in eleven minutes seventeen seconds-

SPARTA’SWRATH 

PORT LAUNCH BAY ONE


Aricia, For'mya and Anja burst into the Launch Bay at a dead run, Perlyea, Saydia and several members of the Tasmor Quorum directly on their heels. Intermittent Amber colored lights were blinking in all of the corridors of the ship and the steady, buzzing alarm sounded every twenty seconds. The initial alarms had frightened the three Queens so much it had woken them from a sound sleep wrapped in each other’s embraces and caused them to practically leap from the bed. They quickly dressed and exited their quarters, For'mya leading them with her P1 as they navigated the corridors heading for where they knew Androcles would be. They met up with Perlyea, Saydia and the other Tasmor just after arriving on the deck and found them wandering about trying to discover what was happening. The crew of SPARTA'S WRATH was moving around them without stopping to answer the questions that they were asking. Anja and Aricia quickly pulled the women along with them.


Upon entering Landing Bay One they began to realize what was happening as Saydia and the others stood there in shock and watched what was taking place with awe in their eyes. Ships were being loaded as far back as their eyes could see, and Landing Bay One was utterly massive in scope. Not one person that they could see was standing still. Crates of munitions and supplies were being hurriedly carried onto what could only be transport ships of some sort while groups of heavily armed troops could be seen boarding these same ships. All of them looked up when the mechanical female voice came over the internal ship intercom.

“ATTENTION! ATTENTION! SPARTA’S WRATH IS AT CONDITION ONE! SPARTA’S WRATH IS AT CONDITION ONE! COMBAT JUMP IN SIX MINUTES AND THIRTY-THREE SECONDS! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS! THIS IS NOT A DRILL! THIS IS NOT A DRILL!”


Aricia found Andro standing at the base of the ramp leading up into the odd looking ship and she pulled them along towards him. He was speaking with Jomann, Deion, Murano and Denali, all of them in various stages of pulling on their Mark IV ArmorPly as they were looking at the P9 that Andro was holding. Aricia led them directly over to where they stood and caught the last portion of Andro’s order.


“…Massing along the coastal plain here.” Andro drew his finger down the map on the P9. “Father says they are swarming out of their holes by the thousands. They were hiding in areas that their sensors could not detect them. He has pulled everyone back to Forward Base Discovery and is digging in with what troops he and Uncle Daniel have.”


“How many men does he have Andro?” Murano asked as he pulled on his chest piece.


Andro shook his head. “Not anywhere near enough. He left most of his detachment and General Juturi’s Kavalian troops on Manne.”

“Andro?” Aricia hissed as she grabbed his arm. “What is going on?”


Androcles turned to meet her eyes having smelled her and his other mothers entering the Landing Bay almost immediately. “Apparently the number of Svorag on Ventori was far greater than you first thought mother.” He told her seeing her eyes go wide at this statement. “They appear to be massing for an attack.”

“Your father?” Anja gasped in fear as she pressed up against Aricia.


“He pulsed me etherically.” Andro told them. “We are jumping to him now.”


“Keto…Androcles, you are going to jump right into the planetary system aren’t you?” For'mya asked with wide eyes.


Andro nodded his head. “Yes mother.” He answered.


“Can you… a ship this size?” For'mya asked.


“Armen assures me we have more than enough engine power to conduct such a jump mother.” He told her.


“Andro you need to…” Aricia began to speak to tell him what he needed to do but he held up his hand cutting off her words. Aricia’s, like Anja’s and For'mya’s first thoughts, were for their beloved husband and mate.

“This is my command mother and I know what I am doing.” He told her almost sternly. “I’m not leaving you out either.” He pointed toward a STRIKER Mark II a slight distance away. “That is Eli’s Medical Command STRIKER. She is taking her FMT directly into Discovery Base with a reinforced detachment from the Durcunusaan Division. It seems that staania Jezima and Tenna Meral have taken a page from staania Gorgo’s Field Manual. They told him where to put his idea of getting them off the surface, and in very colorful terms too.” (Field Medical Team)

“How many Svorag Androcles?” For'mya asked now.


Andro shook his head. “I don’t know medwaw, but if father has pushed the panic button then it cannot be good.”


“Discovery Base is full of Tasmor and Ventori civilians.” Anja said. “Not to mention our non-combat personnel. Andro if the Svorag are able to…”


Andro shook his head once more. “They will not mother.” He told her. “Now go.”


“Andro?” Aricia protested.


“Go medwaw! Let me do my job.” He told her. “And take the Tasmor with you.”


“It isn’t safe for them there keto!” For'mya protested.


Androcles smiled then and all of them had seen that particular smile before. It was a sign that Andro was about to unleash “a whole lot of hurt on someone” as Eliani had once described it to them. 
“These Svorag monsters will not breach Discovery Base mother.” Andro told them once more. “Now go meet with Eliani. Her ship will be first off after the PREMONITION. The others will follow.”

