CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO

OMEN THREE

SHADOWING THE SVORAG MOTHER SHIP


Yuriko Leonidas stared at Filrian’s face as they laid on the bed in their quarters. Given the nature of OMEN THREE’s mission, their quarters on the ship were the size of one room of their villa on Earth. And a small room at that. Yuriko was naked, her lush body firmly pressed up against her Hadarian husband’s side, her chin resting on his shoulder as she gazed at his handsome face. He was still asleep she could tell because of the even rise and fall of his chest, and it was these moments Yuriko and grown to cherish more than anything else in their years together. 
Nearly five centuries this man had been at her side protecting her, following her, and healing her with never a harsh word at what she had done. During their search for Lisisa he had seen her act in many ways. He had seen her take life, spare life, and he had witnessed her bed far too many men in order to gain information that she needed. Her goal had been singular and she did what she needed to do in order to find where her adoptive sister was being held. Seeing these things had not dimmed Filrian’s love or devotion to her in all that time. Yuriko could barely remember how they first met or how he became part of her crew, to Yuriko he had always just been there. Once Lisisa had been found by their father, her life had become much easier, but it had taken a Lycavorian and Hadarian woman to show Yuriko that the love she sought then had been right in front of her all of that time. So dedicated to the cause of finding her sister that she was, Yuriko had never seen it. She probably would never have seen it without the help of two who she called mother now.
Their first night together Yuriko had surrendered all she was to this man, and he had loved her with such intensity it still took her breath away. Every relationship she had been in prior to Filrian had been washed away that first night in his arms and they became memories that drifted into oblivion over time. They had been married within a year of first being together, her father insisting that they wait that long, discover each other all over again and plan the perfect ceremony. And they had done just that. 

She had turned Filrian their second year together at his request, his explanation that as a pureblood vampire she would live far longer than him and he did not want her to see him grow old. Hadarian lifespans, while greatly extended now, could still not match those of a vampire or Lycavorian. Her mother Anja’s grandfather was one of the few exceptions and he was now one of the oldest living Hadarians and still going strong with new technology and fitness programs that her mother had devised through the years. Filrian looked now as he would look for many centuries to come and Yuriko simply could not get enough of drinking him in at moments like these. She belonged completely to him and he to her. He knew her almost as well as she knew herself, and while that had frightened Yuriko in the beginning, now she relished in that fact. Once she had turned him, an Etheric connection had also been established and while she had never been a very powerful Etheric user before, constant classes with her father and the two women she was closest too in Aricia and Anja had quickly pushed her and Filrian both to well above Tier Six. Yuriko could not remember her real mother and father; Martin Leonidas had been all she had ever known as a father. Surprisingly, she was closest to Aricia and Anja more than she was Isabella, who was a pureblood like herself. This never bothered her or them, each of her adoptive mothers loved her as they loved all of their children. As the Leonidas family grew, Yuriko found that her siblings looked to her and Lisisa quite often. She was closest to Andro and Eliani she knew, but they were all family and this made them stronger.

Family.

It was something that Yuriko had never experienced until she had found Lisisa and then family became the focus of her life. Once Androcles joined this world, family became all there was. Filrian, her father and mothers and finally her siblings. Very few people knew Yuriko well outside of her family and that is just the way she liked it. As the years passed, her time spent with Andro and Eliani caused her to think and act like them in many ways, but it was the man who hadn’t hesitated for a second in calling her daughter that she idolized and adored. He had never turned his back on her, never doubted her and never once thought of her as anything but his daughter.
Filrian stirred and smacked his lips as he began to wake up and Yuriko smiled at this. He may have been vampire now, but he hadn’t changed a bit. She lifted her hand and laid it flat on his warm chest and drew her finger down his pectoral muscle. His build was lean and muscular and he was exquisitely defined in physical dimensions, right down to his deliciously above average sized manhood, which Yuriko unashamedly worshiped as often as she could. His dark brown eyes opened and Yuriko reached up to push aside some of his brown dreadlock style like hair.

“Good morning.” She spoke warmly.

Filrian lifted one hand and rubbed his face and the three-day old growth of hair on his cheeks. “We really need to find a replacement for this horrible thing they call a bed.” He spoke looking at her. “It has a higher probability of killing us than any enemy we may face.”

“I’ll make sure I pass that recommendation onto Admiral O’Connor the next time we are at Dreamland.” She answered with a smile.

Filrian chuckled. “Yeah, that will go over well.” He said looking at the ceiling.
Yuriko shifted her body under the thin sheet. They never wore clothes to bed and his warm skin against her own was heaven to her as she slid seductively onto his chest and settled on top of him. His hands dropped to her perfect ass cheeks and he stared at her with a devious glint in his eyes.

“Are you trying to excite me for a morning frolic Yuriko Leonidas?” He asked her with a smile

Yuriko grinned again. “Maybe I am Filrian Leonidas.” She answered. It hadn’t taken much convincing for Filrian to add Leonidas as his last name. Until recently the vast majority of Hadarians only had one name. With the return of her father to the throne of the Union and so many Lycavorians adopting second names as was the custom of old Earth, this practice had begun to spread to many different species, Hadarians included. 

“It’s working you know.”

Yuriko settled onto his chest and brought her hands up to his face to stare into his eyes. “I have something I want to tell you.” She spoke even as her heart raced in excitement.

“I’m all ears.” Filrian answered. “Hit me with it.”

“I am pregnant.” Yuriko blurted the words she had wanted to speak for many years since they had married. They both wanted children, but given what they had done for so long, neither of them were ready. Five years ago they had decided to let nature take its course and now it had. Yuriko saw him blink several times as her words sank in and then his dark brown eyes lit up and turned to the cobalt blue of his vampiric nature. Yuriko yelped as he used his vampire speed to flip her over on the bed until he was resting on top of her, his arms encircling her waist.

“I… you will have to repeat that.” Filrian spoke softly. “I’m not quite sure I heard you correctly.”
Yuriko chuckled and spoke the words once more. “I’m pregnant.”

With a yelp of happiness that Yuriko had never heard from her husband she watched him spring off the bed and right there in their quarters he began to dance naked on the cold floor. His dreadlock hair was whipping back and forth and she sat up laughing as she held the sheet over her breasts.

“What are you doing fool?!” She exclaimed as warmth and happiness at his reaction washed over her.

Filrian looked at her even as he was shaking his hips in a disgusting imitation of a dance. “I told your father and Androcles I would dance a jig the day you told me you were pregnant! I’m keeping my promise!”

“Well stop it!” Yuriko laughed. “It’s a terrible jig!”

Filrian blurred in motion, wrapped her in his arms and suddenly she found herself sitting in his lap on the edge of the bed. He kissed her passionately, Yuriko wrapping her arms around his shoulders tightly and returning his kiss with equal passion. His hands came up and brushed through her long black hair and finally took her face in their grasp as he looked at her, his fangs now openly showing and his eyes still changed. This caused Yuriko’s eyes to change and her own vampire fangs to extend.

“You… you are certain?” Filrian asked her. “How long have you known? I need to do an exam. You need to…”

Yuriko laughed and kissed him once more, silencing his confusing sentences. She drew back from him and smiled, her eyes moist with tears because of the happiness she felt and his reaction to the news.

“You don’t need to do an exam my beautiful husband.” She told him. “Stop being ship’s doctor right now. I am certain and I had Moranna conduct an exam two days ago. I am perfectly healthy and ten weeks along.” Moranna was OMEN THREE’s assistant Medical Officer and she was also Hadarian. She had been part of their crew since Yuriko had taken command and was almost as reckless and brash as her beloved husband.

Filrian looked at her. “That is why your blood tasted sweeter.” He spoke.

Yuriko nodded her head. “Apparently it is a side effect of being pregnant that my mother Isabella never told me about.” Yuriko said with a smile. “Probably in the hopes of insuring that we would get pregnant.”

Filrian looked at her intently and gripped the sides of her face. “Yuriko…”

Yuriko shook her head. “No. We made a vow to each other all those years ago. A vow not to change who we were at our core, even when children came to be part of our lives. I do not want to change that husband. That is not who I am.”

Filrian shook his head. “No, it is not. And I have always kept that vow. But we also said when the day came that this… that children became a reality for us that we would be conscious of our actions going forward.”

Yuriko nodded her head. “And I intend to.” She told him confidently. “I want this child Filrian.” She told him while holding his face in her own hands. “I want our child and so many more. Moranna has already put me on my mother’s dietary regime and I intend to stick to it faithfully.”

Filrian dropped his hands to her hips and pulled her closer to him. “And you want me to act like a husband instead of a doctor.”

“I don’t want this to change who we are my love.” Yuriko said.

Filrian was silent for a moment and then nodded his head. “You are right.” He said finally. “We have spoken of this often enough and now that… now that the time is here, I will be who I said I would be.”

“Filrian my love, you know that…” Yuriko began.

“Does this mean no more sex until the baby is born?” Filrian asked suddenly and Yuriko looked at him with wide eyes and then burst out laughing. She wrapped her arms around his head and pulled his dreadlocks tightly to her chest as tears came forth fully now. They had sworn to each other that the day children became a part of their lives that they would remain true to the people they had both become and his question told Yuriko that he had every intention of sticking to that pledge.

Yuriko lowered her cheek to his head and sighed happily. “Gods I love you so much.” She whispered the words, feeling his strong arms pull her tighter. “And no… this does not mean no sex.” She continued. “That would be unbearable.”

Filrian began to laugh as he lifted her into his arms and stood up to spin her around in their small quarters. Both of them heard the chipping of the COM panel and he stopped spinning her around and they both looked at the panel.

“Sibfla… always at the most important moments.” Filrian swore and Yuriko laughed again as she leaned over still within his arms and touched the panel.

“Captain.” She stated. “Go.”

“Yuriko…” The voice of her First Officer Kyne filled their small quarters. He was a member of the Durcunusaan and because of his dual training as ship’s officer he had been Yuriko’s Durcunusaan Captain for more than a decade. Kyne and his elven mate were hers and Filrian’s closest friends since Kyne’s elven wife was the Chief Engineer of their ship. Kyne also never called her by her first name unless there was a problem. Yuriko and Filrian both came to instant alertness.

“Kyne… what is wrong?” Yuriko asked as Filrian lowered her to the deck but still held her close to him.

“You and Filrian had better get up her to the bridge.” Kyne spoke. “We have an issue.”

“What issue?”

“The Svorag Mother Ship has slowed down Yuriko.” Kyne answered. “Almost to a complete stop.”

Yuriko looked at Filrian quickly. “We’ll be there in three minutes.” She stated.

VENTORI
DISCOVERY BASE

ADHOC COMMAND CENTER


“…derives from the Naami dialect of the Darastrixi language.” Sarlana spoke to them as they all looked at the large monitor behind her. “Just as I originally suspected.”

The number of them in the Command Center had grown now, all of them focused entirely on Sarlana and Dalis. The Command Center had become overcrowded so Danny and Martin to say the least given how many of the Leonidas family were on the surface so Martin and Danny had lowered one entire side of the Command Center. Only Dynina and Jezima watched this with delight in their eyes for it was only another sign to them that Sumar and Sateia were truly alive in their grandson. They clutched each other’s hands in Jezima’s lap and only beamed in happiness. Both Dynina and Jezima had seen Sumar and then Sumar and Sateia do this very thing to include family and close friends in whatever they were doing, however neither woman realized at the time that this sense of family would also extend to the dragons that now gathered around the Command Center building. Arzoal, Torma, Isheeni, Elynth, Ryner, Ladur and Aurith were resting on the ground close to one another and even Miath had joined them since Anja was with Atropos and the only one who Miath trusted enough outside of himself to protect his Bonded Sister was Atropos.

“The Naami dialect?” Kenroe was the first to speak. “Doraanar are you certain?” He asked the question causing Martin and a few others to look at him.

“You do not sound sure.” Aricia commented from her seat beside For'mya. Martin stood behind them both his hands resting on their shoulders.

Kenroe looked quickly at Aricia and then back to Sarlana. “Forgive me Doraanar.” He said humbly.

“We are all equal here Kenroe.” Sarlana spoke with a small smile. “Martin and his family demand this very thing.”

“Damn Skippy.” Martin quipped causing For'mya to reach up and slap his hand on her shoulder playfully. “Oops. Sorry.” He quickly added causing Gorgo and Dasha to shake their heads and Dynina and Jezima to chuckle openly. 

“Forgive us.” Amena spoke now resting her hand on Kenroe’s arm where he sat at the table. “We have been among your kind for many thousands of years and many of us have become inseparable friends. Dynina has told us how Sumar and Sateia were, it is just hard to imagine that and yet we are seeing it right now. We just are not use to how… you are a King… so many follow you and would give their lives for you just as Dynina has told us it was with your grandparents. And yet you trust and give so easily and you do not act… you do not act like a King.”

Martin stood up straighter and grinned. “What can I say, I’m charming.” He spoke with a large smile.

“Do not complement him too much Amena of the Darastrixi.” Gorgo spoke up now. “It will go to his head and he will become unbearable.”

“Ain’t that the truth!” Danny muttered under his breath from where he stood beside Martin.

“Hey!” Martin snapped looking at him.

“What?” Danny snapped back. “I didn’t say nothing!”

This exchange brought laughter from everyone gathered, even the dragons among them and finally Helen stood up from between Wayonn and Murano. “Let’s get back to why we are all here.” She said almost sternly. “Before this descends into another insulting match between Martin and Daniel.”

“I didn’t start it!” Martin protested.

Danny was about to reply when Helen’s voice stopped him. “Daniel Simpson if you utter another word I will have Anuk, Nayeca and Kesyla punish you.”   

Danny looked at her from across the table knowing exactly what she meant. It was well known now that since General Simpson had taken Kesyla as his third wife and mate, the desire for each other had become overpowering between the four of them and they had been together nearly every night making each other scream to the stars before the Svorag attack. Helen’s eyes narrowed as Danny stared at her and he finally raised his hand in defeat. 

“Ok. Ok.” He spoke with a grin.


“Burech.” Martin hissed at him. (Wimp)


“Midaeu!” Danny hissed right back. (Asshole)


Laren sat between Andro and Dorian on the opposite side of their mothers and she looked at Andro now. “Wen hnes innyne brey allon?” She asked in fluent Lycavorian loud enough for everyone to hear her. (Are they always like this)


Andro and Dorian were trying very hard not to break into hysterical laughter and Andro nodded his head slowly. “Jainn.” He answered.


“Enough!” Helen barked forcefully and everyone in the room sat up straighter and was silent. Sarlana was the one smiling now, for she knew there were very few in this room or on the planet for that matter that would not listen the First Oracle of their people. Helen waited for several moments and then looked at Sarlana. “My apologies for the children Sarlana.”


Sarlana kept herself from laughing and shook her head calmly. “As I was saying…” She continued. “To address Kenroe’s concern, I am certain of the dialect.”


“Why does he doubt this Sarlana?” Dynina asked now. 


Sarlana looked at her. “The Naami dialect of the Darastrixi language died out nearly four million years ago.” She answered the question. “It was exclusive to one breed of the Darastrixi species. The Onkmet. The Winter Dragons they were called. They are the only ones who spoke using this dialect. They were a very reclusive breed of our species, avoiding contact with other breeds unless absolutely necessary. Very little is known about them for they never allowed any scholars to reside in their settlements to learn about them. They were not overtly unsociable but they were not very open either. The continent they occupied on our homeworld was destroyed in the eruption of a large volcano. When the volcano struck they did not call for assistance and by the time help did arrive, nearly half the continent had been wiped out, including their four settlements and all of their egg centers.” Sarlana looked at Androcles, Dorian and Laren now. “It was also Dadrien’s breed. He was the only survivor of the disaster... and after that day it became the private language of the Dahakoan.”


