CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE
VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE


It was a testament really, to the way both Martin and his Queens had raised their children. Once the battle was declared over, security had been set, and their men and women taken care of, the only thing that Androcles and his siblings wanted was to meet Jezima and Meral. 
The moment their STRIKER had landed, Aricia and Anja had spirited her and Meral to the Command Center expecting just that, and they were not disappointed. For Jezima and Meral it was if they had been reborn for the second time in as many weeks, the first meeting Martin and now his children. Their blood descendants, the family they never knew they had up until now. This was compounded further when Dynina’s ship arrived in the system and was quickly ushered to the planet. To say that the reunion was so sweet would have been an understatement. 
To physically meet the mother of the woman who had claimed the heart and soul of her son Sumar meant more to Jezima than she could ever put into words, and from the moment they were introduced, it was as if Jezima and Dynina both had discovered long lost friends that had been apart for centuries. For Dynina it was a welcome she had not expected, and it had brought her to raging tears once more. Even after Martin had put her down from the bear hug he had held her in for many minutes, Dynina had then been swarmed by his children doing the same; her beautiful Sateia’s grandchildren, and her grandchildren. It was a moment in time that would remain with her forever, seeing Perlae, Ishma and Awser mixing with their cousins as if they had grown up together, recanting the battle that had just taken place. The utter sense of total commitment to family that permeated all of them was more than she had ever imagined she would feel again. She could sense it all stemmed from their father Martin, just as it had once radiated from Sumar and Sateia. Nothing mattered to them more than family, just as it appeared nothing mattered more to Martin and his Queens and their children. When you added Gorgo and Dasha to the mix, the four women could just not stop talking or wanting to be around one another. Together they had combined more generations than any other in their long history and from this day forward into the future each of the four women would be recognized as the mothers of them all. 
Meral had developed a connection with Zarah and Lucia right away after meeting them and she gravitated to her niece, Lucia and the siblings she chose to stay close to. Meral already knew of Zarah’s unique relationship with Androcles and was completely fascinated by it, but she knew Zarah and Andro would come together to talk when things were calmer and less hectic. It was how both of them were Meral knew and now it would be no different. With the three Queens present as well as their children, it was a joyous reunion all around, even given what had taken place only a short time ago. What struck Dynina the most, the reunion and the joy it brought was not limited to just their family. Everyone partook in the happiness and the mood of every Lycavorian and dragon on Ventori was upbeat and their confidence unmatched. Dynina realized that they drew strength from the source of the happiness. From their King and their Queens. 

From the Leonidas family.

No one was left out of the happiness. Even those who had to remain at their posts and do their patrols were not forgotten. Food and drink were conveyed to them without question so that they too could take part in the happiness at least on a small scale. This is what Sumar had brought to the Mahanlo Pack when Sateia had turned him Dynina knew. He exuded confidence and warmth when he wanted to and it was this that drew others to him like flies. It was this that made so many others follow his example and begin to change the way Lycavorians related to each other. It was this trait that made others do whatever he asked of them, not because he asked them, but because they wanted too. It was this that made millions believe that they could be better than what they were and want more. And it was this mentality that made Sumar and her daughter so beloved among their people. And now Dynina knew it was the reason so many followed and adored Martin Leonidas and his family. They were the same, shaped from the very same mold and clay and forged within the very same fire.

Tinra and Mitra were there to record it all, beaming the aftermath of the battle for Ventori to every Pralor channel that was out there. Unbeknownst to them, they had begun a movement on Artaaya pushing for the outright election and then the confirmation of Delnash as Chief Elder immediately. His actions and his knowledge regarding those all of them now knew to be Praetorians was beginning to hit the news fully. The fact that he did recognize the error of his ways when they first encountered Martin and the others and had come to accept what was happening, this had pushed Delnash over the top in popularity. The Pralor people had needed something to rally them past just getting by, they had needed something to push them to try and achieve their full potential once more. Delnash had given that to them by dismissing the fact that the Praetorians they now knew existed were supposedly from a species many Pralors had long thought beneath them. The times had changed and most of those same men and women began to realize that not everything was as it seemed and they needed to look beyond what they knew and reach for the truth. 

Delnash had shown them this and in doing so he had solidified his role as the leader to take them into that future.        



The reunion had gone on long into the early morning hours until the days’ events took their toll on everyone and sleep came to them all. Most Lycavorians and Tasmor had chosen to remain outside under the clean air and stars knowing that Ventori was finally and forever free of the Svorag disease and would remain so in the future. As was usually the case however, sleep did not hold Martin Leonidas long and after only four hours in the arms of his Queens he was extracting himself from their limbs and up and moving for the Mess Shed to grab a mug of coffee. Once in hand he found his sons, Danny and several others already awake as well, and after some bantering back and forth, they got down to the work all of them knew needed to be done before they left.


So along the edge of the calm lake, Androcles set up a portable star chart table and they got down to business.


“…Something you said about the tunnels father, and the ore that permeates this area of the continent.” Andro was speaking as he held the mug of his mother’s coffee in his hand. No one was wearing their armor, most in fatigue pants and t-shirts to be honest. Andro wore his standard fatigue pants and combat boots but no t-shirt, his brothers choosing to mirror this style of dress as they all sat around on the ground, most of them drinking their mother’s coffee. Martin, Danny, Wayonn, Murano and the others wore t-shirts and fatigue pants with their boots, though all of them were still very much armed. Josie Miller wore a standard tank top, her firm breasts pushing against the fabric of the shirt, but Josie knowing that no remarks about her sexually would ever be made in this company. She was a fully recognized warrior in this group she knew and she held their respect. No one among this group of men would ever make such comments towards any woman anyway Josie knew. The chart table had four holodisks on it and Miranda Lorian, Sa'sur, Captain Patton and Armen occupied these four transmissions. Elynth, Torma, Daurgo and the other dragons within the Leonidas family and beyond all rested around this group of men and women.

“You said they were moving around in tunnels that appeared to be part of the old city’s infrastructure and those they had dug after.” Andro continued. “I put it to Armen and we came to the conclusion that if this was indeed the case, there would need to be other entrances and exits for they still needed air to breathe and circulate as well as vent the heat from their breeding centers. All of those tunnels leading here to Jorlari from the surrounding area.”


Martin nodded his head as he sipped his own coffee. “It’s the only way they got around without us picking them up on ground sensors. The damn ore.” He said.


“Armen came up with the idea of using Alpha Nine and the others to get in and map the tunnels.” Andro continued. “We could track their Duridium exoskeletons with a Neutrino based scan. The Drones you and Manda have with you were made at Dreamland. They aren’t made out of Duridium.”


“Very nice catch Armen.” Miranda commented from within her transmission. “Very nice indeed.”


-Thank you, Admiral Lorian- Armen answered.   

“Then it was just a matter of using Alpha Nine and the others to fully map the tunnels as quickly as they could and then hitting them at critical points.” Andro finished speaking as he sipped his coffee. “Mainly wherever they were keeping these breeding hives that you thought were here.”

“And that’s why the FAEs?” Martin asked.


Andro nodded his head. “I did not want to use them knowing what they could do if one hit wrong, but it was really the only weapon we have that would not have contaminated this entire area for centuries and still guaranteed we got them all.”


“We are very thankful to you for that young Androcles.” Nalmos spoke from where he sat on the ground beside the Junior Justice from Microu, Denrak.

Andro looked at the man. “My apologies for the damage the weapons did cause sir.” He spoke respectfully. An Alpha wolf speaking respectfully to a Beta wolf, no matter his years, did not go unnoticed by Denrak. “It could not be avoided and we needed to be sure all of them were caught in the kill zone.”

Nalmos almost found himself laughing for he had not been this happy in years. “My boy, the damage your weapons caused is miniscule compared to what we can now do. Infrastructure can be replaced, however hard it is, lives cannot.”


Andro saw Denrak nod his head in agreement. “Avoi.” He spoke softly.


“We did get them all right?” Wayonn asked the question.


-I believe I can answer that Martin- Avi’s voice echoed in the transmission where Miranda sat.


“Go Avi.” Martin spoke.


-Admiral Lorian and Captain Akemi approved a linking of our sensor grid on the ARC ROYAL with SPARTA'S WRATH late last night- Avi explained. -With her expanded spectrum and more powerful arrays we were able to scan the entire planet, even though there are parts where the ore is prominent. We have been able to determine, with a ninety-four percent ratio, that no Svorag remain-

Martin nodded his head. “Now that is what I like to hear.” He said. “Now, I want to make it a hundred percent.”

“I have Ordin sending out his Spiketail detachments to those areas with tunnels King Leonidas.” Daurgo spoke in a deep and gravelly voice. Most agreed that it suited him though everyone was still trying to get used to the fact that their dragon brothers and sisters could now actually speak. “Their size is the key here because they can enter all but the smallest tunnels. They will search the tunnels to be sure, and if any do remain they will finish them.”  


Martin nodded his head again. “Manda, Sa'sur, what about the Kintaur?”

All of them saw Miranda chuckle. “I’ll let Sa'sur handle that. She is just as protective of her ship as I am it seems.”


“They scratched my ship!” Sa'sur complained. “I had to send out two DCTs to bang out the dent and repaint it!”


“Was that during or after you laid down that whoop ass on them?” Captain Patton asked with a grin.


Sa'sur couldn’t help herself now and she shook her head. She would take a ribbing from her fellow fleet officers for a while she knew. She looked at Martin. “Two hundred and twenty-nine Kintaur ships were destroyed King Leonidas. The rest ran like the nubous cowards they are. Per Andro’s orders, I let them go.

“Survivors?” Martin asked her, smiling slightly for he had already heard about how Sa'sur had reacted when they Kintaur opened fire on her.


“Four hundred and sixty-seven pulled from escape pods.” Sa'sur answered. “I have them under guard in the Dragon Den on the SCIMITAR at the moment. They are a pretty motley bunch and the dozen dragons we had on board from the adolescent training brigade on Elear has all of them about to sibfla in their pants. They’re docile enough now.”


“That won’t last.” Martin spoke softly. “Jesus, I didn’t expect that many. Ideas?”


“Admiral Lorian and I were talking about that this morning.” Sa'sur continued. “There is what appears to be a large Kintaur wreck floating around up here. It was hit by two HAVOC missiles that amazingly ripped through the ship and exploded after they had passed through the hull. Most of the crew were sucked into space through the hull breaches, but the ship is pretty much still intact. If we repair the damage to the hull, we can re-purpose it as a prison ship. At least temporarily.”

“How long?” Martin asked.


“I can put a portion of my worker drones and a dozen engineers on it. Say four to five days.” Sa'sur answered.


Martin nodded his head. “Do it. I don’t want them on one of our ships any longer than necessary. And double the guard on them Sa'sur. Don’t take any chances.”


Sa'sur nodded her head. “Milord.”


“And enough of this Milord sibfla!” Martin exclaimed in a disgusted voice. “You guys are giving me a freaking head ache!”


“How does pain in the ass sound then?” Danny quipped and then everyone was roaring with hearty laughter.


Denrak looked at Nalmos with wide eyes and Nalmos could only smile and laugh as well. It was a first in anyone’s history as far as he was concerned. A King who did not want to be King. A King who regarded all around him as equals.


“We’ll have to keep SPARTA'S WRATH and her escorts in close to the planet Martin.” Miranda spoke now as the laughter subsided. “Captain Patton kind of bumped into a few of the old satellites in orbit as he was playing Calvary. You were right about them being used by someone else to track our movements, but unfortunately when Captain Patton ran them over, it caused them to explode against his hull. Whoever was using them against us had added an additional Tachyon power matrix source to their fusion cores. Probably to keep anyone from detecting the added sensor equipment. The explosions caused a Reflecting Tachyon Wave to emanate outward from Ventori nearly half a light year. The entire planetary system is now saturated. It overloaded most of our Tachyon Induction Coils to the point where it will be a couple of days before they can purge the excess particles. Only SPARTA'S WRATH and her escorts are inside that ring and were unaffected.”


“They were in low orbit and powered down.” Patton spoke now. “We didn’t see them until it was too late. My apologies King Leonidas.”


Martin waved his hand dismissively. “Christ I ain’t perfect. I don’t expect anyone else to be. You saved our bacon when you dropped in over Discovery Base. Hell, you scared the piss out of me George!”


“How does that affect you and the others Manda?” Andro asked now.