“Others?” Anja asked him.

“Trust me.” Andro said before turning back to Murano and Jomann. “We must insure…”

Anja and For'mya pulled on Aricia’s arms and began leading her and the Tasmor over to the STRIKER.

“Have faith in our son Aricia.” For'mya spoke. “He will not allow harm to come to his father, or innocents.”

Aricia nodded as she grabbed Saydia’s hand and kept moving. “I know.” She answered. “It just frightens me at the lengths he will go in order to insure this.” She looked at Saydia and Anthylea as they kept up with her. “Saydia, we can leave you here or take you with us. We…”
“This is now our fight as well.” Saydia spoke without hesitation. “Give us weapons Aricia. We will fight with you.”

Andro turned once more and watched for a brief time as his three mothers made their way across the landing bay and then he turned back to Murano and the others. He knew his mothers would fight their way through the gates of hell in order to reach his father and protect what innocents there were in Discovery Base. He did not fear for them in the least. 

“Father has not committed to any action. He believes that they were set up by someone among the Tasmor however.” Andro finished.
Murano looked at him. “Not Lorendo?” He asked.

Andro shook his head. “You know he believes that Lorendo has lost control over at least a large portion of these creatures?”

Murano nodded his head. “Yes. I read the brief from your mother Anja.”

“Why would he think that fervon? That these Tasmor are to blame?” Deion asked.

“Only the Tasmor knew how thin he is on Ventori in the way of troops.” Andro told them. “And he knows none of our people or those survivors from Ventori sent the Kintaur a welcoming message. He believes it is one of the Tasmor from Perlyea’s group that somehow got a message off from one of their ships in orbit. A three hundred ship Kintaur Fleet has now entered the system. You can rest assured their intent is not to establish friendly relations after what father did to them. Convenient don’t you think?”
“Convenient aur mida!” Deion spat angrily. The penchant for hating traitors ran deep within their family. Betrayal had cost them the life of their grandfather.
Andro tapped the P9. “Sa'sur?”

“We are ready Andro.” Sa'sur’s voice echoed immediately. “I’ve already touched base with Manda on secure COMS. She has cleared the immediate area around Ventori. Once we jump in, I will split off with my force while Armen takes SPARTA'S WRATH, KINDRED SOUL and his full Wing right in. Miranda and the ARIZONA will close ranks behind us and provide support while we deal with these Kintaur.”
“Sa’sur, handle these Kintaur roughly my friend.” Andro told her. “We do not need them coming back at a later time.”

“How roughly Andro?” Sa'sur asked.

“By my order Sa'sur, if they retreat, let them go. If they choose to fight, then bury them.” Andro told her. “They threaten my family and our people. I will not be as patient as my father.”
“Understood. See you on the other side. SCIMITAR is clear.” 
Andro looked again at Murano, Jomann and his brothers. “Father isn’t reacting to these outlying groups because he believes the main force of Svorag has not revealed themselves yet. He fears their main force is hidden closer to Discovery Base than they thought. If that is the case, then it will be up to us to clear an area for Josie to drop her Brigade.” Andro looked at Murano. “Are you up for this Murano?”

Murano fastened his Mark IV ArmorPly tightly and grinned. “You just try and keep me away.”

Andro nodded with a smile. “Sadi will be dropping us at fifty meters.”

Murano nodded his head. “I followed your grandfather out of a transport at a hundred and twenty-five meters Androcles.” Murano said proudly. “I limped for a month, but I lived. Fifty meters will be a walk in the park as your father says.”

Andro and the others laughed at this. Andro folded the P9 down and set it on the ramp and began to pull up and fasten the rest of his armor. “Lisisa and Jeth will come in right after we execute with Dutkne, Nara and Mayla. Dorian and Laren will break to the flanks with Ladur and Ryner while we go straight up the middle with Elynth, Ardace and Jeru. The area should be clear enough after the dust settles for Josie to drop right behind us. There is no holding back with these creatures. Everything is full out now.” Andro watched them all nod their heads in agreement. “Cowen and Sherice will take position on the wall with Tenna Julie for overwatch with long eyes. Their targets will be any of the big ronnus that father and Tenne Daniel fought in the underground bunker. Kalis, Ridor and Daio will roll up one flank with Durcunusaan Heavy Weapons Company Talon while father’s team rolls up the other with the bulk of their remaining force not on the wall. Father says there is only one way they can come at him because the terrain is too rough even for these monsters. They are fast and strong, but they lack ingenuity.”
“Once we engage, do not let these monsters get close to you.” Murano spoke now. “They are limber and will look to shove their tongues down your throat to subdue you.”

“Not in this lifetime.” Deion hissed.

“Damn straight.” Denali echoed his younger brother.

Andro looked at Murano. “Tobia will be going in with Eliani and my mothers. Mari will be with them.”

