CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR

SPARTAN ONE

.5 LYS FROM JETANIA 


Lazar watched from the couch that he and Rhaos sat on as Anja and Retta made sure the four Beta females who had been on the ship were comfortable and calm. He had watched them both use their healing abilities once more and though he wouldn’t understand what they were doing until later, he could see the soft white glow of their hands as they ran their hands over their bodies while whispering to them all of the time. The same pair of hands that had caused him such intense pain were now being used to heal. It was unlike anything that Lazar had ever seen. 
The two of them put off a soothing and calm veneer that radiated confidence and warmth. Lazar glanced quickly into the rear of the ship and could see his men within the cargo pen that held the two bodies, a powerful force field of red energy keeping them inside the pen. While they had plenty of room to move around, most chose to just sit on the floor away from where the bodies lay and stare through the field at the two large men who were guarding them. Several of them were injured after the severe beatings they had received, but neither Anja nor Retta had made any attempt to heal them as they had Rhaos and himself. Given what they taken part in, Lazar doubted he would have acted any differently than this woman. Neither he nor Rhaos would have ever believed anyone who told them they had seen a species that could move so fast as to be nothing more than a blur of vision, yet they had witnessed it themselves and they could not help but believe. How they had not detected these others by their scents was something that Lazar had been trying to determine but was at a loss to explain.
 
Lazar cut his eyes when he saw the black haired female approach the one who had called Anja mother. He had heard her called Zarah by the woman beside her now. Lazar didn’t know what other species she was but she was exquisite in her beauty and her scent was filled with the same blood that the one called Retta had. What he could tell was that the wolf blood in her, like it was within Retta, was incredibly pure and so very potent. They were sisters, he could tell that from their scent, but Lazar’s nose could also detect an orange clove like scent coming from the front of the ship with a similar hint of the very same blood within Retta and this other female. Another sister if his nose was accurate. The male wolf in the back had the same hint of blood but it was also different somehow. A close relation perhaps, not that it mattered really, for while Lazar and Rhaos were large and powerful Alpha wolves, the half breed in the rear and the other hulking species with him, they were not ones that Lazar wanted to confront. His senses told him those two men were dangerous in so many ways that he could not understand, along with the black haired female and the sister with the dark brown hair. They were warriors and predators, they moved like warriors, and they gazed at Rhaos and himself as little more than prisoners, which they were Lazar mused as he looked down at the shackles that wrapped around his and Rhaos’ wrists. 
All of his life he had been raised and believed that they were the strongest species in the universe. That no other species could do what they did. He was proud of this fact, but Lazar, because of his Mountain Pack heritage, did not use this knowledge or power to force others to do his bidding. The Coalition had not had a war in over three centuries now, everyone in this sector of space who they had not conquered now remained as far away from them as they could. Lazar was actually happy about this because he did not believe he would be able to lead his men in the subjugation of another species simply because they could. Lazar believed this ultimately hurt the Coalition, for without allies and friends you could not survive. The last few hours had shown him quite clearly that there were other species out among the stars that could and did make the Coalition look like children. 
He just never believed fellow Lycavorians would be part of that.  
Lazar Aspion didn’t know what to make of everything right now but he did know that whoever the Alpha male was that had fathered these young women and the male in the back, he was without a doubt, extraordinarily powerful. His blood was far purer than even Lazar’s own father given the scent of that blood in those around him, that was for certain, and his father was perhaps the most powerful Alpha wolf on Jetania. 
Lazar had never smelled the blood of an Alpha so deeply embedded in a female as it was within this woman called Anja. Her diminutive stature was a clever ruse he now knew, for she was far more vicious and skilled than Lazar would have ever thought. No female Alpha wolf on Jetania held the blood of their Alpha mate mixed so deeply with their own. That blood and scent was also mixed just as deeply with five other feminine scents and this was something he had not expected. Even among the Mountain Packs, same sex pairings were frowned upon heavily for they would not produced children and to smell this upon her was not something Lazar was used too. Given the extent of how deeply she carried the scent of his blood within her, as well as the other females, Lazar estimated they had been together for at least three decades and the aura of another Alpha would have no effect on her as it would others. As he watched, Lazar’s eyes grew slightly wider when he saw the two young women share a very open and loving kiss, a kiss that he would considered reserved for those who were mated, and then they were nodding to each other several times as if they were talking to one another without words, and then the one with the black hair moved back toward the front of the ship. Lazar watched as the half breed turned her dark brown eyes back on him and he looked away quickly.
The third half breed, the one called Mari, she was sitting at another computer station on the other side of the ship, her mother standing beside her as the younger one worked on the two computer consoles, her hands moving across the panels like a master. They obviously were not concerned that Lazar and Rhaos could see what they were doing, and to be honest, the only person who might be able to comprehend the equipment they were using was Laon. He had always been the one to explain and show Rhaos and himself about the more detailed equipment. Now though he feared for Laon and all of his crew. He had chosen most of them himself and he had made certain that they were loyal to him and to their ship and not to his father. It helped that most of them were from the many different Mountain Packs and that is why his father put so many spies on his ship Lazar knew.
“Wen forn hinvor?” The female voice spoke. (Are you hungry?)

Lazar’s head snapped around and he saw the woman they called Anja standing beside the couch holding two trays in her hands. He had not heard her approach and this shocked him. The scent of meat and vegetables filtered to his sensitive nose however and Lazar looked at the trays she held. Two steaming slabs of sweet smelling meat, obviously cooked with many seasonings, a large pile of green vegetables of some kind and another heaping pile of what his nose told him were some sort of potatoes. Lazar looked at the tray and then up into Anja’s face. Half breed or not, he had to admit she was an exceptionally beautiful female wolf.
Anja set the trays on the table in front of them and then reached out with her hand. Her fingers waved delicately over his wrists and the unique shackles that had been binding his wrists fell away. She did the same with Rhaos and he watched those shackles drop to the deck. They watched her move to the couch beside them and settle into it with a large mug of steaming liquid in her hands. Lazar and Rhaos looked at her for a moment and then at the trays of food in front of them. Lazar heard the mocking snicker and he looked up to see the dark red haired female standing in front of them now. She held two, tall metal glasses of water in her hands and she was staring at him with those incredible dark green eyes.

“Atle a jonia.” Retta spoke as she set the glasses on the table and lifted the tray in front of Lazar. She stabbed into the white pile of potatoes with the utensil and brought it to her mouth where she quickly ate it. She put the fork back on the tray and thrust the tray into Lazar’s hands. “Forn tiab un aldi.” Retta spoke once more. (What a baby) (You need to eat)
“If we had intended to kill you…” Anja spoke from the couch. “You would be dead already. I would not waste the time or effort it would take to poison your food. I would just kill you and be done with it. And I think you know we could do this easily if we wanted too.”

Rhaos was the one who didn’t hesitate now, reaching forward and grabbing the tray and stabbing the fork into the meat. They had not had a decent meal since before leaving the ship and he was starving. As the first scoop of meat hit his taste buds, Rhaos was hooked and his eyes grew wide as he began to eat quickly. Lazar lifted the fork and followed suit just as Retta settled to the couch beside her mother. Being able to pull from Zarah and Lucia’s strength was a godsend for Retta at this time. Their combined strength in the etheric realm was huge and being bound together in a way that many would never understand or know the reasons for was the explanation. Whatever the cause, Lucia was right when she had told Retta what she had. They had found each other and nothing would ever come between them now, but they also knew that only one wolf would ever call for the both of them equally. Dutkne would be joining them soon enough, and while they had only seen him once since Andro had arrived, there would be time for what they shared to fully blossom. Only Dutkne could affect either of them in any way and both Lucia and Zarah knew this and it made them even stronger. It was not the same as being able to pull from her twin Calyb or from Androcles, but it was enough to push back the burning of her wolf blood for this godlike Alpha wolf that Retta felt.

Lazar looked up at Retta first as he chewed and then he looked at Anja. “Will you feed my men?” He asked.

Anja nodded her head. “They are getting our standard field rations.” Anja answered as she sipped her coffee. “They are not as tasty as what you are eating, but they are rather good as far as field rations go.”

“Then you will kill us?” Lazar spoke.

Lazar saw Retta roll her eyes in disgust and Anja smiled as she looked at him. “I have no intention of killing you or your partner here.” Anja spoke.

“Our men?” Rhaos asked now.

“Your men are responsible for the brutal deaths of almost twenty Beta Lycavorians from Ventori.” Anja told him. “Innocent men and women. Their fate will be decided by the families of those they killed. If no family members are alive to pronounce punishment, then a court and jury of Ventori Lycavorians will decide what to do.”

“Beta Wolves.” Rhaos spoke. “Deciding the fate of Alphas?”

Anja looked at him now. “You consider yourself better than Beta Wolves, young Alpha?” Anja asked him with a neutral voice. “What is your name?”

“Rhaos Kyer.” He replied.

Anja looked at Lazar. “Lazar Aspion.” He told her.

“Prince Lazar Aspion.” Rhaos spoke quickly.
Anja looked at him and her eyes narrowed slightly. “Oh yes… I will have to remember that won’t I?” She answered. “So Rhaos Kyer, you consider yourself better than Beta wolves?” Anja asked.

Rhaos was no fool, and like Lazar he could sense the power within this female wolf. Half breed she may have been, but she was much stronger than nearly every Alpha female Rhaos had ever come across on their homeworld, even Lazar’s mother who was the strongest Rhaos had ever met. “I will… I will fight to defend those who are not my equal, that is part of what an Alpha does, but yes, Alphas have always been superior to Beta and Gamma wolves. Omegas too. You are wolf, you should know this!”
Anja nodded her head. “We do not adhere to that long dead and silly thought process in the Lycavorian Union.” She stated evenly. “That is how it was on our original homeworld yes, but we have evolved far beyond that now.”

“That is what you call where you are from? This Lycavorian Union.” Lazar asked now.

Anja nodded her head. “Yes.” She replied. “And in the Lycavorian Union, there are Beta and Gamma wolves that serve in our government and military. Even many Omega wolves. All of them are held in the same regard and esteem as any Alpha would be. In many cases they even command Alphas.”

Rhaos laughed at this and then saw that Anja’s expression had not changed. “You are serious?” He asked.

“Yes.” Anja told him.

Rhaos was still shoveling the delicious tasting food into his mouth, unable to resist the smell and flavor. It was unlike any food he had ever eaten. “This Union of yours must not be very large.” He said while chewing. “Not with Beta wolves commanding Alphas.”

Anja smiled once more. “The Lycavorian Union comprises nearly nine hundred different species and totaling, at our last census, nearly thirty-one trillion citizens.” She told them as she sipped her coffee calmly. Anja saw the looks of disbelief cover Lazar and Rhaos’ faces and she couldn’t help but smile as Rhaos nearly choked on the mouthful of food he was chewing. “How big did you say your Coalition was again?” Anja sent out the jab.
“How… how is that possible?” Lazar finally blurted out.

“It is a rather long and very involved story but the short version is that many like minded people came together with the same ideals and values and formed the Union. It has grown from there.” Anja told him.

“You… you are Queen of this Union?” Lazar stammered the question as his eyes darted to Retta who he felt watching him intently.

“I am one of six Queens.” Anja answered. “We all speak with the same voice so we are essentially one I suppose.”

“You are a half…” Lazar stopped his words and looked at Retta once more remembering her words to him. He cut his eyes back to Anja. “You are not fully wolf.” He finished.

Anja shook her head with a smile for she knew exactly what Retta had told him and Anja could sense this Lazar did not want to incur her daughter’s wrath, and not because he feared what she could do to him. “No. I’m half Hadarian.” She answered him now. “We are a founding member of the Union. One of four founding members.”

“Half breeds are not welcome within the Coalition.” Rhaos blurted out and Anja saw Lazar wince at his words. He had not spoken the word harshly, only stating a fact, which told Anja and Retta both that he did not fully believe in what he was speaking.
“Well that’s a loss for the Coalition I suppose.” Anja said. “The Union embraces them.”

