CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE

SPARTA'S WRATH

ANDRO’S READY ROOM

“…She be safe Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked the question from within the life-size holo transmission in Andro’s Ready Room. 


Martin sat on the large couch looking at the image of his three Queens who he had not seen in far too long. The mug of Aricia’s coffee was in his hand, with Aricia sitting on one side of him and For'mya the other. Martin let his eyes gaze upon Dysea, Isabella and Cirith for a long moment before he answered and once more, as he had done many times through the years, he silently asked himself how six such breathtakingly beautiful women could love him as they did. Dysea’s emerald green eyes were bright and alert as they always were, Bella and Cirith sitting close to one another at a table in whatever building they were using as a Command Center. He missed them terribly, they all did. They hadn’t been apart for this long in nearly a year and Martin had gotten used to waking up smelling all of his wives and mates beside. He wasn’t worried, for when they were back together the reunion would be very sweet indeed. 

Martin finally nodded his head in response to Dysea's question. “She is reasonably certain Melda Min.” Martin answered her. “You know Red, she’s got good instincts and she won’t back herself into a corner.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes, this is true.” She spoke.


“The man who hurt her Martin?” Isabella asked now. “What of him?”

Martin met her hazel green eyes and nodded his head. “It was taken care of Bella. He paid for his mistake in touching her.” He answered her. “He will never harm her or another again.”


Isabella nodded when he told her this. “Zil ol zhal’la tlu.” (As it should be) Isabella whispered in the ancient vampire tongue. Martin felt rather than saw Aricia and For'mya nod their heads on either side of him.


“Zuch Bella.” Aricia commented from beside him in the vampire language. All of them were fluent in the ancient vampire tongue.

Bella looked at him now, her hazel eyes twinkling in the light. “Things are becoming very lively where you are it seems Du’ased M’ranndii.”  


Martin chuckled and nodded his head. “Tell me about it.” He said playfully. “And all I ever want is peace and quiet.”


Dysea and Cirith were the ones who burst out into soft laughter at this while Isabella, Aricia and For'mya only shook their heads in humor.


“What word do you have of the Svorag ship Martin?” Dysea asked him with a smile on her face.


“I spoke with Yuriko before contacting you.” Martin said. “Their speed and course has not changed since they slowed down. Her new figures put them as arriving at Honelze in a little over five weeks. If they do not increase their speed again. Apparently our victory here threw them for a loop in many respects.”


“Do you still believe your theory Martin?” Cirith asked now.


Martin nodded his head. “It makes the most sense as we discover more. Thoti and his team should have hit the facility late last night, so we should be getting a report within a few hours. We’ll know more then, but the more Andro, Danny and I put our heads together about this, the more it comes together.”


“And you think it is one of those Alphas taken from Dynina’s group?” Isabella asked.


Martin nodded his head. He had kept all of them advised of what was happening on Ventori, he always did, even if it was just in simple secure flashes of information. 
“It would explain how they have begun to use the technology they have taken. Anja and Duewa agree that they are retaining more and more of their memories because they have broken from Lorendo’s control. Everything that has happened up until now is almost exactly what an Alpha wolf would do if faced with destruction. He would try and build his people back up no matter the cost.”


“And without the control measures that Lorendo put in place, they are free to follow those same instincts, only now they are beginning to remember higher function skills.” Cirith commented.


Martin nodded his head. “Bingo.” He echoed her words. “Our Spider Probes haven’t picked up anything so far looking for Lorendo’s main facility, but six of them still have yet to flash us data. He has covered his tracks well.”


“Not well enough if he has lost control of more than half the Svorag he created and they are now operating without whatever control measures he implemented on them.” Dysea spoke. “How do we know he will not lose control of the others he has influence over?”


“We don’t.” For'mya spoke now. “Which is why we are hoping Thoti’s mission brings us some new information.”


Dysea nodded her head as she moved back to the table where Isabella and Cirith were sitting and stood between them. “Preparations here are progressing well. General Koguth and Akod’dris are handling most of the training and… it is amazing to see Nauta Melme. The Pralor people seem to be almost like a soothing balm to the Kavalians that Koguth chose to come with us. They are reaching out to the Kavalians in friendship and openness and the Kavalians are jumping at the chances they are receiving. We have seen many budding friendships beginning to form and you know how hard it is for them to develop true friendships. They are learning that they can be so much more than what Keleru allowed them to be and it is infectious.”

Martin nodded his head. “I had a feeling Koguth would have that effect on them. He opened the door and they just needed a nudge to walk through it. Good, Ceale is reporting the same thing from Manne and Komirri reports that the few drills they have run since returning there have all been productive. The Kavalian ships that defected to us are coming around quite well and their officers are soaking up knowledge like a sponge.”


“It is knowledge that Keleru would never allow them to have because it took away from his control of them.” Dysea said. “Now that they have been exposed to it, they will not be denied the future all of them can see.”

“The three of you are secure?” Martin asked her. “And Tenna Meral?”


Dysea smiled and nodded her head. “We are tripping over our security Nauta Melme.” She told him.


“Well, better safe than sorry. Lorendo is just desperate enough to try and come after you there now. Delnash has exposed him for what he is on Artaaya, and from what he tells me, his own people want to hang him by his nor.” Martin replied. “I not willing to take that risk.”


“You cannot kill him Martin, you know that.” Cirith spoke now. “He is the only one who can translate the tattoos on Androcles and the others.”


Martin rolled his eyes. “I know and that burns my ass.” He replied.

“Is there any way around that?” Isabella asked now.


“Dynina’s engineers and the Worker Drones will be finished installing one of these Portal Generators on SPARTA'S WRATH in four hours.” For'mya answered leaning forward. “Then we will jump to Lorenu. Perhaps we will find something there in this temple that sheds light on everything and will allow us to not have to rely on Lorendo.”


“What does Andro say?” Bella asked now.


Martin chuckled softly. “I would have to relay that information to you in seven different languages. And none of it in very pleasant words.” He replied. “Andro hasn’t even met him and he dislikes him more than I do I think.”


“I doubt that.” Isabella commented with a smile.


Martin sat forward now. “Sit down Melda Min.” He said softly. “As much as I hate to do this, we have some decisions to make and we need to make them together.”


Dysea nodded her head and moved to the table and sat beside Isabella. “I know. We are putting it off aren’t we?”


“Only because we don’t want to face the possibility of it.” For'mya spoke. 


“Avoi.” Aricia commented.


“It needs to be done.” Martin echoed softly. “No matter who it pisses off and no matter how much we don’t want too.”


The room was silent for a moment before Isabella nodded her head. “Then let’s get it over with.” She said. 

JETANIA
HIDDEN AIRFIELD

SIX KLICKS NORTHEAST OF WARIM



It was one of the most closely guarded secrets among the leadership of the Mountain Packs. An airfield completely hidden from Osrod’s eyes and realm of control. Nestled at the bottom of a deep, three-thousand-foot ravine northeast of Warim, you could pass right over the top of it without ever noticing it was there. The thousand-year-old trees grew tall on either side of the ravine and their canopies were almost interlocked together over a thousand feet into the air, with very few openings. Only someone who knew the terrain as well as the Mountain Packs would be able to navigate down through the openings in the canopy with enough skill not to crash their ship. Lazar had made this descent dozens of times and was one of the few pilots who had the skill to do so, yet as he and Rhaos watched with awe in their expressions, Endith and Tina were dropping SPARTAN ONE through the canopies as if it was the easiest operation in the universe. Anja stood beside them, Kalis directly behind his Aunt, unwilling to leave her alone with the two Lycavorians for any reason. Normya was sitting at the engineering station where Tina usually sat when For'mya was with them, monitoring their power output and also their weapons systems. Should anything go wrong, Normya had her fingers poised over the weapons console to her right and would lay waste to anything beneath them as they escaped.

Anja Leonidas had invited them into the cockpit for the descent, and Lazar instantly sensed the blood within the exquisitely beautiful pointed ear young female. For a split second he asked himself if all of this Alpha’s female children were so stunningly beautiful. She was a daughter of the Alpha that he smelled on nearly all of them and within her blood he detected the scent of the massive, bone faced giant who was guarding his men. They were obviously mated and just from her sweet orange clove scent he could tell they were deeply in love. Lazar blinked quickly as visions of Retta filled his mind and he chased them away with a shake of his head and returned his gaze outside the cockpit view window. Most COLS ships had much smaller cockpits with fields of vision that were not so expansive. This did not go unnoticed by Anja however, and she looked at him intently.

“What?” She finally asked watching as Lazar’s head turned to look at her.


Lazar Aspion shook his head dismissively in nature. “Nothing.” He lied without caring if this Alpha female detected the lie. “We… our ships do not have such large views. It is odd to see all of this as we descend. Can you see this much from the cockpit in all of your ships?”


Anja canted her head to the side slightly but she knew the real reason he had lied and she said nothing.


Tina turned her head and looked at him with her hand over the throttle control as Endith guided them down. “No.” Tina answered after receiving the nod from Anja. “We train on much smaller ships with smaller cockpit fields of vision. You have to graduate to this class of ship. It is pretty neat though, isn’t it?”


“Nubous tiadala!” Rhaos muttered without thinking. He blinked in shock and looked at Anja with wide eyes. “Forgive me!”


Anja smiled and shook her head. “It is pretty amazing.” She said. “I was stunned when I first experienced it.”


Lazar looked at her surprised. “This… this was new to you?”

Anja nodded her head. “At one point, oh yes.”


“How is… how is that possible?” Lazar stammered.


Endith snorted from her pilot’s seat. “If I remember correctly, you blew chunks all over the inside of my RAPTOR the first time Anja.”


Anja chuckled and nodded her head. “That was not a pleasant experience.”


Tina laughed. “The Skipper was pulling it out of his hair for two days!”  


Lazar looked between them. “What is this? Blew chunks?”


Anja smiled once more. “I lost my breakfast.” She told him seeing his eyes get large with recognition.


“You admit this?” Lazar asked shocked.


“Why not?” Anja replied with a shrug of her shoulders and a smile. “It happened and we have laughed about it many times over the years since.”


“That we have.” Tina agreed. “That doesn’t compare to the Skipper though. Remember Lacora Five?” 


Anja shook her head with another smile. “Well… in Martin’s defense Tina, you were flying upside down for nearly three minutes and he and Danny had just conducted a hundred kilometer sprint to the extraction.”

“Bah! Don’t make excuses for him!” Tina quipped. “It took us a week to get rid of the smell.”


“Five hundred feet!” Endith called out now as she glanced out of the cockpit. “Looks like we got company at three o’clock.”


All heads turned to the side and Lazar’s wolf eyes smiled as he recognized his mother. “It is my mother and Garget.”


“Lots of armed men mother.” Normya spoke from her console as she scanned the area below them. “Upwards of thirty.”


Lazar turned quickly to Anja. “This airfield is one of our most closely guarded secrets.” He told her. “They are the standard security detachment we leave here. This is not a trap! I give you my word!”


Anja stared at him for a long moment and unlike a few seconds ago, Anja detected not even a wisp of a lie in his words. He was being completely sincere. “And I will take you at your word.” Anja told him. “With one condition.”

Lazar met her gaze, glancing quickly at Rhaos and then back to her. “What is that?” He asked.

“If there is to be any sort of trust between us, a trust we can build on, you will not use the signals that you gave to your mother during our conversation.” Anja said.

Lazar looked shocked at her pronouncement. “How… how did…?”

Anja smiled at him. “We may be from different quadrants of space Lazar Aspion, but we are wolves as well. And we also have a unique, and soundless way to signal and talk with others that we know, much like the one you were using. We have no ulterior motives here Lazar Aspion. Trust needs to begin somewhere, correct?”

Lazar stared at her for a long moment and then nodded his head. “Yes it does.” He spoke.

“Good.” Anja spoke before looking at Endith. “Take us in Endy.” She told her.


Endith nodded her head. “Here we go.”


Garget stood beside Loras looking skyward into the opening of the canopy above them. “I don’t like this Loras.” He spoke. 


Loras looked up into his face with an expression of insult marring her exotic and stunning features. “Do you not trust Lazar anymore Garget?”


Garget turned his head and looked at her with a stern expression. Garget Ranev had been the first of the elders among the many Mountain packs to endorse Loras as their leader after his nephew Warim had been assassinated. Warim and he had spent many hours simply talking after Warim had claimed Loras, Garget taking the place of Warim’s long dead father and Garget’s brother. Warim had always been praising Loras on her intelligence and inner strength. That her love for their people knew no bounds. Garget had seen it himself many times through the years and he had never doubted her for a single moment. He truly believed, as did Loras’s mother and father, that she was meant for greatness.


Garget had also been the one to take Lazar under his wing when he would come to visit them while Loras was Queen, and even after Lazar would sneak away from the palace to see his mother when she returned and became Warim’s mate. He and Warim had given the boy many years of instruction that Lazar would never have received with his father, and among that knowledge was the history of their true people and how they had come to Jetania. Garget knew that Lazar hated his father intensely, but the boy had enough intelligence to hide it better than anyone he had ever met. 


“How can you ask me that Loras?” Garget hissed at her softly.


Loras quickly lost the expression she had and she reached up to take his arm. “Forgive me Garget.” She said softly. “He… Lazar sees you as the father he was denied for most of his life.” She commented looking at the ground. “He has warmed to you more than he ever did with Warim.”


Garget nodded his head slowly. “Warim knew this and he did not resent it.” He spoke. “I would never question your son’s loyalty to you or to our people. That would be like questioning my own loyalty. But bringing them here? To our most secret facility anywhere on the planet? Not even Osrod’s finest trackers have ever been able to find this place and he knows it exists.”


Loras met his eyes now. “Speak your mind old friend.” She told him.


“Where have you been these last two days Loras?” Garget asked her now. “Your Security Commander told me you were with the Priestess, but none of our local sensor scans detected your life signs on this continent or anywhere on the planet for that matter. There were many among us who were beginning to worry about you. Some even feared Osrod had managed to abduct you. Then you suddenly reappear with my youngest daughter and others and tell me to meet you here. That Lazar is bringing potential allies here, to the most secret of our bases anywhere on the planet. What is going on Loras? Who are these people and how do we know they are not agents of Osrod?”


Loras continued to meet his eyes and she took a deep breath. “I have been with the Oracle Garget.” She spoke finally meeting his gaze. “I have been to where she has been hiding for centuries and helping to train the Black Watch.”


Loras watched Garget’s eyes grow wide in disbelief as he looked at her. “The Oracle?” He finally sputtered in disbelief. “She… Loras she lives?”


Loras nodded her head. “And she is unlike anything that I… that I believed Garget.” She answered. 


“What… what do you mean?” Garget asked her.


Loras squeezed his thick arm. “There is much I must tell you Garget, information that Nilantha wants me to share with you and the other Pack elders. I don’t really know where to begin. I have… I have discovered so much these last two days. So much that even I cannot believe it all.” She looked at him. 
Garget shook his head. “We have… we have believed she was gone for so long.” He stammered. “That Osrod’s father succeeded in finding her and killing her.”

Loras nodded her head. “That is what I believed as well. That is how she wanted it to be in order to protect us and herself.” She told him. “I believed it until Rylin and Taris brought me to meet her.”

“Taris?” Garget gasped as she spoke the name of his youngest daughter. Taris had been a surprise to his mate and him, for they had thought they were done having children. When it was discovered she carried Taris, all things changed for Garget. When he first held her wailing body in his arms seconds after she was pulled from her mother’s womb Garget knew things would be different. Even as she had grown, and her beauty surpassed that of her mother and her sisters, Garget knew Taris was meant for something far beyond his understanding and he had embraced that. Her mind was like a trap, taking everything in and absorbing it completely. When she announced she wished to become part of the Black Watch, Garget did not hesitate in giving her his blessing. She continued to make his mate and himself proud of her every day. He looked at Loras intently. “Taris has known she was alive?”

Loras nodded her head. “There is more to your daughter than meets the eye Garget.” Loras said.

“So it… so it would appear.” Garget said softly.

“Did you know that the Betas, Gammas and Omega wolves on Ventori survived Garget?” Loras asked him.

Once more Garget’s eyes grew wide. “Impossible.” He gasped. “My father told me that they would not survive without the Alphas among them. It is why he and so many of the elders hold such distain for Osrod and his bloodline, excluding Lazar of course. His ancestors forced them to leave and then refused to allow them to return. How could… how could they survive without Alphas.”


Loras shook her head slowly. “I do not know, but I have discovered that they did indeed survive and they built a thriving world of many, many millions. Only to see it destroyed by another species a few short years ago. Several of them on are this ship that Lazar arrives with.” She looked at him. “And there is something else Garget.”


“What?” He pressed her. “Loras… now is not the time to keep things from me.”


“Ethoni wen reull oia allon endra lon cerler vada saan rie vada allsknesi vorevor hel Garget.” Loras spoke softly. (There are those on this ship that carry the blood of the ancients within them.)

Garget pulled back from her slightly in disbelief. “Vada saan rie allsknesi!” He gasped aloud causing the heads of several of the nearby guards to turn towards them.


Loras looked around quickly and squeezed his arm tighter. “Garget!” She exclaimed to him softly.


Garget quickly reigned in his emotions and stepped back closer to her. “Loras you cannot be serious.” He stammered. “That is only… that is only a myth. A legend that we tell our children as they grow.”


Loras shook her head quickly. “No.” She spoke. “It is only a myth and legend because that is what Osrod’s father and grandfather wanted our people to believe in order to consolidate their power. It is why they chased the Oracle into hiding Garget. I have discovered so much in so short a time as I said Garget. Our ancient homeworld exists, the Oracle has been there. Those that carry the blood of the ancients within them exist.” Loras looked at him. “And the Fera Mard Revik exists. I have seen the distinguishing sign of Royal Blood Garget! I have seen it in one who I have spoken to myself Garget. Just hours ago!” She took his other hand. “A Queen. One of six Queens that…”


“What?” Garget asked.


“She is one of six Queens to the Fera Mard Revik.” Loras told him. “The First True King of our people. The King that our ancient writings and even our myth and legend have told us would one day come to walk among us. He lives now Garget! The First True King and jen Tarivuos. His Heralds.” Loras squeezed his hand and arm tighter. “I have seen her Garget! I have seen the distinguishing signs! On her! On her children with her! I have felt her within me Garget, even over the distance we were talking! And through her I have felt the other Queens. She is a beautiful wolf Garget, with dark red hair and amazing green eyes!”