Murano nodded in thanks. “Good.”

“She wasn’t really happy about that.” Deion said with a small smile.

Murano nodded his head. “I have no doubt, but she is not even remotely trained as we are. I know… I accept that she is a Praetorian, but until she is capable of defending herself properly, Tobia and I are not willing to risk her safety.”

Andro looked at his brother. “Deo?” He asked.

Deion nodded his head. “I agree.” He said. “She didn’t like that but…”

Jomann pat him on the shoulder. “Body worship works very well to get you out of trouble Deo.” He said with a smile.

Deion grinned. “I’m already planning on that.” He said looking at Murano.
Murano held up his hands. “Don’t look at me Deion Leonidas. I find myself having to do the same thing, and I have many more years to make up for.”

“Sheva, Onera, Carisia and Lu'ria will link up with Zarah and Lucia on the ground.” Andro told them as he was smiling with the rest of them. “Radem will be with them and they will be hitting targets of opportunity all up and down the line with their vampire speed. Keep your eyes open for them just in case.”

“And your father?” Jomann asked.

Andro met the eyes of his Durcunusaan Captain and now perhaps his closest friend. Moneus and he had been inseparable as they were growing, but now Moneus had another calling that he was following. He would go where Carina went no matter where that may be. 
“Well… I imagine he and Tenne Daniel will join us on the field once we clear it. You know how they hate to be left out of the party.” He answered.
“ATTENTION SPARTA’S WRATH! ATTENTION SPARTA’S WRATH! WE ARE AT CONDITION ONE! COMBAT JUMP IN THREE MINUTES AND COUNTING! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS AND PREPARE TO JUMP! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS AND PREPARE TO JUMP! THIS IS NOT A DRILL! THIS IS NOT A DRILL!”
VENTORI

FORWARD BASE DISCOVERY


It may have appeared to be utter chaos to the uninitiated, but it was far from it.


Lycavorian Spartans, truly any member of the Union military, were renowned and feared for their ability to instantly adapt to almost any situation. There was no panic, no shouting or screaming, just hundreds of men and women from all species going about their duties with a single minded purpose. This mindset had carried over to the Union Military from the Spartan way of life that existed in the time of Martin’s father. It had been taken and refined to a virtual art by the military in nearly all aspects of life. Cooks, engineers, medics, it didn’t matter, all of them were locking items down and preparing for battle. Discovery Base had become huge in the few weeks that they had been here, and there were defensive positions set up all over the base. These men and women picked up their weapons and gear, set aside their cooking utensils and electronics gear and they prepared to do battle. All of them knew what kind of enemy they faced and no one was about to succumb to the monsters getting ready to attack.


The few dozen Tasmor troops that had been in the base were quickly outfitted with Union uniforms and weapons and willingly took up positions with Union personnel. All of them were experienced combat veterans of battles with the Kintaur and they all knew kindred souls when they saw them. The Union troops cared not that they were female warriors for they had many of them in their own ranks, and quite a few that commanded other troops. The interaction between the Tasmor and Union troops had been growing by the day and both sides welcomed it with eagerness. The trust had begun to set in and neither side was about to let that go to waste.


While it may have seemed like a random act, Discovery Base was situated in on a plateau in a shallow valley on the end of the large lake. To the west side was a ridge that rose gradually several hundred feet into the air and was covered with sharp rock outcroppings that limited fast paced movement to a crawl. To increase the defensive nature of this natural terrain even more, Union troops had been mining the entire ridge with anti-personnel mines as well as natural traps that would kill or maim any who stumbled into it. Martin Leonidas was not afraid to use every trick he had ever learned in order to safeguard his people and the entire ridgeline was a death trap. To enhance this, nine heavy weapons positions were now manned and ready along the entire wall facing the ridge. Any who were not killed by explosive mines or the razor like rock outcroppings would be mowed down by the turrets set up. The east side of the base where the landing platforms had been set up was protected in part by the natural lake and the volcanic like field that extended out to where the opposite ridgeline began to rise into the sky. The ground was spaced with huge gaps and ridges of volcanic crevices that were impassable by any sort of ground troops even if they managed to breach the defensive wall that encircled the entire base. Only three heavy weapons covered this area of the perimeter because there was no natural ground cover and if you fell into one of the crevices, ranging in depth from a few feet to over two hundred feet, you were most certainly dead.


The main entrance into Discovery Base was fortified by two sections of thick, portable wall now sunk into the ground, effectively creating a double barrier with steel grating across the top allowing for gun positions and personnel to move along. Spread out before the entrance was nearly a quarter mile of open terrain spotted with massive trees that had long been torn asunder by the elements. The catwalk along the top of the wall allowed for an unimpeded view into the city of Jorlari some mile and a half away in the distance. A shorter, reinforced wall stood twenty meters out from the actual gates into Discovery Base, and behind this wall now waited all of the troops that Martin commanded. Six hundred Spartan and Tasmor troops were stacked along this defensive wall, all of them scouring the area in front of them and waiting. 