“Have you come out here to conquer us?” Lazar asked Anja. 

Retta snorted in undisguised anger now and Anja let her daughter speak, knowing she could not stop her either way. “You shoot my brother and my Uncle like dogs!” Retta snapped at him forcefully. “You murder innocent civilians, beat defenseless women and kidnap us and then you have the arrogance to sit there and ask that question?”

Lazar met her eyes. “Sibot’s actions were not my actions!” He spoke. “I would not have done what he did?”
“Yes… yes! You already told us they were your father’s orders!” Retta snapped. “What if he had given you those same orders?!” She growled at Lazar. “Would you have done exactly what that other fool did?”

“No.” Lazar answered her honestly and without hesitating, his voice angry though. Anja sensed her daughter become less agitated at his answer and she calmed somewhat. “I do not kill innocents! Nor do I beat those who are not my equal.”

Anja rolled her eyes at his choice of words sensing that is not what he had intended to say and knowing what Retta’s reaction would be. 

“Not your equal!” Retta snarled as she rose to her feet. “If I am not mistaken, I am a half breed! My sister and cousin are half breeds! And we just handed you and your superior Alpha attitude your collective asses! How does that compute for you?!”

“That is not…!” Lazar began to speak.

“You may be the most delicious Alpha I have ever smelled in my life, but you have to be the stupidest man I have ever come across as well!” Retta spat stunning Lazar with her words. She turned to her mother now. “Medwaw, I’m going to go sit with Normya, Endith and Tina. At least there, the superior Alpha hormones won’t affect me!”

 Anja nodded her head silently and then watched as Retta glared at Lazar for a moment longer and then moved quickly out of the main living area of the STRIKER and up the short flight of stairs into the cockpit. Anja looked back to Lazar who was sitting there with wide eyes. Rhaos looked confused as well but he was also chewing his food. Anja could sense the turmoil within Lazar when it came to Retta, his aura was conflicted about what he felt seething through him and what he had been raised to believe. Anja also believed that Lazar was different from what he had been raised to think was right, for he showed this in his questions about his crew and his reaction when he thought Anja was going to kill Rhaos. Lazar finally turned his head to look at her. 
“She misconstrued my words!” He spoke quickly.

Anja shook her head. “No, she didn’t.” She answered. “You just chose the wrong words to use. I get the sense that Coalition females are not afforded the same rights as Union females. They are not considered equal to male Alphas?”

Lazar met her eyes. “I do not follow that ideal!” Lazar hissed in defense of himself. “My mother is Matriarch to all of the Mountain Packs. They honor her and look to her for leadership. It is the City and Plains Packs that follow this fool mentality!”
“Led by your father.” Anja asked.

“I had no say in who my father was.” Lazar told her. “And I do not follow all of his views or ideals.”

Anja smiled at him. “Then the question remains, which ones do you follow?” She asked.
Lazar met her gaze and his eyes grew wider. “You are trying to trick me!” He hissed at her. “You wish me to reveal information that you can use against my people!”

Anja chuckled now and leaned forward putting her mug on the table. “I am not trying to trick you Lazar Aspion.” She spoke calmly holding out her hand to Zarah who stepped away from the bulkhead after a nod to Radem who was sitting at the doorway into the rear Dragon Pens. Zarah held out the data pad.

“Allon coi covieycle lon Endith for Normya sey kinchas sy nison medwaw.” Zarah spoke never taking her eyes from Lazar or Rhaos. (This is everything that Endith and Normya have discovered so far mother)
Anja nodded her head as she took the pad. “Cyn forn fenneennum.” Anja looked at Lazar and activated the data pad and placed it on the table in front of him. “I already know so much more about you than you do about us.” (Thank you daughter.)
Lazar looked at her confused and lowered his tray to the table and picked up the data pad. His eyes grew wider as he realized he was looking at news reports from Jetania. These news reports quickly switched to secure military communications and he looked up at Anja. “You have… you have decrypted our secure military communications!” He exclaimed. “How… how have you done this?”

Anja reached out and took the pad from his hands. Lazar attempted to stretch out and snatch it back but before he could even blink, Zarah had blurred to his side and now held the wickedly sharp blade of the knife to his throat. Rhaos had stopped chewing and was leaning back as he stared down the business end of the very large barrel of, at least to him, the Pralor Pulse Magnum that Radem had leveled at his forehead. Once more Lazar had never experienced or seen anyone move so fast in his life and he froze as Anja sat back on the couch calmly.

“If you wish to continue using that arm…” Zarah snarled into his face, her dual fangs now extended fully and her warm breath on his cheek. “…I suggest you lower your hand back down. I am not my beloved sister Retta Alpha wolf, and your scent and aura does not make my blood burn for you, but if you move another millimeter towards my mother, I will not hesitate and I will end your life where you sit.”
Lazar did just as he was instructed and lowered his hand back into his lap very slowly. Anja lifted her mug from the table once more and sipped the coffee. 
“You strike me as being very intelligent Lazar Aspion.” Anja told him. “I instructed my pilot to only monitor civilian channels and those trivial military use channels that were mildly encrypted. See… the biggest mistake this igord Sibot made was shooting my son and killing those innocent people. I was willing to be very open had things gone as we had hoped they would. They did not and now because of what he did, I am going to be somewhat of a upaee.” Anja sipped her coffee again. “You don’t want to see me in full upaee mode Lazar Aspion. I guarantee it will not be a pleasant experience. I want our discussions to be civil and intelligent. My husband and mate would much rather be friends with a group of our own people. And trust me when I tell you, having Martin Leonidas as an enemy is perhaps the most suicidal position to be in.” Anja sat back. “I will leave it to your decision. We can have constructive dialogue, or we can do things your way. You can puff out your chest and espouse whatever you like, but considering that our technology is easily a thousand year or two more advanced than yours, that would not be the most productive of positions to be in don’t you agree?”
“And if I refuse to tell you anything?” Lazar questioned her.

Anja shrugged her shoulders. “Then we will deposit you and your friend Rhaos here at a remote location somewhere on your planet and we will leave you there to find your way back to your father and leaders.”

“My men?” Lazar asked.

Anja shook her head. “They will remain with us and face our justice for what they have done. After that, they will be buried honorably on Ventori, which in my opinion, they do not deserve. The Lycavorian Union has laid claim to Ventori and the Beta wolves in positions of power there have aligned with us. The planet is now under our protection. We will not allow any harm to come to them ever again and we will not seek relations with your Coalition ever again either.” Anja met his eyes. “But rest assured if we ever do meet again, it will not be as friends and you will not survive that encounter.” Anja rose to her feet and looked at him. 
“I will allow you to think about that and talk with your friend here while we continue to monitor your planet for a time. After one hour I will ask you again if we can conduct ourselves as equals and if not, I will then have my pilot hack your main military database, which for her will be painfully easy, and she will take whatever information that is in it. We will then depart after leaving you on the surface.”

“You do not… you do not give me much leeway.” Lazar told her.

Anja chuckled and leaned close to him her eyes changing and her wolf fangs extending fully. Lazar’s eyes grew a little wider as those dual fangs became fully visible. “Igorda haro.” Anja snarled into his face. “If my son was dead we would not be having this conversation. My husband and mate, my son Androcles, all of my children and all of our military might would right now be laying waste to your father’s kingdom in retribution. That would not matter to you however, for you would be floating somewhere in space with your friend here.” Anja smiled once more, her fangs making the smile look more like a dangerous sneer than anything else. “Think about it.”

Anja’s head snapped around when they heard the beeping noise and she saw Kalis appear from the rear cabin quickly and go to where they had deposited all of the gear Lazar and Rhaos had been wearing. He reached down and picked up the small cylindrical object from among the objects there.


“Some sort of COM unit Tenna Anja.” Kalis spoke rising to his feet once more as he inspected it and then moved over next to her. “It appears short range however.”

Anja took it from Kalis and turned it over in her hands. She looked at Lazar. “Your fool father?” She asked.


Lazar shook his head slowly knowing as powerful as she was she would detect his lie instantly. “I was not due to report to my father for another two days. I do not know what Sibot intended once he had taken you. That is a private COM unit that only my mother has access too. I don’t know why she has activated it; she believes me to be out of the system.” He replied.


Anja blinked several times. “Really? This should be interesting then.” She handed it back to Kalis. “Plug it into the COM Mandri.” She said. “It will convert the signal automatically and then activate a holo-transmission. Let’s see if we can have a more productive conversation with Lazar Aspion’s mother.”
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“Omrad?” Nilantha asked moving up beside him at the control station.


Omrad shook his head. “They are not moving.” He told her. “They entered the system and were moving for Jetania but they have stopped now and are holding position half a light year away.”


“Stopped?” Nilantha spoke softly. “Are they showing on normal sensors?”


“Taris?” Omrad lifted his head and looked at her.


Taris shook her head quickly. “No. All of the Coalition ships in the area are still at their standard positions and no alert has been sent via normal COM channels. All Coalition ships are maintaining their positions. They cannot see them Omrad.”


“How is that possible?” Loras asked now moving up to stand in front of the station where Taris stood. “We can see them but Osrod’s ships cannot? The Home Fleet is the most advanced of our ships.”

“This ship is equipped with an Etheric Sensor Grid Loras.” Nilantha answered her as she came to stand beside her. “It is one of three pieces of Pralor technology that was incorporated into this ship. The Teleporter is the second. Believe me it was no small task either if what I was told is true. The Pralor people regarded these two pieces of their technology to be very secret. Only their most advanced ships had either of them let alone both. How Dadrien of the Mountain succeeded in convincing those Pralors who followed him to do such a thing is beyond me.”


Loras met her eyes. “Then they have cloaking technology as the Coalition does?” She asked.


Rylin nodded her head now. “Yes, but it is far more advanced than anything COLS has operating now. These Lycavorians have technology that in some ways is even more advanced than what is on the Oracle’s ships. We cannot pick the ship up on normal sensors, no one can it appears. We are only detecting them because of the Etheric Grid established within the system and linked to this ship.”


“Carians.” Loras exclaimed in frustration.


Nilantha reached out and took her hands and squeezed them tightly. “Remain calm Loras Ranev.” She spoke calmly. “You have only just been exposed to all of this while Rylin, Taris and others have had years to learn it.”


“This is all so… it is unbelievable.” Loras rasped out the words.


Nilantha nodded her head. “Indeed it is. Do you trust me Loras?”


Loras looked at her with those captivating dark brown orbs and took a deep breath before answering with confidence in her words. “Yes.” She replied.


Nilantha smiled and squeezed her hands once more. “You will learn it all Loras. I make you a promise now. You will come to know and understand all of it over the next few weeks.”

“How Nilantha?” Loras asked her.


“Just as first Dadrien and then the spirit of Sumar granted me the ability to sense and communicate within the Etheric realm, the more you are exposed to it, especially at the levels you will see, it will stimulate the Etheric resonance within you and you will understand. I have told you that all Lycavorians are born with this ability, but the number who advance it past the initial levels are extremely rare among the COLS Lycavorians. Those who come from your original homeworld, from Lycavore, it was natural for them to use this skill. Especially after the Pralor Sumar and those who followed him were taken into the population.”

“Lycavore.” Loras whispered. 

Nilantha nodded her head. “It is no more a myth or legend than I am.” She spoke. “Just as I told you earlier.”

Loras met her eyes. “Vada saan rie vada allsknesi.” 

Nilantha nodded. “The Blood of the Ancients. Yes.” She said softly. “Rylin, Omrad, Taris and Anoria are only a few who have discovered this because, just like you, they carry the blood of the ancients within them as well.”

“How?” Loras asked with wide eyes.

