CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX

LORENU

HALL OF KNOWLEDGE

“…Do you think they will do?” Ashten Mahanlo tossed the question out to those sitting at the table.

The image all around Martin and the others was now the interior of a medium sized home that was well lit and appeared to be built into the side of a mountain for parts of three of the walls were made up of solid rock. Daniho was seated in a chair at one head of the huge table, the stunningly beautiful dark haired woman sitting casually on one of his legs. His arm was around her waist firmly, both in a protective manner so that she would not fall, and one of deep love. His opposite hand rested on her slightly swollen abdomen, both of her delicate hands over the top of his. Ashten sat at another table, the equally beautiful young blond haired female wolf beside him and sitting slightly back from the table for she was very pregnant, Ashten’s hand resting on her swollen abdomen as his brother’s did with his wife and mate. Kelia sat beside the very large man who looked to be in his mid-twenties with long, almost wild dark brown hair and bright blue eyes. Kelia had both her arms wrapped around his left arm in a very affectionate manner and his large hand covered hers on the table, his fingers caressing the backs of her knuckles.

“They will do what they must.” Reva’s voice filled the room as she came into the image from a side room carrying the toddler in her arms. Daniho’s first born son. She looked almost the same as she did in the Etheric image right now, albeit much younger. “They have always been wise and they will not dismiss this. They cannot.”

“Who do you think they will select medwan? The vote was three days ago.” Ashten asked her.


Reva Mahanlo moved to the lone empty chair and settled into it, shifting her grandson on her lap. “It will need to be someone who everyone respects. Both the Onab and our people.”


“Kesas Pengot is a good man.” Daniho spoke. “And he is the leader of the Council of Elders.”


Reva shook her head. “The others might put him forward but he will refuse.” She spoke again. “Kesas Pengot is not a leader and he knows this. He is a brilliant advisor, but he does not have the spirit to lead so many. He knows where his skills reside and he is the perfect Chief Advisor to whoever they select.”


“It would need to be someone from one of the nine major Name Packs.” Ashten spoke. “The people will not follow an Alpha from a lower pack, as stupid as that is. It is just not in their nature.”


“As long as it is not one from the Chetak Pack.” Lylor spoke up now. “I could not bring myself to follow one from the pack that tried to steal your sister from me.”

Kelia looked at him with adoration in her eyes and she lowered her head to his shoulder. “You do not need to worry about that my love. No one could do that.” She stated wistfully. She leaned over and nuzzled his cheek and neck in a very affectionate way that caused him to blush and look embarrassed.


“You did an admirable job ending that little fiasco Lylor.” Ashten spoke. “And in doing so you earned the respect of our family.”


“Avoi.” Daniho nodded his head.


“The next Assirina Cormunn is in two weeks.” Reva spoke again. This time it was almost a stern voice. “I expect you will claim my daughter under that moon and make it official Lylor Kirek. I believe we can cut short the courting right given how Kelia feels.” 


“Mother!” Kelia exclaimed defensively as Daniho, Ashten and their wives laughed softly.


Lylor did not take offense and he smiled. He had learned through the months that he had courted Kelia that the Mahanlo Pack did not suffer fools and those who beat around the bush. “I already have the evening planned Lady Reva.” He replied.


Kelia’s head snapped back around to look at him. “You do?” She gasped.


Reva smiled at the young man and nodded her head. “Good.” She said. “Good. I knew there was a reason that both my husband and mate and my sons liked you.”


“I would like…” Lylor began to speak but stopped. Kelia looked at him oddly for she knew he could not find the words to express what he wanted to say. He had always had this problem, and while he was getting better thanks to her, Lylor was still a man of few words.


It was Ashten who leaned forward in his chair. “You are already a member of this family Lylor Kirek. You have been since the moment my sister decided that she wanted no other. Speak your mind my friend.”


“I wish to have… I wish to have the official ceremony beside the eternal flame of your father.” Lylor spoke softly. “With your permission Lady Reva. To have his spirit looking upon us would mean more to me than anything but Kelia’s love. My father and mother agree with this request even though it goes against tradition.”


Reva looked at the young man who had stolen the heart of her daughter and then her head turned to look at her sons. She nodded slowly. “You have my permission Lylor Kirek.” She replied finally. “And I speak for my sons in this matter as well. I believe they both would be proud.”


“That we would.” Daniho nodded his head as he answered. “That we would.”


“I will speak with my mate’s brothers and parents, but I think they would be most impressed as well that you are asking for this and they will agree.” Reva said.


“Your family and pack does know that once you become part of the Mahanlo Pack you will be considered just as crazy as the rest of us.” Daniho said. The others chuckled when his wife slapped him affectionately in the face.


Lylor was looking at him with a wide grin as Kelia smiled up at him. “We are looking forward to it.” He said.