Martin stood beside Danny right at the reinforced Dragon Armor gates and lowered the macrobinos from his eyes. His COM implant was alive with reports coming in from the three scout teams that he had allowed to remain outside of the base defensive perimeter in order to get proper human intelligence. Two STRIKER ATs were slowly circling the city at five thousand feet waiting for something to happen, while three more hovered out of sight on the other side of the lake waiting to conduct ground strikes.

Danny touched his ear implant and nodded his head. “Affirmative. Maintain altitude and continue sweep.” He spoke. He turned his head and looked at Martin who met his gaze. “That was the STRIKER over Moncu. They report that all of the godzilla looking little fuckers have ducked back underground. Not a single one stayed on the surface. The STRIKERs further north are saying the same thing.” 
Martin nodded his head. “They figured out we aren’t going to take the bait.” He said softly. “And they know the entire lower portion of this continent is saturated with this fucking ore that kills our sensors and makes it so we can’t track them underground.”
“Someone has got eyes on us fervon.” Danny commented.

Martin nodded his head. “Oh yeah they do.” Martin looked at him. “Question is… who? And where?”

“Lorendo?” Danny asked.

Martin shook his head. “That shit bird wouldn’t know the first thing about tactics. I told Andro that too.” He said. “This is someone else. Someone with instincts.”

Danny looked at him with wide eyes. “Are you thinking what I think you’re thinking?”

Martin met his gaze. “Dynina did say that they had almost a thousand of their people taken. You tell me, if these things are retaining the memories of who they used to be, who is more likely to break Lorendo’s control and start acting on their own? A Pralor, or one of us. A wolf with wolf instincts.”

“Damn!” Danny cussed softly. “I was hoping you wouldn’t say that.”

“It’s the only thing that makes sense.” Martin told him. “And the more I toss the idea around the more it takes shape. It’s jives why Lorendo hates us so much.” Martin looked at him. “Sumar blows him off to take out a larger threat and unfortunately Lorendo’s son dies as a result. He doesn’t care that more lives were saved in the process. He thinks he gets payback when he causes my grandfather’s ship to crash on Lycavore. He gets even more pissed when he finally realizes what actually did happen and that he failed again. Now he is really riled up when a Lycavorian Alpha breaks his supposed control and begins to assert his own command over these creatures after he becomes one. And then I show up. Grandson to the man he believes let his son die on that planet. And to top it all off, I’m carrying the active Praetorian gene. What does that sound like to you fervon?”
“Sounds like a nubous personal problem to me.” Danny quipped trying and succeeding in breaking the gloom of the situation that they were in.

Martin chuckled with him. “Yes, it does.” He said. “But it also would account for why Lorendo is such a dickhead, and why he wants Jezima and Meral dead. And little old me right along with them.”

“People been trying to take you out for years because of your charming personality and wit fervon.” Danny told him. “They ain’t been real successful.”

Martin grinned at him. “There’s always a first time.”

Martin and Danny turned when Nalmos and Konlar approached them from the main gate, both of them armed and their faces set in determined expressions.

“Nalmos, I told you to get yourself and the other Justices up to my ship in orbit.” Martin told the man.

Nalmos nodded his head. “Yes, you did Milord, however we will not run this time.” He spoke firmly. “This time we will fight to the death in defense of our home from these monsters.”
“You did that the first time Nalmos.” Danny told him respectfully. “You have nothing to prove now.”

“Then this time, this time it will be for vengeance for those they took from us.” Nalmos stated.

Martin looked at Konlar then. “You siding with this character?” He asked.

Konlar nodded his head. “Lirana is safe on your ship sire.” He answered. “The rest of us have decided that we have stood to the side for too long. We will stand and fight for our people now, as we should have done years ago.”

“Edrao make it out ok?” Martin asked Konlar.
Konlar nodded once more. “He was not happy about it. These creatures have taken much from him through the years.”

Martin nodded his head. “I don’t doubt that.” He replied. “However, he is much better suited to getting us on that station above Hador.”
“Agreed.” Konlar said. “He departed on your ship thirty minutes ago.”
Martin nodded his head in approval as he turned back to look out over the terrain. “Good. Thoti will get him in and then we can get some answers to some questions.” He said. “And maybe find out exactly where he has his main facility stashed. The Spider Drones we sent out haven’t detected anything yet.”

“Not all of them have run their courses.” Danny ventured. “Maybe…” He snapped out with his hand and grasped Martin’s arm as he became silent. “You feel that?” He asked as he looked at the ground beneath them.

Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”

“It feels like… like an earthquake.” Nalmos stammered.

Konlar shook his head. “That is no earthquake.” He spoke as the vibration in the ground became more pronounced.