Miranda shook her head. “We have four CAPS up round the clock. Our sensor abilities are cut by roughly half, but I have four RAPTORS on the outer edges of the system as extended eyes and ears. They can cover the system well enough for early warning. Armen has realigned SPARTA'S WRATH and her escorts in mid to high orbits in order to cover the system, but with the residual particles floating around, it will be hard to get clear scans. They don’t have to purge their Induction Coils but even their sensors will be limited by the excessive remnant of Tachyon sources.”


“What about ships coming in?” The new voice asked and they all turned to see Anthylea move up to the command group holding the data pad in her hand. “Refugee ships will be arriving shortly.”

Miranda shook her head. “They were not in the system when the burst happened so they are safe. Armen can act as their beacon and direct them when they enter the system. As long as they maintain normal speed they’ll be fine.” She answered quickly. “And even at this reduced output, we could still pick up any Kintaur ships the moment they entered the system. Those fugly things radiate so brightly, even a blind mute could see them.” This brought chuckles from all around as most everyone knew how Miranda viewed the Kintaur and their large, blocky looking ships.


“No… tell us how you really feel Admiral.” George Patton spoke with a smirk, causing everyone else to once more chuckle softly.   

Anthylea held out the data pad to Martin. Unlike her beloved Saydia, Anthylea found herself completely comfortable being around Martin Leonidas and other males among the Lycavorians and other species here. As many of the Tasmor had discovered since being here, they didn’t care that the Tasmor were primarily a female species and culture. If you followed the same ideals and values and you fought, you were a friend to them. “The first six Tasmor transports will be arriving in three hours with the first load of refugees who decided to return.” She spoke. “Eight thousand all told.”


“That many?” Martin asked surprised.


Anthylea nodded her head. “Your presence seems to have inspired your people.”


“You let Saydia and your Quorum know this?” He asked.


Anthylea nodded her head. “With the exception of a few, they know this is the future for our people and they are embracing it as each day passes. Vesara and the others will come around eventually.” 

Martin held the pad for a moment. “Ok… this changes things.” He spoke. He looked around at the gathered men and women until he found the person he was looking for. “Lirana?”


“The coordinates you wanted the emergency buildings set up in is large enough Milord.” She answered. “If we bring them down in shifts we should be able to erect the buildings as we go. Do we have enough of these portable buildings?”


Danny chuckled as he sipped his coffee, Martin not being the only one who detected that Lirana had said we. It was infectious as Martin knew it would be. The need to help others of their kind no matter what. The desire to be part of that overall, the pull of such a commitment for a Lycavorian no matter their caste, it was just too great. “Hell… we got enough of those to set up a small city.” He stated. “You tell me how many you need initially and I throw together a detail and get them down.”


“Queen Anja says the first one to be erected is to be the medical facility. In the center. We work outwards from there.” Lirana spoke.


Danny nodded his head. “Done deal.” He spoke. “I’ll handle it fervon.” He said looking at Martin.


“King Leonidas… your communications people have also told me they are beginning to receive calls from all over the planet from survivors.” Lirana spoke. “Queen Anja told me I needed to ask you for permission to go after them.”


Martin looked at her surprised. “Really? When it comes to matters like that she usually tells me to shut up and let her handle it.”

“I had a moment of weakness. It will pass soon enough.” Anja’s voice came from behind Martin, though he had said what he did because he had smelled her sweet honey scent the moment she exited their personal quarters. He knew Aricia and For'mya were up now as well, but Anja had always been an early riser and she could be up and moving within minutes.


Martin turned as Anja’s comment brought soft laughter from their children and the others gathered. With a mug of coffee in one hand, Anja wrapped her other arm around his waist and they shared a soft kiss of love right there in front of everyone, the powerful emotion between them automatically being felt by Aricia and For'mya as they dressed. It was something the six Queens of the Union did now without even thinking about it and it made them so much closer because of it.


“I checked with COMS before coming over here.” Anja told him as she sipped her coffee and looked at him. “At least seven calls from within three hundred kilometers. Anywhere from twenty to a hundred and fifty in size.”


“What do you need?” Martin asked her.


“Several of our KADEN transports and four teams of people to assist. Endy has already agreed that she and Tina will fly us around on our STRIKER.” Anja answered. “Those that came with Lirana and those that stayed behind when Konlar and Thoti left have already volunteered to help as well. Dee will run things here. I have also drafted Tobia, Mari, Calyb and Retta. It will be good field experience for them. Retta told me that they have passed their accelerated Agoge.” Anja looked at Androcles now for confirmation and he nodded his head.

“Calyb got superior ratings in hand-to-hand as well as the Nehtes. Yannis said he hasn’t seen anyone better since Eli went through her Agoge.” Androcles told his mother.

Anja tilted her head to the side knowingly. “And Retta?”

“She did well enough to pass with an above average rating in combat skills and a good rating in everything else medwaw. Yannis said she excelled at Theoretical Tactics.” Androcles replied. “Which is better than I did to be honest.”

“That’s only because you spent more time helping your father and Uncle Danny write the damn course then actually going through it!” Anja hissed at him.

Androcles looked at her with a grin. “Her skills are solid enough mother. She needs field experience so that she can hone them.”

Anja nodded her head then, trusting in her son’s assessment of his sibling’s skills. She knew Androcles would never put them in harms ways if they were not at least as well prepared as they could be.  
“Ok…” Anja said turning to look at Murano with a smile. “Tobia wanted to help because she said she needed to get away from you for a few hours. You are wearing her out.” Anja jerked her thumb at Martin. “You’ve been hanging around Andro, who pesters Sadi and the others endlessly, and this big, oversexed lug too much.”

Martin looked at Murano as well as he turned his head and everyone laughed heartily as both Murano and Andro looked at the ground totally embarrassed.


“Thank you mother.” Andro muttered which brought even more laughter to the group and caused Denali to elbow his brother in the gut.


Martin couldn’t help but smile for he was not embarrassed in the least and he nodded his head as he leaned over to kiss the top of Anja’s head while pulling her closer to him. “You’ll have them.” He stated. “We will need to…”


Dynina stood quietly outside the building she had slept in last night, not that sleep came to her at all. Dynina could not recall when she had felt such complete happiness flowing through her. The smell and feel of family filled her senses once more, just as it had when she was among Sumar and Sateia. It was very nearly overwhelming, and the few hours she had spent in the small building she was weeping in joy. So much of what Sumar had told her in their time together had come true, was still coming true, and Dynina welcomed it completely. She could feel the emotions of glee within Perlae, Ishma and Awser inside the camp as they mingled with their family and others. It was a day that Dynina had waited nearly fifteen thousand years for, at times wondering if it would ever happen at all. Now that it was here, her feelings were beyond what she thought herself still capable of.

Though she smelled Jezima, Gorgo and Dasha easily, she waited until Sumar’s mother announced herself for she could sense that Jezima was not yet completely comfortable around those who knew she was approaching before she could see them.


“Dynina?” Jezima spoke as she came up behind her with Gorgo and Dasha on either side of her.


Dynina couldn’t help herself and she turned quickly and embraced Jezima tightly, her eyes becoming moist once more. Jezima seemed surprised at first, but then the same emotions that were coursing through Dynina were filtering through her as well. Jezima pulled back slightly and looked at the women, both of them rather close in age, and she squeezed her arms tightly.


“Thank you Jezima.” Dynina spoke softly.


“For… for what?” Jezima asked confused.


“For bringing Sumar into this life.” Dynina spoke. “For raising him as you and your husband did. For making him the man he was.”


Jezima held back the tears as well and she smiled. “Then I should thank you as well. Sateia did something that no one else was ever able to do. She captured the heart of my son, and she made him complete. She loved him and I know he loved her. Wayonn showed me some of his memories of them and it was beautiful.”


Dynina looked back to where she had been watching Martin and the others. “And look what that love has given us. What we thought lost so long ago was never really lost Jezima, it simply needed time to evolve.”


Jezima nodded her head. “Yes it did.”


“Dynina?” Gorgo spoke now holding out the mug of coffee with a smile. Gorgo knew exactly how Dynina and Jezima felt, for she had experienced the very same thing all those years ago when she discovered Martin still lived. “Aricia made this blend of coffee when she carried Androcles in her womb. It has become quite popular across the Union and most of our nathos is addicted to it now.”


Dynina took the mug gratefully and sipped it slowly. Her eyes grew a little wider when she tasted it and she looked at Gorgo. “This is delicious!” She gasped in delight. She glanced at Dasha. “I see that your daughter is just as gifted as she is beautiful.”


Dasha chuckled. “She has her moments.” She stated with a smile. 


Dynina looked back as she heard the laughter behind them and she saw the red haired Queen Anja now clinging to Martin’s side and everyone laughing at something she had said. “Tell me… how did… how did he…?”


Gorgo laughed softly herself. “How did he get six such strong willed and beautiful women to love him?”


Dynina smiled at Gorgo’s expression. “Yes.”


Dasha laughed softly now. “We have been asking ourselves that for many years Dynina.” She answered. “We still have not come up with an answer that makes any sense.”


Dynina couldn’t help but laugh and she turned back to where they were all gathered. “How does he do it?” She asked another question. “He was… just hours ago he was a hardened soldier in a life or death struggle, all of them were. Now they, I sense only peace among them.”


Gorgo turned her head and looked at her son. “He has always been like that.” She answered. “It is like he flips a switch inside. His father Leonidas was able to do the same thing. From what I understand Resumar had this gift as well. He draws people to him like moths to a flame. All of them do. Androcles is more like his father, but they all have that gift.”

“This is… Sumar had this gift.” Jezima spoke calmly.


Dynina nodded her head. “He did. I saw it many times through the years. He united so many packs on Lycavore. They flocked to him, put their trust in him. And then his son Resumar.” She turned back to Jezima. “He was just like his father you know.”


“You mean stubborn as a rock?” Jezima asked with a smile.


Dynina laughed aloud once again feeling happy and welcome. “Oh Jezima! You never met Sateia!” She said with joyfulness. “There did not exist two more stubborn and pig headed individuals than your son and my daughter. Talking to one of them was like talking to both of them so identical were they. It is no wonder that they loved each other so intensely. They were so much alike.” Dynina turned back to watch them and she saw Martin lean over to kiss Anja’s head. “Tell me… tell me of this tiny Queen. This Anja Leonidas. She is so small yet there is… there is something powerful about her.”


“What do you mean?” Gorgo asked now.


Dynina canted her head slightly. “She is… she is different somehow.”


“You mean because she is only half Lycavorian?” Dasha asked.


Dynina shook her head quickly. “Oh no. That she was turned is obvious to any pureblood wolf, though to be honest, I have never seen a more powerful turned Alpha female in all of my years. No one can disguise that. This one though… she has a powerful pull over him that his other wives and mates do not.”


Dasha glanced at her now intrigued. “In what way? Aricia is his Anome.” She said.


Dynina nodded her head. “There is no question of that Dasha. The connection and love between them is pure and unbreakable. It is exactly what I saw between Resumar and Eliani. Nothing living or dead could ever sunder their love for one another. That is what I see between Martin and Aricia as well, but this Anja. It is different with her.”

“Anja is the first woman that Martin ever truly loved.” Aricia’s voice carried to them and they all turned to see her and For'mya walk up holding hands and each of them with their own coffee.


Dynina watched as Aricia and For'mya greeted everyone, including her, and then Aricia stood between her mother and Jezima while For'mya stood beside Gorgo. Dynina looked at Aricia once more. “I don’t understand. He did not discover you first?” She asked.


Aricia shook her head. “Oh no.” She replied. “Martin found Anja many years before he claimed me, Dysea and all of us. He found her before he ever knew who and what he was. He loved her before he had this knowledge.”


“I don’t understand.” Dynina said.


“It is a long and complicated story, how our Beloved discovered who and what he truly is. Someday, when we have several weeks, we will share it with you. How he discovered all of us. Claimed and loved all of us.” For'mya answered her with a smile. “It is quite the story.”


“Anja is… there are many among our people who have tried for years to determine who Martin will reach for most after me as his Anome. Who he favors most after me they say. They agree it is Anja.” Aricia continued now. “We always tease him about it and it is quite funny to be honest, but our people are very smart and they are very correct. He would never admit it, I don’t think he even realizes it for the most part, but we all know the answer to that.”

“First love is always a very powerful thing.” Dynina said with a nod.


“Yes.” Aricia said.

“This does not bother any of you?” Dynina asked.

 “Anja is so much more than that to all of us.” Aricia said shaking her head. “She always has been. She is our first love as well in many ways. She is our confidence and our compassion. She gives without question and asks for nothing in return. She will deny it, dismiss it, and make jokes about it, all because she doesn’t believe it or does not want to believe it.”