Garget Ranev stared at Loras for a long moment. He was one of the few who had read the many Ancient Scrolls given to their people by order of the Oracle after they had arrived here on Jetania. The Priestess back then had told them they had more in common than they believed and the Scrolls had told them exactly that. Though they were locked away in a secret location much like this base, there were still those who read the Scrolls and what they contained. That those of ancient blood did exist, that they populated the stars far away, and that their original homeworld did in fact exist. The Ancient Scrolls spoke of many different things, all of them amazing to say the least, but they also were very specific in that those who carried the powerful and Ancient Lycavorian Royal Blood within them, the line of the First True King of the Lycavorians, that they would be most distinguishable by the dual wolf fangs that only the Royal bloodline would carry.


“Emdar delhims?” Garget asked her in a whisper. (Dual fangs)


Loras nodded her head. “Yes.” Loras answered with a nod. “She is… she is also not fully wolf Garget.”

“What do you mean?”


“She has been turned.” Loras told him. “She is a half breed, but she is more powerful than any pureblood Alpha female that I have ever sensed. Including myself and my mother.”


Garget’s eyes went a little wider at this for it was well known that Loras and her mother were among the strongest Alpha females anywhere on Jetania. Loras descended from a strong bloodline, both of her parents having some of the purest blood among all of the Mountain Packs on Jetania. The Ranev Pack was very similar and this is why Garget had pushed hard for Osrod Aspion to honor their ways and release Loras from her commitment to him in order to fulfill the arranged marriage that his brother and Warim’s father had agreed to when Loras was born. An arranged marriage between the Athltin and Ranev packs would surely cement the leadership of the Mountain Packs for many centuries to come since they were the largest and most influential of the packs. This Union between Loras and Warim had done just that. Loras’s father was the most senior Alpha on the Mountain Council at nearly two hundred thousand years of age, and he was anchored in the tradition and culture of their people from long before Garget was ever born. He was also one of the few remaining Alphas who had protested vehemently to Osrod’s father to allow them to return to Ventori. He was a hardened and experienced wolf, having survived several “accidents” that everyone knew had been assassination attempts by Osrod’s father, and he bore the scars proudly.

“Loras, how is that possible?” Garget finally asked.


Loras shook her head. “I don’t know for certain and the Oracle was vague in her answers to me but it is true Garget. This Gelleenat told me that being a half breed does not carry the same stigma within their empire as it does here. She was very open about this fact and she was very honest. You will see for yourself.”


“How… how large is their Empire?” Garget asked hesitantly.


Loras met his gaze. “She referred to it as a Union.” Loras answered. “She says it has over thirty trillion citizens within it and it spans hundreds and hundreds of light years.” She saw Garget’s eyes nearly bug out of his head. “Our people make up only thirty-five to forty percent of that population. She says she doesn’t know the exact number because that is not something that concerns them. All of their citizens are equal.”

“Son vada carians.” Garget gasped softly. “Where… where have they been hidden all of this time?”


Loras shook her head. “They have not been hiding at all Garget. They are not from this Quadrant of space! They come from the Alpha Quadrant!”


Garget gripped her arms tighter. “The Alpha Quadrant! Then they have… Loras are you saying that they have Interstellar Engine Technology? That… Loras that…”

Loras nodded her head. “Lazar did not speak much, he was sitting with her, but I saw the look on my son’s face Garget; and the body language he was using. Everything she was telling me was true Garget. Lazar signaled me that there was much he had to tell us. And given what I saw when with the Oracle, I don’t doubt it one bit.”


Garget looked at her oddly. “What… what did you see Loras?”


Loras smiled at him. “I will tell you everything Garget, all of it. You will be just as shocked as I was. And you will also be just as awed.”


Garget looked up just as Loras did as the soft whining noise filtered to their keen wolf ears. It was growing louder and Garget let his eyes move among the towering trees seeing nothing out of the ordinary. He turned to one of the nearby Landing Pad technicians.

“What is that noise?” He demanded.


The man was moving his hands over his podium control panel and he shook his head. “I do not know, sir!” He stammered. “We are detecting a two hundred percent increase in wind vortex within the area but…”


“Garget… perhaps you and my mother would be so kind as to move back a few dozen meters!” Lazar’s voice boomed from all around them like an echo. “This ship we are on is rather large and the pilot does not wish to land on you.”


“Lazar!” Loras gasped as she clutched Garget’s arms.

A strange new noise filled their ears and both of them stood in open mouthed shock as the Shroud Shield on SPARTAN ONE lowered smoothly, revealing the huge ship directly above them and the source of the high pitched whine they heard.


“Saoi Sibfla!” Garget heard the technician’s voice near them as he stared at the ship. “Sensors never picked it up! We never saw it come into the lane!”

The ship was easily over a hundred meters in length and perhaps twenty meters in height from what Garget could see quickly. It was very sleek and almost beautiful in its design with a blazing black and crimson shield emblazoned upon its side near the rear. There appeared to be a hatchway on the side close to the nose of the ship, and also what could only be a ramp in the rear of the ship to allow access. His wolf eyes could detect people moving in what appeared to be the cockpit in the front of the ship and then they grew wider as he recognized Lazar looking out at them through the large cockpit view window over the shoulder of the pilot with rust colored hair.

Loras could only stare at the ship in silent awe. A smile slowly split her face and she gripped Garget’s arms even tighter.


“Garget my friend…” Loras Ranev spoke. “I believe our future has just made itself known to us.”


Anja stood beside Retta holding her hand tightly just behind Lazar and Rhaos at the top of the ramp. Zarah was on Retta’s opposite side holding her other hand and while Anja could smell and sense Retta’s fever and the burning of her blood for the tall, powerful wolf in front of them, Zarah, Normya and Lucia were helping her to hold it back and resist it. With the three of them combined helping her, Retta was in complete control of her actions and mind. Though barely seventeen years old by human measuring standards, Retta Leonidas was fully grown by Lycavorian principles and as Anja had stated before in many reports and findings published in the Union’s Medical Journals, Lycavorian females were now coming of age sooner because of the natural evolution of their species. 
Normya and Zarah were scarcely past twenty-two and both of them had already gone through their Coming of Age. Nara, because of the pureness of her blood, had already been through her Coming of Age and she was only a year older than Retta. It varied for Lycavorian females now, whether pure blood or half Lycavorian, but the purer the blood, the sooner the Coming of Age fever would present itself. 
Anja looked at the broad backs of Lazar and Rhaos. She had never been on a first contact mission before, so this was going to be new to her as well. Anja Leonidas knew she had a quick temper and she had gotten better through the years at reigning in her more volatile nature when confronted with arrogance and stupidity, and she would have to be on her best behavior here. There was definitely something about these Lycavorians that had the short hairs on the back of her neck standing at attention. It wasn’t a threat she felt so much as it was the unknown and possible answers to questions that Martin had held within him for his entire life. 
Anja Leonidas could not even begin to imagine loving a man more than she loved Martin. It wasn’t possible as far as she was concerned. It wasn’t possible for any of them to love any man in such a way. Martin Leonidas was everything to her, to Aricia and For'mya and Dysea and Isabella and Cirith. He could make them laugh on a whim, and turn them to putty in his hands with just a simple caress. He worshiped the ground they walked upon as he had proven so many times through the years, and while the wolf within them made this impossible as long as he was alive, it was their minds that had come to that conclusion many years ago. Anja remembered something Gorgo had said many years ago.

“When a Leonidas loves, they love unconditionally, without doubt or shame. They love with all of the passion within them, all of the emotion, all of themselves.”  
Anja had to admit that this statement was so very true, for she and her fellow Queens lived that statement every day. Their children who had taken wives and mates lived that statement every day. Anja looked at Retta and smiled at her daughter. All of their children would live that statement. And it all was because of the tall, handsome Alpha who made her whimper in utter bliss just being in his arms. If she could bring about the answers to some of the questions her husband and mate had carried within him for decades, questions they all knew he desired the answers too, Anja would do all she could to accomplish this.

Anja saw movement out of the corner of her eyes and watched Tir'ut and Kalis move up on either side of Lazar and Rhaos.


Kalis turned his head to look at Lazar, Serale standing beside Radem and Lucia behind Anja and watching intently.


“Know this…” Kalis told him in a low voice, but one that carried to where Anja and Retta stood. Kalis waited until Lazar and Rhaos had turned to look at him. “If this is a trap, or any of your people attempt to harm my Tenna and my nathos, Tir'ut and I will ensure that before we fall, you and your friend will die very painful deaths. There will not be anyone who will save you from this fate if you betray us. On that oath, and the oath I gave to my cousin and uncle, I swear.”


“As do I.” Tir'ut echoed his words.


Lazar and Rhaos both glanced quickly at where Tir'ut stood on their opposite side, even taller than them. His dark eyes twinkled in the light and they saw him bare vicious looking vampiric fangs in the small smile he produced. Lazar turned back to Kalis. 


“This is no trap.” He spoke more calmly than he felt. “I give you my word.”


Kalis nodded his head as he checked his P190 A5. “Then as long as you keep your word, you will live a full life.” He stated turning back to Lazar. “And possibly discover what it is that makes your blood burn in your veins.”


Anja’s smile beamed when she heard that statement and she glanced at Retta who also was smiling widely. Kalis had come a long way in so short a time and it was because he was among a part of his family that he knew loved him without question. He would discover soon enough that the love of a mother and siblings that he had thought lost so long ago was only weeks away and then he could go forward knowing he had come full circle. Anja glanced up when she heard the ramp unlock and begin to lower.


“Here we go!” She stated.

SPARTA'S WRATH

STARBOARD OFFICER’S LOUNGE


“…Never been able to determine what is powering the Temple.” Dynina was explaining to all of them as they sat in the lounge waiting for the Worker Drones and ship’s engineers to finish installing the Sub-Space Portal Generator. “Through the years we have tried to gain entrance by many different means, but the material surrounding the temple is unlike anything we have ever seen.”


“It is neither Darastrixi nor Pralor in origin.” Kenroe chimed in now as he adjusted the monitor they had set up for him. “It encircles the entire Temple area, fully five kilometers in diameter. All of it underground.”


“Five kilometers!” Martin exclaimed. “Sibfla! That is not a Temple, that is a… hell I don’t know what that is!”


Dynina smiled and nodded her head at his words. “I have had this same feeling through the years as well staaniaketo.”

Amena spoke up from her seat at the huge table. “We have tried to burn it, cut it, just about anything you can imagine. Not a scratch on it. Nothing. It appears to be resistant to energy and projectile weapons of every kind that we have tested. Essentially it is impervious to all of our combined technology.”


“Even the Pralor Pulse Magnum weapons that we have now?” Androcles asked from where he sat.


Amena nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “If I had to compare it to something, I would compare it to this wondrous Dragon Armor your people manufactured, though we cannot even determine the minerals used to create it, as we can with your dragon Armor. We’ve never seen them before.”


Martin turned his head and looked at Kasdan where he sat beside Murano and Wayonn. Martin Leonidas was no fool and he used every bit of knowledge he had at his disposal. Though Kasdan would never know it, Martin viewed him as second only to Anja in intelligence. That fact alone endeared him to Martin in a way that nothing ever could. He was what Martin would affectionately call a “geek”. “Kasdan… could it be these Onab that you mentioned?”


Kasdan nodded his head. “It is possible.” He replied. “With the exception of what little technology they shared with us, we know painfully little about the Onab as a species, or their technology.”


“Unfortunately, Kasdan is correct and the same can be said for our people.” Aviel spoke now from where he sat beside Dalis at the end of the table. “We only encountered them perhaps half a dozen times in our travels and if memory serves me, the last contact we had with one of their ships was nearly two million years ago.” Aviel looked at Dalis. “Dalis is that correct?”


Dalis nodded his head now. He had become an almost constant companion to Aviel now, his knowledge and skill set something that Aviel made great use of. Dalis had finally come to terms with the fact he would never have Nahko, her love for Aviel was too powerful, and he returned that love to her equally. Dalis had also come to see that Aviel Em'morr was nothing like the politicians he was used too. This man actually cared about those around him and he used his emotions and feelings to base all of his decisions on. Dalis had also become somewhat of a teacher to Laren, Andro and Dorian as well at Sarlana’s request, giving them knowledge of the Darastrixi people that went beyond what their soul sister could provide to them. Nahko had remained on Ventori with the rest of the Darastrixi for many of them had volunteered to help begin the process of defending and rebuilding the planet. 
“That sounds correct.” He agreed with Aviel’s statement. “Without a direct link access to our archive libraries however, I could not be more specific. We lost that link the moment we left Darastrixi space. I dare say with the exception of Kenroe and those with Lady Dynina, no Darastrixi has ever been this far from our homeworld.”


“That goes without saying for many of us.” Dorian spoke up.


Andro and Laren nodded their heads. “Indeed it does.” Laren spoke.


Martin turned once more to where Armen stood behind Androcles. “Armen… do you think you and Avi could determine if this is Onab tech for us if you had the opportunity to examine the materials?”

The huge Avatar nodded his head. –Like Avi, I was not made by the creators, but the inactive code is still within my neural network. Avi and I are among the first generation of Avatars King Martin. Those that were built by the Pralor Scientists directly from the Creator’s technical specifications- He replied. –Given enough exposure to what materials are on hand and with the information within Pralor databanks available to us, we should be able to answer this question –


“You don’t know for sure?” Martin asked.


-Nothing is certain King Martin- Armen answered.


Martin looked at Andro. “That’s what you would say keto.” He hissed at his son. “He’s hanging around you way too much.”


Andro crossed his arms over his broad chest. “Forgive me for not being as reckless as you father.” He spoke with mock indignation.


“Reckless?” Martin protested now. “What was that little stunt on Vania Six? A carefully thought out response?”

Andro’s azure eyes narrowed. “And Bogota City was what?” He snapped.

Martin held up his hand to respond but stopped himself just as he was about to respond. “Ok… you have a point there.” He stated.


Danny leaned forward from his chair beside Martin. “That was a sweet Op though fervon.” He said. “It was perfect all around.”


Martin looked at him and smiled. “It was, wasn’t it?” He said.


“You dropped a thirty story building on one man in order to kill him father.” Andro spoke.


Martin nodded his head. “Yeah… but he was a real asshole. He was killing innocent men and women in his mines. And he was a big guy too boot.” Martin replied puffing out his cheeks with air and posing with his arms and shoulders to make himself appear larger than he was.


“Popped him like a pimple!” Danny echoed with a grin. “Can’t get much deader that that! Like I said, it was perfect!”


“Yes, it was.” Martin agreed.

Andro and Dorian couldn’t help but laugh at their antics while Laren looked back and forth between them. Finally, she looked at Andro. “What does this mean Androcles?” She asked. “Popped him like a pimple? What is a pimple?”



“Enough!” Sarlana exclaimed from her chair causing Martin and Androcles to look at her and become quiet. She turned back to Dynina. “Dynina… continue.”


“There is really not much more to cover.” She spoke in reply. “We stopped trying to gain entry into the Temple, or whatever it is, several thousand years ago. We built a pseudo place of meditation over the entrance and it has remained this way since. It is on the edge of the city we have built on Lorenu.”


“But you have seen similar symbols on interior walls?” Sarlana asked. “Those like what Andro and the others carry on their skin?”


Dynina nodded as she returned to her chair. “There is only one entrance that we have been able to find. Double glass like doors, directly beneath the Meditation Hall that we built. They are on the wall directly across from these doors. Three symbols very similar to what they are wearing. The same type of symbols of this Dahakoan language that you recognized.”


Andro saw the look on her face and he leaned across the table. “Doraanar?” He asked causing Sarlana to lift her eyes and meet his gaze. “What is it?”


Sarlana shook her head. “I have never read anything in our written history or heard even a single hint of the Dahakoan ever leaving Darastrixi space and coming out here.” She told him slowly. “They fought the Scourge across all of our space and the surrounding systems during our conflicts with them yes, but as Dalis and Aviel have both said, our people were meticulous in our record keeping. Everything was written down. Every order. Every mission. Every decision made by the ruling body. I have been gone from Darastrixi space less than a hundred thousand years and I cannot believe this has changed.”


“It hasn’t.” Aviel chimed in.


“Then there has to be some meaning for this place.” Sarlana spoke. “I find it hard to believe that Sumar brought Dynina and the others here without knowing that this Temple was there.”


Dynina shook her head. “Impossible.” She said quickly. “Sumar was… he was perfect in everything he did. Every action he took was planned out right down to even the tiniest of details. Everything.”


Sarlana nodded her head. “Our history says this is exactly how Dadrien was as well.” She looked at Martin. “An unknown Temple, built with materials that we cannot identify, on a planet that has been hidden behind an Ionic Nebula deep in former Pralor space for at least fifteen millennia. Probably much longer given its location and that the Scourge have never discovered it. Sumar either knew of this planet before he was lost on Lycavore, or someone told him about it after he was turned by Dynina’s daughter.” 


“Dadrien.” Andro spoke softly.


Sarlana nodded her head. “It is the only explanation that makes sense given that this Temple has symbols from the Dahakoan language on its walls.”


“I get the feeling there is quite a bit that Dadrien and my grandfather did not tell us when they appeared to us.” Martin spoke leaning back in his chair.


“Perhaps they were not able to.” Sarlana said. “They did say many of their own memories were lost somehow. Or removed.”


“The question remains as to why.” Martin spoke.


“To protect.” Dorian spoke now.


Martin looked at his son. “Dori?” 


“To protect what they had built.” Dorian continued. “Is that not what we would do father? Perhaps not remove our memories, but to ensure that a secret we do not want discovered is kept, we would make sure that no one person or persons knew everything.”


“The removal of memories is much more thorough.” Dalis spoke again. 


Andro leaned forward once more. “Father, Arzoal transferred her consciousness, her essence to a dragon egg using the Psionic Transfer Chamber.”


“Yes, so?” Martin pressed his son.


Andro looked at Murano and Wayonn. “Could this device be used to remove memories from one’s Etheric resonance Wayonn?”


Wayonn looked at Murano and then back to him. “I suppose.” He replied. “I cannot think of it every being used in such a way however.”


“What are you getting at keto?” Martin asked his son.


Andro returned his gaze to his father. “As Kasdan discovered, the third language blended into the tattoos we wear is Onab.” He spoke evenly. “Who gave the Pralors the technology of the PTCs?”


Murano’s eyes grew wider when he realized what Andro was saying. “The Onab!” He gasped aloud. “They… well they gave us the means and material to build them!”

“Murano is correct!” Kasdan spoke excitedly now. “That is in our history archives! The day this event occurred. There are, perhaps only a half a dozen of our people still alive from when that took place. It was a day of great celebration because it allowed us to release the Etheric essence of those who had passed on into the Rift of Time just as our belief tells us. It was what your people would refer to as a mass Memorial service.”


“How long ago was this?” Martin asked.