“No, it isn’t.” Martin agreed as he lifted his head and looked at Jorlari. “Nubou lae!” He gasped as he saw a huge plume of black smoke rise above the city and then the distance and unmistakable rumbling of a massive amount of explosives. 

“Saoi sibfla!” The female voice barked out on their Com implants, obviously from the pilot of the STRIKER circling the city. “The entire center of the city just caved in! Five city blocks just fell into a huge crater! Massive detonations all over! King Leonidas do you read me!” The voice screamed out. “The entire center of the city just disappeared into the ground! Wait… son vada carians! The fucking lizard people are pouring out of the crater like insects! There must be thousands of them! King Leonidas do you read me! They are coming right at you! King Leonidas?”
Martin looked at Danny. “Time to get this party started fervon.” He spoke.
Danny propped the butt of his A5 on his hip. “Good. Things were starting to get boring here.”

Martin lifted his hand and tapped his jaw. “STRIKERS clear the airspace! Raptor Flight, you are cleared to engaged! Kill me some godzilla looking motherfuckers!” 

“Raptor Flight acknowledges! We are inbound!”

“This is insane!” The voice echoed over their COM units. “They are coming here to kill us! Martin we need to leave! We cannot hold them! They… they outnumber us a gazillion to one!”

Martin grinned and looked at Danny as Kasdan’s voice filled their COMs and he tapped his jaw changing the frequency. “Kasdan, that is not a scientific accounting of their numbers.” Martin told him.

“A scientific…” Kasdan answered. “This is madness! We will all die.”
“No, we won’t.” Martin told him.
“How can you be so sure?” Kasdan yelled.

“I got a good feeling.” Martin spoke with a smile.

SPARTA'S WRATH

“…Should be remaining here.” Androcles told them sternly.


Perlae, Ishma and Awser looked at him and each of them smiled. “Laren is coming with you.” Perlae told him. 


“Laren has already fought with Dorian and I.” Andro told them. “And she has received a clean bill of health from sister.”


“We do not need to be protected chroray.” Ishma spoke with a smile. “We are very much able to take care of ourselves.”

Andro nodded his head. “Of that I have no doubt.” He stated evenly. “And you mistake my intent for wanting to leave you here. It is not because I don’t think you can take care of yourselves, it is because I don’t know what you can or cannot do. You are an unknown at the moment.”


“Then we will show you what we can do.” Awser spoke.


Andro grinned and shook his head. “Just stick close to Sehri and Inamarno. They will be moving to link up with my Tenna Anuk at the main medical facility on the base. My mother and sister will meet you there.”


“And what are we supposed to do there?” Perlae asked him. “We can fight Androcles.”



Andro nodded his head once more. “Then take charge of the detachment there and insure my mothers and any wounded there are safe.”

Perlae looked surprised and this showed on her face as she gazed at him. “Truly?” She gasped.


“Until we can better understand what you and the others can do, it is best I believe, to allow you to work alone.” Andro told them.


“We won’t let you down Andro.” Perlae stated confidently.


Andro nodded his head. “I know you won’t.”

“ATTENTION SPARTA’S WRATH! ATTENTION SPARTA’S WRATH! WE ARE AT CONDITION ONE! COMBAT JUMP IN TEN SECONDS AND COUNTING! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS AND PREPARE TO JUMP! ALL CREW TEAMS MAN COMBAT STATIONS AND PREPARE TO JUMP! THIS IS NOT A DRILL! THIS IS NOT A DRILL!”
VENTORI

PLANETARY OPERATIONAL ZONE

ULU ARIZONA


“…Talk to me!” Miranda barked from her command chair.


“All ships are clear of the POZ!” E’dira called out. She looked across the bridge at her lover and now Drow wife. “Miranda… can they do such a thing? Stop so suddenly?”


Miranda met her amber colored eyes and grinned at her. “Well… if they can’t, all of us will be eating an awful lot of space soup and playing bumper balls with a ship five times our size.”


E'dira shook her head with a smile of her own. “Perfect.” She muttered. 


“Admiral… I am detecting a… Jesus… I’m detecting and unholy massive quantum surge field!” The main sensor operator called out.


“Confirmed!” E'dira echoed almost instantly.


“How large is massive?” Miranda asked.


The man turned to look at her. “Permission to speak freely?” He asked.


Miranda rolled her eyes. “On my bridge? Always.”


“Does, “I don’t think we pulled back far enough” about cover it?” He asked her.


Miranda came to her feet. “Are you serious?” She gasped. “How large is Andro’s Task Force? The brief said only about a hundred ships!”


The sensor operator shook his head. “No way Admiral!” He announced. “If what I am seeing is accurate, we’re about to have over three hundred ships drop in our lap and say hello!”


“Nubou Lae!” Miranda gasped. “Warn the others! Z-minus fifteen thousand meters! Full reverse on all engines! Pull back further!”