Nilantha shook her head. “That I do not know.” Nilantha answered. “Only that it is within you. There were ancient Packs on Lycavore, those with the purest of wolf blood. One Pack was the purest of all and they were who ruled with the other ancient Packs as equals to them. I do not know what took place through the years after I left with your ancestors, but Sumar told me that when he arrived on Lycavore there were only six of these Ruling Packs left. The largest and the most powerful. The strongest and most dominant of these six Packs had dual wolf fangs and this is what set them apart from the others. This oddity in their bloodline, this is what made their Pack stronger, larger in size and far more ferocious, but it also granted them the ability to lead others and do so in such a way that others wanted to follow them. This only grew after Sumar and the Pralors with him were taken in by the Ruling Packs as I said. That is how you have had the visions like the others. Those with the blood of the ancients were always tied more closely to the Etheric realm. I can only surmise that those of you with this skill are descended from the Ancient bloodlines from before your ancestors left.” I have instructed Rylin, Taris and the other to the best of my abilities, which are infantile when compared to the Mard Revik and his family. To those who follow him.” Nilantha shook her head now turning away with an expression of confusion on her face. “This is not going as I had foreseen.”


“Nilantha?” Loras questioned seeing the puzzled look on her face. “What do you mean?”


“I was meant… I was hoping to have more time with you.” Nilantha told her. “To teach you some of what the others know. Your latent ability would have made it much easier as it did with Rylin and the others. They were not supposed to arrive here for months.”

Loras looked at her. “You knew they were coming?” She asked in surprise.


Nilantha nodded her head quickly. “I felt them the moment they arrived in this quadrant of space.” She replied. “Well… was overwhelmed by them is a better phrase. I was barely able to react quickly enough to hide my presence from them with the instruments on this ship.”


“Why would you want to hide your presence from them?” Loras asked.


“If they had sensed me here, especially the Tarivuos given what they are, then they would have descended down upon this area already.” Nilantha answered her. “This ship has an Etheric Void Shield which is the third piece of technology equipped that is Pralor in design and then engineered by them. It keeps all Etheric resonance within the ship and the surrounding area of the ship. It was experimental at the time, unlike the Teleporter and Ether Sensor Grid and my ship is the only surviving ship to have it. It is also why you and the others on Jetania who have an advanced Etheric resonance did not sense it before now. You would have been drawn to it without this shield. Even those among Osrod’s followers, including that brute himself.”

Loras’s eyes grew slightly wider. “He has people like… he is… Osrod is like Taris? Like Anoria?”


Nilantha shook her head quickly. “Carians joa!” Nilantha exclaimed. She pulled Loras closer, holding her hands. “Why do you think he chose you Loras Ranev?” Nilantha reached up and stroked her cheek and then ran her fingers down her arm. “Your obvious physical beauty and lush attributes not withstanding Loras Ranev, which has caused more than one Alpha to drag his tongue along the ground hoping to win your affection I might add, Osrod detected this difference in you.” 
 
Loras looked away shyly, clearly embarrassed at her words and Nilantha and Rylin smiled knowingly. “As I explained, Etheric ability is a characteristic of all Lycavorians, but without the proper training and knowledge to expand it beyond the lowest possible level, as the Pralor people had, the use of it is spotty at best. Osrod has a few among his fool advisors that have a rudimentary ability to use it. You must have seen it when you were Queen.”


Loras’s mind was flung back to her decade in the palace and the capital. She nodded finally and met Nilantha’s gaze. “I thought it was just vaes. Parlor tricks.” She said finally.


Nilantha nodded her head. “Which it is essentially, without the proper training and skill. Many millennia ago other Lycavorians came here to Jetania.”


“Other Lycavorians?” Loras gasped with wide eyes. “There have been others who have come to Jetania? How? When?”


Nilantha nodded her head. “These are the things I wanted to speak of you with.” Nilantha hissed softly. “I will tell you of them Loras, I promise. Right now however, we have other issues.”


“Nilantha?” Loras pressed her.


Nilantha smiled. “Given what the future holds for you Loras my child, these are things you need to know. Do not worry. I will tell you everything child. Everything.” Loras stared at her for a few seconds then nodded her head in agreement. Nilantha turned to Omrad. “Can we determine how many are on this ship Omrad? And we must begin using the correct terminology used by them. Can we convert the Etheric sensors?”


“I have already finished entering the data Nilantha.” Rylin spoke. “I wanted to check with you before I had Taris program it into the databanks.”


Nilantha nodded her head. “It is given. Taris… program the new variables if you would.” Taris nodded her head and began working on the station she was at while Nilantha looked at Loras. “The Mard Revik and those with him use a different measuring equation to classify Etheric users in the Lycavorian Union. The Pralor fashion was too bloated with unnecessary information and categories.”


“How…?”


Nilantha smiled at her. “You have more questions than your mind can form right now, I know. About me, about everything.” She said. “I will answer as many as I am able Loras my child. But the answers to some will only come with time and exposure.”


“Exposure to what?” Loras asked.


“The future.” Nilantha answered her. 


“New variables entered.” Taris called out. 


Nilantha turned once more to Omrad. “Omrad?”


“This… this can’t be right Oracle!” He exclaimed.


“What do you mean? Are the variables not correct?” Nilantha asked.


“I was very precise Omrad.” Rylin echoed.


Omrad shook his head. “No Rylin.” He continued. “The variables are all correct. They are perfect.”


“Then what is wrong?” Nilantha asked.


Omrad looked at her. “Oracle, if these readings are correct, then that ship is carrying at least five Tier Seven Etheric users. I can’t get an accurate reading because there is something distorting the actual scans themselves.”


“Distorting how?” Rylin asked.


Omrad shook his head. “Almost as if it is reflecting the scans back somehow. Something in the hull composition of the ship.” He looked up at Nilantha who was staring at him with wide eyes. “The readings we are getting however; they indicate the presence of at least five Tier Seven users on that ship. Very high level Tier Seven users Oracle.”


Nilantha looked at him while Loras stared at her. “You are certain Omrad?” She asked.


Omrad nodded his head. “Yes. I’m detecting an additional four that would rate a Tier Six Level, but definitely five Tier Seven users.”


Loras hadn’t taken her eyes off of Nilantha and she turned slightly to face her. “What is the significance of this Nilantha?” She asked quickly. “What does it mean?”


Nilantha met her eyes. “It can mean only one thing.” She stated softly. “That ship is carrying members of the Mard Revik’s family on it.”

“How do you know this?” Loras gasped.


Nilantha met her gaze. “When I had Rylin configure the variables of Etheric conversion I had her add an additional level to the Six Tiered level system that the Union uses. Tier Seven is this new level. Most of the Mark Revik’s family cannot be considered Tier Six any longer. They are the only ones who would register at this new level given their power and skill. The Mard Revik himself and the Tarivuos, especially Androcles, they would not even register on any known scale now. They have reached far beyond any configurable measuring system.”


“What does this mean?” Loras asked.


Nilantha looked at her. “This… this centers around your son Loras.” She spoke. “That much I am able to sense. He is involved somehow. Can you contact him?”


Loras reached to her belt without hesitation and pulled out the small data pad and handed it to Omrad. “This has his personal communicator frequency on it.” She told him. “But it is only short range. He would contact me when he entered the system to let me know he was home. It will not work beyond the boundaries of this system. It is secure and no one can trace it.” Loras told her. “He is not in the system Nilantha. He is weeks away at this planet Ventori. He could… he could not…”

“Frequency locked!” Omrad exclaimed causing Loras’s head to snap around and look at him.


“What?” She almost shouted. “How is that possible?”

“Incoming response!” Taris barked from her station. “Transmission is secure Oracle. It is originating from that ship and it is synced with a holo-transmission!”


Nilantha looked at Loras and smiled, her bright emerald green eyes twinkling in the light. “Perhaps there is more to your son than I first thought Loras Ranev. Taris… please insure the communication cannot be tracked. We do not know what things Osrod has up his sleeve and he cannot find out about this. Not yet.”


“Already done Oracle.” Taris answered. “I have…”


The holo communications disc to the right of Taris sprang to life causing all of them to react with shock. The Coalition had not yet discovered holographic transmission technology and the Holo Discs on Nilantha ship had remained dormant for thousands of years.


Until now.


They could only watch in awe as the head and shoulders of the petite, red haired female appeared in the transmission, shimmered slightly and then cleared instantly. Nilantha was the one to gasp in shock, her hands going to her face as the incredible, jade green colored eyes of the woman in the transmission focused on her and grew wider.


“Son vada carians!” Nilantha muttered softly causing Loras to look at her.


“Nilantha?” She gasped as she gripped her arms tightly. “What is it?”


“Vada tryn gelleenat!” Nilantha gasped. (The Fiery Queen.) “The Gelleenat the Mard Revik covets most after his Anome.”

“You know her?” Loras asked in surprise.


Nilantha shook her head. “Only… only what the Archives tell me.” She answered. She turned to Omrad. “Why is there no sound Omrad?”


“The Communications relays are syncing the audio now Oracle.” Omrad answered. “They have never synced with such an advanced relay before.”


Nilantha nodded as she turned back to the screen. “Pralor technology, yes.” She spoke holding tightly to Loras’ hand. She could see the surprise on the face of the beautiful female in the transmission as she looked at Nilantha from her ship. Nilantha did not know her name, only that the Queen with fiery red hair was the Queen that the archives foretold the Mard Revik yearned for most after his raven haired Anome. A female who was a turned wolf, but was more powerful than any female Alpha residing on Jetania right now with the possible exception of Loras Ranev, who had not yet realized her own power. The Archives on her ship spoke of the Fiery One with red hair, filled with such intense compassion, yet equally or more fearsome when aroused in anger. The Archives spoke of each of the Queens, the raven haired Anome and most lethal of the Mard Revik’s beloved Queens; the pair of serene elven Queens with supreme intelligence and grace; the vampiric Queen with superior skills and devotion to her husband and fellow Queens and then the half breed Queen, so skilled and quiet. The most dangerous one if pushed. Nilantha had studied them all yet now one stood before her, and it was like a dream.

“Audio synced!” Omrad exclaimed.


Nilantha watched as the red haired Queen moved closer before she had a chance to speak.


“To say this is a complete surprise would not be entirely accurate at this moment.” Anja spoke from SPARTAN ONE. “Perhaps you could enlighten me as to how a Darastrixi female is standing with Lycavorians?”

Nilantha’s eyes grew wide. “You… you know what species I am?” She gasped aloud.


Anja nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She replied quickly. They watched Anja turn to the young woman who appeared next to her and took the data pad. They watched Anja’s eyes as she read what was on the pad and then look up at them once more. “What is infinitely more confusing to me right now, is how there is a Darastrixi Medium Cruiser sitting at the bottom of your northern ocean surrounded by an Etheric Void Shield.”


Omrad’s eyes went wide. “They can detect us!” He exclaimed as his hands flew over the controls before him.


“Impossible!” Rylin stammered.


Nilantha saw Anja smile as she answered. “The impossible only takes a little longer as Martin is so fond of saying.” Anja stated.


“Where… where is my son?” Loras demanded now, unable to hold back. “You have his personal communicator! Where is he? If he is injured I will…”


“Loras!” Nilantha gasped.


Anja canted her head to the side as she looked at Loras in the transmission. She was silent for a long moment as if sizing her up for something and then she spoke. “Your son is here.” She stated motioning with her hand behind her as the view of the holo-transmission expanded. Loras gasped as she saw Lazar and Rhaos now standing to the side, both of them with shackles of some kind on their wrists. Her dark eyes narrowed and cut back to Anja.


“Why are my son and Rhaos shackled like animals!? Release them this very instant or I will…!” She hissed angrily, her eyes turning to that of her wolf persona and her long wolf fangs extending.


“Loras no!” Nilantha rasped out the words.


Loras’ eyes went wide, Nilantha and Rylin both gasping in shock as Anja’s eyes changed and her dual wolf fangs burst forth. It was something none of them had ever seen before and it was certainly frightening. 