Kasdan shrugged his shoulders. “At least a million and a half years ago.” He answered. “Much of our older population was centered on our homeworld and the core worlds ring so that they could use their wisdom to teach our younger population. It worked well for us through the years, but it also allowed the Scourge to eliminate most of them when they broke through into our core worlds ring. Only a handful made it out of the CWR. With the exception of the six that still live, the rest perished on our flight away from the Scourge. That is why most of our population on Artaaya and our colonies is under half a million years old. And Delnash insisted that we do not group our people by age any longer.”

Martin nodded his head solemnly. “Delnash did the right thing when he gave that order.” He said finally. “But it still doesn’t leave us with any answers to the questions we have now. If anything it leaves us with new ones to add to the old ones.”


“And collectively we have no information on these Onab?” Dynina asked.


Kasdan shook his head now. “Aside from basic entries in our historical archives, no.” He answered. “Whatever information we did have was within the thirty-one texts that were lost in our main Science Research Museum when our homeworld was destroyed.”


“Copies were never made Kas? Aside from the one that fatass Lorendo made?” Martin asked.


Kasdan shook his head. “I do not know Martin. I don’t even know how or when Lorendo managed to make the copy he has before our world was destroyed. He was nowhere near our homeworld in the weeks leading up to the attack.” He answered. “Much of the time after its destruction is filled with chaos and the jumbled journals and ramblings of those who survived.


Andro turned in his chair. “Armen anything in your archives?”


Armen lifted his head slightly to look at the far side of the room, his eyes moving back and forth almost faster than anyone could follow. They stopped after three seconds and he looked at Androcles. –My databanks have nothing more than what is already within Pralor archives Andro- He answered quickly. –However, there appears to be a large file that was entered into my archives and labeled as Onab core root. The contents of this file was deleted exactly twelve point four hours before SPARTA'S WRATH departed the Pralor homeworld- 

“How long after SPARTA'S WRATH left did the Scourge hit?” Martin asked.


-The Scourge attack on the Pralor homeworld began nine hours and six minutes after SPARTA'S WRATH departed space dock King Martin- Armen answered. –It came as a complete surprise-


Martin shook his head as he sat back in the chair. “No, it didn’t Armen.” He said softly. “Someone knew it was coming and they erased that file in order to protect the information on it in case you didn’t make it clear of the attack.” He said.


“Coincidence father?” Andro asked.

Martin grinned at him. “I’ll tell you like I told your mother. No way.”


Wayonn shook his head. “These are not coincidences.” He spoke now. “This Dahakoan language surviving as it did through the ages? The Temple on Lorenu? And what was written in the Ventori Archives.”

Martin looked at him. “The Ventori Archives?” He asked. “You keeping secrets from us Wayonn?”

Wayonn chuckled. “No… our time together has shown me that is not a healthy practice.” He looked across the table at Martin. “I had the opportunity to speak with Nalmos and three of the other Chief Justices that recently arrived from the Tasmor homeworld. Nalmos questioned you about it when he first met you but events kept you from answering.”

Martin leaned forward now. “I don’t remember any questions.” He said.

Wayonn looked at him. “The more we discover about past events, the more it all comes together. Each piece we discover fits into the puzzle of our combined history. The archives of Ventori history speak of Spartans Martin. Alpha Spartans, warriors of unmatched training and honor, warriors that would one day come here to Ventori and unite our people.” Wayonn looked at Martin. 
“That could mean anything Wayonn.” Martin said.

Wayonn shook his head. “No. The last sentence of this legend or myth, or whatever you choose to call it, it says these Spartans will be led by an Alpha wolf with dual fangs and eyes of yellow and gold. The last time I checked, the only wolf in existence right now with yellow/gold eyes is you Martin.” 

“Sibfla.” Martin muttered as he sat back in his chair once more.

“Someone or something is driving everything that has occurred through the years Martin. No matter where it is. Even events that were confined to our individual species, all of them have connections to the rest of us.” Wayonn spoke.

Martin nodded his head and looked at him. “You’ll get no argument from me Wayonn.” He said.

“The question remains as to why Vali’star.” Andro spoke now.
 


“And who?” Helen spoke. “Though I am beginning to believe that these Onab, dead though their species may be, they are far more than what those who met them really thought.” 


Murano nodded his head in agreement. “I concur Helen.” He said.


“As do I.” Sarlana spoke.


Armen lifted his head slightly and then stepped forward next to Androcles.


-The modifications have been completed- He told them. -Kenroe’s engineers have reported we can jump whenever you are ready Androcles. Alpha Nine concurs with this assessment-


Andro looked at his father. “Medwan?”


Martin nodded his head. “Let’s do it.” He spoke as he rose to his feet. “I really hope we can find some answers to what is going on in this Temple. I don’t like leaving Anja hanging out there with her ass in the breeze and I certainly don’t envy having to turn to Lorendo to try and translate this language. I’ll be lucky to keep the hordes of all our peoples who will want his head on a platter at bay long enough for him to do it.”


“If we find him.” Murano stated.


Martin met his eyes. “We’ll find his fat ass.” He stated confidently. “I have faith.”

JETANIA

HIDDEN AIRFIELD

SIX KLICKS NORTHEAST OF WARIM

It had been far too long since she had held him in her arms and Loras Ranev took advantage of this opportunity to squeeze her son as tightly as she could as he held her off the ground and embraced her just as tightly. She fought back the tears as she held him and inhaled deeply of his scent, detecting the difference in him almost instantly. She detected the scent of a powerful female Alpha on him, swimming within his own scent, almost as if she had already chosen her son. She pulled her head back quickly and took his face in her hands as he lowered her to the ground, but she said nothing about this. He would tell her in due time she knew.


“Aur keto.” Loras spoke in a whisper.


Lazar smiled as he held his mother and touched his forehead to hers. “It has been far too long mother.” He said softly. “I have missed you.”


“What trouble have you gotten yourself into this time?” She asked him with a bright smile.


Lazar rolled his eyes at her with a smile and then turned toward where Anja stood beside Retta. “Mother… may I present Lady Anja Leonidas, one of six Queens of the what is known as the United Lycavorian Union.” He said holding out his hand to where she stood.


Loras looked at Anja from several feet away and could not help but think that she was far more beautiful in person, and not nearly as she imagined physically. She was much shorter than Loras imagined, but she could tell quickly that she was in excellent physical shape. Her scent was very pronounced and it was mixed heavily with the mint scent of an Alpha male more powerful than Loras had ever felt. An Alpha male that made Osrod a child in comparison. Loras also detected the scents of five others mixed in with her own, five Alpha females. This was a stunning realization to Loras. This woman and five others had been claimed by the same Alpha male, yet they also had laid claim to one another as well, their blood deeply blended with each other as their scents were mingled together. This female wolf did not try to hide this fact, nor the fact that she was a half breed. The Lycavorian blood coursing through her was perhaps the purest blood she had ever smelled in her lifetime, and that was no small feat considering the pureness of the blood of many of the Alphas on Jetania, hers included. 

This Anja Leonidas was, simply put, exquisitely beautiful. 

Loras let her dark eyes take in those around her, letting her nose take in the scents of the gorgeous young woman beside her, as well as the two other females behind her. All of them carried the scent of that powerful Alpha blood in their veins, marking them as children of this Alpha, though not fully Lycavorian either. The one with platinum blond hair had two-inch-high pointed ears, something that Loras had never seen before. Something their people had never seen before. Loras gazed at Retta for a long moment, easily sensing that this was the young woman whose scent was mixing with her son’s. Loras could detect that she was the daughter of this Queen, but she was equally as beautiful as her mother, just with a different build. She was slightly taller, her breasts not as large, and she had long legs for her height. That they were mother and daughter was unmistakable however. Loras glanced at Lazar quickly and knew he was avoiding her gaze intentionally. She turned back to Anja and stepped forward. They had spoken for nearly an hour on the Oracle’s Communications Relay and Loras knew this woman was as intelligent as she was beautiful.


“Allow me… allow me to welcome you to Jetania.” Loras spoke.


Anja smiled and held out her hand in order to greet Loras and that is when Garget acted.


“Echelon deploy!” He barked the words loudly, his voice echoing across the airfield.

The twenty odd men who were standing all around appearing to gawk at the crowd and the ship suddenly brandished weapons and came charging forward with those weapons leveled and Anja and the others. Loras’s eyes flew open in shock and she whirled on Garget as half a dozen of the men broke for the ramp of SPARTAN ONE. Endith and Tina were at the top of the ramp this time however and before any of them made it within ten meters of the ramp she had slapped her hand down on the interior side wall and the silver blue force field exploded into existence, effectively sealing off the interior of the ship. The three closest men to the ramp ran directly into the shield and were flung back almost five meters from the force even as Tina was blurring in motion back to the cockpit.


Anja hadn’t moved a muscle, one hand going to Retta’s arm as two men suddenly were beside her and stuck their weapons in her face. It had been a large point of contention with Kalis, Tir'ut and Zarah, for all of them had voiced objections to this very scenario. They thought it was too risky and too many bad things could happen. Anja had insisted and all of them had eventually bowed to her decision though they did not like it in the least. Anja felt a swell of pride within her when she saw them restraining themselves as they were surrounded by the dozen plus men with weapons out and ready to be used. 


“Garget no!” Lazar’s voice rose above the rest as he imposed himself in front of Retta without even thinking, his arms held up in the air. He saw Rhaos mimic his move out of the corner of his eye, stepping in front of Zarah, Kalis and Lucia.


“Garget what are you doing!” Loras almost screamed as she saw now that he too was holding a weapon and it was pointed at Anja and the others.


“Loras let me handle this!” Garget barked now. “Step back! We will subdue and question them on our terms!”


“You will do no such thing!” Loras growled now, her eyes changing and her fangs bursting from her gums in anger as she stepped directly in front of him.   
 


Garget stared at her. “I am the military commander of the Ranev Pack!” He bellowed now his own eyes changing and his fangs coming forth as well. 


“And I am the Matriarch!” Loras shouted back at him. “You will stand your men down this instant! I have told you who these men and women are!”


Garget shook his head. “Your son was among them Loras!” He spoke to her. “Your judgement was clouded because they held him prisoner! We do not know who they are and you allowed them to come here! To our most secure facility! This is not something you would have done!”


“I am no prisoner!” Lazar barked. “Sibot attacked their people first! They could have killed me and Rhaos and they did not! Stand down Garget!”


“I will not!” Garget barked. 


[Endy?] Anja reached out to Endith on SPARTAN ONE.


[We are ready Anja. Tina is in the dorsal turret and I will deploy it first. Serale is in the side turret!] Endith responded instantly.


[Zarah?]


[I will take the six closest to me.] Zarah answered. [Lucia and Radem will take the eight on your opposite side mother. Kalis and Tir'ut the ones on Retta’s left.]

[No killing!] Anja stated firmly. [Move quickly because I sense more men coming. Endy execute now!]


It happened in the blink of an eye. Endith hit a switch inside SPARTAN ONE and the high pitched sonic pulse erupted from the belly of the ship. The sound was piercing and extremely painful and instantly caused every Lycavorian in the immediate vicinity to cry out in pain and reach for their ears. All except Loras and Lazar. 

A split second before the pulse hit Retta leaped onto Lazar’s powerful back and closed her hands over both of his ears.

Trust me! Retta projected with all of her etheric ability directly into Lazar’s mind and his body froze in mid motion, his hands covering Retta’s over his ears as he felt the most incredible sensation wash over him. A sensation of desire and passion wrapped within the sweet essence of Retta’s female aura. He could see Anja reach his mother a micro second after the pulse began and do the same thing to her, dragging her back slightly as Loras’s hands came up to cover Anja’s. 

Lazar could only watch in unmitigated awe as the others moved. Using their vampire speed, Zarah, Lucia and Tir'ut blurred among the Jetania Lycavorians and slapped their weapons out of their hands sending them skittering away as the men staggered and dropped to their knees in agony as the sonic pulse pummeled their sensitive wolf ears. Kalis was less gentle in his actions and simply used his combined Lycavorian and Kavalian strength, something he could now make use of fully, and punched four different men as hard as he could. They dropped to the tarmac unconscious. 

Lazar realized that they must have had some sort of filters protecting their own ears so that the pulse did not affect them. He could hear and feel the pulse even through his and Retta’s hands, but she had effectively sealed his sensitive wolf ears from the outside world and his hands only reinforced this, keeping the vibration and pain from reaching him. He pushed his hands tighter against hers to keep the pulse from affecting him and saw his mother doing the same thing. It took only eight seconds total, but in that eight seconds, they had disarmed twenty-two men as they staggered on their feet and their knees all around them. Amazingly, the half breed aside, they did not have to strike anyone and then they were standing back exactly where they had been all around him, but now their weapons were out and ready to use.

The sonic pulse ended at that very instant and Retta released her hands from his head, Lazar turning quickly to look at her with wide eyes. She smiled up at him shyly and then he turned to see Anja helping Loras to stand up fully. Lazar turned to Rhaos’ large form now and saw him struggling to get to his feet, still holding his head with one hand. He moved to help his friend as Loras turned and looked at Anja in astonishment. 

“How…?” Loras gasped.

Anja smiled at her as she stepped back slowly. “You pick up a few things when your husband and mate is the foremost tactical genius in the galaxy.” She answered.

Loras turned her head to where Garget was struggling to get to his feet and she marched over to him and jerked him up angrily. “You fool!” She screamed at him.

“Shoot them!” Garget barked the order as she shook his head. “Shoot them!”

All of the Jetania Lycavorians were looking around trying to find their weapons and act on their order but none of them had their weapons anymore and they looked at the small group of strange Lycavorians and saw their side arms in a pile at their feet.

Loras grabbed Garget’s shoulders and jerked his head around to look at her. “You will be silent Garget!” She shouted at him. “You are acting no better than Osrod right now! You are acting like the monster we all loathe!”

Garget looked at her wide eyed, his head still ringing in dull pain. “Loras we must…”

“You have acted stupidly!” Loras barked at him. “For all your years and wisdom you have acted more the fool today than at any time in your life!”
“Excuse me?” Anja’s voice broke in and Loras turned to see her step up to where she squatted beside Garget. 

“Be silent half breed!” Garget rasped angrily. 

Anja chuckled. “Half breed?” She commented. “Wow… that’s original.” She jerked her thumb back toward SPARTAN ONE. “You should probably look on top of my ship.” She told them.

Garget finally rose to his feet with Loras beside him and they both directed their eyes to the ship and saw the now occupied protrusion on top of the ship. It was not there before and it was obviously some sort of weapons turret. Garget’s eyes went wide and he instinctively moved in front of Loras when he saw the gun turret come to rest pointed directly at him.
“Loras get…” He began to speak but Loras shoved him out of the way and remained in front of Anja.

“Ata uvenn Garget!” Loras snarled looking at him. “Aellsel ata uvenn!” (Shut up)

“You have more men about to enter this area.” Anja spoke now looking at Garget. “Tell them to stand down or they will die. Just as you and everyone else here will die. I don’t know what your problem is, but you will not succeed here. I will not allow you to take us prisoner.”

“You will not allow?” Garget snarled at her.

Anja Leonidas was known throughout the Lycavorian Union as perhaps the one Queen that you did not want to test. Her combat skills were unquestioned as was her distaste for those who thought themselves superior to others. Her temper was famous and many had been cowed by her verbally through the years when they thought to challenge her. She was also known, along with Aricia, as being fearless. Anja stepped closer to Garget and allowed the wolf within her to come out. The black ring encircled her jade green eyes and her dual wolf fangs burst from her guns fully as she stared at Garget without fear.

“I will not allow!” Anja growled at him. “We came here, we brought Lazar and Rhaos back, even after your people attacked mine! Your people shot and almost killed my son!” Anja glared at him now, Garget’s eyes wide as he saw the dual fangs and the ferociousness of this Alpha wolf. Half breed she may have been, but he could feel her aura pulsing with more power than he had ever felt from a pureblood in all his thirty thousand plus years. “We came here in friendship! You obviously don’t want that friendship! We have nothing to do with that dipshit you call a King and your own arrogance and fear will ensure that doesn’t change! We are going to board our ship now and leave you to wallow in your own ignorance!” Anja poked Garget in the chest hard, unafraid of him in the least. “You want to try and stop us vorat avan, go ahead! You will not succeed!”
“Anja no!” Loras pleaded.

Anja looked at her now. “I would have truly enjoyed getting to know you Loras Ranev, all of us would have, but we will not remain where we are not welcome. And Martin will not come here if this attitude is so prevalent. He has less patience for ignorance than I do.”

“Anja please… we…”

Two large flashes of white orange light appeared on either side of Garget and Loras, Anja’s head snapping around as suddenly a dozen men and women in light weight black and red body armor appeared on either side of them. All of them carried staffs of some sort and they immediately moved to take up positions surrounding Retta and the others, but facing outwards as if protecting them.
Loras looked around at them in shock. “Vada Brutu Stros!” She exclaimed.

“Tenna!” Kalis barked out as his hands tightened on his rifle, his eyes darting all around them as he made ready to dash forward and scoop her into his arms. He had been among them the least amount of time but he was also the most tactically sound and experienced and Anja knew it. And if he chose to act, Anja knew she would not be able to compete against his sheer strength in getting her to safety.
“Nysil Mandri!” Anja snapped quickly knowing what Androcles and Martin must have told him. Protect her at all costs. Kalis would do so even at the cost of his life Anja knew. (Hold Nephew)
Another flash of orange white light and suddenly Garget’s wide eyes were focused on where Taris, Anoria and Rylin appeared as if by magic directly to his right. The Lycavorians in the landing area were also stunned into non-motion, unbelieving of what they had just seen take place.

“Taris!” Garget almost shouted when he saw his youngest and most cherished daughter twirl the staff she carried in her hand and move to stand beside Lazar with Anoria Vesrak next to her. Rylin stepped forward and looked at Garget shaking her head as if in disgust.

“Have we fallen so far into fear and mistrust that we no longer trust our own instincts Garget?” Rylin questioned him. Garget was about to respond when Rylin turned and looked at Anja. She bowed her head deeply which stunned Garget and those around them for the High Priestess of the Oracle never bowed to anyone. “Lady Anja, Queen Anja, it is with great hope and happiness that I greet you on behalf of the Oracle Nilantha.”
Anja smiled and looked at her, Rylin’s own eyes and fangs now openly displayed. They had spoken very briefly on the COM, most of her conversations having been with Loras, but she struck Anja as a capable and extremely intelligent woman. “Thank you.” Anja spoke evenly. “Though I dare say there are some who do not share your sentiment.”

Rylin looked at Garget quickly and then back to her. “Garget Ranev has led the Ranev pack with honor and a calm hand for many centuries Queen Anja. His only goal is to keep our people and Loras safe ever since she became Matriarch to the Mountain Packs. There are times when his devotion to his duties blind him to other things.”