It would not have mattered in the least for Armen was too precise in his calculations. He knew exactly where Miranda’s ships were and he had adjusted for them in every way. It was a sight that not many would soon forget.

SPARTA’S WRATH


In a display of engine power that most of those witnessing had never seen before in their lifetimes, SPARTA’S WRATH appeared within the cone of Quantum Drive Reversion and came to an immediate and abrupt halt. The sheer size of the warship instantly dwarfed any ship in the direct area and many ship captains sitting on their bridges felt suddenly very inferior. The reaction of her shields on the atmosphere so close to the planet sent a ripple through the upper atmosphere that travelled into the lower atmosphere and shattered the day time sky with half a dozen bone vibrating claps of thunder across the landscape. Appearing directly beside her in an equally amazing feat of starship driving was the huge WASP-Class Assault Carrier, which appeared miniscule in comparison to the former Pralor warship. Three other ships appeared in that same instant, all of them brand new LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruisers, and all of them fielding the most advanced Union weapons systems based on Pralor technology. They were the hammer to SPARTA’S WRATH’s anvil, and between the four ships alone they carried enough firepower to decimate an entire planet in a matter of hours.

Armen was standing on the bridge the moment they reverted back to normal space and he instantly began barking orders.


-Secure from Combat Jump- He spoke, everyone detecting how his voice had changed a pitch or two. He had altered his programming in order to sound human and now that was playing out. –SPARTA’S WRATH Actual to all landing bays. Execute! Execute! Execute!- Armen turned smoothly to the side. –Weapons Officer! All main batteries to cover the KINDRED SOUL on her descent! Once she has assumed overwatch position, reorient all main batteries in support of the ARIZONA and her Wing-  

“Weapons Aye!” The man announced.


-Tactical Officer begin launching APOC Drone Fighters from all portside launch bays- Armen ordered. –Stand by to receive targeting information from the ground forces command-


“Spooling up APOC Squadrons One through fifteen. Launching cycles in rotation in sixteen seconds.”


-Operations Officer pull up a full model of Ventori on the main holo chart and overlay all known positions of Union forces- Armen spoke. –Add in marked enemy positions and lets start tracking-


“Armen!” The voice yelled out across the bridge and he turned to face the female elven Com officer. “PREMONITION and COMMED One are away!”

Armen nodded his head quickly. –The valley pass where King Leonidas has established Discovery Base is too small for an all out orbital bombardment. Tell all STRIKER AT craft to prepare for full scale Ground Support missions once Colonel Miller’s Brigade is on the ground-

“The SCIMTAR and remaining Task Force ships are turning to port and outward towards the advancing Kintaur Fleet and they have gone dark!” The sensor operator announced.


-Admiral Sa'sur will not toy with these Kintaur fools- Armen spoke before realizing what he had said. He blinked several times before continuing on as if nothing had happened. Most of the bridge crew of SPARTA’S WRATH were grinning as they went about their duties and said nothing. –Sensor arrays nine through sixteen to continue monitoring the system. Arrays one through eight bring to bear on the planet. If it moves I want to know about it-

“Armen!” The voice barked and Armen turned to his Tactical Officer. “KINDRED SOUL is entering the atmosphere and boring in!”


Armen nodded. –Very well- He spoke. –The fun is about to begin-
KINDRED SOUL


The KINDRED SOUL was indeed boring in, and burning up the atmosphere in the process. Captain Patton clung to the arms of his command chair allowing his crew to do their jobs. All of them could just barely feel the sensation of explosive decompression bolts as the ODPs were shot from their launchers ten decks blow them and nineteen sections aft of their location.

The Tactical Officer looked up from his console. “That’s it Captain!” He shouted. “Third Brigade is away clean!”


“Malfunctions?” Patton asked.


“Negative sir! All pods burning in clean!”


Patton nodded his head. “Our turn.” He muttered to himself. “Now Kelly!” He barked out. “Turn and burn girl!”


“Aye sir!” Kelly turned back to her helm controls. “Prepare to extend ADUs! Full power to all drive units! Here we go!”


And once more the brainchild of Admiral Ben O’Connor and several other innovative Union engineers began a dedicated descent into the atmosphere of yet another planet. This time they were geared up for whatever came at them and their experiences at Solmar made them ready.


“Three! Two! One!” The Operations officer barked out. “And we are in! Extending the ADUs! Do your magic Kelly!”


Kelly did just that as she quickly maxed her engine power to the ADUs and yanked the KINDRED SOUL into a gut wrenching turn to starboard that a ship its size should not have been able to make, especially in the atmosphere of a planet.

“Do we have Discovery Base?” Patton shouted as his ship turned radically.


“Locked on sir!”


“Time?” Patton barked.


“One minute thirteen seconds!”


“Kelly! Drop us to one thousand meters!” Patton called out.


“Descending!” Kelly replied as her hands flew across her consoles almost faster than the eye could follow. “Everyone hold onto your lunch!”