“Private language?” Martin asked.


Sarlana nodded her head and met his eyes. “The last of the original Dahakoan died just over a million years ago. The Naami dialect was one they used to communicate with each other on the battlefield and in private when they wanted no one to understand what they were saying. When the last of the original Dahakoan passed on into the afterlife, all of the Darastrixi scholars thought the dialect had perished with them. It did not.”


“I don’t follow.” Martin said.


“One morning a Doraanar like myself awoke to a pounding on his door.” Sarlana said. “When he answered it, no one was there. However, at his feet were twelve scrolls. On these scrolls was the entire Naami dialect.”


“So the last of the original Dahakoan was able to transcribe the scrolls and give them to the Doraanar?” Dorian asked.


Sarlana shook her head. “No Dorian… the Twelve Scrolls did not appear until nearly five hundred thousand years ago.” She told him. “More than half a million years after the last of the Dahakoan had passed on. They were enshrined in the Doraanar Temple after that, at least until the time the Elder Doraanar came to me on the day before I left with the Seed Mission to Elear. He placed them in my possession, with my solemn oath, my inglata in the Darastrixi tongue… my promise to keep them safe.”


“You’ve had them all of this time?” Martin asked her.


“Yes.” Sarlana answered. “With the hope and dream that one day the Lorsvek ar Sepas would come true. And it did.”


“That is a good thing then correct?” Aricia asked. “You can translate the markings that Andro, Dorian and Laren wear then?”


Sarlana nodded her head. “I can.”


“I sense a but coming.” Martin spoke now.


Jezima looked at Dynina. “What does this mean? A but coming? Is this not how some of your people refer to their backsides? I have heard Martin use word this to describe Aricia, Anja and For'mya in some way.”


Dynina shook her head. “I have no idea.” She answered.


Martin lowered his head in embarrassment as others in the room once more did their best to not break out in laughter as Aricia and For'mya looked up at their beloved mate and shook their heads sternly. “That does not matter now staania.” Martin finally spoke. “Sarlana… please…”


Sarlana smiled at him. “I do know the correct meaning of this phrase Martin, do not worry. And yes… there is a but coming.”


Sarlana turned to the large monitor behind her and tapped on it several times. An image of the tattoos from Andro, Dorian and Laren appeared on the screen for everyone to see. Danny shook his head and slapped his hand against Martin’s shoulder.


“I’ll say it again fervon… that’s some seriously superb artwork.” He told him.


Martin nodded his head as he looked back to the monitor. “Damn sure is. Better than Pablo for sure and he’s the best I’ve ever seen.”

“Agreed.” Danny echoed.


“So what is the issue Sarlana?” Martin asked her.


“I tried to begin to interpret the markings.” Sarlana told them once more. “Only to find out that they made no sense at all. There were added lines and symbols to the dialect that I had never seen before and these inscriptions... they were not in the Scrolls that I had. Though all seven dialects of our language were merged into one several million years ago, our main language now, no single dialect of the Darastrixi language has ever had symbols in it.”


“That’s a bad thing I take it?” Martin asked.


“Well… it kept me from translating the writings at first.” Sarlana said. 


“At first?” Andro asked.


Sarlana nodded her head and motioned to Dalis now. “Dalis is actually the one who discovered what we have found.”


Dalis moved over to stand beside her and looked at Martin. “The tattoos as you call them are actually three different languages superimposed perfectly over each other.” He turned to the screen and typed several times and everyone watched as the monitor split into different sections and then divided. It took several moments and then the monitor was divided into three sections and filled with the writings that formed the complete tattoos on the backs of Androcles, Dorian and Laren. “Three very distinct languages.” He motioned to the monitor. “As you can see one is the Dahakoan language, one is…”

“Lycavorian.” Martin spoke softly moving forward and staring at the monitor.


Sarlana nodded her head. “Yes.”


Martin reached up and ran his fingers along the Lycavorian words slowly. “This is written in the old style.” He said finally. “Mother? Grandmother?” Martin spoke looking at Dynina and Gorgo.


Gorgo and Dynina both looked at him oddly and then moved up beside him. They looked at the monitor as well and both sets of their eyes grew slightly wider since they had been sitting on the side and did not fully see the entire monitor. “He’s right.” Gorgo said.


“I have not seen this in many thousands of years.” Dynina commented reaching up to do the same as Martin and run her fingers over the screen.

“What does this mean?” Sarlana asked. “Old style?”
“The writings…” Dynina answered her. “Our language was originally written in a very distinct style. Large, graceful lines and waves just like this.”

“This is significant?” Sarlana asked.

Gorgo nodded her head now. “It has not been used since the Black Day.” She answered. “The High Coven wanted to destroy every aspect of our society and the scholars and historians who used this style of writing were all gathered and killed through the thousands of years of our enslavement. Every one of them, until none survived. Much like the Oracles of our people.”

“Yet you know of it now? What it is?” Dalis asked her. “How?”

“We have Resumar and Eliani to thank for that.” Gorgo answered him. “It was said that they were able to safeguard several volumes from the library in our main city during the attack on Lycavore. He hid them when he and Eliani were captured, first on the ship they traveled on and finally on the planet where the High Coven had them detained. They were thought lost when Resumar and Eliani were killed during the exodus of the Ten Thousand and when he and Eliani were killed, it was said no one ever knew where.”

“Why would they do such a thing in the middle of fighting for their lives?” Dalis asked.

Gorgo shook her head. “I do not know.” She answered honestly. “The volumes appeared on the steps of the Apo Prime University one day and were brought to me by several students who had arrived early for class. I immediately took them to the Overseer of the University and they were locked away in the archive vaults for study. By this time our written language, while unaltered in meaning, had become simpler in style.”

“And these volumes just appeared at your University? And they were brought to you by these students?” Sarlana asked softly.

Gorgo nodded her head. “At that time I had become the Lead Professor of History. An investigation was conducted of course, but we were never able to determine how they just appeared on the steps that morning or who had safeguarded them for so long.”

“When was this?” Sarlana asked.

Gorgo thought for a moment and then she lifted her face to Sarlana and looked at her with wide eyes. “It was June; the second week of June to be exact. I remember now because it was in the middle of Tuya’s Festival of Orchids. The year was… the year was 2036 as we relate time in Earth years now.”
Helen stood up from where she sat at the table now. “Gorgo… are you certain of the year?” She asked softly.

Gorgo turned to face her. “Oh yes. I remember vividly for Riall and I attended a State Dinner that evening and we walked among the orchid fields after.” She replied.

Sarlana looked at Helen. “Feravomir?” She spoke. “What is it?”

Helen looked at her for a long moment. “The second week of June in 2036 is when the earthquake on Earth damaged Martin’s cryo chamber. It could not sustain him any longer and I had to remove him from the chamber. The second week of June in 2036 is the time that Martin truly joined this world.”

“Do you remember the day?” Sarlana asked excitedly now.

“I remember it brilliantly. The twelfth of June.” Helen answered.

Martin turned quickly to look at Aricia and For'mya at the table, both of them with wide eyes. Sarlana and Jezima took note of this first and Jezima came to her feet.

“The twelfth of June as you say, that is the day that we were informed Sumar had been lost on the Seed Mission.” Jezima stated.

“It is the day that we left Lycavore!” Dynina almost shouted.

“Beloved?” Aricia gasped.

Sarlana glanced between the two of them. “Martin, please share with us.” She asked him.

Martin turned back to look at her. “The twelfth of June is…”

“My birth day.” Androcles spoke in a whisper.

“Mine too.” Dorian echoed with wide eyes.

Laren looked at Sarlana with wide eyes as well. “That is… that is the day I was born as well Doraanar.”

Sarlana looked at Martin as she took all of this information in. “Something tells me that if I checked Martin, the twelfth of June as you call it, this is also the day that the Scrolls of the Naami dialect were delivered to the Elder Doraanar.”

“Nubou lae.” Martin muttered.

“Martin?” Arzoal’s voice reached out to them and he turned to look at her. “Martin… this day… this twelfth of June. It is also the day that my Pralor body died and I became a dragon.”

Martin stepped back and pulled the chair out from the wall and sat down as everyone watched in silence. He lowered his head into his hands and did not speak as he began to rub his temples. No one moved. No one spoke. Murano made to move towards him but Wayonn took his arm and shook his head. The inside of the Command Center was like a tomb until the only man who could, stepped toward Martin.

Danny reached out and placed his hand on Martin’s shoulder. “Evell wen ineed fervon.” Danny spoke softly.

Martin’s hand came up instantly and grasped Danny’s forearm in an iron like grip and he rose to his feet. The room watched as the two men embraced in what could only be described as a bear hug that would have crushed normal men.
Martin put his hand behind Danny’s head. “To those of us who have gone before…” Martin whispered in his ear.

“They are forgiven their worldly sins!” Danny answered against the side of Martin’s head. 

“To those of us that remain…” Martin echoed in that same whisper.

“We shall be known as the Unforgiven! Until we join with them!” 
Danny finished the words of the oath they had all sworn to each other many years ago in time when everything had seemed so simple as he squeezed Martin’s back tightly. Martin nodded his head and then pushed him back, holding his arms and looking at him. He nodded once more without speaking and then turned back to Sarlana. He saw that Andro, Dorian and Laren had now risen to their feet and moved in front of the monitor behind Sarlana. 
“What do we do next?” Martin asked.

“I will need several hours to translate the Naami dialect and then we need to determine what the third language is.” Sarlana answered. “We need…”

“Doraanar?” Laren’s soft voice echoed in the room and everyone turned to look at her. There were gasps as everyone in the room either sat back in their chairs or came to their feet in stunned shock.
“Carians!” Dynina gasped as she gripped Gorgo’s hands and Jezima moved between them.

Laren’s eyes were nearly glowing, as were Andro’s and Dorian’s, but what caught everyone by surprise was that their eyes had altered shape and now the black ring that usually surrounded wolf eyes, now it surrounded dragon eyes. Thick, black slit dragon eyes that were surrounded by cobalt and azure blue coloring and completely blocking the whites of her pupils. Andro’s eyes were no different, except completely azure in color, while Dorian’s eyes were pure cobalt blue, his usually brown eye now gone to be replaced with cobalt blue.

“Sibfla!” Martin muttered as he looked at his sons and Laren.

Laren turned back to the monitor and lifted her hand to run it slowly across the screen where the Lycavorian words were written.

“Rynvor vada daanth coi regovar hnes gur chevsh.” Laren spoke the words reverently as she ran her fingers over the words on the screen slowly. “Arve Tarivuos, Vada Ardorm Sinuovas echum. Arve essos un cikor vada rebeth.” (When the time is right they will come.) (Three Heralds, the Winter Dragons reborn, three keys to unlock the fourth.)
Dorian moved around Androcles to stand beside Laren and he lifted his hands to the monitor where the Naami dialect was written. Sarlana moved to intercede when Martin reached out and took her arm.

Sarlana looked at him. “Martin I have not translated the words.” She spoke.

Martin shook his head. “Something tells me you won’t have too.” he told her.

Sarlana turned back to where Dorian was and saw Laren now standing between Andro and Dorian, gripping the hands of both of them tightly as they stared at the screen. “No one has spoken this dialect in nearly three million years Martin. They could not…”
“Three keys to unlock the fourth…” The three of them spoke in unison, Laren gripping their hands with hers while Dorian and Andro traced the words with the fingers of their free hands. “So that the journey may begin. Hear these words and have faith… have faith…”
“Joa!” Gorgo almost shouted as her hands went to her face and tears burst from her eyes. Jezima and Dynina grabbed for her as everyone stared at her in open shock at her outburst.

“Gorgo!” Jezima gasped. “Gorgo what is it?”

“There is no mountain too great! He lives in you! He lives in me! He watches over everything we see! Into the future, into the truth. In your reflection… the path you will see. The Mountain of Stone and Light. Three keys to unlock the fourth… reveal the First King of Three and begin the journey. Atop the Mountain of Stone and Light. Only here will the journey be revealed. Only here can the journey begin.”  

“Martin the words!” Gorgo gasped loudly. “The words!”

Sarlana looked from Gorgo to Martin quickly her face a mask of confusion, not really knowing what was happening. 

“Whoa!” Danny exclaimed and he moved for where he saw Andro teetering to the side, Dorian and Laren also appearing as if they would fall over. He reached Andro just as he toppled over and Martin moved within milliseconds as well, catching first Laren and then Dorian in his arms as they collapsed.

“Androcles!” Martin shouted looking at his oldest son while holding his youngest son and his soul daughter in his arms. “Dorian! Laren!” Aricia and For'mya were beside him an instant later, both of them reaching for Dorian and Laren.
Androcles screamed out and suddenly sprang to his feet as if ready to do battle his azure eyes once more ablaze and nearly glowing and Danny quickly lifted his hands in front of him. “Easy Mandri!” Danny spoke. “It’s me Andro. It’s Uncle Danny.”
Andro blinked several times, his head moving from side to side and everyone saw his eyes return to normal right in front of them. “Tenne.” He gasped aloud. His azure eyes blinked several more times and then he saw his father holding Dorian and Laren. “Dori!” He screamed aloud and moved to drop to the floor beside Aricia. “Laren!”
Andro fell to the floor beside his mother and scooped Laren into his arms just as she was shaking her head and rapidly blinking her own eyes as they ceased glowing and returned to normal. “Andro?” She called out. “Dori!”

“Saoi sibfla!” Dorian groaned next. “What hit us?”

“Dori?” Andro hissed reaching across and taking his brother’s hand.

Dorian’s eyes focused now and he looked at him. “Andro?” He looked around quickly and saw his father holding him. “Medwan? What… what is going on?”

“By the word of Dadrien!” Laren exclaimed as she clung to Andro and he rose to his feet his hands moving over her body to insure she was uninjured while Laren did the same to him. She looked at him once she was fully up, her hands stopping on his arms. “Andro… what… what just happened?”

Andro looked at his father. “How long have we been gone?” He asked as Laren turned quickly to Dorian and was checking him as he began to check her for injuries.

“What?” Martin asked him as he rose to his own feet, allowing his hand to drop from Dorian as he and Laren checked each other. “What do you mean?”

“Father, how long have we been gone?!” Andro asked once more even more urgently.

“Keto… you haven’t gone anywhere.” Martin told him as Aricia and For'mya moved in now. “You have been here all of this time!”

Andro turned and looked around several times. “That is not… it’s not possible!” He said. “We saw… we were there! We were there! We saw them… we saw them in the distance!”

“Andro what are you talking about?” Aricia pressed him as she reached for his face. “Saw who aur keto? Who did you see?”

Andro looked at his father now. “We saw Dadrien! We saw grandfather Sumar! We saw grandfather Resumar! We saw… we saw grandfather Leonidas!”


Sarlana stood between Wayonn and Murano while Kenroe, Nicha, Amena and Orman were gathered around them in a small group. Her eyes were on the table where Androcles, Laren and Dorian now sat, their family gathered around them tightly to include Dynina, and Laren’s mother and father Robati and Yokra. They were speaking in soft whispers, Gorgo pressed close to her son on one side, while Dynina and Jezima stood close to him on the opposite side.


Sarlana finally turned to Wayonn. “Wayonn… what is the significance of these words that they spoke. It has obviously affected them all deeply. This is not something the Dahakoan shared with me.”


“It has affected Dynina as well.” Nicha spoke.


Wayonn nodded his head. “It is very personal for all of them.” Wayonn spoke softly. “The words they spoke; these are the same words that are engraved upon the memorial of Martin’s father on Earth. Almost exactly.” He looked at her. “Leonidas is revered among the Lycavorians on Earth, and throughout the entire Union. The Elves, humans and other species as well. It was his death, his sacrifice for those he had never met and did not even understand, that was the catalyst for the formation of the Lycavorian Union over four thousand years ago. That is what bound them all together. That is what still binds them together.”