“Carians!” Rylin almost shouted. “Via cerleri vada saan rie vada allsknesi vorevor tya!” (She carries the blood of the ancients within her.)

“You will do what?” Anja growled menacingly as she moved closer to the transmission point where she was. “You are in no position to make any sort of demands of me woman!” Anja snarled back at her viciously. “Your son is the one who brought us here! The men under his command attacked and butchered over a dozen Ventori Lycavorians because they were in the way! They shot my youngest son and one of my dearest friends in the nubous back! Then they kidnapped me and others and brought us here! We retook our ship a short time ago. You are very lucky he is not a corpse!”


“Retook the ship?” Nilantha gasped. 


Loras looked at her son with wide eyes, disbelief filling her. “Lazar?” She gasped aloud.


Anja was going to turn and encourage him to speak the truth but Lazar was way ahead of her and took a few steps forward. 


“It’s true mother. It was Sibot.” Lazar told her. “Father sent him out here with another mission entirely. He told me one thing, investigate these new Lycavorians and report back to him. Sibot was there to do something else. He took command of a small team of men loyal to him and they assaulted this ship. Father wanted him to capture whoever he could so that he could interrogate them.”


“Pen toic forn un esto aer hin’mor el lon llokel bash blon!” Loras snarled angrily at her son. (I told you to arrange an accident for that monster long ago!)


Lazar nodded his head. “Pen pera medwaw.” (I know mother.)


“What have you done my son?” Loras exclaimed. She turned quickly to look at Anja. “Please… my son is young and reckless and…”

Anja held up her hand. “You don’t need to make excuses for him.” She stated. “I have nine sons who are exactly the same. Your son Lazar and his friend Rhaos here actually stopped what this man Sibot was doing. He panicked however, and stole the ship we are on. Not the most intelligent of things to do since this is the King’s personal ship but that is…” Anja moved closer again in the transmission. “…That is secondary right now.” She spoke.


“Secondary?” Loras gasped. “My son is not secondary to me!”

“Perhaps not, but you have stuck your collective noses in business that has nothing to do with you and you have done so in a way that all but ensures my husband and mate will retaliate in similar fashion and believe me, that is not something you want. Our son Androcles told your fool Captain that we do not answer to you or your government. You should have listened to him and remained out of our business.”

“Son?” Loras exclaimed when she heard that name again.

“You have no sway over us, and no claim of leadership over us. My husband and mate is King of the Lycavorian Union, and only someone of our blood will ever rule! You should have left it at that and stayed away.” Anja spoke evenly while staring directly at Loras in the holo transmission. “Right now however, I am far more interested in how a member of the Darastrixi species came to be on your planet.” Anja spoke trying to remain calm.  “I would also like to know how you are onboard a Darastrixi ship that your Coalition and its idiotic leader obviously does not know exists, and exactly what else might be hiding in plain sight?”
All of them looked at her as if she was insane in the way she referred to Osrod without regard. Osrod had people killed for less throughout the years, yet this tiny woman held no fear in her eyes, her manner or her action.  

SPARTAN ONE


Anja stared at the women in the transmission intently. This exotic and beautiful female was a very powerful Alpha female, that much Anja could detect even from here. Her Etheric resonance was untrained and barely restrained and while no woman could ever entice her away from her fellow Queens, Anja Leonidas had to admit this woman’s beauty was stunning in every way. There was obviously a rift of some sort within this Coalition. Lazar and this woman spoke of the COLS King as if they hated him, and based on their comments there was obviously much discord within the ranks of the military and the people.

Anja knew there was a reason that Martin and their family agreed to this mission. While it had not taken place as they had hoped, ultimately Anja was right where they had planned for her to be. Of all his Queens, Martin trusted Aricia and Anja the most when it came to unknown situations such as this. Not because of their diplomatic skill, for Dysea and For'mya were far better diplomats, but because Aricia and Anja had an uncanny knack for reading people and their wolf instincts were almost never wrong. Anja had spent many years reading Lycavorian and Spartan history, and with Aricia’s constant help and guidance since Seanna’s death she had trained herself to let her wolf instincts take over and guide her in so many things. It had also forged a unique bond between Aricia, her and For'mya. When combined with the intense training and tools she had acquired as a Navy SEAL officer all those years ago, Anja and Aricia Leonidas were the perfect agents for this type of mission. For'mya had been doing this as well for the last decade, and this was the reason the three of them worked so flawlessly together. 


Nilantha stepped closer beside Loras now. “Forn wen gelleenat un vada Mard Revik?” She asked in fluent Lycavorian. (You are Queen to the True King.)

Anja nodded her head slowly before choosing her words very carefully. The Darastrixi woman’s fluency in their language came as a surprise because, of all the Darastrixi she had met and interacted with these last weeks, only Laren Ti-Shara had the gift of their language with such perfection.

“Jainn. Aur sha coi Anja Leonidas. Pen brol ared rie berim gelleenats.” Anja tilted her head to the side again. (Yes. My name is Anja Leonidas. I am one of six Queens.)


“Vada tryn gelleenat.” Nilantha spoke the name once more. “The one whose disposition matches the color of her hair. And the one who is the finest healer in all the universe.”

“How do you know that? And why do you call Martin the True King?” 

“Martin?” Nilantha whispered the word almost reverently. “This… this is his name?”


“Martin Leonidas.” Anja spoke in reply. “Yes. Who are you, and how do you know about us?”


“You… you know of my species?” Nilantha asked. “How is this possible?”


Anja blinked several times unsure of how much to tell her, but she quickly decided that truth was what they needed now. “We have had the Darastrixi among the Lycavorian Union for almost three decades now. The Vrrarhoinpa caste. We did not discover there was a Jiilhoinpa caste until we met the Doraanar Sarlana on Manne. We…”

 
“A Doraanar!” Nilantha almost shouted. 

Anja nodded her head. “Sarlana. Yes. It was she who explained what our sons Androcles and Dorian are. What Laren Ti-Shara is.”

“The Lorsvek ar Sepas.” Nilantha said in almost a whisper. “Then it is true. Everything is so true. They are so much more than Tarivuos. They are the Dahakoan reborn!”

Anja nodded her head seeing the animated expression on her face. “Given what we have seen our sons and Laren do recently, most of us are hard pressed to deny it I suppose.” Anja said honestly. 

Nilantha took a deep breath, having waiting millennia for this day to come. It was upon her now, before she was fully prepared for it, but she needed to adapt and insure everything took place. 


“My full name is Nilantha Ma’Carr.” She began to speak. “Yes, I am Darastrixi as you can see. I was sent here as the Oracle to this Seed Mission of Lycavorians by the spirit of Dadrien of the Mountain.”


Anja stepped even closer to the transmission. “Dadrien!” She gasped in surprise. 


“I know of the True King and the Tarivuos, the Heralds, because of him and because of the Pralor Sumar.” Nilantha continued knowing that this would definitely have a reaction and she was not disappointed.


“What do you know of Sumar?” Anja demanded as her wolf eyes grew even wider. “How is it possible that you… who are you?”


Nilantha smiled knowing that the time had now come. “I have spoken to both of them.” She stated calmly. “They told me that you would be coming. They told me that the Tarivuos would be coming. They told me that Vada Mard Revik was coming, and everything as we knew it would then change. They told this to me many millennia ago and I have been waiting for the day when you would arrive. When he would arrive. We all have.”


“Saoi sibfla!” Anja gasped aloud. “Martin was right… crazy does follow us around.”
JETANIA


Nilantha couldn’t help herself now and the tears came forth as she burst into laughter. Loras looked at her like she was crazy to laugh in a situation like this and Nilantha squeezed her hand. Nilantha got control of her laughter quickly however and she looked at Anja in the transmission. “From your reaction, I assume that you are still discovering things as you go.” She spoke. “Ever since you arrived here in the Echo Quadrant.”

Anja looked at her in the transmission. “You seem to know an awful lot about us.” Anja spoke.


“I am no enemy to you Anja Leonidas, and I could never be an enemy to the Dahakoan.” Nilantha answered her. “If you know of my people, if you know a Doraanar, then you know it is not within my blood. They are Dahakoan and they are the Heralds for… for your husband and mate. Vada Mard Revik.”

Anja looked at her. “Why should I believe anything you have to say?” Anja finally asked.


Nilantha smiled and looked at Loras. She squeezed her hand tightly and pulled her closer to her body. “Because what you seek is here on Jetania Anja Leonidas.” She answered her. “I know what you are looking for. I know what the Mard Revik is looking for. What he has always been looking for even though he did not know it.”


“And what is that?” Anja asked.


“The Mountain of Stone and Light.” Nilantha replied seeing Anja’s wolf eyes go even wider. “Vada Dir rie Hal for Saar.”

VENTORI

DISCOVERY BASE
ADHOC COMMAND CENTER

“…Said that?” Martin asked the transmission of Anja from the holodisc. Her entire figure was visible within the transmission sitting on one of the couches with Retta beside her and though no one else detected it, Martin, Aricia and For'mya did. Her petite body was relaxed and calm and they could tell just from her motions that she was in control and not worried about her current position. Retta was the same way as she sat beside her and this only reinforced what they felt from Anja.
Anja nodded her head. “It about floored me too Lover.” She spoke in reply. “We spoke for nearly an hour before I ended it and told her I would speak with you and then decide what to do.”
“Koppentotz Aviel?” Androcles spoke now turning to the second holo transmission that was active in the Command Center. Delnash was in the third transmission and remaining silent at the moment with Avatar 27 beside him. Laren and Sadi sat on either side of Andro, while Dorian, Dynina, Jezima and Gorgo sat to Laren’s left. Ne'Veha, and the others sat behind Sadi and Andro while Sheva and Onera sat just behind Dorian. Danny, Aricia, For'mya were seated on the opposite side of the table with Helen, Wayonn, Kasdan and Murano. Deion, Eliani, Lisisa and Denali stood along the only wall not covered in computer stations.
“Dalis is searching other databanks that we have on our ships Dahakoan Androcles, but the amount of data is massive. My people are, to be blunt, we are overly retentive, and we keep detailed records of nearly everything. So far the only Darastrixi that we can find with the name Nilantha Ma’Carr was a Junior Intern for the Livaiji Sulevfu. Her entry date into the Livaiji Sulevfu Academy is listed as nearly three hundred and twenty-eight thousand years ago.”

“That fits with how old she says she is.” Anja spoke from the transmission.

“She was nineteen at the time,” Aviel continued. “…And for her to be accepted at such an age she must have been very special.”

“Must have been?” Aricia spoke now looking at him in the transmission.

Aviel nodded his head. “She is listed as having been killed in a transport accident thirty years after her entrance Daariv Aricia. She would have been considered still a child by all accounts. A baby really.” (Queen in Darastrixi)
Aricia turned back to look at Martin. “Cukim?” She asked. (Coincidence)

“Tis duan nathos? Joa shyos.” Martin answered. (In our family? No way)
“Aretor.” For'mya echoed with a smile. (Agreed)

“She was put there by someone.” Dynina spoke now looking at Martin as her eyes grew wider in realization.

Sarlana nodded her head now. “By someone who obviously was influenced by Dadrien.”

“This is all before Sumar’s time Martin.” Jezima spoke now. Jezima had refused to return to Honelze, unwilling to leave her grandson just yet. Meral had returned to continue to run their business on Honelze but also to get to know the three Queens of her nephew that remained on Honelze and were helping to prepare its defenses. 
Dynina nodded her head in agreement. “Yes, it is.” She spoke now. “How could this Darastrixi woman know all of this?”
“Because it is not before Dadrien’s time Martin, and it is apparent now that even within the afterlife, he had far more influence on events that have taken place than what we truly know or have believed.” Sarlana spoke now as she moved gracefully into the Command Center. 
Andro rose instantly and motioned for her to take his seat. Sarlana smiled at him and did so, immediately taking Sadi’s hand in hers as she settled down into the chair. She may have been Darastrixi but Sarlana had quickly taken note of how those among Martin’s command and the Ventori Lycavorians treated her. She was looked upon with the same awe and respect as Helen as the Feravomir of their people and Arzoal as the Dragon Elder Mother. This treatment did not sit well with her but Sarlana knew that there was little she could do to stop it. However, with Sadi and Ne'Veha and Andro’s wives and mates, with Dorian’s wives Sheva and Onera, Sarlana felt normal. And she adored being around all of them.
Martin nodded his head. “Yeah, I am beginning to see that.” He said in reply as Sarlana got comfortable at the table. “I also get the feeling that there was more to Dadrien than what the Darastrixi knew.”