Anja looked at Garget then, bending over to retrieve his fallen and discarded sidearm and she stood back up. “I do have some experience in witnessing that very trait. Martin tends to be very overprotective at times.”

Rylin smiled at this. “Vada Mard Revik is like this?”

Anja rolled her eyes slightly and her smile grew wider. “You have no idea.” She said. He looked at Garget and held out the sidearm to him, seeing his eyes grow wide at this action. “This nubous igord King Osrod gave the order to shoot my youngest son and one of my dearest friends, Garget Ranev. We have no connection to him and given the opportunity, I will happily serve you his shriveled nor on a plate if that is your wish, if my husband and mate doesn’t catch him first. That would be even more unpleasant for him I assure you.” 

Garget’s eyes went wide at her words and even Loras and Rylin could not help the laughs that escaped their lips. Garget reached out slowly and took the weapon from her fingers, his eyes never leaving her face. He had not detected even the hint of a lie in her words, her heart calm and her words true. This Alpha female, half breed though she may have been, she had ice in her veins. 
“Then… then it is true?” He gasped aloud. “It is all true?”

Anja glanced at Loras and Rylin. “Is what true?” She asked.

Loras reached up and put her hands on his broad shoulders. “Yes, Garget my friend. It is true.”

SPARTA'S WRATH 


The bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH was very crowded even with the immense size of the bridge itself. Martin stood to one side of the bridge with Aricia, For'mya, Jezima and Dynina. Asa and Archer stood closer to the bulkhead, ever present shadows to Jezima and now Dynina, per their King’s instructions. The two women were their only concern now. Danny had returned to Ventori with Wayonn and Murano to prepare to jump to Jetania in COLS space if Martin or Anja called for him. There was no discussion Dynina noticed right away, only a few odd looks between the brothers that Dynina did not understand. She had questioned Aricia and For'mya about this as they made their way to the bridge and Aricia’s answer had been very blunt and honest.

“Martin and Daniel do not need to speak to one another openly in order to know what the other is thinking Dynina. They do not even need to communicate etherically. That is why they are true Fervons rie vada Saan. They have a link that only brothers forged together in the fires of combat can have. If it is needed, and Martin or Anja calls for him, Daniel will jump to this planet Jetania with half our force of ships and Spartans. He will then lay waste to everything, opening the Letha rie Jorbhe upon them until Anja is safe or Martin orders him to cease.”   
Dynina really had not had much of a response to that statement and she had shuddered involuntarily at the cold way Aricia had replied. It was spoken with hardly any emotion at all, a simple declaration of fact. No doubt, and certainly no hesitation. 
Dynina had immersed herself in the long history and lore of these Spartans that rose to greatness on Earth under Martin’s father after her times connecting to Walter. Their code of honor, both as wolves and as men, was nearly unbendable. Dynina now fully understood why Helen had chosen the Spartan men and women to host the Ten Thousand in that dark time. They were extremely formidable even before the Lycavorian blood was introduced into their culture, and now they had blended their two cultures together so seamlessly that it was impossible to tell them apart. Dynina also knew that even among those many species in the Union that were not Lycavorian, the Spartan culture and way of life had taken deep root. 

As they stood on the bridge now, only hours from fulfilling the goal Sumar had tasked her with so many years ago, Dynina let her dark eyes wander to where Androcles stood beside Armen across the bridge. Dorian and Laren were on standing on his left, his Anome Sadi on his right. Perlae, Ishma and Awser standing on the opposite side of the towering Avatar. They were speaking to one another in whispers but Dynina could see the animation of their faces and the joy that filled their eyes. The day she had wished to be upon her grandchildren was now here and they would have a hand going into the future. 

Dynina could only watch as the spider like Worker Drone Alpha Nine moved from Armen to Androcles, crawling easily between their wide shoulders and all the while bouncing animatedly and singing out with brief chirps and whistles. It did not seem to bother Androcles in the least and he would often nod his head to the metal creature. Dynina had often heard of the Pralor Worker Drones from her friends on Lorenu but she had never witnessed them in action until she had arrived among these men and women. The plans to build these Drones had not been included in the information on the Pralor ships that they had arrived on Lorene with. She had seen them skittering all across the decks on this very ship, as well as others, and men and women acknowledged them even as they moved among the same corridors. It was almost as if they were treated as crewmembers.

Dynina reached out and touched Martin’s arm seeing his head turn to look at her. “He actually understands all those noises that machine emits?” She asked.

Martin glanced over and saw Alpha Nine move from Andro’s shoulder back to Armen and he smiled and turned back to look at her. “He always has been an oddball.” Martin spoke.

For'mya snorted softly in humor. “And I wonder where he gets that from.” She stated as Jezima smiled and squeezed her hand.

“Father!” Andro called from across the bridge causing Martin to look at him. “We are ready.”

Martin nodded his head. “Let her rip Armen.” He spoke loudly.

Andro looked at Armen and nodded his head. Armen stepped away from Androcles and moved to his command position in the center of the bridge. 

-Helm… is your course locked in-

“Standing by sir!” The male voice echoed out.

-TO, ensure defensive systems are activated the moment we revert to normal space. All Refractive Shield Banks to full power and prepare all batteries for saturation fire-

“Defensive grids online and ready. Weapons powered and prepared to initiate saturation barrage sir.” The female voice called out.

Dynina stepped closer to Martin. “Staaniaketo, these measures are not needed.” She spoke softly.

Martin nodded his head. “I know, but this is standard procedure for us when jumping to an unknown location staania. And it keeps our people sharp.”

-Very well. Helm Officer… engage the Subspace Portal Generator. Let’s go where we have never been before- 
Martin Leonidas rolled his eyes and shook his head while laughter carried across the bridge. “Great!” He muttered. “Another movie quoting Avatar. As if Avi wasn’t enough.”

Andro laughed at his father’s reaction and all eyes turned to the main view window. The stars were beginning to distort and stretch in front of them, becoming white streaks of solid light and then SPARTA'S WRATH became the first Lycavorian Union warship in history to use the SPG Engine Drive. Those men and women watching from other ships above Ventori saw the white streaks engulf the massive command ship, like small lasers hitting every centimeter of her hull. and then the enormous ship was gone.
SPARTA'S WRATH

LORENU 

The planet was beautiful to look at as it appeared in the view window and then the stars returned to normal and before them was a sight Dynina had seen many times. No one spoke as they all were staring at the planet before them. Perlae was closest to Androcles and she saw the look of astonishment on his face and she laughed softly. It was Martin’s comment that brought loud laughter from those on the bridge.

“Nubou lae!” Martin gasped as he stared at the planet in front of him.

“Martin Leonidas!” For'mya barked as she slapped him hard in the shoulder.

“We are being hailed from the surface!” A female voice barked out from the side. “Secure QRC channel!”

Andro turned to Armen with wide eyes. “Armen, how far did we travel?” He gasped.

Armen’s eyes moved back and forth quickly. -Overlaying known star charts- Armen spoke. -Fascinating. We are…-

Andro looked at him as he paused. “Armen?”

-We have traversed forty-seven thousand three and hundred and nineteen point nine light years- Armen answered his voice carrying with it something Andro had never heard before. He heard awe. -We are currently on the extreme edge of what was once known Pralor space. Sensors cannot penetrate outside the surrounding system due to the highly unstable Ionic Particle Nebula that encircles the Lorene planetary system- Armen looked at Androcles directly now, his eyes wide. -There is no way to determine how large the nebula is or how far it extends around the planet and surrounding system Andro, but essentially we are completely invisible to any known sensor arrays- Armen saw Androcles’ eyes widen even more and his internal sensors detected an increase in his heartrate and that of Dorian and Laren.
“They will expect me to answer staaniaketo.” Dynina spoke to Martin.

Martin looked at her still stunned and he nodded. “Andro… open the channel.”

-Opening secure QRC channel- Armen spoke.

The main holodisc on the bridge flare to life with the image of several figures, Pralor, Darastrixi and Lycavorian in the background. The Darastrixi male was in the forefront and he looked at them with wide eyes as Dynina stepped forward.

“Kadeer.” Dynina spoke very affectionately. She could speak no other way to the man who had loved her daughter with such fervor and dedication.

“Dynina!” Kadeer exclaimed.

“Father!” Perlae, Ishma and Awser all spoke as one.

Everyone on the bridge saw the Darastrixi’s jaw twitch slightly as he saw his children and he smiled. “My children.” He spoke calmly though his voice wavered ever so slightly. He turned back to Dynina. “We have been waiting eagerly Dynina. Do you…” His eyes shifted once more and he saw who his children stood next too. “Nomag wer navniki ve.” He gasped in his native Darastrixi tongue. “Vada Tarivuos!” He switched to very fluent Lycavorian as he gazed upon Androcles, Dorian and Laren. His orange hued eyes snapped back to where Dynina stood and he saw Martin. “Wer irral Daar ar Fogah! Dynina you have… you have found them!” (May the spirits preserve me) (The first king of three)
Dynina nodded her head. “We have my dear friend.” She spoke. “Please have…”

“Dynina… the Temple…” Kadeer interrupted her. “The Temple has come alive! It had… it happened only moments ago! It is continuing to power up. Our readings suggest that the entire facility is waking up!”

Dynina’s eyes were wide. “Kadeer are you certain?” She gasped.

“Yes!” Kadeer answered. “It is…”
-Andro-
All heads on the bridge turned to see Androcles stagger slightly, and then they saw Dorian and Laren also teeter and grab for one another.

“Andro!” Sadi gasped aloud as she reached for him.

“Do you feel it?” Dorian echoed her words.

Andro reached out to grasp the computer station beside him with one hand and grip Sadi with the other as Awser reached for him. “Cousin?” He asked. “What is wrong?”

Andro shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered softly. “Something… something is reaching for us!”

Martin did not hesitate and he moved across the bridge in half a dozen strides, his hands going to his sons and Laren without regard. “Andro?”

Andro gripped his father’s arms. “We can… we can feel a presence father!” He spoke. “It is getting stronger and…”

Martin felt the surge of power through his son’s hands and his own eyes grew wider. “Saoi sibfla!” He gasped aloud feeling the powerful etheric energy source swirling around them.

Directly to their right there was a bright flash of white light and then suddenly hovering before them was a ball of pure white light. Several crewmembers jumped out of their seats and drew weapons, leveling them at the ball of white light. And then they all heard the voice. A female voice, like the smooth gentleness of running water from a mountain stream. 

Come to me. All of you. It is time. It is time for the Dahakoan Heralds and the True King to take their places. Come to me. All of you. The time has come for the Prophecy to be fulfilled.
As quickly as the ball of white light had appeared it was gone. Aricia and For'mya rushed across the bridge to join Martin and reaching for Androcles and the others.
“What the hell was that?” Martin barked.

-Unknown- Armen answered. -It did not register on internal sensors- 
“We must go there Andro!” Laren hissed softly as she gripped For'mya and Ishma’s arms. “We must go there now!”

Dorian nodded his head as he held onto Awser and Perlae. “Andro!”

“Yes!” Androcles spoke right after her. 

Dynina was the one who acted decisively now. “Kadeer!” She barked out seeing his wide eyes come to rest on her. 
Everyone in the control room on Lorenu had seen what had just taken place and their eyes were just as shocked as those on SPARTA’S WRATH. “You and the others meet us at the Temple entrance with all the information we have gathered through the years! Waste no time my friend! We will be coming down in haste!”

Kadeer Imuma glanced at his three children and then nodded his head. “We will be waiting!” He barked.

JETANIA

HIDDEN AIRFIELD

SIX KLICKS NORTHEAST OF WARIM 


Rylin and Loras had led Anja and the others into the main airfield facility that was built into the side of one of the mountains that the airfield was hidden between. Endith, Tina and Serale had remained with SPARTAN ONE, the shield still in place covering the rear of the ship. Tina had told Anja they were not worried, nothing that they had seen so far suggested that these Coalition folks had anything that could breach the force field, let alone the Dragon Armor on SPARTAN ONE. They would maintain open COM channels from their implants and be ready for a quick departure if it was needed.

Garget found himself continually glancing at Kalis, Tir'ut, Normya, Zarah and Lucia. Two of them had the scent of this Alpha that was so powerfully prominent on the red haired Queen, which indicated they were his children. The young man he now knew was Kalis, the Lycavorian blood within him was very potent as well and smelled faintly of the same blood within Anja and her children Garget concluded. He must have been a relative of some sort in order for it to be so powerful. The huge one with bone spikes on his face had the blood of the platinum haired young female within his blood, and the black hair female also had the same with the other daughter. He did not understand what this meant, smelling them together like he did, but one thing he did recognize was that the young daughter, Zarah was her name, and the other one called Lucia were lovers. 
Garget knew this was against the law among COLS, and while most of the Mountain Packs ignored this and many other laws they thought stupid, it was not a common thing at all. Garget personally did not have an opinion of this, it neither bothered him or pleased him. His take was the same as most of the Mountain Packs. Respect and honor those among you the same way you would want them to treat you. Garget knew of a few relationships such as this within all of the Mountain packs across Jetania, but they were not shunned and they were protected by their Packs from COLS law. As far as he was concerned, if two souls were meant to be in such a way, who was he to say otherwise. Garget blinked as Loras finished asked the question regarding Ventori and he looked at her quickly and then to Anja.

“…Betas and Gamma are still alive then?” Loras spoke. “Truly?”

Anja nodded her head. “What is left of them yes. As I told you before, they had built a great society and many cities through the years, but it was all lost a little over three years ago.”

“By these… by these… you called them Svorag?” Rylin asked.

Anja nodded once more. “Yes.” She leaned forward in her chair now. “Forgive me for being blunt, but that is not a concern right now.” She spoke. “What will be more of a concern for my mate Martin is why this Sibot person did what he did? Why did he try to kidnap us? The encounter our son Androcles had with your ships when they first entered this system should have given your leadership pause at the very least.”
Garget snorted in disgust now. “Osrod Aspion may be King, but he is no leader.” He stated with loathing in his voice. “He is a rudimentary tactician at best. His only concerns are cementing his own power and influence and acquiring more.”

Lazar looked at his mother and saw her nod. This did not go unnoticed by Anja and the others but Anja waited patiently. Lazar turned to look at her then. “When Nasso first reported the encounter with your ships to my father… he was not surprised.” Lazar told her. “It was almost like he knew about you already.”

“That’s not possible.” Anja said. “We have only been in this quadrant of space for a few months and we have not encounter other Lycavorians except those on Ventori. How could he already know about us?”
“The Tri-Alliance.” Garget said.

Anja met his eyes now. “I have heard that term before. Your ship’s commander accused us of being part of that. What is that?”

“Many millennia ago when Osrod’s grandfather was still King, there was another encounter with Lycavorians we had never seen before. They were with two other species that we had also never seen before. They were very technologically advanced, just as you are, but Osrod’s grandfather chose to try and force them to give up their technology to us and become part of COLS.” Rylin spoke now. “They refused. They were led by a woman. A Lycavorian woman of great beauty and intelligence. Osrod’s grandfather welcomed them into our society and for weeks they were among us, making friends and mingling with us. Osrod’s grandfather then chose to betray them in order to take the technology they had. He tried to force this woman to become his mate even after she rebuffed his advances. She injured him badly and somehow she managed to warn all of her people here on Jetania and told them to get off. How they managed this is unknown, but most of those who were here managed to escape before Royal Security Forces could capture them. A handful did not make it and were captured, but most got off the planet and back to their ship.”
“How many is a handful?” Anja asked.

“Rumors say half a dozen, perhaps more.” Garget spoke now. “No one knows for sure. They were declared enemies of the Coalition within hours. Those that were captured were… they were never heard from again. Osrod’s grandfather was mutilated physically by this woman… she…”

“Via ceit jen nor stasi.” Anja finished his sentence. (She bit his balls off)

Rylin and Garget looked at her with wide eyes. “How do you… how do you know that?” Garget finally asked in shock. “That is not… that information is not common knowledge!”
Anja nodded her head. “I don’t imagine it is.” She said. “I know that because the woman who committed this act is my mate’s staania, several times removed, but she is… she is our blood. As are her grandchildren, who your Captain Nasso wanted to capture. That is why our son Androcles did what he did.”

“Never surrender your family.” Loras whispered softly. “Not when they are innocent or persecuted.”

Anja nodded her head. “Exactly.” She stated.

“Then you are members of the Tri-Alliance?” Lazar asked now.

Anja shook her head quickly. “As I said before, we had never heard the term before this Captain Nasso accused us of being part if it.” She spoke. “And Dynina Mahanlo only came to be among us within the last three days. She arrived on Ventori the day before this igord Sibot attacked us.” Anja sat back in her chair now. 

“Mahanlo?” Garget spoke with wide eyes.

Anja nodded her head. “Yes. Do you know the name?”

Loras looked at Anja. “It is… the Oracle has told us that the Mahanlo Pack is where it all began Anja. Where the Prophecy began on our original homeworld.”

“Lycavore.” Anja stated evenly.

“Then it does exist?” Garget almost yelled.

Anja nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She answered. “I have been there.”

“You have been there as well?” Rylin gasped now. “Truly?”

Anja nodded her head. “Many years ago to retrieve one of our children that had been separated from us. It is deep within High Coven space but now that Androcles has brought peace between us, we were hoping to take all of our family there one day.”

“This High Coven…?” Lazar asked now from beside Retta. “They are the ones who caused Vada Brutu Dur. Just as the prophecy foretold?”

Anja nodded her head. “Yes, but there were many among their kind that did not believe as their leaders did. Through the years many defected to be with us. Millions of them are now family and close friends to all of our people.”

Garget glanced at where Lucia and Zarah stood together, Radem just behind them. “And more it would appear.” He stated.

“Those of us within the Mountain Packs… that is what we have believed for millennia.” Rylin stated now. “The Oracle has tried to maintain this but it became very hard when Osrod’s father tried to murder her and ban our beliefs.
Anja nodded her head. “Well… she is certainly not wrong.” She answered. “Though I personally believe it goes far beyond what she knows. Martin does too. We left the Alpha Quadrant in the hopes that we would find the answers too many of the questions that have plagued Martin since he was a little boy. We have discovered many of those answers, but the answers have brought far more questions.”

Rylin nodded her head. “As most answers do.” She replied. “The Oracle will be able to answer more of your questions Anja, but even she is not all knowing. While the scrolls she has have mentioned this Mahanlo Pack in many important versus and statements, they do not go beyond them.”