“Walter…” Nicha said softly. “He… he loved him as he loved his own brothers.”


Wayonn nodded his head once more. “Leonidas was the one who forged most of the true Spartan lore and history in battle. They were feared by all. He was the Spartan King that drove them to the heights they reached in ancient Earth history, even with the yoke of the High Coven around their necks. When Martin freed Earth, when he discovered who and what he is, when the people of Earth discovered this, Leonidas was elevated to perhaps the most sacred individual in their history short of the Gods they worship. You have heard what Androcles speaks before he goes into battle?” Wayonn looked at Sarlana.

Sarlana shook her head. “Not heard no… but I have seen it within his resonance.”


Wayonn nodded again. “Leonidas’ memory and spirit is sacrosanct to their family. Every one of them. To all those close to them. None of them would do anything that they believe would dishonor his name or spirit in any manner. No matter the reason. It is why Martin’s brother was dealt with in the manner he was.”


“What do you mean?” Kenroe asked. “How was he dealt with?”


Wayonn shook his head. “Let’s just say that his end was anything but quick and painless. His punishment was… to our people it was a just end.”

“These words Wayonn?” Sarlana spoke now. “Who engraved them upon this memorial for his father?”


“No one knows.” Danny’s voice spoke from behind them and they turned to watch him step up to their small group.


“Daniel?” Sarlana asked. “What do you mean?”


Danny lifted the mug of coffee he was drinking and took a sip. “The inscription for the memorial was being voted on by the people of Earth at the time. There were like nine choices being debated. The night before the final vote was to be taken, the inscription appeared on the monument. No one knows how. No one claimed responsibility and no one was seen doing it. The next morning it was just there. When Martin saw it, when he saw it the only thing he said was “It stays”.”


“Ithquenti.” Sarlana gasped softly. “No wonder they did not share this with me.”


Danny nodded his head. “Yeah. Very spooky stuff.” He said. “And now to have the same words, almost exactly as they are on the monument, tattooed on their skin? Wow.”


Sarlana looked at him. “You do not believe do you?” She asked with no malice.


Danny met her eyes. “I believe in my mard fervon.” Danny said in reply. “Too much has happened to us; we have too much history together for it to be anything other than what destiny meant for it to be. Believe Doraanar?” Danny smiled warmly. “I believe in that family right there, I believe that destiny and fate has already written their path. And no matter where that path may lead, or what that path entails, I will be where I am supposed to be. Right next to him.”


“Avoi.” Wayonn whispered the word.


“It is no coincidence that these same words are on that memorial Daniel.” Sarlana said. “These… these events have occurred hundreds of thousands of years apart but they are all tied together. It is being driven.”


Daniel shook his head. “After seeing what I saw today, I would have to agree with you wholeheartedly. What do you think Andro meant when he said they had been there? Where did they go?”


Sarlana shook her head slowly. “The abilities of the Dahakoan were a mystery to all Darastrixi Daniel. Even the Doraanar did not know the full extent of what they were capable of. My discussions with Murano also lead me to believe that the Praetorian gene within them is also a mystery, as it is with your brother. Murano says he has never seen or felt the kind of Etheric power he feels from the four of them. Even Sumar did not have such a resonance he says.”


“So it’s… it’s possible we have not seen what they are truly capable of?” Daniel asked.


“If I had to guess…?” Sarlana replied. “No we have not.”


Orman turned back to the monitor which still held the inscriptions on it in the three different languages. “We still do not know the third language.” He said. “This is the key. It has to be.”


“Perhaps the temple on Lorenu can answer this puzzle.” Amena said now. “The symbols in the tattoos from the third language are somewhat similar to those on the wall in the chamber that we can see through the door.”


Kenroe nodded his head in agreement. “It is worth the attempt.” He spoke.


Sarlana nodded her head. “Perhaps, but there is too much going on here right now.” She told them. “I doubt Martin would agree to just leave for even a day in order to discover this. I know Androcles, Dorian and Laren would not.”


“Doraanar we can’t just dismiss this.” Amena spoke again. “We have been preparing for him to come for thousands of years! We have so many things to show him! So many things that he will need going into the future!”


“Are you talking about this new type of Engine drive?” Danny asked seeing Amena’s eyes go wide.


“How do you…?”


Sarlana chuckled softly. “There is very little in the way of information that Martin does not share with his brother Amena.” She spoke. “There are no secrets between Mard Fervons.”

Amena looked at her quickly and then back to Daniel. “Well… yes. The Subspace Portal Generators are part of it.”


Daniel nodded his head. “Our people on Ventori come first.” He spoke evenly. “And then there is the problem with this big assed Svorag ship that is headed for Honelze.”


“More creatures like the ones you fought here?” Kenroe asked.


“Abominations!” Orman hissed.


“No argument here.” Danny said.


“Nor here.” Amena chimed in.


Danny’s eyes moved to the open wall when he spotted Kasdan rushing forward with Avi in tow. He knew instantly that something was up for Avi would never have left the ship if it was not important. He stepped away from Sarlana and the group just as Wayonn saw him and then Kasdan and he followed. Danny moved to the open wall and motioned Kasdan to him. Kasdan’s eyes lit up when he saw Danny and made a direct line for him. He didn’t hesitate or pause when he passed Torma and Isheeni or the other dragons gathered around the Command Center.


Daniel looked at Kasdan as he came up pseudo out of breath. Like Martin, and the others of their team, Danny had come to like Kasdan quite a bit. He was a certified straight shooter and somewhat naïve, but he had more courage than most gave him credit for, and he was the most intelligent person that Danny or Martin had ever come across.


“Kasdan… what’s up?” Danny asked as Wayonn stopped beside him.


“Daniel I…” He was out of breath.


Danny smiled. “Take a breath big guy.” He told him. “What did you do, run from the landing pad?”


-He did- Avi answered.


“Why?” Daniel asked. “Avi?”


-I will let Kasdan relate to you what we have discovered- Avi spoke.


Danny looked at Wayonn quickly and then back to Kasdan as Sarlana moved up next to him on his other side. “Please don’t tell me you have found more of the fuglies on the planet.” Danny said.


Kasdan shook his head quickly. “What? No!” He declared. He held out the data pad. “I have discovered what the last language is.” He said looking at Sarlana. 


Sarlana’s eyes grew wide. “Ithquenti!” She gasped moving closer to him. “How?”


“This first symbol…” Kasdan spoke reaching out to touch the pad he had given Danny and activating it. The small screen showed the separated languages. “It struck me as odd once we had separated the different languages.”


“Odd how?” Sarlana asked as Danny handed her the pad.


“Hold that thought Kasdan.” Danny spoke grabbing his arm and pulling him fully inside the Command Center. He moved right over to the table and watched as Martin and the others looked up at him. “Fervon, you and Andro need to hear this.” He said.


Martin and Androcles rose slowly to their feet. “Kasdan?” Martin asked.


“I have discovered what the third language is Martin.” Kasdan told him.


“Joa sibfla!” Martin barked.


“Jainn sibfla!” Kasdan blurted. He had been studying the Lycavorian language for several weeks under the tutelage of Pablo and Kenny and he was becoming very fluent in its use. He shook his head quickly when he realized what he had just said and the others standing around couldn’t help but smile. This also served to break the mood of reverence that had been hovering over the table with the Leonidas family and everyone could tell that it was a welcome respite. “Joa! No… I didn’t mean that!” Kasdan barked.


Martin smiled broadly and nodded his head. “I know my friend.” He told him. “You are getting good though.”


Kasdan looked at him and smiled as he turned and took the pad back from Sarlana, who held it out to him. “This symbol.” He told Martin handing him the pad and them moving to the large monitor pointing at the symbol in the upper right corner of the last section. “This oval with the triangular points inside the oval. I have seen it before.”


Martin looked up. “Seen it?” Martin asked. “Where?”


Kasdan waved his hand over the monitor and moved the three images of the language into a smaller portion of the screen and then typed several times on the lower portion of the monitor bringing up the image of what appeared to be a plain, brownish book with a different symbol on the cover. At first it appeared as if it was just black lines across the face of the cover but if one stared at it long enough you could tell it was purposefully done in order to form a flame like symbol. He turned back to Martin. “In this?” He replied.


“What’s this?” Martin asked.
“This is a book Martin.” Kasdan answered with a tone that came out as if he was saying ‘how could you not know this?’ “This is a very old, hand written book.”


Martin grinned and looked at him. “Yeah, I can see that. They’re good for reading. I like books.” He said.
Kasdan blinked quickly. “What? Of course they are good for reading.”

For'mya reached out and touched Kasdan’s arm now. “I believe Martin is trying to say he does not understand what you mean. None of us do.”
Androcles looked at his father and his brow furrowed in puzzlement. That the man was obviously nervous and excitable was obvious, Androcles had just never seen his father rely on someone with his personality. “I believe that would be an understatement.” He said. “He is part of your team father?”

“Hey! Don’t you mess with Kas!” Martin announced as his mood became lighter. “This man saved our bacon on Onterom.”

 “Well… not really.” Kasdan said.

Martin smiled again. “You ignore him Kasdan. What have you got?”


“This book was in the main museum on our homeworld.” Kasdan spoke once more. “It was one of thirty-three books in a collection and was the main attraction for all of our Science Convocation students for over twenty-two thousand years. Even during the years of war with the Scourge. This particular book and several of its pages were on display in an indestructible clear case just as it was found among the ruins. Each week a new Book of the group was laid out for presentation.”


“Ruins?” Martin asked. “What ruins?”


“That does not matter now.” Kasdan told him with a dismissive wave of his hand. “What does matter is the date this book and the others like it were ultimately discovered by a Science Convocation Archeology Team.”


“June 12th.” Laren spoke now.


Kasdan nodded his head. “Yes. Exactly! June 12th, precisely forty-three years after Chief Elder Sumar was declared lost to us. Between the first and second Scourge Wars.”


“Ok…” Martin said. “And…?”


“Martin, this book was found on the planet Enol Three.” Kasdan told him cutting off his response. “It was the third largest colony world of the species that created the Avatars!” 
Murano stepped forward now. “The Onab?” He almost shouted. “Kasdan are you sure?”

Kasdan nodded his head and pointed to the monitor. “If what our known history of them says is accurate, then yes. This is one of thirty-three language texts of the Onab species! If this symbol on the cover is correct, it is the ninth book of the thirty-three. This symbol…” He then pointed to the oval symbol on the monitor. “It is in this book. Page ninety-four. It is said that the thirty-three books contained the entire written history and language of the Onab. There were over a thousand of our history and language scholars studying these very books right up until the day the Scourge came to our homeworld.”

Martin was standing straight up now, staring at Kasdan. “Kasdan are you absolutely sure about this?” He asked after a long moment repeating Murano’s question.

Avi moved forward now. -I can confirm Elder Kasdan’s findings Martin- Avi told him. -I was not created by the Founding Creators, but there are still bits of code that are embedded in each Avatar that refer to our origins-
“You never told me that.” Martin spoke.

Avi blinked several times and then shrugged his broad shoulders. -You never asked- He answered. –And the code is inactive-
Sarlana came forward now. “Avi… the Darastrixi knew of the Onab as well. They were an extremely reclusive species. They avoided contact with everyone right up until their end.” Sarlana’s eyes grew a little wider. “They were just like…”

Kenroe came up beside her. “Just as the Onkmet Breed was.” He stated.

Sarlana looked at Kenroe for a long moment. “You are correct Kenroe.” She spoke and then turned back to Martin. “Our account of them states that the Darastrixi only had contact with them three times in our entire recorded history. The supernova that destroyed their system and their species took place over forty thousand years ago and it is said to have destroyed their entire system in a matter of hours. Nothing could be done to save any of them.”

Avi nodded his head. -You are correct Doraanar Sarlana, but their technology and knowledge surpassed that of even the Pralor people. Technology that they shared with the Pralor people on a very limited basis. This sharing of technology however, it became the basis for most of our own advancements. It did not allow them to save themselves from their own destruction however-
“Avi are you saying they could have prevented the supernova but chose not to save themselves?” Murano asked.

Avi nodded his head. –It is a theory that Chief Elder Sumar held, yes-
“Why would they to that?” Orman asked now.

Martin shook his head and waved his hand. “That is all well and good.” He stated almost dismissively but everyone knew that was not true. Martin Leonidas did not dismiss anything out of hand. “How does that help us? Where are these books?”

Kasdan looked at him and his eyes dropped. “They were… I assume they were destroyed in the Scourge evisceration of our homeworld. The Scourge glassed our homeworld for days. They left nothing untouched.”

Murano nodded his head. “He is right Martin. When the last ship departed the home system, all that was left of our homeworld was a poisoned wasteland. The Scourge obliterated every city. They left nothing untouched.”

Martin nodded his head slowly. “I’m sorry Murano. Truly I am, but if we don’t have these books then no one can translate the tattoos and I do not see the relevance of trying to discover the language. At least not now.”

Murano nodded his head. “I agree.” He spoke.

“So do I.” Danny added his feelings. “We have too much on our plate now.”

Kasdan looked at Martin. “I did not say that it could not be translated.” Kasdan spoke quickly. “There is someone who can translate the tattoos. Someone who made a complete copy of all the volumes and knows the Onab language.”
Martin looked at him oddly as the hairs on the back of his neck began to rise. “Kasdan… why do I get the distinct feeling you are about to drop a hundred-ton thermonuclear bomb right on my head my friend?”

Kasdan took a deep breath. “That would be an understatement.” Kasdan said softly in reply. He met Martin’s eyes. “It is Lorendo.”
SPARTA'S WRATH 

LOW ORBIT OF VENTORI


It was Miranda’s and Sa'sur’s first visit to SPARTA'S WRATH and both of them were extremely impressed. They had been around Avi enough times through the years to be very comfortable in Armen’s presence as they took the short tour he gave to them before they made their way to the bridge. Though they said nothing to him or each other, both of them took note of his nearly human mannerisms and interaction with the crew. In some ways he had surpassed even Avi when it came to his actions and how natural they were. Now they stood on the bridge on three different sides of the massive Star Chart table that occupied one corner of the massive bridge. The large image of Ventori occupied the center of the holographic overlay, with all of the un-Shrouded ships mapped out in the system, as well as Miranda’s four RAPTORs that were on the edges of the system providing early warning. Byron Leonidas occupied the fourth side of that table with Namiri Daret beside him. He had remained on board SPARTA'S WRATH at his brother’s request on the off chance that none of their family survived the battle on Ventori. Bryon had been incensed at this perceived slight until Androcles had explained to him that if the unthinkable happened, he would be acting as King until such time as Resumar could assume that role. That would require returning to the Alpha Quadrant, which Androcles knew Bryon would not do until those who had taken his family from him were dealt with viciously. Now Bryon was acting as the Operations Officer for the entire Task Force, a role that he found he was excelling at to be honest.


Namiri Daret had elected to remain on the ship for her own reasons, unaware that Andro and everyone who was Lycavorian already knew what this was. He stood beside her now, a place she had rarely left in nearly three days. Most of the crew of SPARTA'S WRATH had already figured out what the relationship between Namiri Daret and Andro was; a political match that made much sense. The Tasmor had become close allies in only a few short weeks and the rumors that King Leonidas truly enjoyed their company and their values only made it that much easier for the crew of SPARTA'S WRATH to accept Namiri in the role she was playing. What Namiri did not know, what even Byron did not know, the crew of the ship they were on, his brother’s ship, they were like Androcles in almost every way and they despised politicians in almost every form. The attraction between Byron and Namiri was growing, all of them could see that, and the crew had already made it their intent to protect whatever might occur between the two of them as they would protect their Prince’s privacy. 
It was Namiri who was speaking now as she drew her hand along the edge of the chart table.