Sarlana nodded her head in agreement. “So do I.” She spoke. “He obviously had a much higher command of the Etheric realm than anyone ever knew. His history before the Onkmet Darastrixi were wiped out is not well known and very little written history existed about him until he became our leader.”

“What about the Onkmet dragons themselves Doraanar?” Dorian asked. 

Aviel shook his head from within the transmission and answered for her. “Again, very little was known about them Dahakoan Dorian. As Sarlana has already told you, they were the most reclusive of Darastrixi breeds and they…” Aviel stopped talking as he began thinking.

Sarlana looked at him. “Aviel?” She asked. “What is it?”

Aviel shook his head quickly. “I would need to speak with Dytin to be sure, but I am sure that I read something about the Onkmet as a boy that would indicate a much more evolved connection to this Etheric Realm that you speak of. It may explain, at least somewhat, why the Dahakoan of Dadrien’s time were able to do what they could do when no other Darastrixi alive could.”

“You are speaking of their abilities Koppentotz Aviel?” Laren asked now.

Aviel nodded his head. “Yes Laren. Before Dadrien formed the Dahakoan, no Darastrixi had ever been able to manipulate the Etheric realm before. We knew it existed, we believed in it because we saw the Pralor people using it so often, but up until the Dahakoan were formed as I said, no Darastrixi of either caste ever exhibited these skills. They could not manipulate it as you and the others King Martin, and correct me if I am wrong, the skills they did have manifest themselves from within the Etheric Realm.”

“Who chose the first Dahakoan?” Andro asked now.

“Dadrien of course.” Aviel answered.
“Precognition? The ability to sense others like them? To speak within the Etheric Realm? These are all rudimentary Etheric skills, yes.” Helen spoke now.

“But yet we had these abilities. Even from before I became a dragon, those Darastrixi on Elear had these abilities. I would not have been able to do what I did if they didn’t.” Arzoal spoke now from where she rested in the nearby pen with the two dozen adolescent dragons who had come from Manne to reinforce those already here. Since she was outside the building she wore one of the devices that Kasdan had developed for the dragons on Artaaya and her voice carried through the internal COM units in the Command Center.   
Aviel looked at Martin. “My point exactly Elder Mother.” He stated having spent much time with Arzoal over these last days learning about her history and what she had accomplished. Needless to say he had never been more impressed by anyone’s history and he now looked at Arzoal in a new light of respect and partial awe.

Martin looked at Delnash in the transmission. “Chief Elder, the Pralor people were huge explorers and you have charted far more star systems than any of us.”

Delnash nodded his head. “Most of that information was lost with the destruction of our homeworld but yes.”

“In all of those explorations, who besides the Pralor people, Lycavorians and vampires, and now obviously the Darastrixi that were part of the Seed Mission to Elear, who else are naturally born with Etheric ability that you have come across?” Martin asked him.

Delnash shook his head from his office. “None that I am aware of Martin. Not unless one of our kind granted this ability to others or those that your people have turned as you call it.”

Martin turned to Sarlana now. “Who chose the dragons that went on the seed mission with you Sarlana?”

“I do not know.” Sarlana answered in almost a whisper. “The selection process was very secret and only a few within the Urlkrisir Mamiss knew who the candidates were until they were chosen.”

Martin looked at Androcles and saw his son’s eyes upon him. They were thinking the same thing he knew.

[You know?] Martin spoke to his son.


Androcles nodded his head slowly, everyone in the room realizing that father and son were speaking to one another in a shielded conversation that no one would ever be able to breach unless they allowed it. [His last physical descendant is among those who are chosen to go to Elear.] Andro spoke now. [And the Elder Mother just happens to chose that egg to transfer her consciousness too?]


[What are the chances of that happening do you think keto?] Martin asked.


[Without a guiding hand of some sort… slim to none father.] Andro answered.

[Yeah, my thoughts exactly.] Martin spoke. [It is being driven.] Martin said evenly. [All of it. Everything that has happened through the millennia has taken place for a reason.]


[For what purpose father?] Andro asked. [And by who?]

[Dadrien is only one part of it Andro. He was the last surviving Winter dragon, he chose or guided those who chose the dragons to go to Elear] Martin answered him. [These things happened too far apart in both time and space for him to effect all of it. Sumar is another part, but there are still unanswered questions concerning him as well. The question remains who?]

“Martin?” Anja spoke from within her transmission. “What’s wrong Lover?”


Martin shook his head and looked at her. “Nothing.” He answered quickly. “I was just thinking.”


Anja did not press him on the subject for she knew he would share it with Aricia, For'mya and her when they were alone.


“So what is our play then?” Anja asked. 
Sarlana looked at Anja in the transmission. “Was she clear in whom she spoke of Anja?”
Anja nodded her head quickly. “Oh yes, she was very specific in stating that Dadrien was the one who began her on this path. She only met Sumar etherically and that was not until much later.”

Sarlana looked at Martin now. “That would explain why it is a Darastrixi ship we are detecting and not a Pralor ship.”

“A Darastrixi ship with Pralor technology Sarlana.” Martin interjected.

Sarlana nodded her head. “Which indicates that Dadrien had already contacted and was working with the Pralor people.”

“Which is amazing given that Avatar 27 can find no instance in our entire history where an exchange of technology took place with the Darastrixi.” Delnash spoke once more. “The Teleporter, the Etheric Sensor Grid, these were things that we shared with no one Martin. Hardly anyone outside of our military, as small as it was, knew of them. And the Etheric Void Shield was still only in a theoretical stage when the first Scourge War began.”

“Did Sumar know of it?” Martin asked.

Delnash nodded his head. “As Chief Elder of course he did.” Delnash asked. “But by the time he became Chief Elder the project had been long abandoned because of the need for those assets to go towards our war with the Scourge.”
“The readings from your ship indicate that it is a much older class Darastrixi vessel King Martin.” Kenroe spoke now moving up beside Aviel. “Approximately two hundred and fifty-six thousand years old. It is still in pristine condition for such an old ship, which tells me it has not seen any action of any prolonged kind.”

“Perhaps because it built exactly for this particular mission.” For'mya spoke now. “To come here with the Pralor Seed Mission of these Lycavorians and park itself at the bottom of the ocean. This technology was obviously integrated into this ship completely. That takes time and personnel. Melyanna… she did tell you the Lycavorians on that planet do not know that she is Darastrixi, yet they refer to her as Oracle?”

Anja nodded her head. “Yes. A few know what she is according to her, but that number is miniscule when compared to the population of the planet, and she really only truly revealed that to others in the last few millennia.”  

“What is the population Anja?” Aricia asked.
“Upwards of sixteen billion here.” Anja answered. “The planet, Jetania, is roughly the same size as Apo Prime. Eighty-seven major cities that we have scanned, with an equal number of large and modern settlements in the many Mountain Ranges. Hundreds of smaller settlements across the planet, but all of them modern for the most part. It is nowhere near as populated as Apo Prime, which is surprising to some degree, considering how long they have been here.” Anja leaned forward. “From intercepted COMS we have been able to determine that there are nine large colonies on other worlds within the system itself, and if the population numbers are even semi accurate, there are an additional twenty-four billion total among those nine cities, at least by the last census this Coalition had on record. So forty billion total. Mari was able to crack their low level history archives with little trouble. Their technology is slightly better than what we have seen on their ships, but it appears they have just not got around to integrating it into their fleet.”

Deion’s face beamed at this news from where he stood beside his brother and Emylea. All of them had taken noticed of how she had clung to his arm when they entered the Command Center, yet no one would question him or her about it, or the fact that Emylea’s blood now carried his scent as well as Mari’s within it. They would announce this when they felt the time was right, but it would essentially free Namiri and Androcles of having to maintain the façade that they were showing and allow Namiri and Byron to fully be open about what they now felt for one another. And the one who would soon join them much to their own shock but delighted surprise. 
Helen nodded her head. “The numbers match up relatively speaking.” She spoke now. “They were obviously here before the Ventori Lycavorians, so a population of this size does reflect how prolifically our people breed.”

Martin looked at Anja in the transmission. “The Alphas from Ventori went there Red?” He asked.

Anja nodded once more. “That is what she told me. Many were not happy about it from what she says, but they were misled by this fool Osrod’s great grandfather.” She replied. “They thought they would be free to return to Ventori after learning new skills and technology in order to advance their own lives and those of the Betas and Gammas they left behind. It was done very hush, hush Lover. Taken from Ventori in the night.”

“Which would explain why Nalmos and the others say they just up and disappeared.” Martin said.

Anja nodded her head. “Yes.” She leaned forward. “They obviously thought the Betas and other castes would die out over time without Alpha leadership.”

Martin shook his head quickly. “Not with the caliber of leaders like Nalmos and the other Justices that were chosen. They jumped in almost immediately and kept that from happening.” He commented. 

“Martin, let me go there.” Anja spoke now as she looked at him. “This Darastrixi woman Nilantha has guaranteed our safety among the other things she has told us. She has kept the ship she is on hidden for thousands of years and nothing this Coalition has that we have seen so far in the way of technology could begin to detect it. This may well be a chance to discover things we never knew about our people and your history Lover.”

“I’m not willing to put you, our children or our family at risk for my history Red.” Martin said quickly. “No matter how important it is. Not to mention that there is obviously some sort of internal political discord between the Packs on that planet. I don’t want to get involved in that. That could get really messy really quickly.”

“I’ll go anyway.” Anja told him. “You know that.”

“Sibfla Red!” Martin snapped. “It’s too dangerous and once you are on the planet COMS will be…”

“Three days.” Anja spoke. “Give me three days and if we don’t respond every day at predetermined times you can come rushing to my rescue. You know I like it when you sweep me off my feet.”

“Anja…” Martin snapped once more. “This…”

“She is right staaniketo.” Dynina spoke softly.

Martin looked at her now stunned. “Staania… you are the one who chewed my ass for letting her go in the first place!” He spoke exasperated.
Dynina nodded her head. “And as you correctly pointed out to me, I was being driven by my own experiences with them, my dislike of them and what was attempted with me. All of which was unpleasant. This is an opportunity that we never had Martin. And it may reveal more answers to the questions we already have. Maybe about the temple on Lorenu.” 

“Fervon, we are forgetting that these midaeus knew what they were doing.” Danny spoke now. “They knew who they wanted to take and it wasn’t any of the Ventori Lycavorians. It was our people.”

“Daniel is correct Martin.” Murano entered the conversation now.

“Which begs the question how they knew?” Sadi spoke now.

Sarlana nodded in agreement. “Indeed.”

Dynina looked at Martin now. “That well may be our fault.” She spoke.

Martin looked at her now. “Staania?”

“I have told you that several hundred of their people left with us after our first and only encounter with them.” Dynina said.

“Yeah.” Martin said.

“We left a dozen couples there as well Martin. Hidden among those we made friends with.” Kenroe spoke now. “With the equipment to relay reports to us on Lorenu.”

“I’m not going to like this am I?” Martin spoke.

“Eighteen months after we left, they stopped reporting back to us.” Dynina told him calmly. “Given how events turned out and ended between myself and Osrod’s grandfather, we assumed that they had been discovered and killed. The last orders given by the COLS military over the channels we were monitoring as we left the system were that any of us captured were to be executed immediately. Perhaps… perhaps this is not the case.”