“Why?” Dynina asked.

Aricia shrugged her shoulders. “It does not matter now.” She replied. “Not after we have been together for so long. I may be Martin’s Anome yes, and For'mya his Kinsoaurgai, but Anja is… she is our apria. Our core. We all know this, and we all love her more for it.”

Dynina turned her head and looked at Anja in the distance. “Does she know how all of you feel about her?” She asked softly.


“She may.” Aricia said. “But like I said, she will never admit it because she does not wish it to be this way. In many ways she can be just as silent and unmoving as our Beloved. Martin Leonidas would sacrifice all he is for any one of us, take any risk, remove any obstacle and kill any who stood in his way. We all know this. But for Anja, for Anja I believe the toll taken from those who would attempt or succeed in harming her would be so much more, for it is she who opened his heart to love for the very first time.”


“Avoi.” Dasha spoke softly.


“Then embrace that.” Dynina said softly. “Embrace it and hold it tight just as you have.” 


For'mya nodded her head. “Our love for each other, the six of us, it knows only one thing Dynina.” She motioned to where Martin stood. “That beautiful specimen of a man right there, he is why we can do what we do. Why we feel what we feel for each other. That is all that matters to us.”


Aricia and For'mya smiled at Dynina and then moved away from the four women. She watched as they moved quickly down to the large clearing by the lake and joined Martin and Anja. Dynina watched them share deep, emotional kisses with Anja and then Martin and then she saw them pull Anja between them as they got down to the business at hand.


Dynina watched them for a long moment and then turned to Jezima, Gorgo and Dasha. “I have never felt such a connection between women. And Martin is the focus. It… his son… Androcles, he is the same with his wives and mates?” She said softly.


Gorgo nodded her head. “Sadi, Ne'Veha and the others are the same way with Andro, yes.” She told her. “It is almost identical to what his mothers share with each other to be honest. Talking to one of them is like talking to all of them. Many have tried to explain it, none have succeeded. It’s almost as if they have blended into one distinct individual.”


Dynina looked back when she heard more laughter. “If what Aricia says is true, then I fear for anyone who wishes to do harm to her, or any of those he calls mate.” She turned back to Gorgo and Dasha. “I get the feeling that recent events of which I am unaware of have made my grandson Martin quite unforgiving when it comes to the welfare of those he calls wives and mates.”


Gorgo looked at Dasha quickly and then back to her. “Unforgiving would be a mild term to describe what my son would do to any who brought or intended to do them harm.”

“A truer statement than that has never been uttered.” Dasha spoke softly.

COLS FAST ATTACK FRIGATE

MOON RUNNER

Lazar moved onto his bridge and directly to where his Operations Officer stood at his station.  Laon Kavar looked up as Lazar stopped beside him. Like Rhaos Kyer, Laon had grown up with Lazar, a member of one of the only two Mountain Packs that were allowed to reside in the capital city. Also like Rhaos, Laon was completely loyal to his pack and their people, and not in the least bit loyal to Lazar's father the King. Lazar waited until Rhaos moved over beside them before he began speaking.

“How soon?” Lazar asked.


“Nine minutes twenty seconds.” Laon answered without hesitation. When Lazar didn’t answer right away Laon looked at him intently. “Lazar?” Laon asked looking at him.


“I have been studying the intelligence we have on the Tri-Alliance from their time among us all those years ago.” Lazar told him in a soft voice so that it did not carry even to wolf ears.


Laon nodded his head. “There isn’t much.” He spoke.


“I thought your father had sealed all of that information?” Rhaos asked.


“He did.” Lazar said softly. “Most of it none of our people could understand anyway, but it is where we got the ideas for advancing our engine designs and studies.”


“We should have been studying it more.” Rhaos said. “Not locking it away.”


“Makes you wonder what was in it.” Laon said.


“Tell me about it.” Lazar agreed. “Laon, how fast would it take you to completely power down the ship once we revert from our jump. Nothing but minimal life support and enough power to use our thrusters and keep the Stealth Screen in place?”


“Why would we want to do that?” Laon asked him.


Rhaos met his eyes. “Lazar, you have that look in your eye.” He said.


Lazar looked at him intently before answering. “Humor me Laon.” He spoke finally.


Laon looked back at his instruments and then returned his gaze to Lazar. “If I prep the shutdown, perhaps seven seconds.” He answered. 


“And how detectable would we be?” Lazar asked.


Laon shrugged his broad shoulders. “If we were talking about our people, I would say none. Given out Intelligence on these Tasmor and the Kintaur that we know exist in this sector, I would say we would be a hole in space.” He answered. “If our intelligence is accurate they are only a few hundred years ahead of us in engine technology, our instruments and our shields are a match for theirs and our weapons slightly better. At least from what our Intelligence says.”

“If our Intelligence is accurate.” Rhaos said.

Lazar nodded in agreement. “Yes, if.”

“If we are talking about these new Lycavorians like that look on your face tells us you are; I can’t answer that.” Laon continued evenly. “Nasso says his other ships were running full EMCOM Lazar. No unnecessary emissions at all and they saw right through them. I don’t know.”


“Could we do a low band sensor burst into the system before we revert?” Lazar asked. “Get an idea of what is there?”


Laon nodded his head now. “I can use a low frequency EM burst. It would look like a normal spatial anomaly.”


“So no one would detect it?” Rhaos asked.


Laon shook his head. “Not unless they were of the mind to trace its origin.” 


Lazar was silent for a moment then nodded his head. “Do it.”


Laon turned quickly. “Deflector Officer! Re-tune Deflector harmonics to low band 234.971. Prepare to initiate a sensory EM pulse.”


Lazar turned slightly when he saw the movement to his right and the large Lycavorian at the Secondary Operations Console rose to his feet. This was Sibot It’om, one of the three spies his father had on his ship. Osrod trusted no one, and nearly every ship had spies such as Sibot on them. Those who reported directly to his father on all activities. Sibot, like all of the others, was nothing more than a brute who thought his position gave him status and control. Lazar, like many other officers in their fleet had made things very clear when they discovered who these men were. They commanded the ships they were on and they would not be challenged.

“Commander.” Sibot spoke. “May I inquire as to what you are doing?”


Lazar looked at him fully now. “If I wanted you to know I would have told you Senior Lieutenant.” He replied. “However, since you seem so inquisitive, I am having Commander Laon initiate a low band EM pulse into the system in order to get a better idea of what we may be facing.”

“Sir! That could reveal our position.” Sibot spoke.


Laon looked up from his station and shook his head. “Sibot, shut up you fool!” Laon snapped. “You have no idea what you are talking about!” Laon pressed several touch buttons on his console. “Pulse away!” He announced. “Seven minutes until reversion.”

“How soon?” Lazar asked him.


“We should start getting data back instantly.” Laon answered as he watched his screens. Lazar noted that Laon’s brow furrowed and he stepped closer to him.


“What?” He asked.


Laon shook his head. “The planetary system. It is saturated with tachyon particles. The only clear part is the planet itself out to several hundred kilometers.”


“Tachyon particles?” Rhaos asked moving slightly closer to his friend. He looked at the instruments and his own eyes grew slightly wider. “How is that possible Laon?” He traced the screen slowly. “This gradient indicates an outward pivot from the planet.”


Laon shook his head. “I don’t know. An explosion of some sort in the atmosphere maybe. That would push it away from the planet.” He replied. “I’m picking up a lot of debris as well. Metallic in nature. If I had to guess, I’d say it was ship debris of some kind. Some of it right near our reversion point.”

“How soon?” Lazar asked.


“Four minutes ten seconds!” Laon spoke.


“Make your modifications Laon.” Lazar spoke as he moved to his Command Station and settled into the chair. “Rhaos, adjust our reversion point to just behind the third moon here.” He pointed to the chart. “This should provide us natural interference.”


“A tachyon surge this large would surely knock out any ship board sensors Lazar.” Rhaos told him.


“Why take the chance?” Lazar told him. “If they are as advanced as Gomar’s report suggested, how do we know a tachyon surge would knock out their sensors? Perhaps it only degraded their abilities. I would rather take every advantage I can use.”

Rhaos nodded his head. “Point taken.” He said. “I’ll bring us in as close to the moon as I can.”

COALITION OF LYCAVORIAN STATES CLAIMED SPACE
CAPITAL PLANET JETANIA
NORTHERN CONTINENT

WESTERN TANTIA MOUNTAIN RANGE

RANEV PACK; MAIN SETTLEMENT OF WARIM
 


Loras Ranev was very well known and respected within Warim. In truth, most everyone in Warim would die for her in an instant. She was the recognized Matriarch of their people, at least those Mountain Packs who adhered to her word. There were some Mountain Packs in the far reaches of the third continent who had yet to recognize her status, but they were not hostile and they all hated Osrod and his rule. Loras had no intention of forcing them to follow her, that was not her way. If they did not trust her enough yet to lead them or follow her word, then she would earn that trust with her actions. Loras had no worries about walking the streets of Warim and having it discovered that she lived. Since Warim’s death, Osrod had tried to get agents into the city four different times. All of them were discovered within hours of moving into the city and either shown very quickly to the city gates, or they disappeared quietly and forever. 
Osrod had stopped sending agents after the fourth attempt for he did not want to push the Mountain Packs to open rebellion against him. He had numbers and ships and weapons, but the Mountain Packs knew their land and everything on it. Their young warriors were in far superior physical condition than most of the packs who resided within the lower cities, and they adhered to a code of honor that did not allow much leeway. Any civil conflict between the Mountain Packs and the Plains and City Packs would result in casualties that no one was willing to suffer. In truth, Loras knew that even if he discovered that she still lived, her position as Matriarch to the Mountain Packs would stop him from attempting anything. The Mountain Packs were steeped in honor and tradition, and any attempt against the one they considered their Matriarch would incite open warfare and unite all the Mountain Packs across the planet.


That did not mean that precautions were not taken and the men and women of Warim did not take her security seriously.  

 There were many times when young warriors from the City and Plains Packs would venture into the mountain lands in order to test their mettle against the sturdy beasts that lived there, and for the most part they were left alone to succeed or fail. More often than not, these warriors were hoping to catch a Mountain Pack female who was in Phase and had strayed too far from their settlements. Mountain Pack females were prized for their exquisite beauty and resilience, and their devotion to their mates and Packs. On the rare occasion when a male Alpha stumbled across a female in Phase and was able to claim her, the young male had to present himself to the young woman’s family. Mountain Packs were very different from the City and Plains Packs. They cared nothing for material possessions and their families and packs were the most important thing to them aside from their honor. A young City or Plains male who thought he could claim a Mountain Pack female and simply offer a dowry of credits or gifts was quickly shown the error of his ways and unless the young female wished otherwise, he was escorted from the Mountains with a thorough beating and told never to return. Most of the Mountain Pack’s young females did not think otherwise for they had been raised in the honor bound and sometimes harsh life and they wanted an Alpha who was devoted to them and them alone. This had occurred a few dozen times in their history and only four of these times had the Alpha male succeeded in impressing the fathers of the young females. All four of them were now honored members of the Mountain Packs, being quickly indoctrinated and accepted into their unique way of life and committing themselves to the young females. Of those four instances, Loras knew of at least sixteen children between them, and the young males worshiped their wives and mates completely.

Loras made her way down the wide street, allowing the scent of the mountain flowers to filter through her senses as she moved through the crowd towards the Southern Tram building. Warim had an extensive Tram system built over the last decade because of its size and now that Tram connected fourteen other Packs throughout the Mountain Ranges to the South and East, all the way up to the Southern Coast. It was a marvel of Lycavorian engineering and something that Warim’s father and then Warim had dedicated their lives to. Loras had seen to it that it had been completed and it had served the Mountain Packs for over a century now and provided many of the jobs that kept Warim and most of the settlements prosperous and healthy. Four new Tram lines had been built that connected directly to the capital city Drinda, one linking here in Warim, though it was closely monitored by Warim’s Security Forces. Loras saw Rylin by the west entrance easily enough and she moved up to her with graceful strides.

Rylin looked around Loras, her eyes searching for the security that usually followed the Matriarch wherever she went. “You left them behind?” She asked.


Loras nodded her head. “I told them I was going to be with you.”


Rylin chuckled softly at this. “Ah… that explains it.”


Loras smiled and nodded her head. All Lycavorians knew who Rylin was and the role she played as Priestess to their people. There were rumors that went back millennia about the strange powers that the Priestess had and while they respected and honored her position, most chose to avoid contact with her because she was feared. 