Anja nodded her head. “I thought that might be the case.” She said. “But you knew about Martin, and you know of our sons and Laren. And you knew we would eventually come here?”
Loras nodded her head. “Not when exactly. Only that it would happen one day. Vada Mard Revik for vada Tarivuos gur ared jur chevsh.” (The True King and the Heralds will one day come.)
“And henes gur sey vada saan rie allsknesi vorevor hel.” Rylin finished the statement from the Oracle’s Scrolls. (And they will have the blood of the ancients within them.)
Anja looked at both of them for a long moment. “And you… you have believed this all of this time?” She asked finally.

Rylin nodded her head. “Yes.”

“It has been the cornerstone of our purpose.” Garget told her now, and his words caused him to go up several notches in Anja’s book. “At least those of us among the Mountain Packs. Those who follow Osrod, the Coastal, City and Plains Packs, they have drifted away from what the Oracle has been teaching for as long as any of us can remember.”

“Not all of them Garget.” Loras spoke. “There are some who still believe. And I think there are far more than what we know of.”

Garget nodded at her words. “Yes, you are correct Loras.”

“So this pinhead Osrod wanted to capture us, any of us, to get information out of us?” Anja asked. “That is what Sibot was ordered to do?”

Lazar nodded his head now. “I do not know what his exact orders to Sibot were.” He spoke. “Most likely that was part of it. More than likely he also wanted prisoners to barter to your mate for technology or other things. Anything to enhance his power base and make him stronger.”

“He would have been sorely disappointed.” Zarah spoke for the first time from where she stood. They all saw Retta grin beside Lazar and nod her head silently at this. “Our father and brother would have come for us. They would have brought ruin to this fool Osrod. Our fervon especially.”

“Mard astia.” Retta echoed her sister’s words. (True Enough)
“You are not fully Lycavorian child.” Garget spoke but he did so with respect and no malice in his voice.

Zarah looked at her mother. “Medwan?”

Garget looked surprised. “You refer to her as mother?”

Anja nodded her head to Zarah and she looked back to Garget. “My mother is a vampire. Queen Isabella. I am half vampire as are my sister Carina and my brother Dorian. And I do call her mother. We do not differentiate who our birth mothers are however, we never have. My brothers and sisters and I see all of them as our mother. They speak with one voice and always have, just as if they were the ones who brought us into this world.” 

“Fascinating.” Rylin spoke looking at Anja. “You are…”

“I was Hadarian before Martin turned me.” Anja replied. “It is one of the many species within the Union.”
“But your blood…” Garget spoke softly. “Your aura… it is more powerful than almost any pureblooded Alpha female that I have smelled in my lifetime. I dare say only Loras comes close to matching your aura. How is that possible?”

“Una coi vada saan rie vada allsknesi Garget.” Rylin spoke. (It is the blood of the ancients.) “It flows within the True King and therefore any who are turned by him. The purest of any bloodline among our people no matter where we reside. Vada mard saan.” She looked at Anja now. “We have… we have always believed that we are descended from those who once lived on our true homeworld Queen Anja. We… oh my… what do you wish us to call you?”

Anja looked confused. “Call me?”

“You are Queen, one of six Queens to the Mard Revik.” Rylin spoke. “We must honor this.”

Anja shook her head. “Be that as it may be, you will find that we do not… we do not adhere to the usual decorum. Anja is just fine. We don’t consider ourselves any more important than the next person.”

“But you are… you are royalty.” Garget spoke. “By virtue of your blood.”

“We will refer to you as Lady Anja.” Rylin spoke putting an end to that conversation. “At least until we received new directives from the Oracle or from the Mard Revik.” All of them saw Anja smile and they heard Retta chuckle very softly. They looked at her with surprise and some distain but Retta shook her head quickly.

“Forgive me. I do not find you or your words humorous…” Retta quickly explained. “I just think my father will surprise you.”
“In what way child?” Garget asked.

“My father, our father…” Retta motioned to Zarah and Normya who stood behind her. “He is unlike any King that you might think of. In all the time we and our siblings have grown, he has done more to not be King to our people. He hates the job. He says that all of the time.”

“Retta!” Anja cautioned sharply causing her to meet her gaze. [Be careful what you say Baby Girl. We don’t yet know if we can trust them fully.]

Retta nodded her head quickly. [I’m sorry mother.] She spoke. [But I think you feel that we can trust them completely. It is what I feel.]

Anja nodded her head. [Perhaps… but your father would want us to be cautious Retta. You know that. Andro as well.]

Retta’s face changed instantly and she nodded her head without hesitation. Anja smiled at this reaction because it was a simple fact among all of their children. None of them wanted to do anything that would dishonor their father, they would die before doing that Anja knew, but ranking right up there with that knowledge was the fact that none of them wanted to look foolish to their older brother. Androcles had been there for each and every one of them during their lives and he had taught them many things, far more things than even their parents knew about, as Anja and her fellow Queens were discovering as time went by, and none of his siblings would do anything that they knew Androcles did not find prudent or smart.
While Garget sat there in his chair and saw only Anja staring at her daughter with an almost stern expression, Rylin, Loras and Lazar felt the faintest of tremors within their minds. Like tiny whispers upon a wind that were gone almost before you could recognize them. Rylin knew what it was from almost the moment she felt the whisper, and while she had cultivated through the years what the Oracle had shown her in regards to her Etheric ability, Rylin now knew that what she could do was infantile compared to this woman, her children and the Mard Revik. Rylin quickly decided to move the conversation back the way it had been going. Now was not the time to get into a discussion about Etheric abilities, for Garget and Lazar would not understand fully what Loras and she already knew. 

“As I was saying before…” Rylin began again. “Osrod’s grandfather and father began to diminish this belief until it was no longer our history, but a myth and legend. They even had official history and records altered to reflect this. Many among the Plains, City and Coastal Packs have forsaken this history as gibberish, but those from the Mountain Packs, the Alphas taken from Ventori and brought here, we have always believed and our faith has never wavered. No matter what Osrod and his ancestors did they could not beat this out of our people. It is one of the main reasons we, while not shunned by the others, are avoided. We are allowed to go everywhere within COLS, serve in the military and such, all under the stipulation that we do not preach or try to convert others.”
“Who taught you this?” Anja asked her.

“Our Oracle from Ventori did not survive the return trip here to Jetania, but her writings and teachings have been the basis for us for millennia.” Rylin answered. “When we came here and discovered the COLS Oracle spoke and taught the same thing, it was one of the reasons we decided to remain. And the fact that Osrod’s grandfather would not let us leave. Nilantha combined what our Oracle taught us into what she taught, they were essentially the same thing you see, and it was almost as if we did not leave Ventori.”

“And how long have you been here?” Anja asked.

Rylin shrugged her shoulders. “No one really knows anymore.” She answered honestly. “The Oracle I’m sure has the exact number of years, she was there to greet many of the senior Pack members when they first arrived, from a distance anyway, but for most of us it no longer matters. At least two hundred and fifty thousand years or something like that.”

“And how long have the others been here?” Anja asked her.

Rylin shook her head slowly. “Long before we arrived here. Perhaps an additional hundred thousand years or so. Mountain Pack history begins when we arrived here, but the history of COLS goes back another hundred thousand years at least.”
Anja nodded her head to herself. That timetable fit roughly with what information Martin and the others had been able to put together. She looked at Rylin and Loras. “When can we meet with Nilantha?” She asked.
Rylin nodded her head. “She will be arriving shortly. Taris and Anoria went to retrieve her. I…” Rylin turned when the door to the secure conference room opened and a young Alpha male moved in quickly and went right to Garget.

“Something has come up that needs your attention sir.” He spoke to Garget.

Garget looked across the table at Lazar. “Lazar… you and Rhaos join me.” He spoke coming to his feet. “Rylin we will be in the Command Center when the Oracle arrives. I would like to meet her Rylin, given what is happening all around us now.”

Rylin nodded her head with a smile. “I believe it is time for just that Garget my old friend.” She replied. “Finish what you need to take care of and return here.” She said.

Anja watched intently as Lazar rose to his feet, glancing at Retta for a long moment, her green eyes looking up into his face before he turned and followed Rhaos and Garget out of the room. She turned back to Anja and the others as Zarah moved to take Lazar’s vacated seat beside her sister, and Normya moved a chair from the other side of the wall to take up position on Retta’s opposite side. Lucia simply stood behind Zarah, her hands on Zarah’s shoulders.
Rylin watched this within interest for she could tell instantly that the young, red haired female was coming into Phase. Her first Phase if Rylin’s nose was accurate, and it was going to be a powerful one if she was any judge, but amazingly she was suppressing it unlike any female wolf she had ever seen before. She was drawing strength from her sisters in the room and also from her mother in doing this Rylin was sure, any female wolf could do that to a degree, but this young female was suppressing her fever almost to the point that it did not hamper her mentally or physically in any way. Rylin did not know how she was doing it, but she was, and she also noticed that Lazar Aspion was the focal point of this young woman’s interest. Rylin had seen desire in a female wolf before, yet what she saw in Retta’s eyes for Lazar was pure, unbridled passion, deep longing and ardent desire. And though Lazar was fighting it very well, she knew he felt the same attraction to Retta, for he would never have sat beside her at the table otherwise. 

“He doesn’t trust us yet.” Anja’s voice drew Rylin out of her thoughts.

“Lady Anja?” She asked looking at Anja. Rylin didn’t know it but she had just coined what everyone among the Mountain Packs would begin to call Anja and her fellow Queens now and into the future.
“Garget.” Anja spoke sitting back in her chair and looking at Loras. “He doesn’t trust us completely. I could smell that on him easily. And pulling Lazar and Rhaos out of here as if I would not know what he intended was a dead giveaway as well.”

Loras leaned forward. “Anja, he is one of the most loyal men I have…” She began to defend him but Anja shook her head.

“No, I understand. Believe me I do.” Anja spoke quickly. “In his shoes I would probably be the same way. I respect that. He cares deeply for both of you, that much is obvious.” Anja looked at Rylin. “Does he know that Nilantha is not Lycavorian?”

Rylin shook her head. “Very few of our people do.” She replied. “With you being here and the Mard Revik and the Heralds not far behind you, I believe it is time to change that.”

Anja nodded her head. “That would probably be a good thing.” She spoke. She looked at Loras once more. “You realize that once this fool Osrod finds out about her, he will use that knowledge to discredit her. Or try to anyway. Maybe even attempt to kill her if her knowledge is as extensive as I think it is.”
Loras nodded her head. “Yes. We have always known that, but we are prepared for it.” She answered. “She may be a different species, but as I have learned so very recently, there is no way she could know what she knows without being Lycavorian at least in her heart.” Loras met her eyes. “And she is.”

Garget drew Lazar and Rhaos into the separate room down the corridor as the young Alpha moved to the massive wall bank of monitors in the room. This was the main control point for the city of Warim and its defenses as well as the surrounding two hundred square kilometers of territory around Warim. Nothing living gained entry into that area without being detected by someone in this main control room. Thousands of hidden cameras and sensors of all kinds were spread all over the two hundred square kilometers and it was very nearly impossible to traverse more than a few hundred feet within the control area without some sort of sensor detecting your movements. Every Mountain Pack city was set up in such a way, and it was one of the reasons Osrod had never been able to extend his reach into their territory.
“What do you have Odak?” Garget asked him.

The young man sat in his chair and pulled up something on the huge monitor in front of him. “They came in through the western tunnels sir.” Odak answered pointing to the monitor. “Half a dozen Alphas on what appears to be a hunting trip. You can see for yourselves who leads them.”

Garget, Lazar and Rhaos all looked at the monitor as the picture tightened on the face of one wolf.

“Juyno!” Lazar snarled angrily. “Lon nubous lytor!” 

“They continue to use the Western Tunnels thinking that we cannot see them when they enter our territory.” Odak spoke. “This is the third trip he has led into our lands in the last eight months.” 
Lazar and Rhaos both snorted in obvious disgust at this information and Garget smiled in response to their reaction. “Hunting trip my mida!” Lazar snarled angrily. “If my dog of a half-brother is leading them, they are searching for any Mountain Pack females that may stray from the main travel corridors or ones they can snatch from a small village.”

Garget nodded his head. “Their forays into our lands are becoming more frequent since the two of you and Laon have been out among the stars playing hero these last years.” Garget told them. “Three of them have been successful in the last five years alone.”

Lazar looked at him. “The females?”

“Two from the Gorlet Pack and one from the Sinsal Pack.” Garget answered. “It took all of your mother’s will to keep the Sinsal Pack from openly wiping out the Plains Pack that took her. Loras’ proxy lodged a formal complaint with your father’s staff but they laughed it off as they always do.”
“Did they retrieve them?” Rhaos asked now.

Garget shook his head with a sly grin. “Surprisingly, all of the young females chose to remain. The Alphas who claimed them treated them well and have been committed to them to a fault since they were taken. None have taken other mates and the three females have garnered the trust of those around them now. They make excellent intelligence sources. All of them have children now, and when the Alphas bring them back to their Packs to visit, all three return with them and they act with honor and integrity. It took Melkot Sinsal longer to accept it, it was one of his daughters that was taken, but now even he is satisfied with the young wolf. He has proven his dedication to Melkot’s daughter, which is no small feat.”

Lazar nodded his head. “No it is not.” He agreed.

Rhaos looked at Lazar. “So there is still some hope for them.” He stated.

Garget nodded his head. “Perhaps. They are the only three that have been allowed to remained mated however. The other females they have taken have all been returned to their packs. Most of the COLS Alpha have no stomach for a Mountain Pack Alpha female. They want their women submissive and meek.” Garget looked at Lazar now. “That young half breed burns for you Lazar.”

Lazar looked up quickly and met his eyes. “And I for her Garget.” He answered honestly. He would never lie to this man, who he regarded as more a father to him than his own blood. “I do not understand it… I have been in the presence of other females in Phase. Powerful Alpha females, but none of them have affected me as Retta does. It’s almost as if my blood yearns to be with her. It burns to be with her. Her blood calls to me like nothing I have ever felt Garget!”

Garget nodded his head. “Half breed though she may be Lazar, if she truly does have the blood of the ancients within her, the blood of the Mard Revik, then no pureblood on Jetania will be like her. Her aura reeks for you Lazar. She wants only you. Even an old wolf like me can smell that. Do what your blood and your instincts call for you to do my boy.”
Lazar looked at him. “If the Mard Revik is even half as frightening as this tiny Queen he has chosen; I will do no such thing!” Lazar exclaimed. “I wish to keep my cock right where it is!”

Garget laughed now with Rhaos, who pounded his friend on the back. It lasted for several moments and then Garget looked at them. “Now tell me.” He spoke, his voice turning serious. “What did you see?”

“They have my ship.” Lazar spoke somberly. “My crew. After what Sibot did I don’t know what will happen to them. I failed them Garget.”

Garget shook his head quickly. “You did no such thing.” He retorted. “You acted as any good commander would have done when faced with what you told me you saw.” Garget turned and looked at the screen for a long moment. “After what I have seen this tiny Queen do, the power she commands and she is only half Lycavorian, no I do not believe they will harm your crew Lazar. It would give them nothing and if this is the Mard Revik he would know that.”

Lazar and Rhaos looked at him, Rhaos nodding his head and reaching up to squeeze the shoulder of his oldest friend and confidant. “Garget is right Lazar.” He said turning to look at Garget. “We did not see much before we left orbit of Ventori Garget.” He replied.

Garget nodded his head. “But what did you see?” He asked.

Lazar looked at him now. “Power.” He replied. “Power the likes of which none of us have ever imagined Garget. Ships that make our largest and most powerful warship appear infantile in comparison. Their troops are extremely well trained and heavily armed and as you have seen for yourself, not all of them are Lycavorian. We saw dozens of species, though the actual number who acted as warriors was limited to perhaps half a dozen. Their weapons and tactics are far superior to what we have. Lady Anja and those with her on that ship took us down without so much as breaking a sweat.”
Rhaos rolled his eyes. “You had to remind me didn’t you?” He spoke under his breath and reached up to rub his shoulder where Anja had stabbed him. 

Garget smiled once more. “Never be ashamed of being bested by someone who is better trained and equipped than you Rhaos. We are not all superior as Osrod would have so many of our young troops believe.”

“Garget they fight beside sinuovas!” Lazar spoke. 

Garget looked at him with wide eyes. “Impossible. Sinuovas are nothing more than a myth! Tales from books that we tell our children!”

“We saw them for ourselves Garget.” Rhaos spoke again. “They are massive and these Lycavorians ride them into battle! They wear armor of some kind and have vicious claws and teeth!”

Garget looked at Lazar and saw him nod his head. “He is not lying Garget. They are very intelligent from what we could see and it is almost as if they can talk to these Lycavorians.”

“Talk to them?” Garget asked.

Lazar nodded his head. “I don’t know how to explain it, but that is what it appeared like to me.” He shook his head. “We were not able to observe them for too long because of Sibot’s fool actions, but that is what we saw.”

“What the dark haired half breed woman did.” Garget spoke softly. “The other woman and that bone faced one. I have never seen someone move with such speed. They were only blurs in my vision.”

Lazar nodded his head. “That is how they got the upper hand on the ship.” He said. “They must have been hiding somewhere with powerful scent maskers waiting for the right moment. Were it not for Retta’s mother… had she given the word we would all be dead Garget.”

“Half breed or not, the blood within her is more powerful than any I have ever smelled with the possible exception of your mother.” Garget spoke softly. He moved to a chair and settled his large frame into it deep in thought. Lazar and Rhaos both watched him and remained silent for a long few moments. Finally, Lazar stepped forth.

“What is it Garget?” He asked.

Garget met his eyes. “All of my life I have believed what the teachings of the Oracle have told us, yet a large part of me would always push it aside as fantasy and that we needed to be ourselves.” He spoke. “Now… now the very prophesies that we have always whispered and hoped would take place, even though many of us never truly believed them, now it seems they were all true.”

 “What does that mean?” Rhaos asked.
“It means that things are about to begin changing.” Garget answered. He looked at Lazar. “And I don’t think your father will be happy.”
“Nubou tye!” Lazar spat.

Garget laughed heartily now. “He is not my type young wolf.” He spoke causing both Lazar and Rhaos to join in his laughter. “Come, let us make sure that wondrous ship on our airfield is secure and then return to Rylin and the others.”

LORENU

TEMPLE SITE

It had been a very quick exit from SPARTA'S WRATH to be sure. Sadi and Ne'Veha had the PREMONITION prepped and ready for departure before they were halfway to the landing bay. All of them had experienced the flash of great Etheric presence within Andro for he kept nothing from them now. The bond that Sadi and the others shared was an almost exact copy of the connection that Aricia and the Queens shared. The six of them were so tightly bound together now that it was a simple matter to talk and send their emotions to each other. It had taken some getting used to at first, but they had quickly grown in both strength and power. Even Carisia, who could not sense a wolf aura, was no longer left out. Whenever Andro pulsed one of them, it instantly translated within the Etheric realm to Carisia, who could then feel exactly what his aura did to them and almost exactly what it felt like. It was utterly glorious for Carisia Leonidas because now she truly felt whole in her love for Androcles and his for her.