“…entered the system here and are proceeding on course as Flight Operations instructed them.” Namiri said. “They should be arriving in orbit in just under twenty-three minutes and will begin preparations to receive transports for disembarking to the surface.”

“The report said eight thousand?” Sa'sur asked looking at her.


Namiri nodded. “Yes Admiral. Seven thousand eight hundred and eighty-seven exactly.”


“We’ll need to know when the last of the refugees clear the ships.” Sa'sur told her. “We have ships and engineer crews standing by to refit your transports and transfer the supplies.”


Namiri blinked several times. “Excuse me… I… what do you mean refit and transfer supplies?” She asked. “We… we were told nothing about this.”


Sa'sur looked at Miranda and they both chuckled softly. It was Miranda who answered her question. “You don’t know Byron’s father very well just yet Princess Daret, but you will come to see a little of how he thinks as time goes by.”

Sa'sur nodded her head. “Indeed.”


“I don’t understand.” Namiri spoke looking at Byron. “Byron, what does she mean?”


Byron Leonidas looked at her and smiled. Every ounce of his wolf blood called out for Namiri Daret in the worse way. He should have known his brother would detect it right away, and give him the space and the means to follow that instinct. Byron could smell Namiri’s desire for him wafting from every pore in her body and her scent was so very sweet to him, but he also knew he needed to be discrete for all their sakes. Though he knew the crew of Andro’s ship would protect them, most of them probably knew of the arranged marriage anyway, if it was to happen between them, it needed to be done with great care so as not to embarrass his brother and Namiri’s mother.

“A dozen Worker Drones will refit your transports with much more advanced engines and navigational equipment. It will allow them to make the trip from your homeworld in half the time. The supplies Admiral Sa'sur speaks of are the first several hundred tons of medical supplies my mother released, and roughly nine thousand tons of spare material in order for our Worker Drones to refit and upgrade a dozen of your front line warships with Refractive Shields, upgraded navigational systems and a very early model of our Phased Fusion Drive Cores. This will increase the range, power and defensive abilities of your ships by a factor of a hundred. It will also give you the means to then reverse engineer them and begin to build and improve upon the design all on your own. My father is sending several engineers who volunteered to teach and advise you.”

Namiri’s eyes were wide at this knowledge for she simply could not believe it. “But I… I thought your father would not share this technology with us!” She exclaimed.


Byron shrugged his broad shoulders. “My father can be very tricky when he wants to be.” He said with a smile. “But he will not ever abandon those he considers friend and ally. Ever.”


“Does… does my mother know?” Namiri gasped.


Miranda smiled. “My Tactical Officer E’dira was going to inform her today when she went to the surface.” Her dark eyes saw the crew member move briskly from the station across the bridge and she followed him as he went right up to Armen and handed him a data pad. She turned fully to look at Armen. “Armen what is it?”


Armen looked up at them. –Apparently we have lost one of the transports from the Coalition ship that jumped into the system several hours ago-

“Lost?” Sa'sur asked as her eyes narrowed. “How?”

Armen looked at the officer beside him and nodded his head. The man leaned over the table and adjusted the images. “We have been tracking them since they arrived as you and Admiral Lorian are aware Admiral Sa'sur. Their Stealth Shield is at full power and they entered the system under full EMCON control, but we detected them easily enough. They simply sat there for a few hours and then slowly brought their power levels up when we did not respond to their intrusion, likely because they did not believe we had detected them.”
Sa'sur nodded her head. “Andro’s orders were clear and King Martin agreed. Do nothing unless they make a direct act of communication or violence against us. So far all they have been doing is attempting to scan our ships or the surface.”

The officer nodded. “Until now.” He spoke touching the table and they all saw two objects light up near the ship and begin moving in opposite directions. “Forty-nine minutes ago two transports disengaged from their ship. One headed for the surface, using the large tachyon particle clouds to try and stay hidden, while the other moved directly for this large piece of Kintaur wreckage.”

“Why?”

“We detected a low power surge from the aft portion of this wreckage. It appears to be coming from what is left of a Kintaur Battle Cruiser.” The officer answered. “Probably a secondary terminal that is operating on battery power. It’s exposed to space so it wouldn’t be much trouble to plug into the terminal and download what information they can.”

“And the other ship?” Miranda asked.

“It descended into the atmosphere easily enough. Whoever was flying it is an excellent pilot by the way.” The man continued. “We lost them here.” He punched in the coordinates on the table and the image from the ground came up from high resolution cameras. “This is one of the entrances to the tunnels the Svorag were using. When the FAE weapons detonated, the heat and concussive wave exited at this point. The plume extends to the lower ionosphere and is still very hot.”


-Why?- Armen asked. –Sufficient time has passed for dissipation of the aftereffects of the FAE weapons-


“Yes, sir, until we did a thermal scan of the surrounding area.” The officer answered. “The entire seismic plate is made of this sensor distorting ore. It appears that it is also highly volatile when exposed to heat. It ignites at three thousand two hundred degrees. The FAE basically set fire to the entire tectonic plate. The entire plate has heated to over five thousand degrees now. The temperature is dropping, but only by ten degrees every twenty-four hours. The COLS transport flew right into the center of the heat plume and off our sensors. By the time we adjusted for the heat, the ship was gone. Like I said… whoever was flying this ship is an excellent pilot and knew exactly what he wanted to do.”


“The surrounding area?” Sa'sur asked.


The officer shook his head. “We are continuing to scan, but with all of the tachyon particles still in the system and the added problem of this heat from the tectonic plate, it’s iffy at best to find them. At least until the particles dissipate further.” He centered the image on the small dot and brought it into focus more. “The ship appears to be some sort of short range transport. I estimate no more than twenty to twenty-five passengers based on its size.”


“Just over sixty klicks north to Discovery Base.” Miranda said shaking her head. “Neither Martin nor Andro are going to like that. Not with the refuges returning. They are wolves, and they could cover sixty klicks in probably fifteen minutes going all out.”

-Send a coded message to Androcles- Armen ordered quickly. –Keep it off the main COM channels-


“Armen I can reach him from here.” Byron spoke up.


Sa'sur shook her head. “No Byron, Armen is right. They are Lycavorians and we don’t know how far they have advanced their etheric abilities. Coded and secure Sub Space Armen. Do it now!”

Armen didn’t question her order, for while he may have been Commander of SPARTA'S WRATH, Sa'sur was overall Commander of their Task Force. Miranda Lorian was of the same mind and she looked at Sa'sur.


“Sa'sur?” She questioned.


“Based on our first contact with them Miranda I’m not so sure that they are of the friendly type.” Sa'sur spoke looking at her. 


“Roll them up?” Miranda asked.


Sa'sur nodded her head. “Yes. Send two STRIKER ATs to where this transport or shuttle is, and have three of your Wolf Pack secure their main ship here. Take it under tractor if you have to.” 
Armen turned from the officer he had been talking too. -Sadi and Ne'Veha are returning to the ship as we speak- He told them. -The PREMONITION would be better suited to maneuvering within the wreckage and she is perfectly capable of securing the transport ship on her own-
Sa'sur nodded as she stood up straight and looked around quickly. “I know what Sadi and Ne'Veha can do. Contact them and issue the order Armen. And send the Wolf Pack ships to secure their main ship. I’m going to contact Captain Patton and have him get some of his boys and girls out looking for our guests.”


“Martin and Andro will send out folks too. Dragons will be faster.” Manda said.


Sa'sur nodded her head. “Indeed.” She spoke. “Then I will have him put a standby force on alert. We need to get back to our ships Manda, and hope we find these Coalition fools before they do something utterly stupid.”


Sa'sur could not have known that it was already too late for that.

VENTORI 
FIVE KLICKS SOUTHWEST OF DISCOVERY BASE PERIMETER


“What do you think they are?” Rhaos asked as he lowered his binoculars and turned his head to look at Lazar beside him. The ridge they were on provided an excellent vantage point from which to view the huge base in the distance and once here, he and Lazar had remained in the thick grass and moved up to the edge. They had been studying the base for the last ten minutes and both of them were stunned beyond what they had ever expected. Mainly due to the massive winged beasts that were moving about the base freely. 

  


Lazar lowered his own binoculars and looked at his oldest friend. “Do you remember the stories your mother told us as boys Rhaos?”

“Sinuovas?” Rhaos gasped.


“Do you have a better explanation?” Lazar asked him. “I certainly do not.”


“They have real, live sinuovas as pets Lazar?” Rhaos exclaimed softly. “That is… that is almost too much to believe.”


Lazar lifted the binos to his eyes once more. “I am not so sure they are pets.” He spoke. “And I have counted at least three different species that we have never seen before as well as the nubous entia endra they have currently hovering over the base.” (Fucking massive ship)

“How many guns do you think?” Rhaos asked.


“Over a hundred at least and that is just on the side of the ship that we can see.” Lazar answered him. “And I would estimate two or three thousand troops within the base perimeter.”


“They are wearing some sort of body armor and many have what would appear to be assault weapons.” Rhaos spoke. “Though there are quite a few who seem to be wearing just normal clothes.”


“At least five towers along the wall.” Lazar said. “All of them, even the civilians, seem to be armed in some manner.” He shifted his binos to the desolate city in the distance. “Blacken ground leading up to the edge of that city in the distance. It appears advanced in its design.”

“Defensive positions along the wall. They fought a battle here.” Rhaos said.


Lazar nodded. “But with whom?” He commented. 


“Whoever it was, they do not appear to have succeeded.” Rhaos commented. “Look at the outer perimeter of the wall. A mine field and fully equipped bunkers with heavy weapons. Whoever put this defensive line together is a Master tactician. Anyone who massed against the defenses would break upon the mine fields and then the walls. And that does not include the portable shielding that they have been activating before the transports come and then leave.”


“Which begs the question where are those ships going?” Lazar spoke. “Are you recording this?”


Rhaos looked at him. “Are you kidding? Jorbhe jainn!”


“There!” Lazar hissed. “Four of those beasts just took off and headed for the city! And they carried men on their backs!”


Rhaos shifted his binos. “Sibfla!”


“I count at least nine more beasts over the city on the far side.” Lazar spoke trying to focus his binos to compensate for the distance.


“There are Tasmor among them.” Rhaos spoke. “They match the description that we have in our intelligence files. All of them appear female however. And do you see the number of Alpha females Lazar!? There must be hundreds of them! And the armor they wear does not hide how healthy they are!”


Lazar dropped his eyes and looked at Rhaos with a grin. “Do you always think with your cock?” He asked.


Rhaos grinned broadly. “Not all of the time.” He replied.


“Considering how heavily armed they are, would you like to go down there and introduce yourself?” Lazar asked him.


“Never let it be said that I turned down a good challenge.” Rhaos told him.


Lazar smiled and elbowed Rhaos in the side. He turned back to the binos and focused on the camp. “That building there in the center. The one with only three walls. That appears to be the Command Center.”


“Looks like a gathering of some sort with all of the people there.” Rhaos spoke moving his own binos to that location. “It is too dark from this distance to see inside, but there are at least eight of those beasts outside. Do you think he is there?”


“I would be.” Lazar answered.

“Do we move closer?” Rhaos asked.


Lazar thought about that for a moment and then shook his head. “No.” He answered. “We have no idea of their capabilities. Moving closer puts us further from the ship and we are on a timeline.”


“They seem very casual Lazar.” Rhaos spoke. “Maybe Nasso was wrong about them.”


Lazar looked at him now. “Remember Garget’s lesson when we were fifteen?”

Rhaos rolled his eyes. “Which one? All of them if I recall, involved us getting our assess handed to us.”


“The most dangerous one is the one that looks weakest.” Lazar said.


“Oh, that one.” Rhaos said. “Still, all I really remember is getting my ass kicked.”


Lazar brought his finger to his ear when his COM device chirped in his ear and he recognized his private channel. It was one that only those he trusted on his ship had and they only used it in emergencies. He pushed gently on the earpiece. “Go.”


“Lazar… you had better get back here quickly!” The voice spoke. “We have a problem.” Lazar recognized the voice instantly as Kitas, a trusted Lieutenant of security that he had left in charge of their remaining eighteen-man force at their shuttle.


“Kitas… what is wrong?” Lazar hissed.


“Our ground sensors detected a gathering of Lycavorians six klicks northeast of us a few minutes after you departed. I didn’t contact you because they did not move closer. Lazar, one of the unknown Lycavorian ships just landed there.” Kitas answered. “Sibot disobeyed my orders and took nine of our remaining force, all of them wet behind the ears Alphas looking for glory, saying he was going to do what your father sent us here to do. Capture whoever he could and get information.”

“Nubou!” Lazar cursed loudly under his breath. “Send me the grid Kitas!”


“Lazar I am sorry.” Kitas continued. “He would have forced me to shoot him in order to stop him. That would have given away our position.”


Rhaos saw Lazar shake his head as he was listening as well. “You did the right thing Kitas.” Lazar spoke. “Send me the grid and prepare to depart. We will need to make a quick exit from this world.”


“Understood.” Kitas spoke.


Lazar looked at the small screen on his forearm and saw the coordinates come up and then zoom in on the location. “Nubous Sibot!” Lazar swore. “I should have killed him a long time ago.”


“His Pack is one of the most influential City Packs Lazar.” Rhaos said. “That is why and you know it.”


“That won’t stop me this time if he exposes us Rhaos!” Lazar snarled looking at the small screen. 


“Straight east and then cut south along that stream bed. It will take us directly to these coordinates.” Rhaos said looking at his wrist screen and seeing the same thing.


Lazar nodded his head. “Let’s hope we get there before he does something fucking stupid.”


Two soft, white flashes of light and then the two, large and quite muscular wolves were sprinting off east.

AD HOC COMMAND CENTER


“…Chevsh alee fenneennum?” Martin gasped staring at the image of Yuriko on the monitor.


“The Svorag mother ship has slowed down medwan.” Yuriko told him again. “It took them nearly nineteen minutes to do it, but they are now moving at one quarter of the speed that they were.”


Andro was beside his father and he looked at his vampire sister on the monitor. “Are you safe arande?”

Yuriko smiled warmly when she saw Androcles and they watched as she lifted her hand and ran it across the monitor she was speaking on. “Ol zhah ji ves bwael ulu kyirl dos ussta dalninuk. Dos inbal tlus lle’warinil.” (It is so very good to see you brother. You have been missed.)


“Nau mzild taga usstan inbal lle'warinil dos ussta dalninil.” Andro replied to her. (No more than I have missed you my sister)


Dynina was standing with Jezima and Aricia when she heard them exchange their greetings and she looked at Aricia quickly. “Aricia… what is the language they are speaking?” She asked.

“It is the ancient High Coven language.” Aricia replied. “It is also the language that the Drow Elves from Earth have adopted as their own. They are saying that they have missed each other. Brother and sister.”


Jezima looked at her now. “How many languages do all of you speak?” She asked with wide eyes.


Aricia chuckled softly. “You must thank our Melda Min for that when you see her.” She told them. “Dysea is an absolute Task Master when it comes to education. She has guided all of our children in their education. All of them have at least two advanced degrees and can speak numerous languages fluently. Androcles and Martin speak the most of any of us. At last count it was eleven for each of them I believe. There are so many that even we have lost track of the number. Everyone thinks it is a contest between father and son. In the quiet moments that we do have you will see one or both of them with some language file in their hands.”


“This is the Yuriko that Walter thinks so highly of?” Dynina asked now as she gazed at the monitor and Yuriko’s image. “He says that she is part of why Martin has discovered all that he has.”


Aricia nodded her head. “One of the reasons, yes.” She answered. “She is just as much a daughter to all of us as Eliani or Nara or Normya, no matter her blood or species. It has always been this way. We know nothing else.”