“I assumed, given what you said to me, that security would not be an option.” Loras spoke.


Rylin smiles and took her arm. “You would be correct.” She said as she began to pull her along. “But you will be quite safe with me.”


“Are we going somewhere?” Loras asked. “The Tram entrance is above us.”


Rylin shook her head. “We are not using that Tram.” She spoke as they came around a corner into a secluded area of the outer building and Loras saw two cloaked figures by what appeared to be a maintenance doorway. Loras was not a fool and she was always cautious knowing that Osrod would want her dead if he knew she lived, but she detected no danger in the air and she trusted Rylin completely. They moved right up to where the two cloaked figures stood and Loras knew immediately that they were female.

“Omrad is waiting Lady Rylin.” One figure spoke and Loras was stunned at the voice for she recognized it instantly.


“Taris?” She gasped aloud.


The slim figure reached up and drew back the cowl of the cloak and Loras was then looking at the utterly captivating ice blue eyes and luscious blue black hair of Garget Ranev’s youngest daughter. Loras gasped aloud and pulled her quickly into a warm embrace that Taris returned with equal emotion.

Taris Ranev was only twenty-three years old and just a few weeks’ shy of her very first Coming of Age fever. Loras had been present at her birth, was her Guardian Alpha and had last seen her on the day of her joining Rylin’s secretive Black Watch. A group of young men and women whose only duty was the protection of the Oracle’s sacred Scrolls. As Loras stood there looking at her, it all made sense. The Black Watch did not safeguard Scrolls, it safeguarded the Oracle herself if what Rylin told her was true. 

Taris Ranev was five foot four inches of muscular femininity. Her luxuriant hair fell to the top of her incredibly firm ass and had three braids on either side that were drawn back into the lush thickness. The simple tan outfit did not hide her womanly figure in the least, her breasts firm and high, her waist slim and her overall musculature incredibly defined. Her cheekbones were prominent as were her full lips, but it was her eyes that could capture and hold you. Ice blue and able to hold you in place with their beauty. She was Garget’s youngest child and his only daughter after eleven boys. He had doted over her from the day she was born, and while he did not fully believe in the Prophecy, he would do anything for his only daughter, as would all of her brothers. Garget knew that the Black Watch underwent intense schooling and training with the Priestess and he wanted to insure his daughter was capable of defending herself against any male because he knew her beauty would draw the fools like flies. He had agreed to her joining the Black Watch for it made Taris happy and he and his wife and mate saw her quite often.

“It is very good to see you Lady Loras.” Taris spoke with a dazzling smile and a unique glint to those ice blue eyes. 

Rylin motioned to the door with her hand. “Before you enter Loras you must understand that the protection of the Vomir is our foremost duty.” She told her. “If you step through this door it will become yours as well.”


Loras looked at her. “Of course Rylin. I know the importance of the Oracle and what she means to our people even if most do not. I believe in the Prophecy. How… how have you kept her existence secret for so long?”


Rylin nodded her head. “Keeping that secret is second nature to us. If you step through this door Loras, you will believe in far more than just the Prophecy of our people. It is far larger than you can imagine.”


Loras looked at her confused. “What do you mean?”


Taris reached out and took her hand. “Lady Loras, do you trust me? Do you trust my father?”


“Without question.” Loras answered instantly.


“Then trust in me now.” Taris spoke as she motioned to the door.


Loras nodded her head once more and Taris turned to the door, touching something on her wrist. Loras heard the door unlock and slide open and still holding her hand, Taris led her into the interior. Loras’s wolf eyes adjusted quickly to the light change and she found herself in what appeared to be a section of the Tram’s piping and controls. She was silent as Taris led her forward and the door slid shut behind them. It was a true maze inside yet Taris maneuvered them through the mass of pipes and steel beams with elegance and grace. They came to a second door after walking for several minutes and it opened before they reached it. Taris led her inside and Loras saw the tall Alpha male waiting by the plain, seamless wall in front of them. Loras turned as the door shut behind them again and she looked at Rylin. The light in the room grew as the door shut and Loras squeezed Taris’s hand tightly. 

“All is ready Rylin.” The male spoke and Loras looked at him as he bowed his head deeply to her. “It is a true honor Lady Loras.”


“Thank you Omrad.” Rylin said as she looked at Loras. “Omrad has served the Oracle the longest of any Black Watch member. He commands all of the Black Watch.”


Loras looked surprised. “I thought… I thought the Black Watch Commander was a female Alpha?”


Omrad nodded his head with a smile. “My wife and mate Lady Loras. She is the public face of the Watch and the Co-Commander. I am the shadow face.”


“Loras… you will need to contact Tingren and inform him you will be with us for the next several days.” Rylin told her. “So that he does not begin a search for you that will draw attention.”


Loras looked at her. “Several days!” Loras gasped. “Where… where are we going?”

“This is how it must be Loras.” Rylin said. “You must trust me. The Vomir did not send me to watch over you all those years ago just so that we could remove you at our whim. Your role in what is to come is vital Loras, as is Taris’s role. That is why she is here with you.”


“I don’t understand.” Loras spoke.


“A new world and future is about to descend on our people here Loras.” Rylin spoke. “And it will bring about sweeping change in how we think and act. You and Taris are part of that future. Please.”


Loras could sense nothing but truthfulness in Rylin’s words just as she always had. She could sense nothing but peace radiating from Taris as well and Taris she had known since she was born. Loras reached to her belt and drew up the small personal communicator and activated it. The response was instantaneous.


“Loras.” The voice of the male echoed in the small room and then his face appeared on the small screen.


“Tingren… I am going to be occupied with Rylin for the next few days.” Loras spoke. “I am safe my friend and have ample security. I wanted to inform you so that you do not worry.”


The man’s face crinkled in dislike. “Loras this is highly out of place.” He spoke.


“I know… but it is something I must do.” Loras said. “I will be fine.”


“What do I tell others who come seeking your counsel?” Tingren asked.


“Tell them I have gone to a retreat to consult with the Priestess.” Loras answered. “They will not question this.”


“And Garget?” Tingren asked.


Loras looked briefly at Taris, saw her nod and then back to the communicator.  “He will know where I have gone. Go and be with your wife and mate and your new son for a few days Tingren my loyal friend.”


The man seemed to hesitate for a moment but finally nodded his head. “As you wish Loras but if I don’t hear from you every day at this hour I will come looking for you!”


Loras looked at Rylin who also nodded her head. She turned back to the communicator. “Very well Tingren. Each day at this hour. I give you my word. Now go and be with your family.”


Loras ended the communication before he could answer and she looked at Rylin. “He will do as he says.” She spoke.


Rylin nodded her head again. “Indeed he will.” She spoke. “He is loyal to you and our people.” She looked at Omrad. “You may open the door Omrad.”


Loras watched as Omrad touched something on his arm and her eyes grew wide when she saw the large section of wall behind him simply disappear from view and reveal an entirely new chamber. Omrad stepped to the side and Taris led her into the large circular chamber with odd looking floor and ceiling. 


“What is this?” Loras asked as Rylin moved up beside her and Omrad stepped into the chamber and touched his wrist again. The wall appeared in front of her once more, just as solid as it was when they had first entered the outer room.


“This is the future.” Rylin spoke just before Omrad touched his wrist once more and the room was filled with a bright orange like light and the four of them vanished as the Teleporter activated.

COLS FAST ATTACK FRIGATE

MOON RUNNER


THREE HOURS NINETEEN MINUTES AFTER ENTERING VENTORI PLANETARY SYSTEM


Lazar sat quietly in his command chair as his crew did their jobs and he was content to watch. He had chosen his crew carefully, making sure to put more Mountain Pack members on his crew than City or Plains Packs. Warim had taught him not to trust easily, and after his father had Warim killed that sense of security had grown four fold. He could do nothing about the spies his father had planted on his ship, but he knew who all of them were thankfully. Sibot was just the most vocal and foolish. They had exited their last jump just where he had planned, behind the medium sized moon orbiting Ventori. The entire system was saturated with tachyon particles indicating something had indeed exploded in the upper atmosphere of Ventori and sent the particles out into the system in a circular pattern. Lazar had waited for ninety minutes with his engines and weapons on standby to make a quick exit while they floated in the upper gravity of the moon and made like a hole in space. When no ship made to come close to them, Lazar ordered their systems online at their lowest output so they could scan the surrounding area. The upper gravity of the moon provided some natural stealth and he kept their power output at extremely low levels in order to remain hidden as long as possible while he allowed his crew to do what they were trained to do. Lazar was thinking about his mother in Warim when Rhaos motioned him over to Laon’s station. He rose from his chair and moved there in eight strides.

“What do you have?” Lazar asked.


Laon looked at him. “Way more than I ever thought we would or could get.” He replied.


“What do you mean?” Lazar asked him.


“Now that we are in system I can tell you that it was a tachyon pulse that emanated from the planet.” Laon spoke. “Probably high up in the atmosphere. If I had to guess, I’d say some kind of older satellites that someone added tachyon power matrixes to in order to hide them. It spiraled outward and affected all the ships in the inner system. It’s why they haven’t found us yet.”


“Come again?” Lazar asked. “And speak normally Laon… Rhaos and I don’t understand you when you get excited.”


Laon chuckled and nodded his head. “It has to be affecting their sensors as well or they would have been all over us the moment we entered the system even with our Stealth Screen in place. I looked over Gomar’s report again, saw what their ships were doing and if they found our ships while under full EMCON then their sensors are far superior to ours in every way. This is why I know for a fact that they have been affected by this tachyon burst. They would have found us by now if they weren’t.”

Rhaos nodded his head. “It makes sense Lazar.” He told him. “If a big guess.”

Laon gave Rhaos a light punch in the arm. “The more advanced a system is, the more it is affected by things beyond your control.” Laon stated.


Lazar nodded his head. “I agree it’s a big assumption to make but I’m with you. How long will this last?”


“The tachyon particles per meter is slowly going down, so I estimate we have about eighteen hours before they can detect us.” Laon replied. “If their sensors are as good as I think.”


“Eighteen hours, I can work with that.” Lazar spoke quickly. “Can we scan the planet and surrounding area with our passive arrays?”


“I already have. The wreckage dotting the system is definitely Kintaur.” He replied. “It matches up with what our Intelligence told us. From the amount of wreckage, I would estimate the remains of at least two hundred Kintaur ships, probably more. I can detect one hundred and sixty-nine of these Union warships in the system, not including the fighters and smaller ships. Probably transports.”


“Fighters?” Lazar gasped.


Laon nodded his head. “I’m guessing the big ones that we can detect, nineteen of them right now, ranging in size from thirty-five hundred meters to forty-four hundred meters. Those have to be carriers of some sort Lazar. Capital Class and larger than our biggest ships by fifteen hundred meters easy, probably more. The big ronnus that Nasso and Gomar encountered is in a low orbit of the planet with four other ships.”

“Gomar said there were over three hundred ships that he was able to scan.” Lazar said.


Rhaos nodded his head. “Which means the others are still hidden or not in system.” He said. “I am leaning towards still hidden.”


“So over two hundred Kintaur ships came here and they attacked?” Lazar asked.


“Doesn’t look like it worked out too well for them.” Rhaos spoke flippantly. “They must be stupider than we thought.”


“Maybe…” Laon said. “But they left a treasure trove for us.”


“What do you mean?” Lazar asked.


“I was able to scan the nearest wrecks to our location.” Laon told him evenly. “Lazar, their engine technology is at least two or three hundred centuries ahead of our own. The general design is similar from what I could scan, but they are far more efficient and provide far more power.”


“Seriously?” Lazar asked.


Laon nodded his head quickly, and with an equal amount of excitement. “If I could get aboard one of those wrecks I could download their engine schematics and within months we could improve our own engines five fold.”


“Can you do that?” Rhaos asked.


Laon nodded his head. “The one closest to us is still relatively intact. The entire aft section is vented to space but it looks intact. There is a computer port just inside this hole in the hull here that I have pinpointed. I can power it up manually and then download what I need. This has to be the engineering section and the computer network would be connected to every system on the ship.”

“Won’t they detect it?” Lazar asked.


Laon shook his head. “Not a portable power source.” He spoke. “We may even be able to get weapons data.”


Lazar looked up and out of the view window at the front of their bridge. “Their weapons didn’t seem to help them a whole lot.” He spoke. He turned back to Laon. “What about on the planet?”


Laon shook his head. “Harder to tell.” He answered. “There seems to be some sort of large, localized jamming field radiating from this continent. A lot of the transports that I’ve tracked in the system are going back and forth into this field.”