The PREMONITION dropped quickly to the surface of Lorenu, flying over the city center and drawing many gasps and shouts of surprise. Kadeer was true to his word and several land vehicles were arriving just as Sadi and Ne'Veha brought the PREMONITION in for a landing in the lone, large clearing only four hundred meters from the entrance to the temple.

Androcles led Dorian, Laren and their father out of the ship quickly, leaping onto Elynth’s back for the short, almost casual leap it took her to cover the distance to the flower covered entrance way into the Temple. Ryner, Ladur and Torma all followed without pause, causing everyone else to try and play catch up. Whatever it was that the four of them were feeling, it was being felt by their Bonded sister and brothers as well. By the time Aricia and For'mya made it off the ship Kadeer was running around the rear of the ship and looking up at the ramp to watch Dynina rush down and stand beside them.

“Dynina!” Kadeer gasped.

“Something appeared on the bridge of our ship!” Dynina gasped at him, reaching for his arm.

Kadeer nodded as he saw his children moving down the ramp quickly, their Bonded Ones matching their steps. All three of their dragons had grown in size immensely, something that no one thought they would do. The Vrrarhoinpa caste of their species were not abundant on Lorenu and those that did live here were much smaller than their Darastrixi kin from Icarava. It appeared that being among their kind within the ships of the Union had stimulated the growth of his children’s dragons and they were now twice the size of when they had left. 

“We saw it too!” Kadeer exclaimed as his children surrounded him and he embraced them tightly. “Where are they going?” He gasped.

“Dynina we must follow them!” Aricia stammered as she clutched For'mya’s hand tightly. “Whatever they are feeling within them it is growing.”

Dynina nodded her head and grasped her other hand. “Kadeer, this is Queen Aricia and Queen For'mya, my staaniaketo’s wives and mates.”
Kadeer bowed his head formally. “My… my Queens.”

“This way!” Dynina spoke urgently, grabbing Aricia and For'mya’s hands. “The path is this way.”

Martin and Androcles stood side-by-side, Dorian and Laren on either side of them as they stood there staring at the entrance to the Temple only a few feet away. The walls appeared to be polished rock of some sort that blended almost perfectly with the surrounding natural terrain. The double doors were in the shape of an arch, and much large than normal doors, easily able to fit Torma through them if needed. Down the center of each door was a clear material that allowed them to look inside from where they stood and they saw the solid ivory metallic wall within with the symbols that Dynina, Nicha and the others had spoken of. All of them could feel the Etheric power radiating from the structure. Elynth and her father rested nimbly on the hard ground directly behind Martin and Androcles, their talons pulled under their bodies as if waiting to spring into action with Ladur and Ryner on either side of them behind their Bonded One. They could hear and smell the others begin to clear the trees and move into the large clearing behind them. The area had been turned into sort of a flowered garden like area with benches and tall lights all around. High above the face of the cliff in front of them they could see the back of the temple that had been built on the surface of the plateau where the city was.

Laren stared at the entrance, her heart racing almost out of control, along with Andro and Dorian’s. She could hear her soul father’s more measured heart beating, but almost equally as excited as hers. She turned her head and looked up into Martin’s face.


“Ano medwan?” She asked softly.


Martin nodded his head slowly and gripped her hand within his. “Pen echea una kos ano fenneennum.” (I feel it too soul daughter.)

Without really thinking about it, Dynina, Aricia and For'mya stopped about ten meters behind where they stood and the others fell in all around them. Kadeer was holding the hands of his daughters tightly and he looked at Dynina with confusion on his face.


“Dynina… what do they feel?” He asked all of them having heard Martin and Laren speak.


Dynina shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered. “It… it does not feel any different than the other times I have been here.” She looked at Aricia. “Aricia? For'mya? Do you feel anything out of the ordinary?”


Aricia and For'mya both shook their heads and looked at her. “No.” Aricia answered for them. “We can sense the Etheric resonance just as you, but nothing else.”

“We have never seen Martin or Androcles act in this way.” For'mya spoke now. “It is… this is beginning to…”
Her words were cut off as all of them saw the white flash of light to the right of the entrance and the sphere of white light appeared once more, just as it had on the ship. Kadeer began reaching for his weapon but Dynina quickly grabbed his arm. “Kadeer no!” She exclaimed.

“Son vada carians!” Aricia muttered as she and For'mya suddenly staggered and dropped to their knees.

Helen and Sarlana had finally caught up to them just as Aricia and For'mya dropped and Dynina turned to look at them, reaching for Aricia. Sadi, Ne'Veha and Andro’s wives and mates were right behind them with Sheva and Onera.
“Aricia!” Dynina almost yelled.

Helen was beside For'mya in the next instant and the moment she touched For'mya’s arm, her eyes grew wider and she too gasped. “Oh… oh my god!”
Dynina fell to her knees instantly as Aricia gripped her tighter, and Sarlana moved up beside her reaching for her. “What…” Sarlana’s emerald eyes went wide. “Ithquenti tiichi ve!” She gasped. (Gods bless me)

“Helen!” For'mya almost shouted. “Helen do you feel it? Dynina!”

The five women were crowded around one another now, the others from Kadeer’s detachment gathered around watching with wide, and confused eyes. They could only watch as Sadi led the others right up to them, reaching out to touch them in some manner, not caring what was happening and soon there were twelve women all crowded together. Kadeer watched with worried eyes even as he squeezed Perlae and Ishma’s hands within his own. “Dynina!” He barked out. “Dynina what is wrong.”

He watched her eyes turn towards him and he inhaled sharply when he saw the amethyst color of her eyes shining back at him and almost glowing. “Oh… oh Kadeer it feels glorious!” She gasped aloud as tears flooded her eyes.

Kadeer’s eyes snapped up when the white sphere moved quickly to hover in front of Martin for a long moment and then Andro, Dorian and Laren in turn. It returned to its position in front of Martin, pulsing with light and Etheric power. It was power and warmth that Martin and Andro had never felt before, Dorian and Laren not having as much experience with the Tomes of Sumar to truly expand their power and abilities as Martin and Androcles had. They could feel it the most however, basking in the warmth and overwhelming sense of knowledge, of power and the most of all, of family.
“Father…” Andro whispered almost reverently. “Father we have… Dorian, Laren and I have been here before.”
Martin glanced at his son. “When you blacked out for those few seconds?”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes.”

“I remember the doors most of all.” Dorian echoed his brother’s words.

Laren nodded her head. “Yes. The doors. When they opened we…” She looked at Martin once more. “It was… so much poured into us then, but it was gone when we woke.”

Martin turned back to the white sphere which was hovering in front of him still, silent, as if measuring him in some way. Torma, Elynth, Ladur and Ryner had moved closer to them the moment the sphere appeared and now they were only a few inches behind their Bonded Ones. The sphere rose slightly, hovering just above Martin’s head to seemingly stare at Torma’s massive head and golden eyes. It shifted to Elynth for a long moment, and then Ryner and finally Ladur before returning to Torma and finally lowering back down in front of Martin.

“Ideas anyone?” Martin asked openly. “Because at this very moment I’m kind of fresh out of what to do.” 

“We should…” Andro began to speak but the white sphere pulsed, and began to speak in that female voice from the ship, silencing his words.

Four million, six hundred and nineteen thousand, four hundred and twelve years and Revelation has finally come full circle. The Beginning has reached its End. And the End has brought forth The Beginning. The Bloodline of the True King is all but complete. The True King and his Heralds stand before the Temple once more. The Unification is just over the horizon. Now it is time to shape the invisible. For the future depends on it.
“Who are you?” Martin finally asked.

The sphere centered on Martin and moved closer still, within inches of his face.

Who? Not what?

“Not what.” Martin spoke evenly shaking his head as Canth’s words to him all those years ago resounded in his mind at this exact moment.
“You need to step beyond the power that you wield… step beyond the boundaries of what your eyes and your senses tell you. Everything is not always as it seems son of Leonidas.” 
“I can… we can feel you. Whoever you are.” He said. “This… this sphere is merely a projection of you.”
The sphere hovered for a few seconds more.
You have learned well and taught better. You have honored your bloodline like no other before you Martin Leonidas. You are the True King reborn.  

“Who are you?” Martin asked once more.
The beginning of your answers lay inside these walls Martin Leonidas. It is here where you and the Heralds will be bestowed a gift. A gift that you must accept for it will lead you to the Beginning of it all. The Mountain of Stone and Light holds the final item and the final answers that will signify to all that you have returned. And bring about the Unification.

“What is this Unification?” Martin asked.

The sphere seemed to hesitate and then it turned to Androcles.

You have not revealed the gifts to the one who gave life to you?

Androcles shook his head slowly. “How do you know that?” He demanded but with no malice in his voice. “We only just… we only just discovered it two days ago!”

Discovered it? Do you think me foolish Herald Androcles Leonidas? You, the only Herald that rivals your father in power? You and she felt their blessed conception the moment it occurred. The sanctified life that your beloved Sadi carries within her is the Reunification of your people on the grandest of scales. They will be the culmination of millions of years of separation coming to an end. And the children that follow with your other beloved wives will only serve to reinforce this and make that Reunification even stronger.
Martin looked at Androcles with wide eyes now, his head whipping around to look at Sadi who was now crouched beside For'mya with what amounted to a sheepish grin of utter embarrassment on her beautiful face, while Ne'Veha, Carisia, Caliria, Sehri and Lu'ria all stared at the hovering sphere with open mouthed shock at what the female voice had just announced.

“Sadi is… Sadi carries a child?” Martin gasped at his son even as Aricia and For'mya were suddenly swarming Sadi and nuzzling her cheeks with happiness and love.

Andro looked at his father with that same sheepish grin he had used his entire life when caught doing something he wasn’t supposed to do. “Two actually.”

“Twins!” Martin almost shouted.
“I was going to tell you but things got…” Andro began but the soft feminine laughter cut his words off and they all looked at the sphere once more.

As it has been told, so now shall it be. It is time now. Time for all of you to take your places. Only those who carry the blood of Mahanlo within them may enter the Temple. Inside you will find what is needed for you to shape the future. Inside you will find me. 
Martin looked at the sphere. “Find you? What is… what is in there?” He asked

The sphere moved closer to him, as if staring deeply into his eyes. 

The answers you have sought for most of your life Martin Leonidas. It is time now for you to know everything. Your entire history, and where it all began. It is time for your sons Androcles and Dorian and for Laren Ti-Shara to know what they are and why. 
It is time for you to know what you are.

The sphere moved away from them, gliding over to the double doors and positioning itself to the side before turning back to look at Martin and the others.


Enter you must.


Martin turned and held out his hand for Dynina and Aricia and For'mya, Androcles doing the same for Sadi and the others. The sphere darted forward away from the door quickly.


No. Only those born with the blood of Mahanlo may enter. Your beloved wives and mates must remain here.  


“Eli?” Andro spoke reaching for his sister’s hand. Eliani stood between Jomann and Brendi and had not expected this, her green eyes going wide.


“Andro I… I don’t…” Eliani began to speak as the sphere drifted over closer to him.


Your oldest offspring with the fiery haired Queen Anja, Martin Leonidas. Born with the blood of Mahanlo in her veins. She may enter. 


Eliani didn’t hesitate then and she took Andro’s hand, allowing him to pull her closer where she also took hold of her father’s hand.


“Never fear the unknown sister.” Andro spoke as Eliani looked at him.


Eliani snorted at him softly. “Whenever you say that I end up having to patch up your mida.” She spoke turning back to look at Jomann. She saw her beloved husband and mate nod his head proudly and pull Brendi closer to him. She turned back and looked at Andro and then her father. “Oh, what the hell.” She said.


Martin chuckled. “That’s my girl.”


They heard the soft female chuckle come from the sphere once more and they all looked at it.

There is Mahanlo blood within her for certain. As it flows within all of your children. Come. Do not be afraid.


The sphere moved to the doors once more and turned back to look at them. 


The future awaits.

Martin Leonidas watched as the double doors closed behind them and they seemingly disappeared into the face of the mountain that this Temple was built into. Martin had to admit that he was more frightened now than at any point in his life. This was truly the unknown now, and Martin Leonidas had no idea what was going to happen. They could have just walked into a very elaborate trap for all he knew, and they had done it willingly. He turned back and saw Androcles, Dorian and Laren move up to the wall in front of them where the three symbols resided. They were large and etched in some type of bold ink directly into the wall. He watched as first Laren, then Andro and then Dorian reached up with their hands and caressed the symbols on the wall almost reverently. His eyes narrowed as Andro’s fingers brushed the wall and a layer of dust fell away, Dorian and Laren doing the same and finally revealing a fourth symbol beneath the three. This symbol was unmistakable and known to them without doubt. It was the inverted letter V emblazoned on what could only be the etching of a Shi Viska.
Andro looked at his father with wide eyes now. “Father this is…” He gasped as Martin stepped closer with equally wide eyes.

“My shield!” Martin finished his son’s words.

As it was passed to you. And will be passed to every King in your bloodline when the time is right. The sphere spoke from the side.

Dorian and Laren were brushing more and more dust away, revealing connecting symbols and shapes moving up and down on the broad expanse of the wall. Some of the symbols and shapes, each of them encased in its own circular shape or fist size coin, had the letter M engraved into the upper right corner. All those that Dorian and Laren were revealing beneath Martin’s shield had this same letter, while two of the three above it had the M. The third had the Darastrixi letter T engraved into it. Several lines branched out from that symbol, containing both the letter T and M. Eliani moved forward quickly, squeezing in beside her brother Dorian and Laren and she reached up to touch the wall directly over the circular symbol with dark red writing in the center and the letters M and Y.

“Father this symbol…” Eliani looked at him with bright eyes. “I have seen this before! At the palace on Hadaria. It was engraved into the columns on the Reliquary in the library! M and Y. Mahanlo and Yelu! It’s grandfather’s symbol! It has to be!”

Martin turned his head quickly to look at the sphere. “How is that possible?”

The Wall of Connection tells the story.

Andro was now reaching above his head and Dorian followed suit as they brushed away centuries of dust and revealed symbols and lines that reached across the face of the massive wall, up and down and to either side.

“Ithquenti!” Laren gasped aloud as she saw the symbols, reaching up to touch the one with the M and T on it, several lines extending away to the side which branched off into a dozen others. “This is the crest of my family!”
Andro’s fingers traced the lines from their family down and to the side, brushing away the dust. His eyes narrowed slightly when he saw the slightly larger crest and the lines that branched away from it to the right of where his father’s shield crest resided. He looked up at the sphere. “These crests?” He asked. “They bear the letter M but they are not connected to the others except by my father. Why?”

This way. 
The sphere spoke as it moved around the end of the massive wall and disappeared. Martin and the other followed without thought now and they entered into the enormous cathedral like room just on the other side of the thick wall.

There were benches all around the single massive crystal fountain that resided in the center of the room. Clear water flowed from the top of the fountain and into the huge pond all around it. Pure mountain water if Martin’s nose was correct. Several tunnels branched off from this main room, and there were murals of some sort on all of the surrounding walls mixed in with some incredibly advanced machinery of some kind and several of what could only be computer stations, complete with high backed chairs and small side tables. Huge flower planters were spread out all over with stunning and colorful floral of different patterns and kinds.

“Carians!” Eliani gasped. “It’s… it’s beautiful!” She moved forward and reached out to caress one of the huge flowers at the base of the fountain. As her fingers touched the silk like petals, Eliani gasped again, the petals seemingly curving towards the touch of her skin.

The Hall of Knowledge. The centerpiece of this facility. Within this room and others like it throughout this facility are the archives containing the history of our people from their inception.

“Our people!” Martin hissed as he looked at the sphere.

The sphere moved to one portion of the room that extended slightly out from the circular nature of the surrounding walls with all of the murals on them. There was a low rumbling sound and they all turned to watch as one entire section of the wall lifted away revealing a chamber of some sort. The sphere flared brightly and then it was gone and they were staring at the vision of an older woman in a form fitting white dress that fell to the floor. She looked to be in her early fifties by visual reference, with long flowing black hair and deep brown eyes. It appeared to be a very powerful Etheric apparition just as Sumar and Dadrien had appeared to them, but much more focused and clear. The woman appeared to be in the room with them.

This is me. The apparition spoke with a small smile.

Eliani moved forward now, all hesitation gone from her as she viewed the chamber and the surrounding equipment with a trained eye.

“Eli?” Martin asked his daughter.

“Alvva… this is… this is the most advanced life support chamber I have ever seen!” Eliani almost shouted out the words. “Nothing we have comes close to this! This could…” She turned to look at him with wide eyes. “This is a Cryo Chamber father!”    

“What?” Martin almost yelled. “Are you sure?”
Eliani nodded her head. “It has all of the proper systems installed around the pod itself.” Eliani moved over beside the large computer console. “Systems to monitor and regulate power output. There are some things here that I have never seen before, but this…” She pointed to the large chamber next to the computer. “This is… this looks like some kind of Neural Booster. I recognize some of the designs in comparison to our Mark IIs. This is ground based, though whatever is powering it is beyond what I can see.” Eliani studied the console in front of her for several more moments and then she whirled around to look at her father. “Father, whoever is inside this chamber is Lycavorian! The life sign readings are unmistakable and…”

“Atle arande?” Andro asked her.

Eliani looked at Androcles with wide eyes. “If… if these instruments are correct, this body has been here for over four million years!”

Martin whirled around and looked at the image of the woman. “You?” He rasped out the question.

They all saw the Etheric projection of the woman nod her head. “My corporeal form, yes. The sphere is simply a means for me to project myself to other places as I did on your ship.”

Eliani turned away from the consoles and looked at the woman. “This body is perfectly preserved! No physical degradation at all!”
“How?” Martin spoke. “Who are you?”

“My name is Reva.” She answered them. “Reva Mahanlo.”

“Mahanlo?” Martin gasped. “How… how is that possible?”

“The how of it is much more involved to say the least.” The projection answered with a smile. “The technology you see, the Temple all around us, and the three others like it across the universe, they were built by the Onab in preparation.”
“Preparation of what?” Androcles asked.

The projection of Reva Mahanlo smiled once more. “The future.” She replied. 

She waved her hand slightly and the lights in the massive room dimmed lower, the ceiling then coming alive with the depictions of stars and nebulas stretching across the entire area above them. Laren was the first to react and she released Dorian’s hand, which she had been holding tightly and moved across the room to point up at several bright points.  