Dynina slowly nodded her head, her thoughts to herself. She was thrown back in time to a conversation with Sumar on Lycavore in the weeks leading up to her departure.


“He will have many children Dynina, my descendant.” Sumar had told her. “Not all of them the same as us. But they will be his children no matter their appearance or design. And they will honor their father and mothers as those like us honor those who brought us into this world. Perhaps even more.”

Dynina could once more feel the warmth of family filling her as she remembered those words and she saw how easily they had accepted Perlae, Ishma and Awser. Dynina Mahanlo was no more she realized. Now she was Dynina Leonidas to all those around her. To her family. And while Dynina knew they would always honor their heritage and the history of the Mahanlo Pack, this is what they had now grown into. And Dynina could not have been more proud.

“I am glad that our mothers and I now have additional support in keeping our father under control.” Yuriko continued drawing Dynina’s attention once more. “Oh wait… I must have been thinking of Resumar. You are just as malda as our father!”


Andro chuckled and shook his head. “I see Filrian has not yet tamed your tongue sister.”


“I like her tongue just how it is, thank you!” Filrian’s voice shouted from out of the cone of the transmission and this caused Andro to grin and look at his father.


Martin was smiling too, feeling a little bit better after all of the talk of prophecies and destiny. “You pulled back Yuriko?”


Yuriko nodded her head. “As per your directives father.” She answered. “Their course has not changed but we have an adjusted timeline for them to reach Honelze if they maintain this speed. Do you know what may have caused them to slow down?”


Martin nodded his head. “Oh yeah. If my theory is correct, whoever the head cheese of these Svorag is, he is on that ship. Ventori was a major breeding colony apparently, possibly their largest one. Your brother arrived yesterday and kind of put an end to that in a rather unceremonious way.”


Yuriko looked at Andro. “Did you come in guns blazing brother?” She asked.


Andro grinned at her. “In a manner of speaking.”


“Elg’ga rilbol…” Yuriko said looking at Andro. (Kill everything)


“Lu’ ori’gato l’ phraktos s’enar mina doeb.” Andro finished. (And let the gods sort them out.)


It was a phrase that Yuriko had taught to Androcles when he was very young and now they used it only between each other. Yuriko had taught Androcles far more than even their father and mothers knew as he was growing and this had brought them very close to one another during that time.


“Good.” Yuriko spoke nodding her head. “Nempori vithin slanos.” (Ugly fucking creatures)

“You will get no argument on that here sister.” Andro commented with a laugh. “One of them tried to kiss me during the battle. I tried to explain that it wasn’t my type.”
Yuriko looked at Androcles with wide eyes. “Andro my brother… did you just try and make a joke?” She exclaimed.

Andro rolled his eyes. “Ha, ha, very funny.” He snarled affectionately.

“So you think this loss has caused them to slow down and re-evaluate their position medwan?” Yuriko asked her father while still trying to keep from laughing openly.

“If they have slowed, then I would have to say yes.” Martin told her calmly. “I believe the bastard leading these Svorag is an Alpha Lycavorian Yuriko. One that was captured and changed but somehow managed to keep his instinctual predatory nature.”

Yuriko nodded her head once more. “Hence why they have been bolder in their actions than Chief Elder Delnash and others realized.”

Martin nodded. “Yep.”

“It makes sense, but that is a good thing and a bad thing.” Yuriko said. “That means they will be predictable to an extent… but they will also be harder to kill.”

“Exactly.” Martin said. “Especially if this Alpha is the one doing most of the changing. Your mother believes he can change others with a bite instead of the old fashion way.”

“That is problematic.” Yuriko answered.
Martin nodded his head. “Just a bit.” He answered. “I was going to fire off an update to you later today but since we are talking… Ventori is secure now. We are starting to get refugees from the Tasmor and we’ll begin to start the rebuilding very soon. What is the new estimate of time to Honelze?”

“If they maintain the speed they have settled on… another five weeks at least. I can give you a more precise time estimate in a few hours if they remain at this speed.” Yuriko answered. “I’m going to maintain this distance from now on father. Space equals time to react.”

Martin looked at her. “You have concerns?”

Yuriko shook her head. “No… I’m just going to take a page from your book in case I do have to haul my ass out of here.”

Martin nodded his head. “Fair enough.” He told her. “Yuriko let’s start regular check ins beginning today.” Martin told her. “Every six hours fenneennum. No more of this lone wolfing it sibfla, you hear me?”

Yuriko nodded hearing the command tone of his voice. “Understood.”

“So what else have you got?” Martin asked her.

COALITION OF LYCAVORIAN STATES CLAIMED SPACE
CAPITAL PLANET JETANIA
NORTHERN OCEAN 

DEPTH 2419 METERS
DARASTRIXI LONG RANGE MEDIUM CRUISER


“…Was chosen by the spirit of Dadrien to accompany your people on this Seed Mission.” Nilantha was speaking, her voice warm and even. “The Pralor people who believed as Dadrien did assisted in this and kept me hidden on their City Ship and then insured that I made it to the surface with your people. They believed an Oracle of their people had accompanied them, but I had taken her place as was Dadrien’s plan. It was customary for an Oracle of your people to remain aloof from others and no one questioned why I was never physically seen. I chose the first High Priestess from among those on that ship. This ship around you was attached to the Pralor ship’s outer hull and when we arrived here it was remotely piloted to where it is now. It was difficult at first, staying hidden and trying to insure that I kept the Prophecy alive. Your people have a strong faith, but once Osrod’s grandfather came to power, this began to waver. He did not have the influence to drive me into hiding until Osrod’s father was born and then took his place. He was much more cunning and cruel than his father. To avoid conflict and the deaths of those who believed, I went into hiding and had the High Priestess leak the story of my death. She was killed by Osrod’s father for her faith in me.” Nilantha spoke softly and looked at the floor for a long moment.

“I retreated here, studied and trained myself and I observed. When Osrod’s father sent out the mission to Ventori and they returned with the Mountain Packs I knew it was time to begin. Garget’s father was a fine Alpha, and Garget followed in his footsteps so I chose the Second High Priestess from among the Ranev pack and had her form the Black Watch. Each High Priestess after the first came from your people within the Mountain Packs. Those who were brought here from Ventori. They were Alphas would not be denied their faith no matter what Osrod’s father demanded and many were not happy that they had been unrooted from Ventori. He had no choice but to allow them this faith in order to avoid civil unrest and the vast majority of them retreated into the Mountain Ranges in order to start again.” 
Loras and Taris Ranev had all but forgotten everything around them as they sat and listened to her enraptured. No one had come up the elevator in the last four hours and they were not disturbed in any way. Neither Taris nor Loras saw anyone bring the food that now occupied the short legged stone table that they sat around. The floor was covered with large, colorful soft cushions and this is what they had sat on, politely picking at the food and drink which Nilantha had insisted that they do. 
She had removed the long cape and cowl and Loras had taken note of her womanly figure and decided this was not someone unfamiliar with exercise. Her body was lean and muscular for her size, her exposed soft green scales soft and slightly shiny in different lights. Her eyes were fascinating however, a deep emerald green like those of the very ocean they now resided at the bottom of, always shifting in the different light.
“We know very little of Ventori.” Loras finally spoke. “Only that it is the planet from which the Mountain packs came from.”

Nilantha nodded her head. “Osrod’s father sealed away everything but the name of the planet from which you were taken. He wanted to insure that in the future none of you would attempt to go back.”

“He left… he left our people there?” Taris asked with surprise.

Nilantha nodded her head again. “He took only the Alphas from Ventori, and he left the Betas and Omegas to fend for themselves. He wrongly assumed that without the guidance and leadership of the Alphas that they would not survive for very long. He was wrong. Men and women stepped forward from among the Betas and they did survive and they prospered. Until the Svorag came that is.”

“Oracle… how do you… how do you know all this?” Loras asked. “About these Pralor people you speak of. About what took place on that planet?”

Nilantha smiled gently. “That planet is Lycavore Loras Ranev, and it is the homeworld of your people. It is where all of you originate from, no matter your age. It is where all of your bloodlines were born and created. Your packs and your families. Lycavore is your history.” She told her. “As for how I know all this, I have already told you, I was there.”

“What you speak of, you say it took place almost three hundred and fifty thousand years ago.” Taris said with awe in her voice. “That would mean that you are…”
Nilantha laughed heartily now and she nodded her head. “Yes Taris, it would.” She spoke as she flipped a piece of red fruit into her mouth. “I was but a child when Dadrien chose me. I was nineteen years old and to my people, still considered very much a baby. I do not know why he chose me, only that he did, and as the years passed and I saw everything that he told me begin to come true, I believed even more. If you wish me to be more specific, I am three hundred and twenty-seven thousand years old, give or take a year I suppose. I never really kept track.”

“So these… these Pralor people took us from our true homeworld and brought us here?” Loras said. “Our ancestors?”

Nilantha nodded her head. “They used your people to seed new life on five different planets before war brought ruin to their Empire. Three that I am aware of, including Jetania and Ventori. The third that I know of was in the Beta Quadrant of space, far from here, but that has already been discovered by the Mard Revik and his Tarivuos, just as the prophecy predicted. Vada Tarivu Androcles also discovered his sixth and final mate from among these Lycavorians. It surprised him, but as he has done throughout his young life, he embraced it and moved on.”

“How did those among the Mard Revik evolve so much more quickly than us Oracle?” Loras asked her. “You say they have advanced ships and can travel great distances? How did they acquire these things?”
Nilantha nodded her head with a smile. “That would take a great deal of time to fully explain but I will give the short version to you. I have already given you some sense of how it all came to be. They came from the Alpha Quadrant searching for answers to these questions, and they have discovered far more than they thought.” She answered. “It would take perhaps a thousand years for a Coalition ship to even reach the outer boundaries of their Empire there with their current technology.”

A thousand years!?” Loras gasped.

Nilantha nodded her head. “I do not know exactly how long it will take, for that particular knowledge is not something I cared to study. Quantum travel and Light Year calculations were never a favorite study of mine.” She said with a smile. 
“They have Quantum technology?” Taris gasped aloud as well.

Nilantha nodded once more. “It was acquired recently, in the last thirty years, but their people are so amazingly intelligent. They developed their own engines within a decade and have improved them to the point now where they are standard aboard all of their ships. Their Empire is vast however, and it is an Empire. A great and beautiful and peaceful Empire with many species that live there and call it home.”
“They do not… they do not conquer?” Taris asked.

Nilantha shook her head quickly. “Oh no.” She replied. “They have had wars in their brief history, but none that they started. They did, however, finish them. Their Spartan training is absolutely superb. Any one of them is a match for three of Osrod’s brute soldiers. If Osrod thinks to bully them, he will find himself picking his mida up off the ground from where the Mard Revik plants him.”

Taris thought that hysterically funny and she laughed out loud catching herself after a moment and looking embarrassed. “Forgive me.” She stammered.

Nilantha smiled at her. “For what child?” She asked. “You will discover that humor to the family of the Mard Revik is like a soothing balm and they use it as such. They are unlike any Royal family in anyone’s history.” 

“How did they advance so quickly when we did not Oracle?” Loras asked.
“A single, galactic event took place that eventually changed everything on your original homeworld.” Nilantha told her. 

“The man you spoke of earlier?” Loras said. “His name was… it was Sumar.”

Nilantha nodded her head once more. “Chief Elder Sumar, of the Pralor people. The same species that used Lycavorians to seed other worlds with life. He was their leader for a time, and he was also known as Praetorian. The very first and greatest of their warriors.” She explained. “I will forgo the details of how he came to Lycavore, these you will learn in time when the Mard Revik and the Tarivuos arrive. His appearance on Lycavore changed everything however, and it altered the path of your people, changed them, until they became the Lycavorians that exist now in the Alpha Quadrant. Sumar and those who traveled with him on that journey were turned and taken into the different packs on Lycavore. The female Alpha that chose Sumar, she was the daughter of the last remaining Alpha of true royal blood in ancient Lycavorian culture and history going back nearly half a million years before the Pralor people ever took notice of them.”

“And he was the Spirit Warrior?” Taris interjected.

Nilantha nodded her head. “A Praetorian. Yes.”

“And he used this… this Etheric power?” Loras asked her.

Nilantha nodded her head again while looking at her. “You do not believe do you Loras?” She asked with an even voice, neither condescending nor surprised.

“It is… it is so much to take in Oracle.” Loras told her. “So unbelievable.”

“Do you believe that there are things out there among the stars that we do not understand, could not understand?” Nilantha asked her.
“Yes, of course.” Loras answered.

“Do you believe simply because we have not seen them or experienced them ourselves that they do not exist?”

Loras looked at her. “That would be arrogance of the highest sort Oracle.” Loras replied. 

Nilantha nodded her head. “Yes, it would.” She said softly. “Yet, you question what I am telling you simply because it seems so unbelievable. Because you have not seen it for yourself and you have no personal knowledge of it.”

“I do not!” Loras hissed angrily. “I simply… I…”

Nilantha smiled now. “And now you find yourself in the same trap that still snarls Osrod and those like him. The trap that makes them believe that they are the center of the Universe we live in. That they are the most powerful and therefore should rule.”

Loras was silent as she sat there now and she realized that everything Nilantha had just said was true. All of her life she had prided herself on being open to new things and what she did not understand and know and now she was dismissing that because she was being told these things do exist and she had not seen them.

“You… you are right!” She finally gasped looking at her.
Nilantha smiled gently once more and lean across the short table. “Do you think I have not experienced the same things child?” She asked her. “When Dadrien first appeared to me in Etheric form, I thought it was simply a dream. I believed this until what he told me in these dreams actually began to come true. We all doubt Loras Ranev, it is part of what makes us who we are.” Nilantha leaned back. “The Lycavorian Union does exist.” She said. “They exist in part because of Sumar. They evolved because of what Sumar and others showed them. They have what is called a Prime Minister, the second most powerful figure in their government. She is an Alpha female. They have hundreds, if not thousands of Alpha females, Beta females, females of other species, all of whom hold positions of power within their Union. Just as you do Loras Ranev, but they do not have to deal with the discourse this causes here. They do not judge a person simply by the coloring of their outer skin or where their reproductive organs might reside!”
Taris could not help herself and she burst out in soft laughter again at this comment. This time however, Loras was affected as well.
Nilantha shook her head with a smile of her own. “Forgive me.” She spoke with a small wave of her hand. “I can be passionate about things at times.”

“Please do not be angry with me Oracle.” Loras spoke quickly.


“Angry?” Nilantha gasped aloud. “Gods child, I could never be angry with you! You are the future Loras Ranev! You and Taris and Anoria and so many others! Simply because you do not yet fully understand what I am saying does not make me think or feel less of you.”

“I have always tried to be realistic and fair Oracle, and I do have faith.” Loras said to her.


Nilantha smiled then. “Oh I know you do child. If you did not have faith, then you would never have seen the vision that you did.”


Taris looked at her with wide eyes now. “Matriarch… you have had a vision?” She gasped excitedly.


Loras looked at Nilantha with wide, disbelieving eyes. “How… how do you know this?” She stammered.


“How do I know that in this vision you saw your own future Loras Ranev?” Nilantha spoke. “That you saw the face of the man who would one day be King and who would hold your very essence within his hands? Just as you would hold his? How do I know this?”


“I have… I have never told anyone of this!” Loras stammered again. “How could you… how could you know that?”


Nilantha rose to her feet now and she held out her hands. “Let me show you something. Both of you.”


Loras and Taris rose to their feet and took her hands without hesitation. Nilantha closed her eyes and both Loras and Taris let out small screams of shock as the teleportation light engulfed them instantaneously and they disappeared. It was only a split second and then they reappeared in a long promenade like corridor similar to the ones they had seen before, but this corridor was lined with paintings and drawings by the hundreds. They held Nilantha’s hands tightly as she led them down the low rows of exquisite color paintings and what appeared to be hand drawings of superb workmanship. Many depicted scenes of battle, many reflected scenes of beautiful, towering cities of steel and glass and light. They saw men and women dressed in strange armor and holding what appeared to be glowing swords and spears of light and shields with a strange symbol emblazoned on the front.