“A base?” Rhaos said.


Laon nodded his head. “Pretty good bet.”


“Can we get to the surface undetected?” Lazar asked.


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


“We came here to get intelligence.” Lazar said. “If we can get that information without them ever knowing we were here?”


“That’s a big if Lazar.” Rhaos said. “If we are caught we don’t know what they will do. They could just kill us and be done with it.”


Lazar shook his head. “If they were of that mindset, wouldn’t they have just taken out Nasso and his ships in order to keep it secret?”


“He’s got a point Rhaos.” Laon stated. “They had our ships dead to rights. They could have blown Nasso’s nio mida out of the stars and been done with it. We’d have never known they existed.”


Rhaos thought about that for a moment and then nodded his head. “Ok… I’ll concede that point. But going to the planet? We know nothing about these Lycavorians Lazar.”


“Can you think of a better way to get that information?” Lazar asked him. “Can we scan their ships from here?”


Laon shook his head quickly. “An active scan would be detected instantly even through the tachyon particles in the system. I tried passive scans but whatever their hulls are comprised of, it’s not something I have ever seen before and our passive scans won’t penetrate it. It’s a mixture of metals that don’t exist in our data banks. Hell, I don’t know if an active scan would penetrate it, but that would certainly lead them right to us.”


“Is it possible to get the surface undetected then?” Lazar asked once more.


Laon adjusted his two monitors and pointed at one. “One of our two shuttles could plot a precise course through the thickest parts of the tachyon particles still in the system to the upper atmosphere and then down through the atmospheric layers. This area here, exactly sixty-seven kilometers from this dampening field, it is unusually hot and it is reaching four hundred and twelve kilometers into the upper atmosphere. We could hide in that and make our way down to the surface. We’d have to cover a lot of ground once we got there though, just to get close to this base we think is there, but it is doable.”

“Where is the heat coming from?” Lazar asked.


Laon adjusted his monitors once more. “Looks like some sort of seismic event. Residual heat from an explosion maybe? Can’t get a lot of details from here.”


“That far up into the atmosphere?” Rhaos asked.


“It’s possible.” Laon said. “No telling how long it will last though. We don’t have any information or charts on this planet to base seismic estimates on.”


Lazar was silent for a long moment until Rhaos met his gaze. “What are you thinking Lazar?” He asked his friend. 


“Two things actually.” Lazar answered. “That the intelligence we could gain would go a long way to giving the Mountain Packs more leverage against my father and his many cronies. Including the City and Plains Packs that support him out of nothing more than fear.”

Rhaos nodded his head. “I’ll give you that one, but we don’t want to incite a civil war Lazar.” He stated. 
Lazar nodded. “I know.”

“What else?” Rhaos asked him.

“That we could be sticking our noses into something that is so far beyond us and our ability to understand or cope with it, that we’ll get our asses handed to us in a very large way.” Lazar finished.


“Exactly my thoughts.” Rhaos said.


“There is no gain without risk.” Lazar said.


“You are going to quote Garget?” Rhaos gasped. “Now? That isn’t fair Lazar! Not by a longshot.”


Laon nodded his head. “I agree, that’s not fair.” He stated with a smile. “Now, when do we go?”


Lazar grinned at him and Rhaos shook his head with a smile. “How many do you need to get this data from the Kintaur wreck?”


“Three.” Laon answered.


“Take one of the shuttles.” Lazar told him. “Rhaos put together a ground team and make sure Sibot is on it.”


Rhaos looked at him with wide eyes. “Why?”


“I intend to leave his sorry carcass on that planet and be done with him just as my mother told me to do.” Lazar answered.


Rhaos looked at Laon and nodded. “Works for me.”


Laon nodded as well. “Me too.”


Lazar grunted and turned. “Let’s get started then. We got a lot to do and not a lot of time to do it. We need to be gone before this tachyon field clears completely or we will be sitting ducks.”

VENTORI


“…Still have not answered my question.” Duewa leaned against the portable computer console, her arms crossed over her ample chest and she watched as Anja was putting different things into the Field Medical Bag. “Anja!” She declared forcefully. 

Anja turned to face her. “Yes!” She answered trying to keep the smile from her beautiful face. “Ok? Yes… they have already Ascended.”

“I knew it!” Duewa declared. “How did you…?”


Anja turned to face her fully and leaned back against the table. “Eliani was able to sneak them in last year when she went for her Ascension. Before everything happened on Hadaria.” Anja told her. “Vana’s oldest as well. They were… they were advancing at such a complex level that we had to do it.”


“How did you get them into the Ascension Temple?” Duewa asked. “My mother always had guards posted at the entrances to…” Duewa rolled her eyes. “Never mind… that is a stupid question. My mother only ever went there for her own Ascension. She never cared about the Temple when she wasn’t there.”


“The Hadarian Militia, at least that part of it, was loyal to me.” Anja told her. “They only played along with your mother when she was there.”


Duewa shook her head slowly. “The more I discover, the more I realize just how ignorant my mother was. And how close I came to becoming just like her.”


Anja shook her head. “You were never like her Dee.” Anja said. “That is why you were able to break the hold she had on you.”


“Well… Thoti helped with that as well.” Duewa said with a smile.


Anja nodded her head. “Strange how a big cock and a man who knows how to use it can help you see things you would never have seen before isn’t it? Especially if they love you until you can’t stand it.” She spoke.

Duewa burst out laughing and waved her hand dismissively at Anja. “Carians, you are so bad!” She stated.


Anja winked at her. “That’s why Marty loves me.” She told her with a wide smile. “I’m his bad girl!”


They laughed together for several moments and then Duewa moved across the small distance and added something to the bag Anja was packing. She looked at her as they stood there together.


“Are you worried about them?” She asked more seriously.


Anja nodded her head slowly. “A little.” She replied honestly. “I trust the Agoge process though and I trust my son more. If Androcles says they are ready and just need field experience, then I accept that. Yannis is one of the finest instructors we have, and he does not give out free passes to anyone. Especially not anyone with the last name Leonidas.”


“Anja, not to change the subject, but have you given thought to those who will need to Ascend soon?” Duewa asked. “Without being able to access the Temple on Hadaria many will begin to lose their effectiveness. Myself among them.”


Anja looked at her and nodded. “That is why I always advocated for all of our Healers to teach themselves the skills that Yuriko’s husband Filrain taught himself over the years. He was able to go almost three decades and he only Ascended four times Dee.”

“I have begun his lessons myself but that will not…” Duewa spoke.


Anja cut her off with a nod. “I know.” She said. “That is where Sivana comes in.”


Duewa looked confused. “Your sister? How?”


“Ever since Buonau usurped us, Vana has been working on a plan to take away the one thing that your mother can hold over us.” Anja said.


“The Nebula.” Duewa commented.


Anja nodded her head now. “If your mother does not control it then she loses whatever leverage she may have over the Kavalians controlling Hadaria. She loses that leverage, she loses her power and influence.”


Duewa nodded now. “Yes, this is true.” She echoed.


“Vana may have come up with something.” Anja spoke. “I did not bring it to you because I wanted Marty to run it through that beautiful military mind of his and see what he said. It’s reckless and could potentially be a disaster, but if it succeeds it could wrench control of the nebula from your mother and there wouldn’t be a damn thing she could do about it.”


“How do you control a naturally occurring nebula from doing what it has done for thousands of years?” Duewa asked.


“Not control.” Anja said. “Direct.”


“I don’t follow.” Duewa said.


Anja smiled and reached for Duewa’s belt and took her P1. She lifted hers from her own belt and Duewa watched as she snapped the ends of both together making one pad. Anja typed quickly on hers and then Duewa heard several chirping sounds and finally a single beep. At that point Anja disconnected them and held Duewa’s back out to her.

“This will need your approval as well Dee.” Anja said holding her pad out to her.


“Mine?” Duewa gasped.


“I signed the order and sent it back with the last group of dispatches.” Anja told her with a nod. “You are now second in command of all Union Medical Forces and Projects Dee. Anuk did not want it, she loves the field too much and she said a Hadarian needs to hold that position. It’s been vacant since Eurin stepped down a decade ago.” Anja met her wide eyes. “It’s yours if you want it.”


“But you… you already put me in charge of Research Anja.” Duewa stammered aloud. “Why… why this? Why now? What about Eliani? She should be the one to…”


“Anuk is right.” Anja said with a shake of her head. “And Eliani already told me a long time ago that she does not want it even if I asked her to take it. The likelihood of her accepting now that she has found Jomann and Brendi is even less. A Hadarian needs to hold this position Duewa. And I need someone who can tell me like it is. Someone who will back me if she thinks I am right, or tell me I am a nut job if I am wrong. Someone who wants to see our people back within the Union as much as I do.”

Duewa needed no urging after that for she desperately wanted to see that, not only to prove that her mother was wrong all along, but because after experiencing everything she had since Thoti had turned her, Duewa knew it was the best for all Hadarians. Duewa took the P1 Anja held.


“I accept.” Duewa spoke confidently and she saw Anja’s face light up in happiness.


“Really?” She asked.


Duewa nodded her head. “You are right; I do want to see us back within the Union. I truly believe now that it is the only place for our people. Has been the only place for our people. And I relish the closeness that this will bring to you and I.”

Anja took Duewa’s hands within her own and squeezed them. “I feel the same way.” She said warmly. 


“Did Thoti know?” Duewa asked.


Anja shook her head. “Just Marty, Aricia and the others and Atropos.” She answered. “It will mean you have to switch back and forth between Earth and Hadaria like we do. Well… at least like we used too.”


Duewa nodded her head. “A prospect that entices me more and more.” She said. “I saw very little of Sparta while I was there and I regret that. Thoti began to show me more, but there is much I have not seen. And he promised me a villa by the sea.”


Anja smiled and shook her head. “You hooked him good girl!” She spoke with a knowing smile. “A villa by the sea! Wow! Thoti hates the ocean.”


Duewa nodded with a grin. “I know.”


They both turned when Retta and Calyb came into the Med Center with Atropos, Tobia, Mari and Emylea in tow. Anja nodded her head. “Look over the plan.” She told Duewa. “Martin said to come to him if you have any questions about the military aspects of it you don’t understand. Take your time Dee. If we are going to do this, then we have to get it right the first time. We won’t have a second chance.”

Duewa nodded her head. “I understand.”


Anja looked at Atropos as he finished securing her bag and then tossed it over his shoulder. “We’ll be gone tonight but back by the end of the day tomorrow.” Anja said. “You need anything you just call.”


Duewa smiled. “We’ll be fine.” She told her. “Just don’t get too cozy out there.”


“Cozy?” Anja gasped. Anja leaned close to her ear. “The only place I have ever been cozy is snuggled between Martin and Aricia, with both their tongues doing wondrous little things to me.”

Duewa couldn’t help it and she laughed again and hugged Anja tightly. “Call if you need any more supplies.” She said. “I’ll have them sent out right away.”


Anja nodded as she tucked her P1 away and reached down to grab her personal Hip Pack. “We’ll see you tomorrow night.” She stated as she began to follow Atropos out of the Med Center.


Duewa looked at the P1 in her hand and came to realize that the future of her people, hers and Anja’s people, it now rested with the decisions they made. Her mother may have been in charge right now, but knowing Anja as she had come to know her, those days were numbered. She would do whatever she needed to do in order to see the day come where the Hadarian people were once more part of the Union and free.

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE

ADHOC COMMAND CENTER



“…Can do it then?” Martin asked the image of Thoti and Edrao in the image.

Thoti nodded his head. “Edrao has obtained detailed plans of the station Martin.” He answered. “His contacts on Artaaya must be very high placed.”


Martin looked at Edrao and saw him nod. “We have known for some time that Lorendo could not be trusted King Leonidas. We have been gathering data on his activities for years. The plans to this station were a risk worth taking. We have had them for over a decade now, but no means to use them. Until now.”


“Casualties Thoti?” Martin asked.


Thoti shook his head. “Minimal. The station is serviced by three primary ventilation systems. We’re going to approach as a standard supply delivery ship, a team will space jump to each system and flood the station with Anestine Gas. Once we have confirmation that everyone is out, we will move in and secure the station.”


“Is there any way to confirm whether or not there are Svorag on board?” Danny asked from his chair at the table where he sat with Androcles, Wayonn and Murano.


Thoti shook his head. “Not until we get aboard.” He answered. “We will wait until the STRIKER arrives with the new particle weapons you are sending and then hit the station in roughly twenty-three hours.”


“Konlar?” Martin asked.