“This is… this is Darastrixi space!” She gasped. “This is my homeworld! I recognize the star reference points!”

Andro moved up beside her now, his head canted upwards. “This is Earth!” He spoke pointing upward. “The Milky Way! And Apo Prime!”

Martin was staring at the image of the woman, her dark brown eyes focused on him now. He stepped closer to the Etheric projection. “It was you.” He said softly. “You said that Sphere thing allows you to project yourself to other places. Based on what we have seen, I’m guessing that the confines of time and space and the Ion Nebula surrounding this system does not limit where you can go.”

The Etheric image of Reva Mahanlo smiled and shook her head. “It does not… no. It has been quite enlightening to be honest.”

“You are… then you are our ancestor?” Dorian asked now, turning from looking at the stars above.

They all saw Reva smile and nod her head. “Several hundred generations removed, but yes.”

Martin reached up and rubbed his temple. “Man this is; this is out there. This is way out there.”

“How?” Androcles asked moving up beside his father now.

“As I said, the how is far more involved than you could possibly imagine.” Reva replied. “I have waited a very long time for this day to arrive. To see all of you standing within these walls now, the wait has been worth the journey.” They watched as her figure walked over to one of the many benches surrounding the fountain and she settled onto it. “Allow me to fulfill my role and give you the knowledge that has always been meant for you.”
“Knowledge?” Martin asked.

Reva nodded her head. “The how. The why. The answers to so many of the questions you have sought for your entire life Martin. The true history of your people and those who came before you.”

“Are you saying that what we have been raised believing in is wrong?” Androcles asked now.
Reva shook her head. “Hardly.” She answered with that gentle smile. “It is just not complete.”

“Complete how?” Martin asked her.

“The knowledge that was stricken from our history by mutual decision over four million years ago.” Reva answered. “Stricken from history by the leaders of the Onab and your very own ancestors Martin. This decision changed the course of events for the entire galaxy, and some of these events were not pleasant. It had to be done however, to preserve the future.”

“You keep speaking of the future.” Martin spoke as he sat down beside her now. “Do you know the future?”

Reva chuckled softly as Dorian, Laren, Eliani and then Androcles settled to the floor beside the fountain in front of her. Reva smiled as she saw Eliani lean against her older brother while Laren leaned against Dorian.

“Do I know the future… no.” She answered him. “Have I had a hand in shaping what has led up to this moment… yes.”

“So… the Dahakoan Scrolls and language?” Laren asked. “The Lycavorian Scrolls? You saved them?”
Reva looked at her and nodded. “I took steps to ensure that they were safeguarded and brought to safety throughout the many years, yes.” Reva held up her hand as Martin was about to ask her another question and she looked at him as he stopped his words. “To give you the complete history that was hidden away will take some time Martin aur saan, even in the very condensed version that I will give to you now. Within these walls and spread among the other three locations is the complete and unredacted version. When we are finished here, you will know their locations and then the many historians among our people and the different species it involves will have their content to study for centuries to come. It must be protected at all costs Martin. This knowledge must never be lost to the winds of time and change.” Reva looked at him intently, and for the first time Martin saw in her dark brown eyes what he saw every time he looked in the mirror. “And you will also have the knowledge to make the decisions that will shape the invisible.” 

“Your eyes.” Martin spoke softly. 
Reva smiled and nodded her head. “Yes.” She told him. “I know you can see it. Sense it within me. Only you would be able to do this.”

“You… you were there.” Martin spoke almost reverently. “You lived it.”

Reva nodded her head as she gazed at him, even as she heard Eliani gasp and Andro’s azure eyes grew wide. “You defy all of the expectations that we had ever hoped for Martin Leonidas. All we had hoped to create and see in the future. You continue to shatter all the conceptions of that which we wanted to save.” Reva turned and looked at Androcles. “And you have passed this trait to your first born son. To all of your children.”
Martin blinked several times and then shrugged his broad shoulders. “Predictable is…”

“…Boring.” Reva finished his statement with a small laugh. “Yes, I know.”

Reva took a deep breath and then lifted her hand. The stars above disappeared to be replaced by lush green forests and towering mountains and oceans. Spaced among the forests and mountains were shining cities of glass and steel that blended perfectly with the natural terrain and life all around them. 

“It begins here.” Reva spoke softly. “Lycavore is your homeworld, it will always be your homeworld. Our people’s homeworld. That is what they wanted for all of our people, even those who have never been there. At least not yet. It all began here, however. This is where the true Royal Lycavorian Bloodline was founded. This is where it all began. This planet is where you, Androcles, Dorian, Eliani, all of your children, all of your wives and mates, even Laren Ti'shara, this is where the blood that flows within each of you started. This is… this is where hope was born. And this is where the journey begins.”
“What is its name?” Laren gasped as her dual colored blue eyes gazed at the images all around them.

“Cerath. It was called Cerath.”


“…Thought you had decided to wait?” Aricia questioned Sadi as they sat around the area outside of the Temple Doors. 

The area had filled up quickly with both Durcunusaan security and members of the Tri-Alliance forces under Dynina. Kadeer took no chances with the safety of those who now sat in the sacred area around the Temple and he gave Jomann a full briefing and quick tour of the area so that he could secure the area. Lorenu was a very temperate planet and as the sun began to fall, the temperature remained at a very pleasant level with a cool breeze from the north. Dynina knew nothing would pull Aricia and the others from the entrance to the Temple and she had food and drink brought to them here. She was now sitting with the Leonidas women near the majestic fountain. Jezima, Dasha, Gorgo, all of them were here along with the wives and mates of every Leonidas male. Dynina had never felt more at home than she did now. Perlae, Ishma, and Awser sat with their cousins as if it was the most natural thing in the world and this caused Dynina no small amount of pride and happiness. None of them were treated differently in any way, and Kadeer took note of this as well very quickly, the same pride and happiness swirling through him. They had always been different growing up, the only children of two different species, but they had never really fit in until now. With Martin, Androcles and the others inside the Temple, none of them were leaving. Dragons now sat around the entire area, though Elynth, Torma, Ryner and Ladur were still off by themselves, closet to the Temple and seemingly in a deep trance. Tharua remained beside the massive body of her mate Jeth, Anthar resting beside him, his head always glancing to his beloved Elynth. Aurith, Isheeni and Aradace sat with Caydren and Cinol between them with Mara, Endeem, Jeru and Mayla now joining them not far from where the women had gathered. Denali, Deion and Calyb sat with Aviel, Nahko and Laren’s mother and father Yokra and Robati. As Byron Leonidas was the youngest child, he had accepted the fact that he would remain on the ship for the most part as a last chance security measure. He did not mind in the least for it allowed him and Namiri to explore and discover each other in a way that brought them closer and closer together. Byron had claimed Namiri in the way of their people and while the information had yet to reach the Tasmor Quorum, Saydia Daret and a few others knew that Namiri was now truly a Princess of the Lycavorian Union. The fact that now two of her daughters were members of this family of Lycavorians was far more than Saydia had ever dreamed about. Emylea was already being referred to as Princess in the same breath as Mari, for Deion had claimed her their first night together with Mari. Saydia had always known her youngest daughters were so very different and now she was beginning to understand just how much.


Sadi sipped the water she held in her hand and nodded her head in response to Aricia’s question. “That is what we decided yes, but when he came to us the other night he…” Sadi looked at Carisia and Ne'Veha quickly and then Sehri, Lu'ria and Caliria. “He was full of more passion and desire than we had ever seen from him before. He had all of us screaming his name in…”


“He was a beast.” Lu'ria exclaimed with a small smile while Sehri and Caliria looked on with somewhat embarrassed expressions.


“I don’t think he realized it.” Carisia spoke now. “It was… gods it was glorious!”


Aricia and For'mya looked at each other knowingly and smiled. “His father has… he has done this before to all of us.” Aricia finally admitted.


“He laid himself bare to us Aricia.” Sadi spoke softly. “No shields, no barriers. His full aura swarmed around all of us in such a way that...”

“It was so powerful I thought I could feel his aura around me.” Carisia told them. “My senses were so much more alive and…”


Aricia nodded her head. “You do not need to explain Carisia.” She said reaching out and taking her hand. “Especially to us. And do not discount what you feel simply because you are vampire.”

Carisia smiled and squeezed her hand. Aricia had always been the strongest supporter of her ever since she came into Andro’s life and that had never wavered once.


“It was at the end…” Sadi spoke again. “He took us with such passion that…” Sadi looked at her. “We were looking into each other’s eyes when it happened. He has never taken any of us as intensely as he did that night. When he filled me… when he filled me with his essence it… we felt it Aricia!”


Aricia and For'mya smiled brilliantly. They knew exactly what Sadi and the others were describing. All of them had dropped all pretense of shielding anything from each other and opened their souls to one another. Whenever Martin had done this to them through the years, one of them had ended up pregnant. There was no shame between the gathered women talking about this or the men who held their hearts. Even Carisia, who was pureblooded vampire and probably the most reserved and shy of all of Andro’s wives and mates, when speaking with any female within the Leonidas family, they shared everything. It was one of the reasons that the family was so tightly woven together.


“It was so powerful it roused Ne'Veha and the others.” Sadi said as she dropped her hand to her abdomen reverently. “They felt it too, and they came to us on the couch and we basked in the feelings.”


“A boy and a girl?” For'mya asked.


Sadi nodded her head quickly. “And they are so powerful and pure For'mya.” She told them. “We felt it the moment life was granted to them and…” Tears fell from her eyes suddenly and Ne'Veha scooted closer to her on one side and Carisia on the other. 


“We have never felt such love.” Ne'Veha spoke softly.


“We did not feel them?” Aricia said.


Sadi nodded her head. “We wanted… we wanted Eli to examine me first.” She replied. “We are shielding them even now. They…”


Aricia’s eyes went wide. “Sadi, they are… are you saying that they are aware!” She almost shouted.


Sadi met her eyes and nodded her head with a stunning smile. “We… when we woke the next morning… we were all wrapped with Andro’s arms and they made themselves known. I don’t know how but… they have taken from each of us Aricia. They have each of us within them.” She said. “They made themselves known to all of us. Quite loudly in fact.”


“Androcles fell out of our bed in surprise!” Carisia spoke with laughter in her voice. “He took Sehri and Lu'ria with him.”


“He almost crushed the life from me!” Sehri gasped happily. “The big brute!”


“But he is our brute Duangai.” Caliria spoke with equal happiness in her sea green eyes.


Sehri nodded her head instantly. “Yes, he is.” She echoed.


Aricia looked at Sadi and the others and could only feel great contentment. Each of her son’s wives and mates were absolutely stunning in their beauty and intelligence, as well as their physical attractiveness, which was heart stopping to say the least. What she noticed most of all was how they interacted with each other, spoke to each other and those around them. It was as if they were one person, just as she, For'mya, Anja, Dysea, Bella and Cirith were. 


One mind. One entity.


Dynina, Gorgo, Dasha and Jezima had been sitting quietly listening and reveling in the same feelings of love and family. Dynina spoke now when she heard what Sadi said.


“You are all part of him.” Dynina told her softly. “All of you make up a unique part of Andro. Just as each one of those he calls mother, make a part for his father. In all my years I have never seen something so complete however.”


“Nor I.” Jezima spoke softly.


“Many times we do not see what fate and destiny have in store for us.” Gorgo spoke. “It will do what it wants, in whatever manner it deems necessary to fulfill what the gods have in store for all of us.”


“Avoi.” Dasha agreed.


Aricia looked at her. “You have said this before in the past Gorgo.” She said. “That you can hide from it for a time, run from it for a time, but it will always have its way.”


Gorgo nodded her head. “I believe this more and more each day.” She spoke. “All I need do is look at you Aricia. At Anja. At Sadi. At Carisia. At Eliani. Each of you, all of us, we all have a role to play, and now the pieces to that puzzle are coming together.”


Jezima reached out and took Gorgo’s hand. “Yes, they are.”


Kadeer moved up then and knelt beside Dynina and all of them looked at him. “Dynina, should I send for more security?” He asked. “Our people are asking questions. Many saw the ships come in over the city and know they aren’t ours. They are… concerned.”


Dynina glanced at the entrance to the Temple and then back to Aricia and For'mya. She looked at Sadi and the others and then back to Kadeer. “No.” She spoke.


“We do not know what is happening within the Temple Dynina.” Kadeer reminded her.


“You are tied to your children just as I am Kadeer.” Dynina told him. “They are tied to this family. Do you feel anything within them?”


Kadeer was silent for a long moment, almost as if he was reaching out and sensing his children’s moods. “Happiness.” He spoke softly. “Happiness and discovery.”


Dynina nodded her head. “Just as we all feel.” She told him. “There is no danger here or in there Kadeer my wonderful friend and adopted son. What is happening in there is… it is our history taking shape.”

It was Aricia who reached out and placed her hand on his arm. “Sit with us Kadeer.” She said with warmth. “Tell us of yourself and be with your family.”


Kadeer looked surprised and he opened his mouth to deny this but For'mya stopped his words. “You are the father of Perlae, Awser and Ishma.” For'mya spoke. “Our blood flows within them, as does your blood. That makes you our family now as well. Sit down and tell us of yourself.”


Kadeer looked at Dynina and saw her beaming face looking up at him. There was not a moment that he could remember that Dynina did not support and encourage the love that he and her daughter Maha had with one another. She had always been a pillar to both of them. Kadeer Imuma had arrived on Lorenu a single soldier, having left behind his only remaining family on the Darastrixi homeworld. He regretted the pain his parents must have endured knowing their only son had passed on, but he believed deeply in the mission and the reasons behind what they were doing. Discovering Maha had taken away the loneliness he had felt, and exploring their love for one another had been glorious to say the least. Maha had whispered to him to continue to live and find happiness once more just before her life left her, but until this day Kadeer had never followed her wishes for him. Perhaps now was the time to relish in the memory of his beloved wife and truly begin to move into the future just as she wanted him too.


Kadeer settled to the ground beside Dynina and began to talk. He didn’t notice as his children and all of the Leonidas family moved closer to listen to his words.

LORENU TEMPLE
HALL OF KNOWLEDGE


“…Lived in wonderful harmony.” Reva was speaking as the images floating above them shifted and constantly changed. “The Onab did not consider us beneath them in any way, even though their technology was beyond wondrous.”

“Did they… did they look like Avi and Armen? Avi told me when I was a child once that they were built in the image of their creators.” Andro blurted out the question.

Reva chuckled but nodded her head. “Yes, they did Androcles.”

“I was just curious.” He spoke somewhat embarrassed by asking the question. 
“And that is a good thing. The Avatars were numerous on Cerath, but they came to be viewed as sentient beings because of their ability to learn and grow. Something which you discovered soon after meeting Avi Martin.” Reva told him with a gentle smile. 

Martin met her eyes. “There was… there was too much showing through in his eyes to be just a simple machine.”

Reva nodded her head. “And you were right.” She smiled warmly as she looked at each of them. “We lived in perfect balance on Cerath. As our species evolved and grew, the Onab encouraged us to expand our horizons and views. They welcomed us into their many cities and homes freely. They provided advanced education to our people willingly, sharing all that they knew. We welcomed their wisdom and knowledge, often times using them as mediators between Pack disputes. For thousands of years this relationship grew and became stronger and more interwoven than anyone could have predicted. Our people were peaceful and happy. Cerath was a massive planet, and we could hunt in our true forms without worry of upsetting the delicate eco balance. On Cerath, our people held the seamless balance between our instincts and our minds.” Reva looked at Martin and Androcles. “After many millennia, the Onab invited us to form a joint government and begin expanding. Cerath was largely unexplored even as large as our populations were, and the Pack leaders all jumped at the opportunity to explore and discover new territories.”


“So the Packs had leaders?” Martin asked.


Reva nodded her head. “Oh yes. A Council of Fourteen Elders, Alphas that were formed just after the Onab were discovered. Wise men and women who made their decisions based on the benefit it had for all of our people. And for the Onab, since we considered them an ally and friend.”


“So the castes did exist even then?” Eliani spoke from where she sat between Dorian and Laren.


“That is the nature of our species Eliani. It is not something that can be taken out of a species.” Reva answered her. “In that time however, much like you have done within the Union Martin, caste meant very little for one’s advancement. Within five hundred years of the Council being formed, four Beta Wolves sat proudly on that Council of Elders and all were treated as equals.”


“There were no disputes?” Martin asked stunned.


Reva smiled and laughed softly. “There were always disputes. That is the nature of things. Packs often moved to make themselves better by marrying into a more powerful or influential family. No one stepped across that unseen line however, for they knew punishment was harsh. Our people were focused on insuring that we grew and expanded our knowledge and ability to provide for the whole. Anything that put that in jeopardy was dealt with very quickly and very harshly. The Onab were aware of this and over time came to view things as we did. I was just a small girl then, and times were so much easier back then.”


“What changed?” Androcles asked now.


Reva’s face became somber and her eyes drew narrow even in the etheric projection of her. She finally met Andro’s gaze and took a deep breath. 


“Those who you refer to by their Pralor name Androcles, the Scourge, they happened.” She answered. “The true name of their species is the Iais’Kai. Their appearance has changed through the millennia, especially after the vile things that Xaxon did, but they are all Iais'Kai. They are the personification of evil in its purest form. Those with black hearts and even blacker souls. They live for one purpose and one purpose only, to conquer and destroy. To enslave and dominate.” Reva took another breath before continuing, her chest rising and falling. “We don’t know where they came from, the darkest reaches of the galaxy perhaps, but our initial encounter with them was anything but pleasant.”


Reva stood up and waved her hand slightly, the images above them changing to one of a planet that looked desolate and utterly barren.


“This is Delum.” She spoke softly. “By this time in our relationship with the Onab, we had begun traveling the stars with them, discovering new planets and species. Forging alliances and relationships with other species. We had settled nearly a hundred worlds by the time the Iais'Kai revealed themselves. Delum was the farthest colony away from Cerath. They struck here first.” Reva took a deep breath and they could see this was difficult for her. “They struck early one morning without warning. The colony on Delum had grown in size and was now over forty thousand strong. The Iais’Kai landed their foul soldiers expecting to pillage and take, but they found something else instead.” Reva returned to the bench and looked at Martin. “Our people, all of our people but especially the Alphas, our instinct is to protect and ensure the survival of our people at all costs.”


Martin nodded his head. “It is one of our most pronounced instincts.”