“Oracle… what is… what is this place?” Taris gasped in awe. “I have never seen this place on the ship!”


Nilantha smiled. “I call this the Archive of Knowledge and Hope.” She answered. “What you see all around you are images of the past and some of the future. Images of war, of peace, and of prosperity.”


“Where… where did they come from?” Loras asked softly.


“I brought them here from the Sanctuary.” Nilantha answered. “Mainly for their own protection should anyone that followed Osrod and his father and grandfather ever find them. Each image depicts an event in history that has already occurred. And some that have not.”


“The Sanctuary?” Loras asked her.


Nilantha nodded her head. “It is a place that the Tarivuos and the Mard Revik will come to begin the journey.”


“Journey?” Taris asked her. “What journey?”


“That knowledge will come to all of us in time.” Nilantha answered. “I brought you here to show you something. All of these images, these drawings and paintings, not one of them is less than two million years old. Some are much older. I will let you date them yourselves if you like.” She waved her hand all around.

“They are exquisite.” Loras said softly. “So detailed and expressive.”


Nilantha nodded her head. “I know.” She said. “I have spent many days and weeks down here just studying them.”

“Carians!” Taris gasped aloud and she broke away from them, moving directly to a color painting a few meters away. “Oracle… Lady Ranev… this is… this is me!”

Loras moved up beside her and quickly took her hand as she looked upon the painting with wide eyes. It was indeed an exact image of Taris Ranev right down to the twinkle in her ice blue eyes. She was pressed tightly to one side of the tall, powerfully built young man with dark brown and reddish hair and large expressive eyes that were flecked generously with light green. His face was bright and happy and his arm was wrapped possessively around Taris on his side as well as around the waist of the other young woman on his opposite side. Taris and the young woman held their hands together over this young man’s heart and both of them were beaming in what could only be described as blissful happiness.

Taris’s hands went to her face in shock. “Oracle… I am… I am ashamed!”

Loras looked at her. “Taris… what are you talking about?” She exclaimed. “What have you to be ashamed about?”

Nilantha moved up behind Taris and rested her hands on Taris’s shoulders. “Taris had a vision as well Loras. A vision of what her future would hold. In that vision she saw this man. This man who would be her husband and mate. This brother to Tarivu Androcles. She however failed to mention that Anoria would also be her wife and mate.” 

Loras looked at her with wide eyes as Taris turned to the Oracle with tears streaming down her face in shame. Nilantha took her into her arms quickly and squeezed her tightly. “Do not be ashamed of who you are Taris Ranev. Or what the future may hold for you. Or who for that matter.”

Taris looked at her. “You… you knew?” She gasped.

Nilantha smiled. “I knew before you were ever born Taris.” She answered her with a smile and then she leaned forward to kiss her forehead. “Just as I have known that Anoria would also hold part of your heart, just as you would hold hers. Just as I knew that this young man would claim both of you and make you sing to the moon. That he would fight to the death for both of you and that he would love both of you with every fiber of his heart and soul. Just as his father taught him to love his wives and mates.” Nilantha took her face in her hands and smiled brightly. “Never hold back Taris Ranev. Anoria has already seen this and she embraced it. Just as you will. The love you have wished for is almost here Taris Ranev, do not be afraid to reach for it.”

Taris nodded quickly as she turned back to look at the painting. Nilantha dropped her hands from her shoulders and looked at Loras. “You know this is frowned upon among our people Oracle.” Loras said. 

Nilantha nodded her head. “You do not.” She said.

Loras shook her head. “Affairs of the heart should never be hidden or oppressed.” She said. 

“I agree.” Nilantha said. “In the case of Taris and Anoria, they will overcome this stupid ideal and they will have each other. As well as the man they both have dreamed of for years. They are young enough to resist such petty things and the pull of their love will be too great.”

“You knew this?” Loras asked.

Nilantha nodded her head. “As I said, each of these images is at least two million years old, some even older. The last is dated some hundred thousand years ago. I just brought them here from the sanctuary.”

“Nothing more recent Oracle?” Loras asked.

Nilantha shook her head. “That is not possible.” She said.

“But why?”

“All of these images and paintings were created by a single species of scholars and what we would consider holy men and women.” Nilantha answered her. “There are none like them in the entire galaxy.”

“Again… I ask why?” Loras spoke softly. “That painting is of Taris and Anoria. They are only eighteen years of age. They must know of us, been among us without us knowing.”

Nilantha shook her head. “No. None of them ever saw us. They did not know we even existed. They simply drew and painted what the gods showed to them.”

“How?” Loras gasped once more. “And why are there not more recent ones?”

“They were called the Onab… and their species has been dead for over forty thousand years. Their star system was destroyed by a supernova that claimed all life within it. These are their depictions of the future. What they saw coming.” Nilantha motioned with her hand. “This is one of their last images. Beautiful, isn’t it?”
Loras Ranev turned to look at the one she was indicating and her heart nearly burst from her chest when she saw it. It was her.

Loras was in the arms of a young man clearly much taller than her, for her head only reached his shoulders. Her hands were flat against his broad, armored chest, and she stared up into his face with adoration. A face that was adorned with a dark beard and powerful, handsome jaw. A figure with a small scar on his right cheek, and a figure that gazed upon her with eyes that made her knees weak. She wore an elegant red dress in the painting, a long flowing crimson colored cape with gold trim identical to the man’s touched the floor behind her. As her own eyes dropped lower, she saw the images of the children at their feet. Seven children of varying ages, but all with the exact same features as Loras and the man who held her so very lovingly within his powerful arms and gazed upon her as one would gaze upon a precious jewel.

“Son vada carians!” Loras gasped aloud now, unable to hold the emotion in.

Nilantha smiled to herself and leaned close to Loras’s ear. “The fingers of time and fate and destiny move of their own accord Loras Ranev.” She whispered. “They can be delayed or ignored for a time, but never doubt that they will one day have their way.” Nilantha leaned closer and kissed her cheek ever so softly. “You and Taris remain here and discover all you can. I have unlocked the archives for you both. You have but to touch an image or a painting and you will know the history of it. Hold onto that strength within you Loras Ranev, for with the arrival of the Heralds and the True King, comes true change. And this will not be welcomed by many.”
Nilantha then stepped away and Loras barely discerned the flare of the teleporter that engulfed Nilantha.

And then she and Taris were alone.

Alone within the halls of knowledge that they never could have imagined existed before this very day. Knowledge that was now theirs to see and experience. Knowledge that would prepare them for the future that was coming.

VENTORI
REFUGEE CALL LOCATION
SPARTAN ONE

FIFTY-THREE KLICKS SOUTH OF DISCOVERY BASE 


Anja Leonidas stood on the upper portion of the STRIKER Mark IIs ramp, leaning against the thick interior struts as she watched Tobia, Mari, Retta and two of her medics moving among the twenty-three Lycavorians now resting in the small clearing. SPARTAN ONE was roughly fifteen meters longer than normal Mark IIs, mainly because it could carry five dragons and Anja had it equipped with a small, but powerful medical treatment bed due to Martin’s propensity for finding trouble. It could act as a field trauma unit if needed and SPARTAN ONE carried a larger than normal cache of medical supplies of varying degree. Anja Leonidas was not just the Chief Medical Officer of the entire Lycavorian Union, she was also an experienced and exceptionally lethal fighter as many in the past had discovered painfully. In the beginning many had mistaken her petite size as weakness, claiming that their King needed a pureblood like Aricia. This way of thinking quickly fell by the wayside as they saw the inner strength and skill of their smallest Queen. Of course, watching her thoroughly beat down two Spartan warriors in the first year had given them a glimpse of what Anja was made of. No one questioned or doubted her skills or her resolve after that.

Watching Retta, Anja knew right away that Androcles had been correct in his assessment of his younger sibling’s skill and he would never put them at risk unless they could defend themselves. While Retta was quick move among the Ventori Lycavorians she did so with an alert mind, always taking in the area around her and what was happening. Several times she made eye contact with her twin brother Calyb who was helping others and never more than ten meters from his sister, but she never dropped her guard. Retta was like Eliani in that she had inherited her mother’s captivating beauty, her dark red hair, shiny and healthy and pulled into a long pony tail. She had high cheekbones like her mother and while Eliani’s eyes were more of a forest green in color, Retta’s eyes were more like her mother’s jade colored eyes, only a slightly darker jade in color. The lightweight Mark V ArmorPly was form fitting and like the rest of her daughters, Retta had decided much earlier that she preferred the more lightweight and less restricting nature of the Mark V ArmorPly as opposed to the Mark IV or the new Mark VI style. This armor conformed to her lithe figure like a second skin, showing off her physical assets which were ample. While her breasts were not as large as her mother or sister, they were high and firm and very proportionate to her five foot five body. Watching her Anja said a small thanks that she did not have to deal with the issues of larger breasts. There were times when Anja hated her larger chest, and she knew Eliani was of the same mind, but neither of them complained much. Eliani had told her once that Jomann paid far too much attention to her breasts, but he could make her sing just by doing that. Anja had to smile at this thought for it was no different for her with Martin and the others. 
Anja smelled him easily enough and she turned her head as Atropos moved around the side of the STRIKER and looked at her. His 190A4 dangled from quick release straps and he pushed it around to the side as he stepped up onto the ramp and moved up next to her. Anja knew that there were very few men who would dare speak normally to her and her fellow Queens, but Atropos, his brother Andreus and Danny were in that small group.
“Ok… I worry too much.” Anja spoke as he stopped beside her. “I admit it.”

Atropos grinned at her knowing what she was referring to without having to ask. It had taken Anja several years to get used to him being her constant shadow, but now after over a quarter of a century, there was very little she kept from him in regards to anything.

“Then I will not say I told you so.” He told her as he lifted his hand and placed it on her shoulder and squeezed gently. “There are very few who will be truthful when it comes to the training someone has received. Thankfully, my mandri Androcles is one of those. He is like his father in that way and he will tell you how it is, whether you want to hear it or not, no matter how painful it is. If they were not ready Anja, he would have said so.”

Anja reached up and squeezed his hand on her shoulder. “I know.” She spoke. “They are just so young Atropos.”
“That is the mother in you speaking.” Atropos told her. “As it always should and will speak. They will reach their seventeenth birthing day in three weeks. It was you who discovered that our people were maturing much faster since our time on Lycavore because of the Pralor blood within us. They are fully matured wolves now Anja, and Retta will soon come into her first phase yes?”

Anja looked at him and nodded. “It is beginning to assert itself now. Another week to ten days and it will be in full cycle.” She answered unafraid to speak of this with Atropos, even though this sort of talk was usually done between women. He was a member of their family as Aricia’s older brother and he had been part of the births of all of their children no matter who had carried them.

“Are you concerned for her because she is out here with us?” Atropos asked softly. “That she will be courted and claimed by a Spartan out here so far from home?”

Anja shook her head quickly and with a little snort of humor. “That is something that I’m not afraid of. Anyone who survives the gauntlet of Calyb, Andro and the rest of her brothers will have to face Martin. If he isn’t true, he will be running with his tails between his legs real fast.”

Atropos chuckled and nodded his head. “It has been very hard to impress Martin when it comes to his daughters. Even when they survive their brothers. Lilika has told me to prepare for such a thing because she is certain our next child will be a daughter. I’m not so certain I am able to prepare for that.”

Anja looked at him. “Well don’t ask Martin for advice.” She said with a warm laugh. “He will tell you to clean your weapons, add new locks to your home and insure she does not leave the house until she is a thousand years old.”

Atropos laughed now as well. “Yes… that does sound like Martin.”

“You know… he asked me if I was happy with my life not so long ago.” Anja told him. “It took me by surprise.”

“What did you tell him?”
Anja looked back out the STRIKER and her eyes fell on Retta once more. “I told him the truth.” She said. “I could not imagine myself in any other place Atropos. Belonging to any other man. I would not trade who and what I am for even a single day and all the tea in China.”

Atropos chuckled. “I know this reference.” He said. “But you hate tea anyway.”

Anja looked at him and laughed once more. “I do.” She looked around again. “Being out here with him though... with Aricia and For'mya, with Dysea, Bella and Cirith… it has brought us so much closer together. Our love has grown even more since we have been out here, no matter what has happened along the way. Discovering new things and helping new people. No matter what he says, he is loving this, just as we are.”

Atropos nodded his head. “That has been evident in his mannerisms since beginning this trip.” He said. “Within all of us. What we are doing symbolizes the wolf nature within all of us. To discover and learn and experience things we have never experienced before. That is why I have never accepted a position away from you Anja.” He smiled when Anja met his eyes. “As your Captain I get to experience this… all of it.”

“Well I’m happy you feel that way.” Anja said.

Atropos grinned at her. “Of course… the occasional beat down that you inflict on some unsuspecting fool does always make things much more entertaining.”

Anja burst out laughing at his expression and she grabbed his arm and shook him gently. “I am going to tell Lilika you said that you know!”

“She already knows.” Atropos told her with a laugh as his eyes swept the area outside the ramp and settled on Calyb. He detected something different about Calyb’s stance and he looked at Anja. “How much longer to you think?” He asked her while keeping the smile in place on his face.

“Thirty minutes to finish initial assessments and then we can bring them on board for transport back to Discovery Base.” Anja told him.


Atropos nodded his head. “Then I will conduct one more walk of the perimeter.” He said. “Signal me if you need something.”

Anja nodded as he began to walk down the ramp and her eyes went to Retta. Atropos made his way casually to where Calyb was finishing his assessment on the older Lycavorian man and stopped behind him.


“What do you smell Calyb?” He asked.


Calyb turned his head and looked up at him. “I… I don’t know Uncle Atropos.” He answered.


Atropos dropped into a squat beside him. “Your father and your brother have the keenest noses of any wolf within the entire Union Calyb my boy. It is in your blood as well, just as it is Eliani and Retta. You just need to trust your instincts. You are half Hadarian yes, but you are more wolf than Hadarian Calyb, and you always will be because of who your father is. Embrace that as well as your healing abilities. Combined them both and use them together and you will become stronger for it.”

Calyb looked at him. “I smelled hate Tenne. Adrenaline and distrust. It was… it was there for a millisecond and then it was gone.” He told his uncle.


“Do you sense an Etheric presence?” Atropos asked.


Calyb shook his head. “Just mother and you, and Retta, Mari and Tobia.” He answered. “No one else.”


“Svorag?” 


Calyb shook his head more quickly this time. “No. Andro showed Retta and I what to detect etherically from them before we left. It isn’t much but it definitely was not them.” 


“What do your instincts tell you?” Atropos asked him.


Calyb met his eyes. “That it was coming from a Lycavorian.” He answered. “And not one of those in this group.”


Atropos turned when he heard Anja call out and he saw Retta, Mari and Tobia begin to motion for everyone to move for the STRIKER. As he turned his head back to Calyb he caught the scent too with his experienced and keen nose. He looked at Calyb.


“It appears you were right Mandri.” He spoke. “I am scenting at least ten Alphas nearby. They were staying downwind of us to keep their scents clear, but are moving closer now and the wind just shifted.” 


Calyb nodded his head as his heart began to race. “They are not Spartans Tenne.” He spoke.