“He is coordinating the movement of our settlement to Ventori.” Edrao spoke now.


Martin blinked quickly. “What?”


Edrao nodded his head. “We discussed this on the trip here King Leonidas. Our place is with our people. There on Ventori. We no longer have to hide ourselves because of Lorendo and we want our people to be free once more.”


“Can you get them here unseen?” Martin asked.


Edrao nodded again. “We have transports to move them all, but what we don’t have is someone to protect them. The transports are not very fast. We built them from scratch, but securing engine components was not easy or cheap.”


“Sibfla!” Martin exclaimed. He turned to the large table and stabbed down on the control panel. “Manda?”


Miranda Lorian’s face appeared in the small communications holodisc on the table. “Go for ARIZONA actual.” She spoke. 


“Manda… I want a Full Strike Wing of ships prepared to depart in one hour.” Martin told her. “Coordinate with Sa'sur, but pick from those ships that are still Shrouded. No sense in giving away positions to unwelcome eyes.” Martin looked at Edrao. “Have Konlar send the coordinates directly to Admiral Lorian Edrao. You will have your escort.”


Edrao nodded his head with a smile. “Good.”


“Thoti, contact me when you have the weapons and you are prepared to strike.” Martin told him. “Let me be clear though, if for any reason you feel that things are going south Thoti, you blow that damn station and everything on it clean out of the stars. You hear me?”


Thoti nodded his head. “Yes Milord.” He spoke.


“Good luck my friend.” Martin spoke. “And don’t get your ass shot or anything cause then Duewa will blame me.”


Thoti chuckled. “No worries.” He said before reaching out on his end and terminating the transmission.


Martin turned back to those in the room and moved to the chair and sat down. He was about to begin speaking when the door opened and the Durcunusaan Officer entered and moved directly to where he sat. He whispered into his ear and Martin nodded quickly.


“Of course. Always.” He said as he rose back to his feet and watched as Dynina came into the Command Center with Nicha, Kenroe, Orman and Amena close behind her. Martin didn’t hesitate and neither did Androcles. Both of them rose to their feet to greet her and Dynina was quickly pressed between the two of them as they nuzzled her affectionately. Dynina basked in the attention while Nicha stood to the side and smiled. Nicha knew that Dynina would be greeted as family when they finally got here, she just didn’t realize how much that meant to the Leonidas family. Nor did Dynina for that matter. They did not care who saw these displays of affection which was very out of character for an Alpha wolf, but Nicha suspected that Dynina did not realize just how far the Lycavorian people had come from her days on Lycavore.

Dynina reached up finally, tears rolling down her cheeks, and she put her hand to Martin’s cheek while drawing her other hand up alongside Andro’s head. “I know there is so much going on but we need to talk of things.” She spoke calmly.


Martin nodded his head. “I know.” He replied. “Now is as good a time as any I suppose.” Dynina looked briefly at where Danny, Murano and Wayonn sat and then back to Martin. He nodded his head once more. “They are among those I trust most of all.” He told her. “Whatever you need to say can be spoken of in front of them.”

Dynina nodded and Martin ushered her to the chair. She watched as Kenroe, Orman, Amena and Nicha settled into chairs around the table before she sat down. Martin and Andro joined her on either side, Dynina reaching out to them almost instinctively and taking their hands. “I… I have dreamed of this day.” Dynina spoke softly. “For so very long. You have your grandfather’s features and your grandmother’s eyes.” She told Martin. “Yellow gold in wolf form. The most beautiful eyes.” Dynina turned and looked at Androcles. “And you… it is not easy understanding how your father managed to secure the love and devotion of such beautiful females, but you, that is easy with you. Your cahs are utterly breathtaking. Your mother’s eyes entirely.” Dynina squeezed their hands tightly and shook her head quickly. “Vada carians alinn lae.”

“Vada carians alinn lae staania.” Martin told her. “I came out here hoping to find out the history of my family, my blood. I have found far more than I ever imagined.”



Dynina looked at him and smiled through her tears. “And so many questions as well.” She said.

Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”


“You do realize that even Jezima and I will not be able to answer all the questions that you have staaniaketo.” Dynina told him.

Martin nodded again. “You will be able to answer most of them.” He stated. “The rest I can live without. For now, anyway.”


“And give the rest of us some peace of mind.” Danny spoke from his chair.


Dynina looked at his handsome ebony face, the extremely powerful body and then the perfectly white teeth. A tall and powerful Alpha that deserved the title he carried. Dynina had noticed in her short time here that all of the males, whether they be Alpha or Beta, all of them were in superb physical condition. Beyond superb. Just as it had been when his grandfather led their people. 
“Martin’s Mard Fervon, Daniel Simpson.” Dynina spoke with warmth in her voice and a smile on her face. “You have saved each other more times than either of you can recall and this has formed a bond that marks you as brothers and one that shall never be broken.” She said causing Danny to look at her oddly. “It is in your auras.”


Danny looked at her for a long moment. “He told you to say that didn’t he? To freak me out right?” Danny quipped quickly. This caused Andro and the others to chuckle softly for they knew Danny was not very much into fate and destiny, though he did believe in both.


Dynina smiled and shook her head. She looked at Martin. “I can see now why this bond exists between you. He is very much like you.”

“I’m better looking though.” Martin said quickly.


“Better looking?” Danny gasped in mock disbelief. “Sibfla son… you really need to get your eyes checked! Better looking than a two headed, shit house Acamarian rat maybe!” Danny chimed in just as quickly. “No… I take that back. They are better looking than you! Pointy ass noses and them beady little eyes! What Aricia, Red and the others see in you I have no idea! You are just plain, honest to the gods fugly!”


Dynina couldn’t help herself and neither could Nicha and both of them burst into hearty laughter as Kenroe, Amena and Orman looked on confused. Even the gravity of the situation all around them did not dull their spirits or the Etheric resonance Dynina took note. They were true brothers in every sense but blood, however, blood stopped being a factor a long time ago in the love these two men felt for each other she suspected. 

Kenroe leaned closer to where Wayonn sat. “Do they… do they always act like this?” He whispered the question.
Wayonn nodded his head with a smile. “This is actually very mild in comparison to most times.” He answered him, seeing all their eyes go wide. 


Martin leaned back in his chair with a smile on his face and shaking his head knowing that Danny had bested him again. He squeezed Dynina’s hand and saw her turn to look at him. “So tell me staania… what do you want to talk about?”

Dynina nodded and shifted in her chair. “There is so much.” She spoke softly.


“Why don’t you start with these COLS individuals staania.” Andro suggested. “They seem to be very interested in you and our family. They have to know we are here by now.”

Dynina glanced at him and nodded. “Yes, but first, I must tell you of the chamber on Lorenu.”


“The chamber?” Martin asked leaning forward now.


Dynina nodded her head. “It was already there when we arrived on Lorenu, the center portion of our city as well. We have built around it through the years, but the main part of our city was already there, and it was a very advanced city. At first we thought perhaps Sumar had been the one to have built the chamber given the outer shell surrounding it, but our sensor scans of the surrounding terrain and minerals indicated that the interior predates Sumar by several hundred thousand years at least. Perhaps more. Just as the main portion of our city does. He only put in place the security measures.”

“Someone else built it?” Martin asked. “Who? And why abandon it?”


Dynina shook her head. “We have never been able to determine that staaniaketo.” She answered. “And we have tried.” 


“A temple of some sort then?” Andro asked. “From early in Pralor history?”


“It is not of any Pralor manufacturing capability that we know of.” Amena spoke from her chair causing Andro to look at Wayonn and Murano.


Wayonn and Murano shook their heads as well when Andro looked at them. “The Pralor people do not have a known recognized deity or religion that they followed. At least none ever listed in our entire history. We have always given thanks and blessings to the Ancients within The Rift of Time. This has never changed.” Murano answered.

“There is also a holo message from Sumar within the outer chamber, one he must have recorded before ever coming to Lycavore. He is younger in the message and he speaks of strange things.” Dynina spoke once more. “I have listened to it hundreds of times, especially after we first arrived. I missed him and Sateia so much. He speaks vaguely of what is held inside and that only someone of his blood would be able to deactivate the security measures he put in place and then enter the actual chamber. There is a single window that looks into the main chamber but all we can see are three distinct symbols of some sort placed on the wall directly across from the door in a vertical fashion.”


Martin was very interested now and he leaned forward. “Symbols?” Martin watched her nod. “What else did the message say staania?”


Dynina looked at him intently. “Only that the chamber holds items which will be of supreme importance in facing what will come. What the future to come will be like, he said. He speaks directly to me at the end, telling me that you would come to us one day and that I must insure you enter the chamber with the keys. It was if he already knew me when he made this message staaniaketo. As I said, it was very vague and it references these keys that would unlock what has been hidden away for us.”


Martin stiffened slightly and looked at Andro. He turned back to Dynina. “Keys?” He asked her. “He said keys?”


Dynina nodded her head. “We were not able to copy the message because of security measures he put in place but he mentions the keys several times. Three keys that will unlock the fourth, and then all four would be needed to begin the journey.” 


“What journey?” Martin asked.


Dynina shook her head. “We don’t know.” She replied. “That is why you must come to Lorenu. Nearly fifteen thousand years this has been twisting our minds and only you can unlock it. You and the three keys. Do you know what he means?”


Martin sat back in his chair and looked at Androcles once more. Dynina took notice of this look between father and son now and she turned her head to see Daniel, Wayonn and Murano had become silent as well. She turned back to Martin.


“You know something!” She gasped. “Tell me staaniaketo!” 

“Staania, Sumar appeared to father and I both just recently. He and Dadrien.” Androcles spoke now seeing her eyes go wide in disbelief. “Somehow they were projecting Etheric images of themselves. He spoke to us. To me on a station within Pralor space, and to father right here on this very planet.” 


Dynina’s hands rose to cover her mouth in shock. “Son vada carians.” She stammered.


“Dadrien appeared to you?” Amena asked in equal disbelief. “Truly?”


Andro looked at her across the table. “Yes.”


Kenroe nodded his head slowly. “To speak with the reborn Dahakoan.” He said softly. “His sacred warriors.”

“Andro… show her.” Martin told his son.


“Show me what?” Dynina asked and then watched as Androcles stood up and began to remove the fatigue top he was wearing. Her eyes grew wider still when she saw the exquisite definition of his thick, powerful body and the scars dotting his skin. Dynina gasped when he turned and she saw the intricate design of the tattoos that covered his back and shoulders.


“Oh my!” She gasped as she came to her feet. She reached out to touch the tattoos and traced the beautiful lines on his skin. “This is… it is beautiful!”

“Do you recognize any of these symbols staania?” Martin asked.


Dynina nodded her head quickly and moved her fingers over the back of Andro’s left shoulder. “This one.” She stammered tracing the triangular symbol with three separate circles entwined within it. “This one is on the wall within the chamber. It is one of three.”


Andro turned back around and began to put his top back on as he looked at his father. “I’m willing to bet that Dorian and Laren have the other two distinct symbols father.” He spoke.


“No bet here.” Martin echoed his son.


Kenroe and Amena were looking at Andro from where they sat and it was Kenroe who spoke next. “The words on your skin. That is… that is a Darastrixi language dialect. I have never seen it before but the writing and script is unmistakable.”


“That is what Sarlana said as well.” Andro spoke as he buttoned his fatigue top. 


Dynina looked at Andro and then Martin. “Who is this Sarlana?” She asked.


“She is a Doraanar.” Andro answered.

Kenroe came to his feet now. “You have… you have a Doraanar among you?” He almost shouted. “How… how is that possible? How…”


Martin held up his hand, cutting Kenroe off before he could continue. He reached across the table and touched the small control panel on the surface. 


“Milord?” The female voice answered instantly.


“Caleia… patch me through directly to SPARTA'S WRATH.” Martin spoke. “You have a channel for Sarlana?”


“Yes, sire. She is working in the Archive Library with several of the Darastrixi that arrived with Prince Androcles.” The female answered.


“Connect the Archive Library to this frequency if you would.” Martin said.


“Stand by.” There were a few seconds of silence and then she continued. “Connection made sire.”


Andro appeared to lift his head skyward. “Doraanar?” He spoke.


“Dahakoan Androcles, I have consistently asked you, Dorian and Laren to refer to me by my given name.” Sarlana’s voice answered instantly. “Do you make it a habit of disregarding what your elders ask of you?”


Andro couldn’t help but grin in embarrassment as his father and Uncle grinned even wider. “He has been doing that for years Sarlana.” Martin spoke now. “I could never break him of the habit.”