All of them felt the KINDRED SOUL dip heavily towards the ground even as its engines screamed in power. The ship responded instantly to her commands as if she was the brain and her hands the instruments. Patton had never seen a more natural pilot than his helmsmen, and he silently thanked the gods out there that he had ignored the recommendations of senior officers to ignore her and pick a more experienced pilot.

“Fifty seconds!”


“Tactical?” Patton snapped. “Report!”


“Fuck me Skipper, it looks like someone dropped a smoke bomb into the middle of a nest of cockroaches!” The man answered. “The entire center of the city is gone! Five blocks have just vanished and the lizard looking bastards are pouring out!” The man reported. “Three STRIKER ATs from the King’s Wing just finished a second pass and they didn’t even put a dent in their numbers!”


Patton turned to look at him. “How many?”


The man shook his head. “Unable to get an accurate count! They are crawling all over themselves!”


“Then give me a guess!” Patton snapped once more.


The man looked at him. “Upwards of two hundred thousand sir! And all of them are heading right for Discovery Base!”


“Two hundred thousand!?” Patton hissed in disbelief. Patton turned his head to look at his Executive Officer. “Power all main batteries and get ready to kick the rest of them out Phillip! I don’t care how they get to the surface. Hell… blow all of the emergency hatches if they have to!” Patton came to his feet then. “Kelly! You park us right over the top of Discovery Base at a thousand meters! XO, I want a full GSB on target five seconds after Androcles and the others hit the ground!”


“Captain! That will be danger close!” The XO spoke.

Patton nodded his head. “Prince Androcles told me we would have a clear field to engage. He is going to knock them back.”


“Knock them back?” The XO gasped. “How?”


Patton shook his head. “I have no idea, but you can damn well bet if he says he is going to do something, he will!” Patton told him. “Full GSB XO! Ten second burst all batteries and then let Josie and her people take it from there. Then we go to EOT and direct Ground Support craft from the ARIZONA and SPARTA’S WRATH!”


The XO nodded his head. “Understood sir!”


“Kelly! Talk to me girl!” Patton barked out.


“Thirty-three seconds!”

“Alright people! Let’s prepare to enter this party!” Patton shouted. “Set Condition Red across the ship! We’re going in hotter than a fire brand stoker!”

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE



“No joy! No joy!” The pilot of the GA STRIKER snarled into his mic, Martin holding his finger to his ear in order to hear him clearly. “We just blew our wad and didn’t slow them down sire! Spotters are seeing hundreds of bodies but they are just crawling over them to get out of the hole!”

“You’ve done all you can!” Martin snapped. “Get out of there! Things are going to get real busy, real quick!”


“Milord have the Admiral teleport you out!” The pilot screamed. “You can’t fight them!”


“Negative!” Martin answered him. “Now pull your people out Major! We have help inbound!”

“Sire you…!”


“That’s an order Major!” Martin spoke. “Exfil now!” Martin looked up at the sound of engines and saw the STRIKER Mark II sweep in low over the landing zone but pass over the top of it into the base. He smiled when he felt the auras of Aricia, Anja and For'mya reaching for him, and then he felt Normya’s aura as well. His daughter with Dysea flared the STRIKER over the emergency pad by the Medical Building expertly and Martin could feel her confidence as she set it down like a feather. He could feel Tobia’s commanding etheric resonance as well as Mari, now his son’s wife and mate shining just as brilliantly as her mother and father. He also sensed the less pronounced etheric resonance of her half Immortal husband Tir’ut who was sitting beside her in the co-pilot’s seat. He could feel his sons and daughters radiating within him, they were close by, but he just could not see them.


Martin turned back just as Danny and Kasdan moved up to his location.


“Martin this is insane!” Kasdan complained. “We must retreat to the ships in orbit! They are… they will overwhelm us!”


Martin grinned at him. “Persistent fuckers aren’t they?” He quipped with his trademark smile.


“They will come here and they will… they will attack us and they will turn us into one of the them!” Kasdan barked.


Martin put his hand on Kasdan’s shoulder. “Kasdan take a breath my friend.” He said with a smile. “Things are going to get real interesting.”


Kasdan looked at him as if he had gone mad. “You are insane!” He barked.


Danny rolled his eyes. “Kasdan, you don’t know the half of it.” He stated calmly.


Martin smiled and put his hand on the back of Kasdan’s neck. He tilted his head upward and watched as Kasdan’s eyes grew even wider. Dropping through the clear blue sky above them Kasdan could see the streaks. Hundreds of them falling through the atmosphere and leaving a blazing trail as they careened downward. “What?”

Danny looked upwards now. “That’s the cavalry.”


Martin smiled and turned to the Spartans who were crouched behind the wall. “Shields!” He bellowed the order and Kasdan turned to see each and every one of them call their Shi Viska’s from Flatspace. Martin looked skyward once more. “Come on son, where the hell are you?” He muttered to himself.