“The Onab were not fighters.” Reva said with an even voice. “They were scientists and doctors and researchers. Most would not even reach your shoulder in height. Instinctively, our species became their defenders. The Iais’Kai must have been watching the Onab from afar, but they did not take into account their relationship with our people and how far that had evolved. There were some ten thousand of our people with the Onab on Delum when the Iais’Kai struck. Many were good friends and some had even been given honorary Pack status. The Iais’Kai attacked without warning thinking to overwhelm the Onab and instead they found us among them. They were unprepared for how we can shift our forms and at first this confused them allowing us to slaughter their first few thousand soldiers. Losses were great, fully a third of the colony was killed in the attack, but if not for our people it would have been devastating and complete.”


“What happened?” Martin asked.


“They tried two more attacks, but by this time we had enhanced what tools we did have into weapons.” Reva answered. “Both times we threw them back with massive losses. We even captured several of their kind to discover why they were attacking us. As I said, the Iais'Kai did not realize how evolved our relationship with the Onab had become. They were only after the Onab and their advanced technology. They did not consider us a threat to them. That changed the day we took up arms in defense of the Onab on Delum. In defense of the way of life we had chosen to have. The Iais'Kai ships in orbit, when they realized they did not have the numbers to take Delum by force, they… they bombarded the planet from orbit. They obliterated whole continents in five days of constant destruction. They spared no one. Those that had survived the ground assaults died in the bombardments. We did not have the structures necessary to protect against such a thing. At the end, the Iais'Kai launched six planet killing missiles into the core of Delum that cracked its planetary crust and destroyed the planet from the inside out. Nothing survived this destruction. Not even bacteria.” She looked up at Martin and the others after a long moment.


“That began Vada Zin sarakoa vyen ils.” Reva told them. “The Ten-Thousand-Year War.”    

“Atle untinaa?” Eliana asked now.


Reva turned her head and looked at her. “Those on Delum were able to contact us on Cerath before they were destroyed. They were able to pass on what they had learned in their sacrifice. Even the Onab had never heard of the Iais'Kai before this day. The Council of Elders and the Onab leaders did not know what to do.”


Martin looked at her. “Something must have been decided if it started a war that lasted for ten thousand years.” Martin said.   


Reva nodded her head. “Something did happen.” She spoke softly. “Your ancestors rose up from among the billions and billions of our people and truly united us as one! The birth of the Mahanlo Pack began that day. The one true Royal bloodline came into existence that day. And to this very day it remains more potent and powerful than any bloodline before or after it. As it did that day on Cerath. Even more so now with the addition of the Praetorian gene within the bloodline thanks to your grandfather Sumar.”

“Tell me!” Martin exclaimed now, his blood pulsing and racing as the discovery of his heritage was right there in front of him.


“They were… they were twins Martin.” Reva spoke softly. “Twin brothers, born only seconds apart, each of them larger than any Lycavorian before them. Each of them with an aura of dominance that all recognized. By this time, they were nineteen years old and were already making a name for themselves. They love they held for one another was matched only by the love they held for their younger sister, born exactly two years later. They were imposing in human form, but they were devastating in our natural forms. If you ever wondered where the size in our bloodline comes from, it comes from them. The original of us. Some say they were the very first Lycavorians to have evolved to the next level among our species. No wolf could match their size, much like it is now with you and your bloodline. Daniho and Ashten. They were perfect together. Daniho was the passionate one, always using his instincts to drive him, filled with purpose and determination. Ashten, the cerebral one. Logical, compassionate and driven. Never have I seen such a love between brothers… I never thought I would again…” Reva looked at Martin. “Until I saw you and Daniel Simpson. Daniho was Ashten’s instinctive nature and Ashten was Daniho’s logic and compassion. Two pieces of a perfect puzzle. They spoke and thought and acted as one. Just as you and Daniel do.”


“Daniho.” Martin whispered the name reverently. “Ashten.” He looked at his family and then back to Reva. “My family.”


Reva nodded her head. “Yes.”


“What were they like?” Martin asked her.

“They were never apart.” Reva told him. “They did everything together. They took mates on the same day, from different packs, but their union day was the same. They loved their mates more fiercely than I have ever seen an Alpha love. By age nineteen they already had one child apiece. Each had a son, born only a week apart. And they loved their younger sister Kelia just as fiercely as they loved each other. No wolf would go near their sister if their intentions were not honorable in every way. They included her in everything they did, every aspect of their lives and Kelia was never happier than when she was with her brothers. For both of them, she was their hope and happiness. She was the future.”


“Reva… you speak… you speak as if you know them well.” Laren commented now.


Reva smiled and nodded her head slowly. “Yes. I did know them well. I should. I was the one who brought them into this world.”


Martin looked at her with wide eyes. “You!” He exclaimed.


“I gave birth to them and I raised them.” Reva spoke. “I watched them grow into the men and the woman that they were. That they became. It is why I have paid such close attention to you Martin, and to your children. What they had together as twins, that balance to one another, you have both within you Martin. It is how you have always been able to balance your instincts and your logic through the years. While they had each other to learn from, you have done it all on your own, and that makes you even more powerful.”


“I don’t want to be powerful.” Martin spoke. “I don’t…”


Reva nodded her head. “I know. And neither did they.” She spoke softly. “Yet you do every day exactly as they did all those millions of years ago. They took a stance for all in order to see everyone achieve their desires.” 

“Do we… do we call you staania?” Eliani asked.


Reva chuckled and shook her head. “No Eliani my child.” She replied. “Dynina, Gorgo, Dasha, Jezima, they are the only ones who you and your siblings should call staania, for they have earned that title and honor by virtue of everything each of them have sacrificed and suffered up until this day in order to achieve what is happening now.”


“What is happening now Reva?” Martin asked her.


Reva turned back to look at him. “Revelation Martin my boy.” She told him warmly and with a brilliant smile. “The day that the one true Royal bloodline of our people rises from the ashes of history to once more lead and guide those of similar values and morals. The same way it did back then. It is your day now. See for yourself.”

Reva waved her hand once more and the scene all around them changed to a large room full of Lycavorians and Onab men and women. Hundreds of them gathered in what appeared to be some sort of meeting. It was taking place outside in what appeared to be an open air stadium like those back in Sparta. This time however, this time they could hear voices, all talking over one another, young voices, old voices, male and female.

“Enough!” One male voice rose above the others and then they saw him break from the cluster of men and women to move into the center away from the others. Beside him was an exact duplicate of himself. His twin.


Daniho and Ashten.


They were imposing figures to say the least, physically and radiating auras that Martin could almost feel. His eyes were wide as he stared at their image, Andro rising to his feet along with Dorian and Laren and Eliani to stare at them. Martin and Andro and to a great extent Dorian were almost mirror images of them two men in the Etheric projection. Right down to their height and muscled forms. They watched as the female now broke away from the crowds of people and the two brothers each reached for her hand and drew her close to them. Her hair was the color of crimson, long and fiery and falling almost to the top of her firm buttocks.


“I am Ashten Mahanlo!” The young man, barely twenty-one at this time, and far younger than most of the men and women present. “You know me and my fervon Daniho Mahanlo! You know our sister Kelia! You know our parents Reva and Jacar Mahanlo!”


“We recognize you Ashten Mahanlo.” The Onab male spoke now rising from his chair where he sat between two elder Lycavorians. “You and your twin are the first of your bloodline and the only Lycavorians alive today along with your sister who have dual fangs. This is an oddity that even our doctors and scientists cannot discover the why too. We know who you are. You and your brother and sister are spoken of quite differently than others. Most agree that there are great things are in store for you in the years ahead.”


“Yet we will not have those years if we sit here and do nothing!” Daniho exclaimed passionately.


Ashten looked at his brother and as they watched in the Etheric projection he reached out and touched his brother’s arm. The reaction was instantaneous and Daniho became instantly calmer. It was almost as if they were communicating etherically on a level that no one else could detect. Martin glanced at Reva.


“They are talking to one another.” He spoke.


Reva nodded her head. “They were born with very advanced Etheric abilities, as was their sister Kelia. Far more than what our people are usually born with. I do not know how, but some have said it is because of our exposure to the Onab and their advanced technology. They say it somehow affected my children. I have never believed this, for I felt them grow within me. I watched them grow through the years. It was just their nature.”


Martin turned his eyes back as Ashten began to speak once more. “These Iais'Kai have slaughtered our people. Lycavorian and Onab alike. We have done nothing to illicit this action. By their own admission their only goal is the technology that our Onab friends possess. And because they have shared this with us, the technology that we now possess. We have lived together, grown together for well over fifty thousand years now here on Cerath. Each year we grow closer together, more friends have been made, more relationships begun. Even now, there are over five thousand Onab and Lycavorian unions among our two peoples, even though no children can be made. This was done because of the love we have within each of our species. It transcends everything else and we have all accepted it.”


“You speak truthfully young Alpha.” The elder Lycavorian man spoke now. “And with far more wisdom than someone of your age should have.”


“I speak from my heart Elder Pengot.” Ashten answered. “As do my brother and sister. It is how our mother and father raised us to be. It is all we know.”


The elder Lycavorian nodded his head. “As you and your family have proven countless times since you joined this life. The Mahanlo Pack has risen in not only numbers but influence under your father and mother’s guidance. We will mourn the passing of your father for many years to come. It has been only a year, yet you stand here when you should be mourning.”


“We stand here because our future rests in the balance.” Daniho spoke now. “We cannot sit by and watch it slip away.”


Pengot nodded his head. “Indeed.” He glanced around the semi-circle of men and women that sat to either side of him, Lycavorian and Onab. He turned his head back to Ashten. “This Council of Elders recognizes Daniho and Ashten and Kelia of the Mahanlo Pack. The Onab Elders agree. Speak what you came to say.”


Ashten looked around and then finally rested his eyes on his brother and sister. He turned back to face the hundreds of men and women who had gathered and could see even more Onab and Lycavorian people moving towards the outdoor coliseum from the city. Everyone around them had grown quiet.


“We do not know who they are or where they come from, these Iais'Kai.” Ashten began to speak. “But they have shown what is in their hearts and souls. Blackness. Forty thousand of our families and friends lie dead now. Butchered by a species who came from the abyss and is surrounded by darkness. They told us they would be returning. We don’t know when. We don’t know how. We don’t know where they will strike again. Millions of Onab and Lycavorians reside out there among the stars on planets that we have claimed together. We cannot sit here and bicker about what to do. We must act now before these monsters return.”


“We do not know if they will return.” A voice spoke up.


“Do we wish to base our future on that?” Daniho spoke now, picking it up beside his brother. “I do not! My wife and mate cares for my three-year-old son as we speak now. Within her womb she carries our daughter! My brother’s wife and mate carries twins! In the stead of our beloved father, who resides now among the stars, Ashten and I have given the blessing of our family to our sister Kelia and the one she has accepted as her future husband and mate. A proud and fine Alpha from the Kirek Pack. Lylor Kirek loves her without shame even though he is five centuries older than her. We do not wish to base our future and the future that Lylor and our sister could have on what we don’t know! We do not wish to base the future of our people and the Onab on what we don’t know!”


Martin, Andro and the others could hear the murmurs of agreement and the nodding of heads from dozens and dozens of voices surrounding them in the coliseum. 

“The twins of Jacar and Reva Mahanlo speak with one voice.” Pengot spoke once more. “This has been known to the Packs since you were born. Only you, your brother and your sister have the dual fangs so unique to your bloodline. Do not mince words young Daniho, speak what you and your brother and sister came here to say.”

Daniho looked at Ashten and Kelia and nodded. “Tell them.” He said.


Ashten looked at Pengot and the other elders. “We must change. We must adapt what we know. What we have known these past millennia. Our governments, until now, they have been separate but working entities. If these Iais'Kai return, if they return to do more harm, we must meet them united as one. We must unite under one leader. One banner. And we must prepare for them. Weapons. Ships. Tactics. All of these must be things must be developed and refined. We cannot wait until they return and do nothing. Next time they may come here in much larger numbers than what they struck Delum with. How many more of our people must die before we, as two peoples, unite and say enough. How many wives and husbands and children must perish before we make a stand to say we will not be meek in the face of these monsters! That we will defend what is ours! That we will protect what is ours!”


“That we will not surrender those we love to the dark chasm and the void of death!”


There was an eruption of loud cheers and agreement that rocked the outdoor stadium as hundreds of Onab and Lycavorians rose to their feet clapping and cheering. They could see Pengot and the other Elders and the Onab looking around as the cheers rose even louder. Even in the Etheric projection they could see hundreds, if not thousands of people in the distance still moving towards the stadium.

“Saoi sibfla!” Eliani Leonidas blurted out. 



Martin and the others heard Reva chuckle softly as the image faded from view. “They did so have a way with words, my sons.” Reva spoke with love and warmth in her voice. “You and Androcles have spoken some similar words in the past Martin. And you will again.”


“Did they return Reva?” Androcles asked now.


Reva took a deep breath and nodded her head sadly. “Yes.”


“What happened?” Martin asked moving closer to her.


Reva looked at him. “I will show you Martin, have patience.” She said. “What you are seeing is history that has never been viewed by eyes other than my own. History that was utterly stricken from all written files and data archives in order to protect what was to come.”

“What was to come?” Martin asked her.


Reva nodded her head. “This was the task that my children offered to me and that I accepted. The preservation of our history and the ability to ensure that it never died. To ensure that our bloodline never died.”


“Then it has been you who was behind all of these events throughout our history and the history of the Pralors and Darastrixi?” Martin spoke to her. “The Dahakoan archives, the ancient Lycavorian language. All of it.”


Reva met his gaze. “Yes. Either directly or indirectly.” She answered him. “I loved my children Martin, just as deeply as you love your own. They are gone now and I am all that remains from the beginning. I will finish what they started, what they asked me to accomplish and then I will join them among the stars.”


“What did they ask you to accomplish?” Laren asked her now. “How could you have been in so many places?”


Reva’s Etheric projection smiled. “You have seen the Sphere Laren Ti'shara. It is not as it appears. It is not metal and glass as it appears to others. It is pure energy, for lack of a better scientific explanation. It allows me to go where I must in order to do what I must.”

“Your consciousness… your Etheric resonance is inside that?” Dorian asked now.


Reva nodded her head. “To put it simply… yes.” She answered. “It is similar to the Onab technology given to the Pralor people in order for them to join their ancestors within the Rift of Time.”


“You know of the Rift of Time?” Andro asked in surprise.


Reva chuckled once more as she looked at him. “I could boggle your imagination with all that I have seen and experienced through the millennia Androcles. It is a blessing and at times it is a curse.”


“Then you know of Dadrien and grandfather Sumar.” Androcles continued. 


Reva nodded her head. “It was I who guided first Dadrien and then Sumar here, to this very planet. It is where Dadrien and Sumar met and became friends while Sumar still lived.”


“Grandfather knew Dadrien before he died?!” Martin exclaimed.


Reva nodded her head. “Oh yes.” She answered. “It was Dadrien and Sumar who came up with the idea of the six of you.” Her eyes moved to Andro, Dorian and Laren. “It was here that they devised this plan.”


“What plan?” Laren demanded.


“The rebirth of the Dahakoan in you, Dorian and Laren.” Reva answered. “The rebirth of the Praetorians within our bloodline and our people.” She spoke turning to look at Martin. “Your friend Wayonn spoke true words only a few days ago, though he did not know how true they were. He thought he was referring to Androcles encounter with the Iais'Kai on that Science Station, when in fact he was far closer to the actual truth than he knew.”

“Something was drawing together the three forces in the entire universe that fought the Scourge and won.” Martin spoke softly.


Reva nodded her head. “If only he knew how close to the truth he really was.” She said. “He will discover this when all is revealed, but for now it must remain with us here in this room and with those you are bound to outside.”


“Why?” Andro spoke. “This is… Reva this is knowledge that all of our peoples should have.”


Reva nodded once more. “And they will. In time.” She shifted her body on the bench and looked at him. “The Iais'Kai you fought on that station wasn’t just any Iais'Kai Androcles Leonidas.”


“What do you mean?” Andro asked.


“Do you remember his words to you?” Reva asked.

Andro nodded his head. “He said he knew me.” He answered. “I thought… I thought he meant that he had seen grandfather Sumar before.”


Reva shook her head. “His name was Dalet Nulai.” She spoke softly. “He commanded the Iais'Kai forces that returned to our space back then. And viler a monster there never was. He butchered millions upon millions of Onab and Lycavorian people during the war, but the one thing he could not do is defeat Daniho. He was their most skilled warrior in battle, the most vicious and well trained. They met in battle four times and each time my son bested him.” She looked at him. “I must thank you Androcles.”


“For what?”


“Dalet Nulai is the Iais'Kai monster who butchered Daniho’s beloved wife and three of his children.” Reva spoke with great pain in her voice. “He did this for simple pleasure. It very nearly broke my son and if not for Ashten and Kelia it would have. The last time they fought, Daniho was his equal in every way. Their battle lasted for nearly an hour and covered nearly a hundred kilometers of land on Cerath. In the end Daniho was able to strike Dalet with his sword, what should have been a mortal wound, but Dalet was a cunning monster. Just before Daniho would have plunged his sword into that creature’s head, Dalet had three of his men attack from hiding. They could not match Daniho, but they managed to drive him back to the edge of a cliff. It was here that one of their ships fired into the cliff side and caused it to collapse. Dalet watched and laughed as my son fell.” Reva looked at him. “This is why he said that you were dead. He did not recognize your grandfather Sumar, he saw in you my son Daniho, who he thought long dead. Do you wonder why you spoke the words you did that day. He was one of the foremost Iais'Kai warriors to have ever lived and you bested him with barely any effort. Did you ever ask yourself why you spoke those words?”


Andro shook his head. “It… they just came out.” He said. “I don’t know why. It just seemed like the right thing to say.” 


Reva nodded her head. “And it was.” She said. “You were speaking for those that monster destroyed. And I thank you, because with your actions that day, ending that beast’s life as you did, vengeance and justice that had been building for nearly four million years was finally done.”


They watched Reva rise to her feet and move around the bench. She lifted her hand and the image above and around them changed to one of an interior gathering. A massive hall filled with men and women, both Onab and Lycavorian. Reva turned to look at them.


“His death will have been felt by the Iais'Kai Queen.” She told them. “All of the Holy Elites, as they call themselves now, they are linked to her in an odd mental telepathy of some sort. They cannot communicate as we do within their Etheric realm, but she will discover he is dead, if she has not already. And she will investigate. She will know that no mere soldier could have killed Dalet Nulai. If even a tiny fraction of that station remained, all she will have to do is touch it and she will know what happened there.”


“Nothing remained Reva.” Andro told her. “It was completely vaporized.”


Reva nodded her head. “Let us hope so.” She spoke. “Until the unification of our people is complete we are still vulnerable.”


“You used that term before.” Martin said. “What do you mean by that? Unification?” 


Reva smiled at him. “I will get to that.” She spoke. “For now… allow me to show you the beginning of it all. The day our bloodline became Royalty.”  