Everyone in the room heard Sarlana laugh softly. “Given who his father is, I am not surprised.” She answered which caused everyone but those who had arrived with Dynina to laugh now.

“Sarlana are you near a holo terminal?” Martin asked.


“Yes.”


“Would you mind activating it.” Martin said. “We have some information.”


Several seconds passed by and then the small holo imager on the table activated and they were looking at Sarlana’s petite figure. She was holding a Pralor P9 computer in her hands and they could see the second Darastrixi in the background who Andro recognized as Dalis. Kenroe and Amena grabbed for each other instantly with gasps of disbelief when they saw her.


“By Dadrien’s spirit.” Kenroe gasped loudly.


Sarlana turned in the imager and looked at them when she heard this phrase. “Ah… the Darastrixi that arrived with your staania.” Sarlana said quickly. 


“A Doraanar!” Amena stammered. “We… we believed all of you had been killed by…”


Sarlana nodded her head. “That is not the case as you can see.” She spoke pleasantly. 


Kenroe bowed his head deeply to her. “It is… it is a blessed honor Doraanar.” He spoke reverently.


“Oh please!” Sarlana gasped. “I have just gotten Aviel and the others to stop speaking to me as if I am some sort of religious icon! I do not wish to have to do this again!”


Martin smiled and looked at Androcles. The tiny Darastrixi Doraanar reminded them both of Helen in not only her diminutive size but her demeanor. “Sarlana… I know I said I wasn’t going to pressure you but…”

“But you are now going to pressure me.” Sarlana said with a smile as she turned back to him in the transmission.


“Kinda sorta.” Martin said with a sheepish grin.


“Well, it is insightful that you contacted me now because I was going to come to the surface today and show you what we have discovered.” Sarlana said.


“Then you have made progress?” Andro asked.


“Yes indeed.” Sarlana spoke with a smile. “I had Conlar and Nekins transfer the contents of my personal library to SPARTA'S WRATH. I was certain I had seen the dialect before and I was correct.”

“Sarlana hold on for one moment.” Martin spoke as he tapped the control panel once more. “Armen… teleport Sarlana and Dalis to my location please.”


-Understood- The reply was instant.


“Now wait one…!” Sarlana began to protest but even as they watched her figure was engulfed in the orange/white flare and she disappeared from the holo transmission along with Dalis Sulryn.


In the blink of an eye she reappeared standing beside Androcles in the Command Center and Martin got to his feet as the last vestiges of the teleportation matrix vanished leaving her and Dalis in the large center.


Sarlana glared at Martin. “I swear by Dadrien’s will if you do that again I will have a long talk with your wives and mates Martin Leonidas! I positively hate doing that! It is not natural!”


Martin looked at her sheepishly as Wayonn and Murano shook their heads. “Sorry.” Martin muttered softly.


Kenroe and Amena rushed around the side of the table and dropped to one knee in front of her, bowing their heads deeply.


“Doraanar!” Kenroe gasped in what could only be described as awe.


Sarlana turned and looked at them. “Stand up! Both of you!” She announced almost sternly, seeing their eyes go wide as they got quickly to their feet. “I am not some sacred figure to be worshiped and adored. All of us are equal here, and all of us have a role to play. After speaking with Aviel and Dalis I now know why the Darastrixi have fallen so low as to kowtow to those monsters.” Sarlana bowed her head to them. “It is a pleasure to meet you and to learn of what you have done.”


“Kenroe and Amena have been anchors for all of us on Lorenu.” Dynina spoke now.


Sarlana nodded and smiled at her. “As you have from what I understand Dynina of the Mahanlo Pack.”

Dynina looked surprised. “You know me?” She asked.


Sarlana smiled and looked at Androcles. “Only what the Dahakoan have allowed me to see.” She answered. “I know that it is from your blood that these two characters descend.” She said jerking her thumb and Androcles and his father. “Perhaps more time spent with you will teach them humility.”


Dynina couldn’t help herself and she laughed softly as Sarlana turned to look at Martin who still wore an embarrassed expression. She took a deep breath.


“Now that I am here, where can we sit?” She asked. “I need to get off my feet while my molecules reform from that hideous form of travel.”


Andro quickly motioned her to where he had been sitting and Sarlana smiled at him with warmth. She grazed her fingers across his arm as she settled into the chair, feeling his Etheric resonance within her, swarming around her affectionately. As Doraanar, this was a gift that he, Dorian and Laren had granted her. The ability to feel them within the Etheric realm, and also the ability to experience how they felt about her. She was their mentor and teacher. To Sarlana however, to be thought of in the same manner as their grandmothers Gorgo and Dasha was the ultimate honor. Martin motioned Dynina into his chair so that she could sit beside Sarlana.

“Very well…” Sarlana spoke evenly. “Shall we begin? Dalis, Aviel and Nahko have been invaluable in their assistance and once the contents of my library archives was transferred to that wondrous ship above, we went right to work.” Sarlana looked at Martin now without the stern glare. “We have discovered quite a bit to be honest Martin. This may take some time. Arzoal and Helen need to be here as well.”


Martin nodded his head. “I’ll have food and drinks brought here.” He said to her. “We have time.” He blinked and lifted his head as he called for Helen and Arzoal within the Etheric realm.

Sarlana looked at Andro now. “Androcles, you should call for Dorian and Laren. They need to hear this too.”

COALITION OF LYCAVORIAN STATES CLAIMED SPACE
CAPITAL PLANET JETANIA

Loras was clinging to Taris tightly as they reappeared in another circular room. She had reached for the young woman in surprise and fright when the orange/white light had engulfed them under the Tram. As the light dissipated from around them, the room became clear and Loras looked around quickly, defensively, seeing Omrad and Rylin and then allowing her eyes to move outward. She gasped in shock as she saw the massive school of fish move by the clear window all around them and she spun around quickly seeing that they were indeed underwater.


“Carians!” She exclaimed.


“There is nothing to fear Matriarch.” Taris spoke as she took her hand. “We are quite safe here.”


“Where… where are we?” Loras hissed softly, partly in fear and partly in a defensive manner again.


“Two thousand four hundred and nineteen meters beneath the Northern Ocean.” Omrad answered her calmly.


Loras looked at him. “What?” She gasped.


“Do you trust us Loras Ranev?” Rylin spoke now causing Loras to turn and look at her. “Do you truly trust us?”


Loras looked first at Taris and then back to her. She realized that what she felt was not fear of what could happen to her, but fear of the unknown. Rylin she trusted completely and without doubt, and she was Sehise to Taris Ranev, Guardian of Garget Ranev’s only daughter. A position held sacrosanct among their people.


Loras took a deep breath to calm her racing heart. “Forgive me.” She managed to stammer.


“There is nothing to forgive.” Rylin told her. “Believe me, my reaction was much the same as yours the first time I came here.”


Loras looked at her. “Where is here?” She asked once more.


“Just as Omrad told you.” Rylin answered. “We are twenty-five hundred meters beneath the Northern ocean. This is the Oracle’s ship. Her home.”


“Ship?” Loras spoke. “We are on a ship?”


Rylin nodded. “Yes.” 


“Rylin, this is no Coalition ship.” Loras stated. “Even I can tell that.”


Rylin shook her head. “No, it is not.” She replied with a smile. “Come.”


Loras watched her move forward and the section of wall in front of them simply slid aside to reveal a long corridor. Loras gripped Taris’s hand as she stepped into the corridor. The ceiling above them was clear and gave her an incredible view of the ocean waters above them, as well as the numerous species of aquatic life that lived in the oceans of Jetania. The corridor was well illuminated and Loras could see the doorway at the end of the hundred-meter-long corridor. Through that clear tubular corridor ceiling, Loras could also see the superstructure of a massive ship unlike any she had ever seen in her lifetime. It stretched nearly ten stories above them and several hundred meters in either direction from what she could tell.

“The teleport pad is out here for security reasons.” Taris spoke to her now as they began to walk. “It can be disconnected from the main ship and strand anyone who uses the pad without permission. There are three others like it all around the exterior of the ship.”

“You have been… you have been here before Taris?” Loras asked her.


Taris nodded her head. “Twice… but never to see the Oracle.” She answered.


“What was… what was that?” Loras asked looking back at the teleport pad as the door slid shut behind them.


“It is a Teleporter.” Taris answered her. “It can move people and material over great distances in the blink of an eye. It is amazing isn’t it?”


“Taris that… that is not… the Coalition does not have technology like that.” Loras spoke.


Taris nodded her head. “No, they do not.”


“How… how many know of this place?” Loras asked.


“Six of us.” Omrad answered from behind her where he walked casually. “My mate, me, Rylin, Taris and the other young Black Watch female you saw at the Tram. She is Anoria. The youngest daughter to Lasun, leader of the Mountain Pack Vesrak.”


“The Vesrak Pack?” Loras spoke. “They are the most introverted of the Mountain Packs. And the most anchored in our old traditions. Lasun told my envoy that he will not recognize me as Matriarch but he would stand with the Mountain Packs if the need arose.”


Omrad nodded his head. “He did Matriarch.” 

“That is only five Omrad.” Loras spoke looking at him.


Omrad nodded his head. “We do not know the identity of the sixth Matriarch. Only the Oracle knows this.”


“Please tell me it is not Osrod.” Loras exclaimed.


Omrad chuckled softly as he shook his head. “Osrod?” He asked. “The Oracle would not give to King Osrod even a single stick to keep from drowning. She does not like to be hunted as his father did to her. It was he who forced her to return here to hide. That is when she formed the Black Watch.”


“The Oracle formed the Black Watch?” Loras asked with wide eyes. “I thought our own people did this. To keep the memory of the Oracle alive and to protect her sacred sites.”


“They did… with the Oracle’s guidance.” Omrad answered her. “But as I said, the Black Watch that you know and see among our people, they are only the public face. The public face that Osrod and others like him see and dismiss. Loyal though they may be, they are not the Mard Brutu Stros. My mate, myself, Taris, Anoria and a few others that you know, and many that you do not, they are the True Black Watch. We await the coming of the three Tarivous, those that will signal the arrival of Vada Fera Mard Revik.”

Loras stopped walking and looked at him. “The Heralds. You know the Prophecy of the First True King?” She gasped.


Omrad smiled and it softened his usually stern features considerably. “All of the Black Watch knows of the prophecy Matriarch.” He spoke. “And the role each of us play in his return. You as well Loras Ranev.”


“Me?” Loras gasped. “What do you mean?”


“Anoria and I…” Taris spoke now. “We have seen the faces of those who will claim us as their wives and mates in visions Matriarch. I have seen the Alpha who will love and cherish me as no other ever could. He had eyes of the deepest brown and sparkling with green gems. So tall and handsome and powerful. He will save me and he will be fervon to Tarivu Androcles.”

Loras looked at her with wide eyes. “You… you know his name?!” 

Taris nodded her head. “Anoria as well. She has seen her love and life in a vision as well. She shared her vision with her father and now she is here.”


Loras looked at Taris. “But Lasun is… he is among the strictest of the Mountain Pack leaders. He has never openly supported the Oracle or the Prophecy. He is closer to the old ways than any of us. It is one of the reasons that Osrod trusts him. Are you telling me he allows his youngest child and daughter to be here willingly because of a vision she had?”


Omrad nodded his head. “This is all true.” He answered her. “When was the last time you visited Naweci Matriarch?” 


Loras shook her head quickly. “Never.” She replied calmly. “They do not allow strangers into their main settlement and it is further into the deep timber than any Mountain Pack city. Even the military patrols avoid the area because of the unpredictable nature of the winds and the weather that far up into the mountains.”


Omrad nodded his head. “Indeed they do.”


“There is much you do not understand yet Loras Ranev.” Rylin’s voice spoke from the end of the corridor and Loras turned to see her standing by the door. “Yet you have believed in the Prophecy your entire life and your faith has never wavered. Why is that?”

“Rylin, I have believed because…” Loras started to speak as she moved up to where Rylin stood.


“You have believed for one reason and one reason only.” Rylin told her cutting off her reply. “You want more. For yourself and our people. More than what this life offers. You want to see things that you have never seen; you want to experience things that you have never experienced. You want to love and be loved so fiercely that it takes your breath away.” Loras looked quickly at Omrad, her skin turning slightly red in embarrassment even under her dark tanned skin. “There is nothing to be ashamed of Loras Ranev. You want to feel the wonders of what is out there. Just as we all do. And there is far more out there than even we can know. The Oracle has seen some of them, and that is why Osrod’s father banned her worship and ordered her death. It is why he drove her into hiding a hundred and thirty thousand years ago. To keep us docile and under his control. Just as his son continues the same control.” Rylin pressed the small panel beside the door and smiled.