“You never attempted to find out Dynina?” Aricia asked her.

Dynina shook her head slowly in shame. “No. I did not want to risk a larger confrontation between us. As it turned out, I was correct because when we tried to move to Ventori to assist them after the Svorag attacked, COLS ships intervened and forced us to turn back. Perlae told you of this?”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered remembering what Perlae had recounted to him when he had first spoken to her.  

“Do you think they survived Staania?” Androcles asked now.

“I do not know. However, if they did survive, it could then account for what limited knowledge that they do have on us.” Dynina spoke in reply. 

“What did they know?” Martin asked.

Dynina shook her head. “They were mated couples. Most of them were engineers or doctors and such. Kenroe and the others had not begun the intense schooling that all of those on Lorenu go through now, but their knowledge was far more than what COLS had at the time. This could explain how they have advanced so rapidly in the last few decades and how they built the sensor array that would detect our use of the Portal Generators.”

“If that is the case, how are they not more advanced then?” Martin said.

“Simple.” Dynina answered. “Resources. No matter what they may have learned from those we left behind, they did not have the resources to build such things. At least not to the same level as what we had at the time.”

“They also did not have the advantage of Sumar and the other Pralors integrating into their society as those on Lycavore did Martin.” This caused Martin and the others to turn and look at him. “Had Sumar not done what he did, society on your homeworld might not have advanced much past what this Coalition is now.” Delnash spoke from his holo link.
“The Ion storm and Lorendo’s actions forced us there Delnash.” Wayonn added quickly.

“Did they?” Delnash questioned causing all eyes and heads to look at him. “I have given this much thought over these last few weeks Martin.”

“Go on sir.” Martin told him glancing at Andro once more and seeing the same look that told him Delnash was thinking like they were.

“What we have learned up until now, what we are still learning, who is to say this was not all part of whoever was directing this plan? Are you not the one who likes to think outside the box as you say Martin? All of you do this. I am only just starting to think this way myself and having Avatar 27 with me has only made this easier. There are far too many coincidences for this to be just random acts throughout the millennia Martin.”

Martin nodded his head. “That is a scary thought Delnash, but I agree with you.” He said in reply.

“It is scary yes, but given what we know now, all of it seems to be directed at one thing in some way, shape or form.” Delnash said.

“The Scourge.” Andro whispered the name.

Delnash nodded his head in agreement. “Yes, Androcles. They are on the peripheral of this in every way, but what we have discovered so far seems to be directed at giving us the means to confronting them on more equal terms. The fact that the Praetorian gene, as rare as it is, was passed from those among Sumar’s ship and into the Lycavorians and even the vampires. That is something that none of us ever considered. In essence, and I am sure Murano will agree with me on this, in doing what Sumar and Wayonn and others did, integrating into Lycavorian population as they did, they created a different breed of Praetorian. A better and more powerful breed.”

Murano nodded his head. “This is true.”

“Are you saying that Sumar himself knew these things before all of this began?” Martin spoke.

Delnash nodded his head. “How else would he have known just when to send Dynina and the others away? How would he have known to contact the Darastrixi and Pralors, who were obviously already working at Dadrien’s direction, and have them send ships to Lycavore? Now we have discovered what Androcles, Dorian and Laren truly are? It seems to be…” Delnash stopped for a moment and Martin turned to face him fully.

“Brother?” Murano spoke now. “Speak what is on your mind.”

Delnash looked up at his brother in the transmission and then at Martin. “It seems as if someone is trying to unite our three species in some way Martin. Dynina and those with her are the largest sign of this. Ten thousand from each of our species that no one ever knew about except Sumar and Dadrien. They have come together, lived and worked together for thousands of years now. It is as if… to me at least, it is as if someone is attempting to atone for some sort of imagined mistakes they committed and this is their way of doing so. Bringing together the only three species in known history that ever resisted the Scourge and were successful.”

“Now that is an even scarier thought.” Anja chimed in.

“I agree Anja.” Delnash spoke softly. “But what if it is… what if it is true?” 

“You are speaking of the Onab Delnash.” Wayonn said.
Delnash looked at him. “Maybe Wayonn.” He answered honestly. “I just don’t know. My people had more interaction with them when they existed but even that was limited in many ways. They were even more reclusive than how Aviel and the others describe these Onkmet dragons as being. We don’t really know what the Onab were capable of as a species. They were technological geniuses, that much we do know. They were the ones who helped us to develop and then build the Psionic Transference Chambers like the one Arzoal used. Like the one we used to punish Xaxon after what he did. This piece of equipment was not standard issue for Seed Missions Martin, yet there was one on Elear. And Arzoal discovered it.”
This brought everyone in the three locations to total silence as they contemplated what Delnash had said. Many ideas and scenarios were running through so many different minds that no one would have been able to keep up with it. It was the smallest of them that broke the silence after several long and reflective moments.

“We don’t really know what knowledge COLS has?” Anja stated from SPARTAN ONE. “Which is why we need to do this Lover.”

Martin looked at her intently and then turned to Aricia and For'mya first, both of them nodding their heads immediately. He looked at Danny and he nodded after a moment. He turned to Androcles, his oldest son and perhaps the one-person Martin Leonidas relied upon more than even his wives and mates and his brother, and Andro nodded as well. Finally, he turned to look at Dynina, Jezima, Dasha and his mother. All four women grasped each other’s hands and they nodded their heads. Martin looked back to Anja in the transmission.

“I don’t like it Red.” Martin told her.

Anja nodded in response to his words. “I know Lover.” She told him with a loving voice. “But you also know it has to be done. I will be careful Martin. I will not do anything that will risk our family, you know that.”

Martin nodded after a moment. “The first check in you miss, I’m coming for you Anja.” Martin told her. “And I won’t be coming to shake hands and kiss babies.”

Anja Leonidas had to smile where she was sitting. It was one of the many things that she and her fellow Queens all adored about Martin so much. He worshiped all of them and he made no bones about it. They belonged to him and since For'mya returned to them, he would allow no one to stand between him and his wives and mates.
“I know Lover.” Anja told him. “And that makes my hormones giddy.” She told him with a twinkle in her jade green eyes, causing Martin to blush slightly even under his dark tan. “Use Delta Protocols if you want Lover, but you and Andro and the others go to Lorenu and find out about this temple. Everything we have talked about right now seems to start at this temple. Find out what is there and then come here.”
Martin met her gaze. “You’re certain?”

Anja nodded her head. “Nothing is ever certain, but I am pretty sure this Nilantha and those with her are not our enemies.”

“And if you are wrong Anja?” Aricia asked her.

“Then we will put a hurting on them and E&E until you get here.” Anja responded with confidence. “Between Kalis, Tir’ut, Radem and Zarah and Lucia, we have more than enough power and skill to clean house short term if need be.”

Martin knew that to be true and he glanced at Androcles with a nod. It was his idea to send Kalis, Tir'ut and Radem and wherever Radem went Zarah and Lucia went with him. Between the five of them and the power and skill they could bring to bear if needed Martin felt secure. When you added Mari’s astounding computer skills and Normya’s piloting skills they had nearly every facet covered. Martin turned back to Anja. “Go with it Red.” He spoke now.

Anja nodded her head. “If I call you’ll come running right?”

Martin’s eyes narrowed. “With guns blazing. You know that.”

Anja beamed as she nodded her head. “I will see you in three days Lover.” She spoke. “Aricia, you and For'mya keep him under control.” She said looking at her.

Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “You know we will.”

Anja took a deep breath and nodded once more. “Ok. SPARTAN ONE is clear. Seeya soon.”

Martin watched as the transmission ended and he instantly turned to Danny who had risen to his feet in preparation of the order he knew his brother would give. “Delta Protocols fervon.” Martin spoke quickly. “Two ships. Have Manda pick them, but they need to have ground support capabilities. She’ll know what to send. You give the orders though.”

Danny was nodding his head and was already moving for the door. “I’m on it.” He replied.

Martin turned to Dynina. “Staania how long to install one of these Portal Generators aboard Andro’s ship?”

Dynina looked at the active transmission with Aviel and Kenroe in it. “Kenroe?” She asked.

Kenroe shook his head. “A few hours at most, especially with the Worker Drones helping to align the matrix.”

Martin turned to look at his son but he was already lifting his hand to his jaw and he tapped the implant under his skin. “Armen?”

-I have been monitoring Androcles- He answered instantly. –I will make whatever they need available as soon as they come on board-

Andro nodded and looked at his father. “What about the ones we have outside father?” He asked. “They are being held near Pad Three.”

Martin nodded and exhaled heavily. “I can’t hold them all responsible for what happen.” He spoke. “And Red has the midaeus who actually conducted the attack. We…”

Martin looked up as Danny stuck his head and shoulders back into the Command Center. “Fervon… Nubian and her team just landed.”
Everyone saw Martin’s eyes narrow intensely and he nodded his head. “Take him to where the others are being held. He belongs to me.” Martin growled as he began heading for the exit.

Everyone in the room began rising to their feet to follow him, Gorgo and Dasha reaching out to stop Jezima from following. She looked at them puzzled.

“Jezima…” Gorgo spoke softly. “Perhaps it would be best if…”

Jezima shook her head quickly. “I will not.” She said firmly. “He is my blood. Would Sumar have dealt with this man any differently after he joined your people?”

Gorgo and Dasha looked at Dynina now and she shook her head slowly. “If someone had assaulted Sateia in this way… there would have been no mercy or respite. Not from Sumar’s wrath.” She answered.

Jezima nodded her head. “Then I will accept whatever punishment my grandson deems necessary for this foolish man who struck Anja.” Jezima spoke. “I do not fear what he is, for my blood runs within him as well Gorgo.” 
Gorgo nodded her head. “Then steel yourself Jezima.” She spoke knowing exactly what her son would do for she had seen it before. “And justice will be done.”

Laon Kavar knelt on the ground in the front rank of the crew of the MOON RUNNER. They were gathered in the large open field not far from what was obviously a landing pad of some sort as he saw two different types of aircraft resting on the pad there. Incredibly advanced aircraft that he had never seen before in his life, much like the one that had brought him to the surface. Much of what had taken place after he was attacked by the captivating raven haired beauty on the ship was a blur. The white haired, pointy eared female with the amber colored eyes had taken charge of him. That she was not fully wolf was obvious to Laon, but the scent of the wolf blood within her was unlike anything he had ever smelled. More potent and pure than any wolf scent he had ever smelled, even Lazar’s father did not have such a scent and he was the most formidable wolf on Jetania. 
The azure colored eyes of the female still haunted him though, and her deliciously sweet coca and mint scent was maddening to Laon. Never had a female affected him so, and never had he seen one so well trained and lethal. The amber eyed female and the one with Maya colored blue eyes who was not wolf had overseen his placement in a secure portion of the ship and then escorted him to the surface here. He had seen four other females on the ship as he was being brought to the surface, the jungle green eyed blond female was one of the most powerful Alpha females he had ever smelled before in his life. There was another blond with stunning blue eyes, another female with pointy ears and one with sky blue skin. All of them reeked of the scent of an Alpha male so deeply embedded in their blood that Laon could almost picture what this Alpha looked like. His mind kept returning to the azure blue eyed female wolf however, and what she made him feel and he found himself looking all around for her even in their current predicament. 

The stern faces of over a hundred Lycavorians in black and crimson armor surrounded him and his crew however, and he was unable to look beyond where they were all kneeling. The armor, the weapons, the ships, Laon Kavar could not help but think they had stumbled upon something that Lazar’s father had not told them about. Whoever these Lycavorians and the other species among them were, they were vastly better trained that any Coalition forces Laon had seen in action. Their ships and equipment alone meant they were far more advanced in their technology than anything that COLS could field. Laon could detect dozens of half breeds among their ranks, yet the wolf blood within them was very dominant and even among those he could mark as Beta wolves, it was pure and potent. Laon looked at Kitas, who knelt beside him and had been part of Lazar’s ground team.