Atropos nodded his head while still remaining calm and unassuming. “No they certainly are not. No Spartan would dare move on us in this fashion once they sensed your mother, you and Retta.” Atropos looked at Calyb. “Call for your brother and father Calyb. They will get here before anyone else. We need to…”


Atropos never finished his sentence and Calyb heard the four deep reports of a firing weapon and the sick sounds of those rounds striking flesh as his uncle pitched forward with a loud groan of pain and was still. Calyb’s eyes flew open even as his wolf instincts lit off and he began coming to his feet. 
“Uncle!” He screamed as he reached for his own weapon. Calyb turned his head towards the STRIKER, his first instincts firing off, and those were to protect his twin and his mother. “Retta! Mother! We are…”


Calyb never finished the words as he felt a great force strike his chest three times, an immense pain shoot through his upper body unlike anything he had ever felt before and then he was tossed back a meter from his uncle’s inert form and blackness washed over him. The last thing he saw before darkness claimed him were the figures of ten large soldiers bursting from the tree line, their weapons beginning to shoot flame as weapons fire erupted all around them. Calyb Leonidas heard the screams begin and then nothing but silence as he sank into the abyss.

VENTORI SYSTEM

KINTAUR WRECK


Laon heard the soft beep indicating that the download was done and he grunted. “It’s about time!” He hissed to himself as he reached for the computer terminal to remove the power coupling and small computer core he had attached. 
The Environmental suit he wore was bulky and very uncomfortable and unfortunately he had to sit here and wait for the download to complete fully and not in the semi comfort of the transport a hundred meters away from him. The pilot and co-pilot were not Lazar and Rhaos, who were two of the finest pilots he had ever met, and therefore they did not feel comfortable coming closer. Laon didn’t complain and simply donned the suit and space walked to his current location. As his gloved and bulky fist twisted the computer coupling counterclockwise and he pulled the core out he smiled.
“Got you.” He spoke freely not thinking that anyone had or could hear him except those on the shuttle. “I have the data core and I am returning. Begin power up sequence.”

“Laon… Laon I don’t think that is a good idea.” The pilot’s voice stammered in his helmet.

“What?” Laon snapped. “Why?”

“Laon… turn around!”

Hearing the urgency in the man’s voice Laon spun as fast as the suit would allow. His dark blue eyes went wide when he saw the space in between him and the shuttle shimmer very unnaturally and then the form of a sleek and menacing looking ship appeared. 

“Saoi sibfla!” Laon gasped aloud. 
Laon’s helmet COM filled with static for a few seconds and then he heard the distinctly female voice speak directly to him.

“Hello. I will give you one opportunity to follow my instructions without bloodshed.” The female voice spoke. “You will use the thrusters on your suit to move to the hatch that you see on the starboard side of our ship. I will give you ten seconds to comply and you will not be harmed.”

Laon looked quickly to where he could still see his transport and then back to the side of the ship. He could see the dark haired female in the forward window of the ship looking out at him. “You aren’t really giving me a chance to get to know you.” Laon spoke the words now as whoever this was had already overridden his COM signals.

“I’m now giving you six seconds to do what I have told you.” The voice answered.

“And if I don’t?” Laon pressed.

“Then your remains will be floating beside the space junk that currently surround you.” The female answered. “And you will no longer matter.”

Laon blinked his eyes several times. “I… I see your point.” He spoke.

“Three seconds.” The female said.

“Ok! Ok! I’m going!” Laon replied urgently. He reached down to his side and pulled up the thruster control panel and engaged the small thrusters on his back, pushing him towards the hatch on the ship.

PREMONITION

“…Going!” The male voice echoed.
Ne'Veha turned her head and looked at Sadi with a nod. “He is moving for the hatch.” She confirmed.

Sadi nodded her own head and touched the panel above her head. “Nara?”

“We’re here Sadi.” Nara’s voice answered. 
Sadi smiled and looked at Ne'Veha quickly, both of them catching the “we” reference. Since two nights ago on SPARTA'S WRATH, Nara and Jacina had been inseparable with the exception of the battle yesterday. While Jacina had spent the better part of the last nine hundred years in stasis as a Svorag prisoner, technically she was only barely over three hundred years old. That Nara desired her in the worst possible way was evident to any wolf on SPARTA'S WRATH, for her female aura seek reeked of this craving and only for Jacina. Sehri had laughed as she said that all of the males on the ship were now completely crushed for Nara dismissed them without as much as a second thought now that Jacina was with her. Sadi had caught glimpses of them over the last two days, especially after the battle on Ventori and she could tell instantly that the attraction worked both ways. Jacina clung on Nara’s every word, their heads close together when they were talking and neither of them ever more than a few feet from each other. They had been holding hands tightly when they caught Sadi and Ne'Veha as they were boarding PREMONITION to return to the ship to gather clothing and other items for an extended stay on the surface. Nara told them they wanted to do the same and she was going to take Jacina to the Quartermaster in order to get her some additional uniforms and then some civilians clothes from the ship’s civilian tailor.   

“He is proceeding to the airlock hatch now.” Sadi told her. “Would you be so kind as to meet him with Master Chief Rano?”

“On our way.” Nara answered.

Sadi looked at Kameka in her seat behind them. “Have they done anything?” She asked her indicating the COLS transport out the port side of their ship.

Meka flashed that ever present “gnarly” grin as she said Daio called it. The grin that meant she was thoroughly enjoying herself. “They haven’t twitched since I swung my cannons on them.”

“Sirsangai?” Sadi asked turning to look at her fellow Princess, lover and wife.

“Admiral Lorian’s Wolf Pack has taken their main ship under tractor beam.” Ne'Veha answered. “They did not resist.”

Sadi tossed her head from side to side. “Ok… maybe they will go quietly.” She spoke aloud. “Meka… have the transport prepare for us to tractor it. We will return to SPARTA'S WRATH and turn this fool over to the Durcunusaan.” Sadi adjusted her controls. “Sirsangai give me quarter power on all thrusters. Let’s make this quick.”


Laon stared at the face of Master Chief Joe Ranor, who had the P190 A4 leveled at his head from three feet away. The male in front of him was not Lycavorian, Laon could tell that right away, but he was solidly built and he did hold the weapon. Laon probably could have disarmed him easily enough, but he did not envy being shot once or twice in the process. The man also did not seem in the least bit frightened that he was staring at a pureblood Lycavorian, which was unusual for Laon to experience. Most species that he knew of were cowed by the knowledge of what he was. The airlock was small but Laon knew instantly that the technology was far beyond what COLS had. He had never seen a ship such as the one he was now on and his engineering intellect was very peaked to see if he could discover anything.

Joe motioned with the barrel of the A4. “Drop the portable core and slide it over there.” He ordered. 


Laon looked at him as he held the portable storage unit in his left hand. “I really don’t want to do that.” He spoke casually. 

“It wasn’t a request sport.” Rano told him sliding his finger forward on the stock of the A4 and charging the weapon. “Do it now!”


Laon lifted his arm slightly and let the strap fall off his forearm to the deck. He leaned over and went to push the data core to the side, knowing this would be his only chance. Laon moved then, thrusting his arm forward and sending the portable data core rocketing across the small space as he exploded off the deck even while still wearing the environmental suit.


Laon’s eyes went wide when his body froze in midstride towards the Master Chief and the core went sailing by the man’s head by a wide margin. Laon suddenly found himself unable to move, all of his limbs stuck as if he was held in some sort of force field. He saw the flash of movement to his right and cut his eyes just as he saw the two females appeared in the doorway. 

The raven haired pureblood was an Alpha female beyond anything Laon had ever felt in his three hundred and twenty-seven years of life. The red haired female, while not Lycavorian, was the most delicious female he had ever seen who was not Lycavorian. The young, black haired female he put in her early twenties and based on her scent had just recently gone through her first Phase and not been claimed by an Alpha. Laon did not know how this was possible because her aura and coca mint scent were filling his head and senses in a wave of vibrations that he had never experienced before. Instinctively Laon Kavar reacted to this stimulation in the only way he knew how. He unleashed his full, Alpha male aura at the raven haired goddess, not realizing who he was pulsing with his substantial male aura, or the consequences that it would bring.

Nara had smelled Laon’s intent before he had executed his move and she reached the doorway just as he had made his move. Nara hadn’t even blinked, lifting her hand and engulfing him with an Etheric field that was far more powerful than any she had ever generated before. Nara felt power course through her, power and focus, just as she had felt it swirling around her father and her brothers. Only now it was coursing through her unchecked. 

Nara Leonidas had perhaps three seconds to contemplate this new power racing through her body before the Lycavorian’s full male aura smashed into her female senses and set her body on fire. Her azure eyes went wide and she glared at the man from across the distance and watching as his eyes went wide in shock.

 Laon knew something was very wrong when he realized that his aura had not frozen her in her spot and turned her into a babbling female willing to do anything for him. So soon out of her first Phase, she still should have been affected by his aura, but the only thing Laon saw was a pair of blazing azure blue eyes grow wider and angrier. Laon had no idea that he had pulsed a Lycavorian female with Leonidas blood running through her veins. A pureblood daughter of the most powerful pureblood Lycavorian living right now. He had no idea of the evolutionary changes the Lycavorians with the Alpha Quadrant had undergone through the millennia and therefore he was unprepared for Nara’s reaction to his actions.

“Forn nubous gostina!” Nara snarled with savage fury, her dual wolf fangs bursting from her gums and her wolf eyes becoming burning points of azure blue.
Nara felt the power coursing through her, felt it flare within her and she lifted her left hand and sent a controlled Etheric pulse wave out from the palm of her hand that crossed the distance between her and Laon in two blinks of an eye. That wave struck him with enough force to lift him off his feet and send him rocketing across the small airlock to impact the far wall with a grunt of pain. As he slumped to the floor in stunned shock, with pain wracking his upper body from the impact, Laon looked up and saw this exquisite looking female fall upon him like the wrath of the gods themselves. He could not stop the first two open palmed blows that rocked his head back with enough force to smash his head into the bulkhead, and he barely got his hands up to partially block the knee she sent whipping up with unerring accuracy. Part of that blow caught on his left shoulder and Laon felt his collarbone almost snap in half from the force. As Nara drew back her hand and prepared to send a ridge hand into his face, the Etheric knife exploded from her knuckles pulsing with power. Laon’s pain filled eyes went wide and the only thing that was going through his mind at that time was that he had certainly bitten off way more than he could chew and that this female was going to end his life.

“Nara no!” Jacina screamed from behind her and Laon saw those savage azure blue eyes blinked in recognition of the voice.

“Nara!” The new female voice echoed in the small airlock and Laon blinked once and the saw what he could only describe as a blur before the very petite female appeared beside the wild Lycavorian and grasped her wrist with both her hands. Then on her opposite side Laon saw the dark skin and white hair of another female beside her. A female with long, elegantly curved pointed ears that had to be at least four inches high alongside her head.

“Be at peace Nara.” Lu'ria spoke as she gripped Nara’s wrist right below where Carisia held her. “We are here.”

Laon watched those azure blue eyes blink several more times and then suddenly the near glowing orbs that they had become vanished and all that remained were stunningly beautiful wolf eyes unlike anything Laon had ever seen before. That pointed knife like aberration that had formed above her closed knuckles disappeared and then the red haired female appeared beside her, taking her arm.

“Nara?” Jacina gasped as she held Nara’s arm tightly, truly concerned for her. What she had discovered in the last two days with Nara Leonidas surpassed anything that Jacina had felt in her life. The similarities between her and Nara were too many to count and Jacina wanted to explore this thing that they had discovered drew them so tightly together so easily.

“Jacina?” Nara whispered the word and Jacina felt her body shudder at the way her name sounded coming from Nara’s lips.

“Jacina take her.” Carisia spoke now. “Lu'ria and I will handle this fool.”

Jacina looked at the petite vampire female she now knew to be Androcles’ wife and mate along with the dark skinned elf beside her. “Carisia… what…?”

Carisia turned her head and looked at Laon who was slumped on the deck barely able to remain conscious and looking up at them. “This fool must have pulsed her with his wolf aura.” Carisia stated with some contempt in her voice. She turned back to Jacina. “Nara reacted as any Alpha female would if a male did this to them. She perceived it as an assault and she acted.”


Laon was looking up from where he sat listening. He had pulsed her with his male aura and she thought it was an assault? His full aura did not even cause her to blink in a manner that was normal to the Alpha females he had seen in his lifetime. Laon watched as the red haired female wrapped her arms around the other and began to lead her out of the airlock. He glanced up to see the Maya blue and amber colored eyes of the other two females.
Carisia turned her head. “Rano?” She asked.

Joe Ranor looked up from examining the data core that Laon had downloaded. “It’s pretty much everything that was left on that Kintaur ship’s computer core Carisia. It must have activated safety measures when the ship was gutted and secured all this information in one location. Makes it easier to recover.”

“Secure that Joseph.” Carisia spoke. “Lu'ria and I will secure this fool. Something has happened on the planet and we are returning.”

“I’m on it.” Rano answered as Carisia and Lu'ria bent to pick up Laon.

VENTORI


Lazar and Rhaos burst into the clearing where the ship was and skidded to halts in their large wolf forms, their eyes wide in horror and shock. Lazar quickly shifted back to his human form from the two and a half foot tall dark brown and black wolf, Rhaos following a second later. Neither of them could contain their intakes of breath at what they saw all around them. There were at least twenty bodies strewn around the rear of the ship in a wide area, all of them appearing to have been shot several times at least. The bodies of five children were among the remains. Lazar heard the shouting coming from inside the ship, the screaming and then the heavy thuds of someone being struck very hard. It was then he heard the bellow of Sibot’s voice.


“Upaee!”  

Lazar felt the savage anger well up within him and he raced up the ramp of the strange ship to find one of his men lying on the deck, his eyes open in death and the hilt of a blade protruding from under his jaw. Whoever had killed him had rammed the blade of the knife clean through his lower jaw and into his brain. Lazar tore his eyes away from the body and moved further into the ship until he saw Sibot’s hulking form. The brutish man was standing over the petite red haired female, holding the front of her uniform with one hand and punching her with his other. Her face was already bloody, her cheek split open and her lips torn in several places. Four of the men Sibot had brought with him were standing around a small group of woman who had tears in their eyes while four more were standing around another two females. Several of his men had blood leaking from different facial wounds and the two lone females appeared to have been mishandled. He saw the last one of his men with his arm around the waist of another female who was slumped over in his grasp wailing almost uncontrollably. Lazar stared at this in horror for only a split second before he moved with utter fury in his stride.


Sibot was about to lift his hand to once more punch Anja in the head when he felt the hand clamped onto his wrist with surprising strength. He whipped his head around in anger only to see the large fist just before it impacted his jaw and sent him sprawling into the side of the bulkhead heavily. He snapped back up to look at Lazar savagely.

“What are you doing you fucking moron!?” Lazar screamed at him.


“I am doing what your father ordered you to do!” Sibot snarled back at him as he brought his hand up and wiped the blood from his now bloody mouth.


“My father did not order me to butcher innocent civilians!” Lazar screamed once more as he stepped into another blow that Sibot saw coming but could not avoid. Lazar hit him once more with a trip hammer like knuckle punch that rocked Sibot’s head back, drawing more blood from his mouth. He snatched the front of Sibot’s uniform in his hands and slammed him against the bulkhead. “You killed our people!”

“They were Betas and…” Sibot began to reply blood spilling from his mouth.


“They are Lycavorian!” Lazar screamed in rage his wolf fangs bursting forth and his eyes changing to those of his wolf persona in an instant “They are like us! Do you feel powerful beating a woman a third of your size Sibot you fucking animal!?”


“She is a half breed and she killed Kagar!” Sibot roared as he reached up to grab Lazar’s wrists.


Lazar snapped his head forward in brutal anger, his forehead impacting Sibot’s nose and smashing it into oblivion. Sibot roared in pain and his eyes filled with tears as he grabbed for his face.


“You expect me to believe a half breed female less than half your size killed one of my men!” Lazar roared right back.