“But they are not really in control.” She spoke softly. “You can deny Fate, you can fight Fate, you can delay Fate…” Rylin motioned with her hand through the doorway. “But you will never hold Fate at bay for very long.”


Loras Ranev stared at her for along moment and then did what she had always done throughout her two hundred and sixty-seven years. 

Loras Ranev took a leap of faith once more.


Loras Ranev was speechless to say the least.


The interior of the ship was mainly wide open, with green hedgerows along the lower promenade that they were walking on. A small stream ran the entire length of the ship from what she could see, trees and stunning floral arrangements scattered between the many crystal fountains. Soft lighting filtered brightly from high above like the sky of Jetania on a day when the sun was partially obscured by high clouds. As they walked Loras could see dozens of Lycavorians moving among the promenade, most of them in small groups of twos and threes, and many of them carrying computers of some sort. They bowed their heads to her when they passed, gazing upon her with respect and in some cases awe. All of them referred to her as Matriarch as they passed.


Loras saw many rooms on either side of the promenade as well. Inside these rooms she saw Lycavorians, young and old alike, sitting and being instructed in things she did not know. The classrooms were not large, only a dozen or so in each, but all of them were full. She saw what appeared to be physical gyms that were also occupied by her people, all of them involved in intensive physical training that they appeared to excel at. They were using staffs of some sort, with blunted ends that looked like spears. Loras gripped Rylin’s hand tightly as they walked and she saw all this. Far above she could see at least three additional levels, all with the lush green hedgerows along the edges of the railings. At different intervals there were elevator lifts that were open and she could see male and female wolves moving up and down with them. The one thing that struck her was that there were nearly as many male Alphas as there were females, but the young males studied and trained beside the females as equals. This was not something that took place openly outside of Mountain Pack territory, yet quite a few of the wolves she could smell were not from Mountain Packs.


“Rylin I smell Plains and City Packs.” Loras spoke. “The majority are from Mountain Packs but they are mixed in as well.”


Rylin nodded her head. “The Oracle’s reach and influence is not limited to just the many Mountain Packs Loras.”


“How many… how many are here?” Loras asked.


“Just under a thousand.” Rylin answered her. “Most are in the final term of their training. Taris, Anoria and twelve others that are scattered throughout the Mountain Packs were the first to complete the Black Watch training. Fifty were chosen to go through the initial training. Only fourteen succeeded.”


“What happened to the others?” Loras asked.


“It is my understanding that they chose to remain here and go through the training again after additional schooling.” Rylin answered her. “All of them are preparing to join Taris and the others as full members.” Rylin turned to Taris. “Next month is it Taris?”


Taris nodded her head. “Yes, Lady Rylin.” 


“What schooling?” Loras asked her.


Rylin looked at her. “Far greater schooling than is allowed by Osrod and those who make the decisions.” She answered. “He keeps the knowledge we have as a people limited to those he can control, and it is far more than he leads everyone to believe.”


Loras looked out over the promenade once more. “Lazar has said something to that effect before. He thinks Osrod is hiding knowledge that his father gained from the Tri-Alliance. That he is not using it for the good of our people.”


“Osrod is no different than his father and his father before him, albeit he is far more cunning and intelligent than they were.” Rylin said. “The Oracle believes as your son believes, that is why she began the Black Watch and why she has them go through the schooling that they do.”


Rylin motioned for her to step onto the elevator and Loras did without question. She was enraptured with what she saw, and excited beyond belief. She watched as Taris and Omrad stopped and did not join them on the lift.


“Rylin I must check on the status of the new recruits.” Omrad spoke. “I will join you when it is time to depart. Lady Loras, my mate returns this evening, perhaps you would join us for dinner in our temporary quarters here?”


Loras smiled and nodded her head. “Of course Omrad. I would be honored.”


Omrad bowed his head to her. “It is we who would be honored.” He spoke before turning and heading off down the promenade.


Taris bowed her head to Loras as well. “I will see you when it is…”


Rylin shook her head. “No Taris.” She spoke stopping the young woman’s words. “What is happening now, what will happen in the near future, you will be just as much a part of it as Loras. It is time you met the Oracle.”


“Lady Rylin!” Taris gasped in disbelief. 


Rylin nodded her head. “A storm is coming.” She spoke softly. “And for those of us who will be within the eye of this storm, knowledge is our power. The Oracle requested that I bring you as well Taris. Nathos coi sivos un vada Fera Mard Revik Taris Ranev. Forn gur tur shahle rie lon nathos.” (Family is strength to the First True King. You will be part of that family.)


Taris looked hesitant at first but she quickly took a deep breath and stepped onto the lift with them.

Loras looked at Rylin now as she took Taris’s hand in her own. “Are you the only one to have ever seen her Rylin?”

Rylin nodded her head. “And the three High Priestesses before me. There are rumors that she has met with one other, an Alpha male, but this is not confirmed and his identity is not known. It is not my place to question her.” She answered. “It is safer this way.”

“The sixth one who knows of the that machine?” Loras asked.

Rylin nodded her head and met Loras’s eyes. “I see now, more than ever, what Warim Ranev so loved about you. You have an incredibly sharp mind and you are always seeking knowledge.”

Loras chuckled. “Warim told me one day it would get me in trouble.” She said.

“What… what is she like?” Loras asked.


Rylin smiled and looked at her once more as the lift finally stopped and she stepped off. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?” She spoke motioning with her hand.


Loras looked around and her eyes grew wider as she realized they had ascended to the very top of the center of the ship, almost to the massive bubble like windows above. The circular platform was wide and firmly anchored by the massive beams that extended from the sides of the ship. As with down below, this area was also full of stunning floral decorations and three fountains. Trees dotted the entire outer ring of the platform, making it nearly impossible to see who was on the platform from below. The air up here was fresh and clean and smelled of fragrant Jetania Tulips. In the center of the circular platform Loras saw the cloaked figure sitting on one of the many benches and reading from a data pad. She could not tell the size of the figure but her wolf nose detected something different about her.


Something very different.


Loras looked at Taris who held her back when she tried to step off the lift. “Taris?”


“I am… I am frightened Matriarch.” Taris stammered. “This is the Oracle’s realm. It is… it is forbidden to all but the High Priestess.”


Loras was about to speak when the musical female voice echoed from the center of the platform as if it was right beside them.


“You have no cause to fear me Taris Ranev.” The female voice echoed. “Nor you Loras Ranev. You are the future, and the future will always prevail. I welcome you to my small piece of comfort. And to a new world.”


Loras had spun around wide eyed when the voice first spoke and she gazed once more at the figure which had not moved from the bench. She looked at Rylin once more and she only smiled and motioned once more.


“You have always waited for the day when you would know your path Loras Ranev.” Rylin spoke. “You have always known what that path is, deep inside you, but it has remained hidden. Now allow it to come forth.”


Loras looked once more at Taris and she nodded and gripped her hand tightly. Together they began to walk towards the center of the platform while they heard Rylin step onto the lift once more and begin her descent. Loras watched until she was gone from view and then she turned back to the cloaked figure, who had now risen to their feet. She was of medium height, and while sitting down the cloak hid her physical build, now that she was standing Loras could tell she was of a partially muscular build.


“I have waited many centuries for you to arrive Loras Ranev.” The voice spoke, turning to face them but the cowl still hiding her facial features. “Your beauty was spoken of by many, even when you were a small child and now you have taken your place as leader of the faithful.”


“I do not lead them.” Loras spoke as she moved closer. “We speak together.”


“Really?” The figure spoke once more with a touch of humor to it if Loras was not mistaken. “That is not what I am told or what I have seen.” Her head tilted slightly to look at Taris. “And Taris Ranev, only daughter to Garget and Ashon Ranev, the jewel of the eyes of her family.”


Taris bowed her head deeply. “Oracle.” She spoke in barely a whisper.


“Ah child… you do not need to be timid around me.” The figure spoke. “Not the Taris Ranev who defeated her instructor with the staff in her first attempt.”


“You… you know of that?” Taris gasped.


The figure laughed softly. “I know of everything that happens here.” She answered with a slight lilt to her voice. “Most especially to those who will one day soon be part of the family of the First True King.”


Loras looked at her intently, sniffing the air once more and feeling the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Not in fear for some kind of danger, but for the unknown. 


“Your wolf nose tells you to be cautious in the face of the unknown.” The figure spoke as it turned and moved to the railing and looked out between the trees to the undertakings going on below her. “An excellent trait. I have heard from Rylin and others that your sense of smell is much keener and sensitive than a normal Alpha female. Does it tell you to fear me?”


“It tells me that you… you are not… that you are not Lycavorian!” Loras blurted out causing Taris to look at her with wide eyes.


“Pinnos allon gweifalleni forn?” The figure asked. (Does this frighten you)

Loras blinked several times. “Joa.” She answered honestly.


“Then you are ready.” The figure spoke. “And my name is simply Nilantha.” 

“Ready? Ready for what?” Loras asked her.


“As Rylin has told you… there is a storm coming Loras Ranev.” The figure spoke. “A storm that will sweep us aside like pebbles of sand if we are not ready.”


“You speak of… you speak of the Prophecy.” Loras said as she moved a little closer to the figure.


“There has only ever been one true royal bloodline among your people Loras.” Nilantha spoke. “It is not Osrod as you no doubt know. It began on your homeworld, far away from here. And no, your homeworld is not a myth or a legend. It is very real, for I was there.”

Loras’s eyes grew wide. “You… you have been there?” She gasped. “How?”


“Do you think this ship has always resided at the bottom of the ocean child?” She asked. “I have seen many things. Experienced many things before coming here with you and your people as what you call Vada Vomir. Though you are also my people as well now.”


“What do you mean coming here?” Taris asked now. “We have always been here.”


Nilantha shook her cowl covered head. “No Taris. That is what you have been raised to believe since the dawn of Lycavorian culture on this planet. However, it is not the truth. Osrod knows it is not the truth and that is why he hides whatever it is his father took from those of the Tri-Alliance. Your ancestors were brought here by another species. A benevolent species who believed in repopulating worlds to continue the chain of life. We knew them well. Once the knowledge of this makes it to the people, things will change.” She told them. “The course of events has already been set in motion and it cannot be stopped now.”


Loras looked at her with wide eyes now. “The Tarivu Androcles.” She gasped. “Vin gente vinn’ tryn ardus for mero shylon un vada darsam. For jen sha tor Androcles.”


The figure nodded slowly. “One of three Tarivu that will announce the arrival of Vada Fera Mard Revik. And he is, perhaps the one Tarivu that it would be wisest not to anger. He is fera keto to the Revik and his wrath would be unspeakable because of what he is.”


“What he is?” Loras asked.


Nilantha nodded once more. “You said it yourself did you not? You told Rylin. He is a Lycavorian of the Highest Order. Of the purest blood. He and the others of the Royal family are Alphas that make Osrod and his ilk look like children. Even those who are turned.”


“Turned?” Loras asked. 

“The Revik has six Gelleenats.” Nilantha told them. “Only one is pureblood. She is his Anome. Three others are turned females, one is a half breed and one is from the species known as Unysi, though that name no longer is used in the Lycavorian language. It was stricken from the ancient tongue after the Brutujur. Now they are simply called vampire.”

“The Black Day?” Taris spoke now.


Nilantha looked directly at Loras now. “Are you ready to understand Loras Ranev? You and Taris will have important roles to play in the future. Your roles in the Prophecy.”


“The Prophecy?” Loras gasped. “I have no role in the Prophecy.”


Nilantha chuckled. “Oh my child… you think so little of yourself.” She moved closer to Loras now, her hands going up to the edges of the cowl she wore. “Taris will find love in the arms of a man who will steal her breath away Loras… but you my child…?” She tossed back the cowl and Loras and Taris both gasped in undisguised shock.


Her features were unlike anything they had ever seen. Soft skin around her cheeks, but what looked to be soft, pliable scales extending outward from her hairless head and covering the rest of her skull and down her neck.


“I am Darastrixi… and you Loras Ranev… you will one day be Queen to a King who will make you shudder in his embrace and make you desire nothing more in life but his touch and his love. Which you will have.” Nilantha spoke with a smile and bright, deep emerald green eyes. “Of course… in order for that to take place… the darkness must be defeated. And that will not be as easy as I had first hoped.”


Nilantha smiled at Loras and tilted her head to the side. “Welcome. Welcome to my world child. It is wonderful to have you both.”  