DISCOVERY BASE


Aricia, Anja and For'mya moved immediately inside the Medical Building to where Archer and Asa were standing outside the door into the small office. Jezima and Meral were inside and Archer looked at them sheepishly as they approached. 


“They refused to leave.” He told his Queens. “I wanted to force them but Meral threatened to shoot me and Jezima called for Martin. The danger is great with these monsters approaching my Queens. You should not be here either.”


Aricia nodded her head and reached up to squeeze his shoulder. “We figured as much.” She said. “And don’t worry Archer. Our situation just got much better.”


Archer glanced at Asa as Aricia moved past him and opened the door. 
 Jezima and Meral saw who it was and nearly burst into tears. 

“Aricia! Anja!” Jezima cried out as she rushed forward and embraced both of them as Meral hugged For'mya. “I told Archer I would not leave! I have only just found all of you and I will not lose my family again!”


Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “We know.” She stated as she looked up and saw Tinra exit the room now as well. “Lady Tinra? This is a surprise.”

Tinra looked at them. “I requested to come out here after leaving Artaaya. I did not… Aricia no one knows what is going on here!” She exclaimed. “The Svorag are coming here! Thousands of them!”


“They won’t make it.” For'mya spoke confidently.


“How can you say that?” Tinra gasped.


Aricia looked at Jezima and took her hand as Anja pulled Meral close to her. “Would you care to meet your grandchildren Jezima?” Anja asked her.


“What?” Jezima exclaimed. “They are… they are here?”


Anja smiled as they began to draw them towards the door, Archer and Asa following  without hesitation. “Some of them will be arriving very soon. They figured it was time to come and get their father out of trouble.” She told her.


For'mya chuckled as she grasped Tinra’s arm and urged her to follow. “That is one way of looking at it.” She said.

Thirty seconds father. 


The deep, calm voice erupted in Jezima’s and Meral’s minds now as they were suddenly included in an etheric conversation that very few individuals would have been able to detect. Jezima squeezed Aricia’s hands as they made their way towards the portable wall that had been erected around the camp.

“Aricia is that?” Jezima stammered.


Aricia nodded her head as they made their way up the short ramp which put them above the front entrance to Discovery Base. Below them they could see Martin standing with Danny and Kasdan only a hundred meters away by the shorter defensive wall. “Yes.” Aricia told her as she pulled her close on the wall and Anja and For'mya squeezed Meral between them tightly.


They could see the wall of Svorag in the distance approaching quickly, the flat terrain between them and the advancing hoard providing no defense whatsoever.


“Jezima… allow us to introduce your grandchildren.” Aricia spoke with a smile as yet unmatched by any Jezima had seen so far.


Martin saw it first, low on the horizon and approaching from the east over the mountains. He had never seen a ship like it before and knew instantly that it was the ship that Sadi and Ne'Veha had Ben and his miracle workers at Dreamland build for them. Martin narrowed his wolf vision and saw that the ship had a rear ramp, which was now down. His dark brown eyes grew wide then, for he felt his son reach for him and project to him what it was they were going to do. The ship came closer now, and dropped to perhaps a hundred meters off the ground.

Danny stepped up next to him, his own eyes focused on the ship now. “Fervon?” Martin looked at him. “Is he going to do what I think he is going to do?”


Martin glanced at the lines of advancing Svorag and then looked back to the ship as it was now upon them. He saw first one figure leap from the back of the ship as it moved across the terrain, followed quickly by six more figures.


“Holy fuck! Torma 21!” Martin hissed. He turned to the line of defenders without thinking as he grabbed Kasdan. “Brace! Brace! Brace!” He screamed out the words as loud as his vocal cords could project them, his voice carrying to all of them and then some.

He and Danny dropped to one knee right where they were, anchoring Kasdan between them and their Shi Viskas pointing towards the oncoming Svorag hoard, covering their bodies and that of Kasdan as well.


And then the world blew up. 


Torma 21. 


A simple name for a devastating maneuver that he and Torma had invented and perfected during their time together. It was similar in many ways to the maneuver that his grandfather had explained in the Praetorian Tomes he had left for his descendants. The difference here was that it was usually done from the back of a dragon and not from the back of a ship. Martin could feel each of his sons, Jomann, Murano and Laren. They were radiating within the etheric realm as brightly as he had ever seen any of them, pulsing with power and determination and purpose.

It started from his left, an Etheric explosion of power that blew outwards with unmatched force. It was followed in quick succession by six more identical explosions of etheric power before the first one had even begun. It was devastating power and force that smashed into the oncoming ranks of Svorag and literally pulverized anything in its way.


It was then that Panos’ words to him so long ago rang clearly in his head now. The same words he had spoken to his son the day he had claimed Sadi as his wife and mate. They were not just Lycavorians and Spartans…


…They were forces of nature. 