“It is true Commander!” One of his men spoke up from where he stood holding his weapon on Endith and Tina, both of them looking as if they had been roughed up. “These two came from up there and the half breed made to run out of the ship! Kagar tried to stop her and she had a knife and she shoved it into his jaw and killed him!”


Lazar whirled on them now. “I should execute all of you for following this fool and disobeying my orders!” He snarled at them. “We were here to gather information! Not kill our own people!”

“Commander we…”


Lazar saw Rhaos come running up the ramp and into the portion of the ship they were in. “Lazar… I have lost communications with our transport! Someone is jamming us! They know we are here and no doubt they know where this ship is!” He hissed as his eyes took in the area around them. “Sibfla!” He moved up closer to Lazar.


The coughing sound drew Lazar’s attention and he turned as the female on the deck rolled over to her side and blood spilled from her lips as she coughed heavily onto the deck. This movement caused the second female to react and she began to struggle insanely with his man holding her.


“Mother!” Retta screamed out as she twisted her body back and forth trying to get free. “Let me go! Let me go!”


Lazar could only watch in stunned shock as the young female, no more than twenty years in age, reared up in the soldier’s arms and raked her nails across his face with savage fury. Lazar’s eyes grew wide when he saw the dual wolf fangs burst from her gums and her sea green eyes change to those of a female wolf. Her scent spike incredibly high and hit Lazar full in the face. Honey and mint washed through his nostrils causing his own wolf blood to flare up in intensity. As his soldier dropped his weapon and reached for his face in pain Retta reared up even more and grabbed his rifle, swinging it like a club somewhat awkwardly. The blow had enough power in it, as awkward as it was, to strike the side of his head and knock him away from her and releasing her from his grasp. She immediately released the weapon and dove for the floor where the second woman was lying.

Lazar Aspion, whether it was because he had used his keen nose more than anyone other than Rhaos, or simply because he was more attuned to different scents, instantly made the connection when he smelled the scent from the woman on the floor. The relation was there, mother and daughter, as was the similarity in their looks. Lazar didn’t know what made him do it, but the moment another of his men lifted his rifle to shoot the young woman in the back Lazar drew out his sidearm, aimed and fired in a single blink. The report of the weapon was deafening in the confines of the ship, but the COLS soldier was blow back by the force of the bullet because of the close range. Lazar stood there for a moment, shocked at his own actions even as Rhaos grabbed two of the men closest to him. 
“Stand by the ramp and tell us the moment you detect anyone moving this way!” Rhaos ordered one. “You climb up on top of this ship and do the same! Move!”

Rhaos turned back as the two men moved off to follow his orders and he stepped up close to Lazar. “Lazar we need to leave.” He hissed softly. “They are bound to find us easily and we cannot be here when they do.”
Lazar wasn’t listening as he watched the young woman gather the injured woman into her arms. She settled under her upper body, adjusting her head gently. Lazar saw her injuries and felt fresh anger flare within him and he glared at Sibot for a long moment feeling hot rage filling him once more. 

“Saoi Sibfla!” Rhaos gasped looking at the two women on the deck now. “Look!”

Lazar cut his eyes back and saw the soft white glow flowing around the young woman’s hands as she drew they across the injured woman’s head and face. Lazar’s eyes grew wide as he watched those harsh wounds begin close and heal instantly. It was unlike anything he had ever seen before.

Rhaos turned when he heard his ear COM unit cackle. “Lieutenant!” The excited voice spoke. “Sir, there are five of those flying creatures heading directly for us! I see many airships lifting off as well!”

“Fuck!” Rhaos hissed as he turned back to Lazar. “Lazar! We need to go! Now!”

“These are the pilot’s Commander!” One soldier announced as he nudged Tina in the arm. “They came from the cockpit of this craft!”

Lazar turned to look at Tina and Endith. “You can fly this machine?” He barked.

“We ain’t flying you anywhere shithead!” Tina snarled baring her vampire fangs at him. 
Lazar’s eyes grew wide when he saw them and he stepped closer. “You… you have fangs yet you are not Lycavorian!”

“Wow… you are a bright one!” Endith spat viciously, her blue eyes filled with hate and fury. “You and your little bunch of killers are so dead when the Skipper gets here!”
“I did not… I did not mean for this to happen!” Lazar rasped out the words.

“You killed my brother!” Retta screamed from where she held Anja in her arms. “You killed my brother and my uncle!”

Lazar looked at her, suddenly filled with the resolve he didn’t comprehend, a resolve to convince her that he did not do what she said he did. “I did not order that!” He barked at her. 

Rhaos was the one who acted and he stepped over to where the other prisoners were and he yanked one to her feet. Unfortunately for him, it happened to be Mari and she screamed out as he grabbed her hair. Tobia bolted to her feet only to be struck by a COLS soldier between her shoulder blades, knocking her to the deck as Rhaos pulled Mari over to where Lazar was still staring at Retta.

“Do not force me to kill her!” Rhaos barked now as he held a fistful of Mari’s long reddish brown hair in his fist tightly. The pain was keeping Mari from thinking straight as he yanked harder and tears formed in her eyes. “You will take off now! And you will activate the stealth shield this ship has!”

“I don’t know what you are talking about midaeu.” Endith growled.

Rhaos yanked harder on Mari’s hair. “Do not push me woman!” He shouted. “I will kill her! I saw the ships like this leaving your base and they were activating a stealth shield. You will do the same and take us off this planet!”

“Endith!” Anja rasped out the word holding Retta’s hands on her chest. Endith looked at her with wide eyes. “No… no more deaths Endy.” Anja spoke in a whisper filled with a mixture of pain and anger. 

“Anja they…” Endith began to protest but Tina took her arm stopping her words.

“Fine.” Tina snapped softly. “Just don’t hurt anyone else.”

Rhaos released Mari instantly. “Take them to the cockpit and watch them!” He ordered the three men watching her and Tina. “Go now!”
He waited until the three men had pulled Endith and Tina to their feet and were taking them forward before turning to Lazar who had not moved or spoken. His eyes were still focused on the two women, both of them now clutching each other and silently crying their eyes out.

“Calyb.” Anja whispered ever so softly as she pulled Retta tighter to her. “Calyb my beautiful baby boy!”

Rhaos grabbed Lazar as Mari scrambled back along the deck until she was with her mother. “Lazar!” Rhaos barked loudly jerking Lazar out of his trance like state. They heard the engines of the ship come to life and gain power quickly. “Lazar what is wrong with you?”

Lazar ignored Rhaos and settled his eyes on Sibot as they felt the ship begin to rise off the ground. He rose to his full height and his wolf eyes narrowed in anger once again as he stood over Sibot. 

“You brought this upon us!” He growled. 

“I was doing what your father demanded!” Sibot shouted back. “He wanted one or two of these people to question!”

Lazar bent over and grabbed the front of Sibot’s uniform and yanked him to his feet with vicious strength. “Then I hope your devotion and bootlicking to my father’s orders are enough to sustain your life Sibot!” Lazar snarled as he began to drag him towards the back of the ship. He stopped at the rear of the ramp as it was beginning to rise.
Sibot looked into Lazar’s wild eyes now. “You wouldn’t dare!” He barked at Lazar.

“For the blood you have taken this day… I will allow them to have yours in return!” Lazar spoke harshly just before he gave Sibot a mighty shove and sent him sprawling out the back of the ramp.

Sibot could be heard screaming as the ramp finished closing and the ship began to rise into the air. Lazar turned back to see Rhaos and his men looking at him intently. “Our ship and friends are lost to us.” He stated now. “Your actions with Sibot may well have brought about the deaths of us all! Be certain that I will see to it that all of you die first for your actions this day!”


None of them could meet his eyes as he strode past them and moved forward into the cockpit. Rhaos however was not so limited and he looked at the men around him with distain. “Move them all together!” Rhaos barked. “Help them to their feet and move them together! You will harm none of them!”

The COLS soldiers sprang to comply with his orders for they had just witnessed what their commanding officer had done and none wanted to press that man’s First Officer. Lazar was in the cockpit of the STRIKER, his eyes and mind marveling at the most technologically advanced equipment he had ever seen in his life. He dismissed his men with a shake of his head and slowly moved between the two seats where Endith and Tina now sat, his sidearm in his hand but not pointed in a threatening manner at either of them. As he looked out of the view window in front of them he saw the atmosphere of the planet beginning to fall away. His eyes grew wide at the speed with which they had cleared the atmosphere.

“We… we climbed so fast!” He finally gasped out. “Can you show me my ship?”


Tina looked at Endith and then adjusted the controls between the two seats. The small monitor came alive and Lazar saw his ship was now surrounded by five others that were much larger.


“You will execute them?” Lazar hissed.


Tina turned her head now. “We are not like you!” She snapped angrily. “We don’t kill innocent men and women.”


Lazar met her eyes. “Sibot acted without my knowledge! I did not give him orders to kill those men and women or to assault your friend.”


“Our friend?” Endith hissed. “You have no idea who your asshole buddy just beat half to death do you?”

“We were here only to gather information.” Lazar answered defensively.


“Well whoever you are, your friend just succeeded in making you and everyone else back there walking around dead men!” Endith snarled. “Anja Leonidas is a Queen of the Lycavorian Union! Your friend killed her youngest son! Retta’s twin brother! The King’s son! Your friend killed a man they considered their Uncle! You’ll be lucky to live out another week for what you have done!”


“I did not give him authorization to do that!” Lazar protested once more.


“You are his Commanding Officer?” Endith asked bluntly.


“Yes, but…”


“No buts buddy, you own it.” Endith said. “Now are we just going to ride around up here? Sooner or later they will find us. Sooner I hope, so you can answer for your crimes and I can watch them hang you by your nor.”


Lazar stared at her for a long moment, taking in the long elegant ears and rust colored red hair. There was something odd about her scent that he could not place but she was fit and obviously very capable. “Set course 4675.87.” He spoke finally.

Tina punched in the coordinates and looked at Endith across from her. “I hope you can make peace with whatever gods you worship out here.” Tina told him turning her head to look at him. “They won’t save you no matter where in this universe you go to hide.”


Anja’s upper body resided in Retta’s lap, while Tobia and Mari were now on either side of her in a protective manner. Retta’s head was lowered beside her mother’s and both of them were weeping softly when they felt it. The powerful surge of Etheric power that could only be coming from one person. Though Tobia and Mari had not known it before this day, Martin had considered both of them as members of his immediate family from the moment Deion had taken her as his wife and mate. This naturally meant that they were included in the surge of power and Tobia gasped softly as she felt the clarity and resonance for the very first time and it felt utterly beautiful. For Mari, she had felt it before and it made her smile in hopefulness and love. Martin was reaching for them from Ventori and he had found Anja’s etheric resonance easily and he was focusing on it intently. Tobia could feel three other minds adding their power to his own, though given what she felt, Martin did not need such additional power.

Martin Leonidas knew his Queens as he knew himself and he began speaking by telling them what would instantly change things.


[They are alive!]


[Papa!] Retta rasped in overwhelming happiness.


[Martin… Martin…] Anja began but the relief she felt overwhelmed her momentarily and she squeezed Tobia’s hand tightly because she could not say anything. Mari grasped Retta’s hand, tears in her eyes and Retta looked at her and nodded, the same overwhelming sense of happiness filling her as she heard her father continue.


[Duewa is with them. Atropos took one in the upper back. Slipped through a seam in his armor, but he is ok. Calyb took three in his chest armor. One bounced off and clipped his jaw and neck but he is fine.] Martin paused for a moment, all of them almost feeling the sigh of great concern in Mindvoice. [Anja? Carians Red, how many times have I got to tell you to stop looking for trouble?]


Anja couldn’t help herself and with tears running down her cheeks she burst into soft laughter that only caused her to cough in mild pain which made her turn her head into Retta’s lap further and Retta caressed her forehead with her fingers and put her mother to sleep.

[Red? Anja?] Martin spoke once more.


[I have put her to sleep Papa.] Retta answered. [They… he beat her badly medwan. She killed one of them when we saw Calyb get shot and he beat her so…]


[I need you to be strong fenneennum.] Martin spoke gently to his daughter. [Can you do that?]


Retta took a deep breath and drew upon her inner reserves. The blood within her veins. [Yes.] She answered firmly.


[That’s my girl.] Martin answered her with genuine warmth and fatherly affection.


Retta looked around quickly. [Their leader is in the cockpit with Endith and Tina. I felt us jump father, but I do not know to where. Their leader is… he is not the one who led the attack. This one was furious with the brute who did and who was beating mother. He… he tossed him off the ship just before we took off.]


[The distance is too great to hold this now.] Martin said. [Try and remain together and remember we are coming for you. We…]


Retta looked up at Tobia when her father’s presence was pulled from her. “The distance is too great.” Tobia spoke softly. “Not even your father could hold something like that forever.”


“What do we do?” Mari asked. She was fearful yes, but not anywhere as much as she thought she would be. Once more the Leonidas blood within her was coming forth and giving her more presence of mind and courage to deal with this situation.


“I healed her wounds but she needs rest.” Retta spoke now caressing her mother’s cheek. “She will wake in a few hours and she will know what to do. For now, we do not resist and we try to stay calm.”


“And when she wakes?” Tobia asked. “What then Retta? We do not even know where we are going? How will your father and the others find us?”


Retta met her eyes and smiled through her tears and her own fear. “My father and my brother Androcles will find us Tobia. You do not yet understand what they are do you?” She said almost wistfully. 

Tobia looked at her oddly. “What they are? I don’t understand what you mean?”

Retta looked at Mari beside her and she saw the glint of knowledge in her eyes. “Deion showed you?” She asked softly.

Mari nodded as she squeezed Retta’s hand tightly. “Our first time together.” She replied. “It was… it was glorious Retta.”

Retta smiled now and pulled her mother closer to her chest. “My father and my brother Androcles are beautiful enigmas Lady Tobia. Paradigm shifts to the next level on the Etheric evolutionary scale.” Retta said with a small smile. “They can no longer be considered among the normal Etheric categories or Etheric sciences for they have evolved past that now. They are no longer Praetorian or even Dahakoan Lady Tobia. They are something far more. As are my brother Dorian and my ano arande Laren. It is what destiny meant for them to be. What destiny meant for all of us whether by blood or association. You are a part of that now Lady Tobia. You and Murano as Mari’s mother and father.” Retta stroked Anja’s cheek softly with her fingers.
Tobia’s eyes grew slightly wider as she remembered what was spoken in the Command Center. “The Mountain of Stone and Light.” She said softly.

Retta nodded her head. “My father and brother will find us, no matter where they take us.” She said calmly. “Of that you can be absolutely certain. For what my mother has suffered, my father, my mothers and my siblings will revisit that pain upon these men and their masters a thousand fold. They will not show mercy or pity, and they will not hold back. Now… now they will begin to teach others what it means when someone of our family is harmed in such a way.” 

Tobia glanced at her daughter and saw her gripping Retta’s hand with a similar, almost glowing expression of peace and knowledge. She looked back to Retta. “What does it mean?” She asked finally, not sure if she wanted to hear the answer. Tobia looked at Retta and her daughter for a long moment and then her eyes grew wide when, for a split second, her mind filled with the image of a clear field surrounded by trees. In that field she saw them, father and son standing beside one another, surrounded by sons and daughter, brothers and sisters. All of them were staring off into the sky at something Tobia could not see. All of them with dual wolf fangs openly exposed, all of them with wolf eyes filled with rage and hate. All of them prepared to take up the hunt. Tobia shook her head and the vision cleared and was gone. She glanced at Retta only to see that same look in Retta Leonidas’ green wolf orbs and her daughter’s own blue green wolf eyes. 

Retta met her eyes. “Shylon.” Retta told her with an even, cold tone of voice that made Tobia shiver in terror. “Quvor shylon.”

“Avoi.” Mari whispered.