“Lazar escaped?” Laon whispered to him.

Kitas turned his head slowly and looked at him. “I don’t know. That nubous fool Sibot took half our security and went after one of their ships. He said he was going to take whoever was on it and bring them back to the King so that he could interrogate them. I informed Lazar and he said he would take care of it and that I should prepare to leave.” Kitas looked at him. “They were upon us before we even knew they were there Laon. They appeared like iquees from the night already within our ranks.” (Ghosts)
Laon looked around at the Lycavorians around them. “It would appear that they have adapted their Stealth technology for personal use as well.” He told Kitas trying to remain calm. “It is the only explanation.”

“I don’t care about explanations!” Kitas hissed softly. “My men and I were on the ground and disarmed before I had a chance to fucking blink. Sibot went after one of their ships! What do you think they will do to us? The Officer of the Deck said one minute everything was fine, and the next people began to disappear from all over the MOON RUNNER. White orange flashes of light and entire groups of our crew vanished!”

“Vanished?” Laon gasped.

Kitas nodded his head. “They have some sort of teleportation system. It has to be. The MOON RUNNER was empty before he could send out an alert or put the shields up. Less than a minute Laon! What did Lazar get us into?”

“This is not Lazar’s fault Kitas!” Laon told him quickly. “He knew none of this! This is the King’s doing! He sent us here blind, while Sibot had his own mission!”

“They have sinuovas that fight with them Laon! Sinuovas! The same beasts from stories that we were read as children and they fight beside these Lycavorians! And they talk!” Kitas rasped out the words still not believing that he was saying it.
Laon blinked and looked at him. “Talk.” He gasped.

Kitas nodded his head. “I heard one of them speaking with those who captured us as we were exiting the ship.”

“Carians.” Laon whispered to himself. 

“What did our fool King send us into Laon?” Kitas spat softly. 
“The unknown.” The voice spoke from directly in front of them, both Kitas and Laon snapping their heads around when the two figures materialize directly in front of them squatting down on their level.

“Fuck!” Laon gasped aloud leaning back in stunned shock.

The two figures, both of them exceptionally powerful Alphas which was setting Laon’s own wolf senses on alert. Whoever they were, their aura surpassed his in a way Laon could not yet understand. His brain was working however, and Laon instantly detected the pines and lavender scent, the mint and coca scent, and he promptly made the connection. The female on the ship, she had the same scent as one of them but all three of them were tied tightly together and Laon knew instantly that these hulking men were her brothers. Laon also remembered the scent on the amber eyed female as well as the others on the ship and it radiated from this very large Lycavorian in front of him. This is the one who had claimed all six of them. The larger of the two, clearly the older one and much more thickly muscled motioned to the second male who squatted beside him. “This is aur fervon Deion Leonidas. I am Androcles Leonidas. Deion is the twin brother of the female wolf you rudely pulsed with your aura on our ship. She is our sister you see.” Androcles spoke evenly. “We are very protective of our sister, especially Deion here.”
Laon never saw it coming and Deion’s fist connected with his jaw like a sledgehammer, rocking his head back painfully and knocking him over onto the ground. He bit his tongue viciously and Laon felt warm blood splash across his taste buds. Laon Kavar was a powerful and proud Alpha however, and he twisted his body on the ground, quickly rising back to his knees even as the pain washed over his head. He had not been hit that hard in his entire life and he knew he was going to feel it. His fangs burst forth and his eyes changed to that of his wolf persona as he turned back to Androcles and Deion, but he knew instantly it was the wrong thing to do.

“Foolish.” Androcles said and then his fist snapped out and smashed into Laon’s cheek with even greater power and his entire upper body spun around, his eyes exploding with bright stars all around and he was barely able to maintain consciousness. No one was in a position to help him or break his fall and he hit the ground hard enough to have a small cloud of dust erupt from around him.

“Andro! Deo! Joa cova!” The female voice barked out and Kitas turned his head quickly to see the young, and exquisitely beautiful raven haired Alpha female with azure colored eyes move between the two large Alpha wolves. She was an Alpha female herself Kitas took note and she imposed her body between the two Alphas and Laon. Kitas immediately smelled their relation and he looked up at them as they rose to stare at her.

[Arande?] Andro spoke to Nara as she put her hands on their chests. He sniffed her scent gently and both his and Deion’s eyes grew a little wider. Deion stepped closer to his twin and Nara smiled happily as she felt his brother’s aura wash over her.

[Nara you have… your blood no longer burns… you have… you have claimed her!] Deion gasped.

[Jacina?!] Andro gasped now stepping closer to her as Deion had done and Nara couldn’t help but bask in the love of her twin and older brother. 

[It… it was glorious Deion!] Nara told him happily. [I was helpless after this fool…] Nara turned to see Kitas and another trying to assist Laon back to his knees. She turned back to her brothers and both Deion and Andro noticed that her azure colored eyes, identical to their mother and Andro’s, were bright and clear and focused. [We were meant for each other Andro.] Nara continued looking at her older brother. [Jacina felt it too. From the moment we met. When he… when he…]
Andro reached up and cupped her cheek in his hand, Nara smiling as both of them pulsed her with their auras. [You do not need to explain it to anyone sister.] Andro told her. [Least of all to Deion and I.]
Nara looked at him, her identical azure eyes gleaming and bright. [This man is… let me deal with this fervon. He is different Andro. And he affects both Jacina and I. She could feel it too after I showed her how to…]

Andro shook his head. [Nara enough… we do not need to know how or why. Only that it is.] He told her.

[Avoi.] Deion said leaning over to nuzzle her cheek firmly and hearing Nara giggle in delight as her twin’s aura floated all around her and danced across her senses. [Do what you will sister, but be sure. Both of you.]

Nara nodded her head and took their hands. [Trust in me.]
Andro smiled at her. [Always.]
[I will take care of this fool.] Nara said.

Andro and Deion nodded and Andro turned to look at Jomann who stood a few feet away with a look of approval on his face. Eliani and Brendi stood on either side of their beloved husband and mate, an equal look of approval on their faces.
“This one Jomann.” Andro spoke now. “And the one beside him. They are officers. Make sure they are separated from the others when father is done.”

Jomann nodded his head. “Done.”

Nara turned slowly, her azure eyes falling on where Jacina stood between Sadi and Ne'Veha, holding their hands tightly. It had taken place so quickly and so completely that in truth it had stolen their breath away. 
Jacina met Nara’s gaze from across the short distance and her smile held nothing but love and adoration. Jacina had taken Nara back to the main cabin of the PREMONITION to get her away from the male who had affected her so. At the time she had no idea what had taken place between them, but these last days with Nara Leonidas had been unlike any in her young life. Jacina was over three hundred years older than Nara, but to her it felt as if they were two buds of the same plant. What they had in common had stunned her beyond anything she had ever experienced and even in the first hours after they had met, Jacina had felt her emotions and connection to this exquisite woman growing stronger by the minute. They had not been apart since they had met, and slowly Jacina had felt that connection grow into desire. A deep and powerful desire that threatened to sweep her away at times. She could not explain it, only that it had felt glorious from the outset. 

In the main cabin of the ship she had held Nara close to her while she shook in her arms, the vibrations of her body lessening somewhat as the minutes passed, but this only served to increase Jacina’s own desire. Jacina did not know how it happened, and now she did not care. Their lips had come together somehow, and the world for both of them had changed right then. Somehow, they had found themselves in one of the empty guest cabins on the ship, and then the world for Jacina exploded into brilliant white lights of pleasure as Nara’s lips and tongue and hands had explored her lush body with urgency and ardent fervor. It had gone on for nearly three hours, their passion and blood pounding in their heads and drowning out even what had taken place with her mother Anja. Neither of them felt anything else but each other, they saw no one else but each other, and the pleasures they had given to one another had both of them screaming out their passion. They could not get enough of one another, tasting and loving one another in more ways than Jacina thought could exist. 

Their bodies were entwined, their skin slick with sweat and passion, their breasts pressed together and their centers touching in very intimate fashion. Nara had been staring into her eyes and Jacina had only nodded once knowing without question it was what she wanted more than anything. The pain was sharp and quick, but it was soon followed by a burning pleasure that swept through her body and ignited a fire within her unlike anything Jacina had ever felt. Nara had held her body crushed to her own, her fangs buried deep in the hollow of her neck, as the virus rushed through her system and even then began changing Jacina into something so very different. Since her Etheric abilities were already so advanced, the transition was much faster and far more thorough. The pureness of Nara’s blood saw to that. Three and a half hours of unmitigated passion and lustful sex and without one single doubt or question filling her mind, Jacina felt herself blossom into the woman she had always known she would be. The powerful Lycavorian virus had changed her quickly and completely and soon the voices and scents of so many new people and things filled her mind. Nara had wrapped her mind within a protective cocoon and within moments she had shown Jacina what she needed to know in order to tame those voices and begin to sort through the myriad of new scents. The one thing that filled her mind and senses more than anything was the coca and mint scent of her sweet Nara, and the love that flowed through her directly onto Nara. She could feel the same being reciprocated back from Nara and this is all Jacina needed to feel in order to know this is where her future lay. This is what she wanted her future to be.

Sadi had been the first to detect the scent of their loving making and then Jacina’s change. As Nara and Jacina had laid in that bed, stroking each other’s flesh and basking in the new sensations that coursed through them, it was Sadi who had come to the quarters quickly explaining what had taken place. Jacina had been horrified and Nara had almost been beside herself in shame, but Sadi had quickly set them right. It was Ne'Veha and then Sehri who were next to enter the room, filled with happiness and love for what had occurred between them. With their added power and ability, it was a simple thing to instruct Jacina in how to manage the new abilities she would have, at least initially. More instruction would come they had told her, probably from Nara’s mothers and more than likely Androcles, but what they had shown her was enough to at least allow her to not shut herself in a room and try to hide until she had better control. This was most important to Jacina for she had not wanted to leave Nara’s side for anything and she insisted on going to the surface with her. Now she stood with Sadi and Ne'Veha on either side of her and Sehri just in front of her, each of them extremely powerful Alpha females in their own right, and all of them were focused on shielding Jacina from the burning of her new and developing wolf blood because of the man Nara stood in front of. It was nearly unheard of for this to take place in two separate female wolves for the same male, which to Jacina only confirmed the knowledge that she and Nara had always been meant for one another. They were one person and mind now really, and Jacina’s turning had made that very possible and utterly complete.

Whoever this male was, his aura caused their blood to burn for him and only the fact that they had taken each other over and over in the last few hours; and Sadi and Ne'Veha were now helping them to resist that calling, allowed Jacina to be this close to him and maintain control. Nara would show her how she did it later when they were wrapped within each other’s arms and tasting each other to their heart’s content.

Nara tore her eyes from Jacina’s delicious face and body and looked at where Laon kneeled in front of her. She took a deep breath, inhaling the potent aroma of his Red Oak scent and feeling it want to set her wolf senses afire. Nara knelt before Laon and he leaned back with wide eyes as she reached around and withdrew the wickedly curved, razor sharp fighting blade of the Shakur Fighting Knife. Nara looked at him, his soft blue eyes making her want to jump his bones right there.

“I apologize to you for my brother’s actions.” Nara told him seeing his eyes go a little wider. “They are very protective of me and all of their sisters.” 

Nara could tell he was holding his aura tightly in check by force of will. His scent told her that his instincts were calling out for him to pulse her over and over and take her but he was resisting this instinct admirably. He was powerful Nara decided. His blood was pure and wild and his scent tickled her female senses like no other Alpha male ever had, and Nara Leonidas had been respectfully pulsed by dozens of Alpha males since her Coming of Age had passed. This man however, this Alpha wolf, Nara Leonidas wanted to lose herself within his aura. She wanted to taste his hard body in every way, to feel his naked flesh against her own and feel him thrusting deep within her body. Jacina’s new female aura was also pulsing and flowing through her and she was feeling the same things, which made it even stronger.

Never fear the unknown. That is what their family lived by, and Nara Leonidas was about to take that leap of faith.

Nara looked at Laon, his eyes still wide and wary of her. She reached up with a piece of cloth she pulled from her belt and slowly drew it across his lips, wiping away the blood from his skin and chin. She then leaned close to Laon, bringing her lips and nose right up to his cheek and causing him to tense slightly but unable to move back because of his awkward position. Nara inhaled deeply of his Red Oak scent and gasped softly when that scent filtered through her and ignited her senses. She drew upon Sadi, Ne'Veha and Sehri without question, fighting the sensations within her and then did something that would make certain Laon did not forget her or Jacina. Nara leaned closer and pressed her cheek to his, rubbing her skin against the soft growth of his facial hair and making sure that the scent glands along the back of her ear rubbed against his skin firmly.

Nara drew back her head and looked at him. “My name is Nara Leonidas.” She spoke softly so that only he could hear her. Nara looked back at Jacina. “That is Jacina Leonidas, my wife and mate.” She turned back to Laon who was staring at her with wide eyes. “We are one and the same and our blood screams for you. My father and mothers have raised us to be strong and independent and to go after what we want. We want you. We want to taste your aura, we want to feel you within us, and we want to give you more pleasure than you have ever imagined existed. But know this…” Nara held up the Shakur fighting knife so that Laon could see it clearly. 
“The next time that your aura and scent washes across our senses, your intent had better be to take us and claim us as your wives and mates and make us scream your name to the moon. If that is not your intent, then I will use this…” Nara showed him the knife once more as her other hand snapped out and she grabbed his crotch in her free hand. Laon stiffened as her small hand closed around his cock and squeezed tightly. Nara gasped slightly when she closed her fingers around his cock and she barely suppressed the groan she wanted to let out feeling the impressive size and thickness in her hand. She heard the soft gasp that Jacina let out when she felt what Nara was feeling in her mind and Nara blinked quickly and met his wide eyes once more. 

“I will use this blade here and I will cut your wretched cock from your body and watch as you scream and bleed your way unto death.” Nara told him. She looked down at where her hand was holding his cock through his pants and then she looked back up into his wide eyes, her own azure colored eyes now almost glowing in desire and suppressed want. “Lon cedaur tur a nubous rasam.” (That would be a fucking shame)
Laon heard the female laughter and he looked up to see several of the Lycavorian females nearby laughing softly with each other as they glanced at one another. His instincts and senses told him they were not laughing at him in a derogatory fashion, only at the stunned look in his eyes at Nara’s words. They correctly deduced that Laon had never had an Alpha female wolf express her desire for him so completely or so forcefully.

“Think about that.” Nara told Laon as she released his crotch and rose back to her feet, her wolf blood yearning to feel this powerful Alpha take her and Jacina. “Jomann?” Nara spoke turning her head.

Jomann looked at her, a smile on his face. “Princess?”

Laon looked up at Nara with even wider eyes when Jomann called her that. Nara looked at him. “Do as Andro said, but insure he is kept from harm please.”

Jomann looked at Eliani now and she squeezed his arm and nodded her head. Eliani pulsed him gently with her own aura and Jomann felt a small portion of what Nara was experiencing because of this male wolf. He turned back to Nara and stepped away from Eliani to move up beside her. Nara met his eyes.

“I will see to it Nara.” He spoke softly and he leaned over to kiss her cheek as Nara reached out and squeezed his arm in thanks.

Nara then did the only thing she could do and she moved directly to where Jacina was and embraced her tightly while their lips came together unashamedly in front of all of the prisoners. Jomann glanced at Laon now and he turned to face him fully.

“I am the Crown Prince’s Captain.” Jomann spoke sternly now looking at Laon intensely. “Whatever happens in the future, you must know one thing.” Jomann shifted his body and then he squatted in front of Laon. “If you hurt Nara or Jacina in any way wolf, physically or even emotionally, there will be no place you can hide from the wrath of her family and me. We will find you, and it will take you three very long and painful days to die.”

“I do not fear death.” Laon boasted to this dominant Alpha wolf.

Jomann smiled at him, his eyes changing and his fangs extending fully. “You should not fear it.” He said. “If you hurt them in any way, death will be a release that you beg for. You should remember that.”


It was something that the crew members of the MOON RUNNER would never forget and this action, unbeknownst to Martin Leonidas, would begin the wave of utter loyalty to him that would reached fevered proportions in the years to come.


Nayeca walked behind the two Durcunusaan as they dragged Sibot between them. She stopped when Danny moved up to her and they shared a loving kiss. The Hadarian medic had healed his wounds though her heart had not really been in it and though he was now shackled securely Sibot felt powerful again. He would escape and he would wreak havoc among these fools before getting off this planet and seeking his vengeance against Lazar he thought to himself as he moved along between the men. He looked at the crew of the MOON RUNNER all kneeling on the ground, took note of Laon as the black haired female embraced and shared a passionate kiss with the red haired woman. He grimaced in disgust at such a display but he had no more time to think as the two large Alphas toss him down in front of the first rank of his ship mates. Almost directly in front of Laon Kavar.


“Sibot forn nubous igord!” Laon snarled angrily, his voice carrying over the open area and drawing attention from everyone. “You have done this? Our mission was to observe, not attack!”


Sibot looked at him as he rose to his knees. “You are weak Laon!” Sibot growled. “We do not observe! We are Lycavorians! We take and conquer! Lazar is weak, just like you! That is why his father gave me my mission!”


“And look what that got you midaeus!” Laon barked. “You killed our own people! You butchered them!”


“They were Betas!” Sibot spat. “They are beneath us! Just as all of these half breeds and fake Alphas around us are! You should have fought them! Killed them! Instead you let them take you prisoner like children!”


“Lazar was right about you!” Laon growled. “We should have killed you long ago and given your carcass to the cold of space!”


Sibot chuckled. “And that is why you will always be weak.” He snarled. “You cannot do what must be done! I am a true Alpha! I am…”


“A true Alpha?” The deep voice echoed in the still air cutting off Sibot’s words as his head snapped around trying to find out where the words had come from. The murmurs of shock and awe rumbled forth from the crew of the MOON RUNNER as they saw the air shimmer beside Sibot and then the body of the tall and incredibly muscular wolf appeared. This shock and awe turned to downright fear as the aura and dominance projecting forth from this wolf was staggeringly powerful. It was more powerful than any aura any of them had ever felt before. More powerful than even the oldest and strongest of the Alphas from their many different Packs on Jetania. 

And far more powerful and dominating than the wolf they called King.


Sibot’s head lifted and he looked up into the bearded face of the Alpha in front of him his eyes wide. He too could feel the intensity of the aura being projected from this wolf. It was raw, pure and unrefined Alpha power unlike any he had ever felt in his lifetime. It permeated the air around him, thick and more potent than even the man Sibot called King. He saw those yellow gold wolf eyes and the savage looking dual fangs that were now fully extended. Long, dual wolf fangs that he had heard about only in legends spoken of by old fools. Sibot’s eyes bugged out of his head as he felt the vice like grip close around his throat. He never saw the large hand move towards him and now he began to feel fear creep quickly into his body as that hand tightened on his neck. Fear the likes of which he had never experienced before.


“I smell the blood of my Queen on your foul body boy!” Martin snarled loudly, his voice carrying without him even trying. “My Queen you fucking maggot!” 


Martin felt the power well within him. The anger at what his beautiful and cherished Anja had endured at the hands of this fool. The pain she must have suffered. The lives that had been taken by him personally and by the orders he had given. Martin Leonidas did not hold back and the Etheric power swelled around him in a bluish white glow that no one had ever seen before. No one but Androcles, and that was only in his dreams. He squeezed tighter with his left hand causing Sibot to gag horribly as he tried to suck in air to fill his lungs.


“My name is Martin Leonidas…” Martin growled with a savage tenor in his voice as he leaned over slightly and stared into Sibot’s wide eyes. “I am King of the Lycavorian Union! I am a true Alpha of our people! You are nothing but a fucking worm!”

“I have fought enemies so vile they would make you shit your pants in fear! Across more star systems than your meager mind could ever know exists! I have killed men that make you appear as nothing more than a fucking stain upon the ground that they walk! I have led millions of true Alphas and warriors of all species into battle with everything from knives and swords to star ships and weapons more horrific than anything you could possibly imagine! I have seen places in this universe that are beyond your feeble comprehension and I have met species that others have never seen! I have seen places so beautiful and innocent that you would weep at their perfection, and I love only six women with a zealous passion that a fucking flea like you could never begin to understand! And you dare put your hands upon one of them!!”


Martin lifted his right hand and the Etheric knife exploded from his clenched fist. Eight inches of pure energy and power that seemed to glow with a life of its own.

“I am a true Alpha of our people!” Martin screamed into Sibot’s face. “A protector of our kind whether Alpha, Beta, Gamma or Omega! That is what I am, you disgusting creature! You are no Alpha! You are not fucking worthy to walk among the men and women who surround you now! Of any species! They are true Alphas! You are beneath them!” 
Martin heaved Sibot off the ground, his left hand tightening around his throat and now causing him to gag and wheeze as air was cut off from his lungs and his face began to bulge in a painful effort to breathe. Painful because Martin’s powerful, iron like grip and already crushed his windpipe. The crew of the MOON RUNNER could only watch in horrified awe as this huge Alpha wolf held Sibot’s large body completely off the ground with one hand, nearly a complete foot, a feat no Alpha should have been able to accomplish so easily, that blazing Etheric knife almost sizzling in the air around his clenched fist.

“You laid your foul hands upon one of my Queens fool! You caused her pain!!” Martin snarled savagely into Sibot’s face. “No one causes them pain!” Martin clenched his fist even tighter around his throat. “You killed our people without regard! OUR PEOPLE!” Salvia was beginning to foam at the corners of Sibot’s mouth and his legs had begun to twitch as his lungs were starved for air. Martin leaned close to the dying man’s face. “Let me show you how a true Alpha dispenses justice for what you have done! No one kills my people without retribution! No one! And no breathing creature like you lays their hands upon one of my Queens and lives to speak of it ever again! To the pits of jorbhe with you worm! May you scream and rot in the fires of justice for all eternity so that none have to suffer your pathetic life again!”


Martin rammed his right fist forward and that Etheric knife drove straight through Sibot’s left eye and fully into his skull. His body began to jerk uncontrollably as smoke from his now burning flesh began to fill the air. Martin twisted his fist harshly and solidified the Etheric knife in a single instant, searing away nearly half of Sibot’s brain. His body twisted twice in its death throes before it became still and went limp. Martin jerked the Etheric knife out of Sibot’s head, and with a howl of utter rage he dropped the body and snapped out a front kick that struck Sibot’s body in the chest, crushing all of his ribs in that single motion and launching his body across the landing pad with devastating power. 
To the astonished gasps of the crew of the MOON RUNNER, Sibot’s body flew almost twenty meters before it slammed into the landing strut of one of the ships parked on the pad with a sickening crunch of more breaking bones that carried the distance to where they all knelt.


Danny pulled Nayeca close to him as silence reigned supreme over the landing pad and she folded her lithe body against his lovingly. Nayeca looked up into his face with adoring amber eyes and saw him smiling.


“What is it Daniel?” She asked him.


Danny didn’t take his eyes from Martin and his smile only grew wider as he watched first Andro and Denali and then Nara and Eliani and then all of Martin’s children move forward, crowding around him, reaching for him. 
The Leonidas Pack.

Danny didn’t know it on this day, and he would not know it for centuries to come, but Carina and Moneus had started it and now it would only grow. They would grow over time and become the largest and most influential Pack in the entire Union. There would be more unions between Simpson and Leonidas children in the future and that would suit Daniel Simpson and his Mard Fervon just fine.

The Leonidas-Simpson Pack.

“Now things get interesting Nubian. Now things get really interesting.” 