The door chime rang and Daniho’s wife rose from his lap to move to the door in the other room while they whispered among each other. She was back in moments with the older Lycavorian man and they all turned to look at him as Daniho and Ashten rose to their feet.


“Atut… what is it?” Daniho asked.


“The Council of Elders have reconvened and they have asked for you, Ashten and Kelia to attend.” The man spoke. “They have tallied the sum of votes and a decision has been made.”


“So soon?” Reva gasped as she too came to her feet.


Martin turned and looked at her Etheric image. “Chetak?” He gasped aloud. “They were a Ruling Pack back then?”


Reva nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered softly. “They were a founding member of the Council of Elders on Cerath.”


Martin came to his feet slowly and shook his head. “And I am the one who wiped them out.” He muttered to himself.


“You did no such thing!” Reva’s image snapped. 


Martin looked at her. “I killed the two most senior members of their pack! I ordered the others to be tried for their crimes and they were all executed! The only member of that family who lives is Isra. I destroyed his family! His pack!”


“I will not relate to you the many crimes and indiscretions that the Pack of Chetak is responsible for through our long history Martin. That alone would take days. You will see the reason for this soon, but you did the one thing that needed to be done. The only thing that could be done.”


“Is that what I tell Isra when he asks me about what we saw out here?” Martin asked her. “He is a founding member of Mjolnir’s Hand! He is one of my closest friends! He will find out about everything that has happened out here. I will not lie to him to protect myself.”


Reva’s image shook her head as she rose to her feet and she moved over in front of him and looked up into his face. “You do not need to lie to him.” She told him softly. “The Chetak Pack was not always like what you know Martin. They were proud once.”

“That doesn’t make me feel any better.” Martin said. “They were a Ruling Pack from the beginning!”


“And your blood was their King!” Reva snapped. “And they betrayed that King on more than one occasion!”


Martin looked at her with wide eyes. “What?”


Reva waved her hand once more and the images and scene around them returned to the outdoor coliseum from earlier, only this time the coliseum was filled beyond overflowing. Thousands upon thousands of men, women and children were crowding into the facility, both Onab and Lycavorian alike.


“…Made our decision and the votes have been counted from all across Cerath and the colonies we have settled.” Pengot was speaking as he was the only one within the coliseum standing at the moment. The podium had been set up in the center of the open area and he looked around at the thousands of faces that were present and the billions that watched via holo discs across their planet and from their many colonies. “Our Onab brothers and sisters have done similar votes among their leaders and their people and the outcome was equally unanimous. Let it be known that as of this day, we have united as one people, one entity and henceforth we shall be known as the Ardorm Kys. The Winter Entity, given how half of Cerath is among the winter months at any given time and how both our peoples view this season and its beauty.”


The cheers that erupted were deafening to say the least and they continued for several minutes as Pengot stood there proudly. He finally raised his arm for silence and over several minutes the coliseum once more became silent.

“In order to further unite our two peoples and bring about something greater we have chosen one leader.” Pengot spoke once more. “From this day forward, we will follow him and the passion for life that he exudes. These last three days have not been easy, but ultimately that name kept returning to the forefront. As the representatives of the people, both Lycavorian and Onab came forward and gave us the decisions of their people, it became more and more clear. As of this day, the Ardorm Kys will be led by a King. A person dedicated to seeing our future in as bright a fashion as any that exist. The Onab people, by their very nature have never been involved in this form of government. By their own admission they are happily not leaders, but followers and doers. Our own people have never seen fit to have this form of government but most of us now believe it is time.” Pengot looked around. “Given the nature of the threat that we now face together, all thoughts of selfishness and personal gain must be put aside. We must unite as one as spoken only a few short days ago. We, as the Lycavorian Elders, the senior Onab leaders, we believe that this is the right way. His name was submitted by his brother, who told us that he would not want the positon we are about to impart to him. He is from one of the nine Major Bloodlines among our people. The only truly unique bloodline.”


Martin and the others saw nearly every head in the stadium turn to look at where Daniho and Ashten sat. Daniho had an astonished look on his face, squeezing the hand of his beloved wife and mate, while Ashten sat calm and with the slight curl of a smile on his face, his own wife beside him sitting proudly.


“In all the years of their existence, none of our people has been able to determine the why of this uniqueness in their bloodline. Only that in every generation since their inception they have produced those who push for the betterment of our people and the protection and love of everyone around them. The Mahanlo Pack of the Lycavorian people has been an anchor for all of us throughout our history, and they are the only Pack among our people that carry the unique bloodline of dual fangs! We once thought this an oddity, but now many have come to see it as a sign. A sign that they were meant to lead us forward. To guide us into the future and beyond and whatever that may hold.” Pengot stepped around the podium. “The Onab people have made their choice! The Lycavorian people have spoken and the Council of Elders has ratified this decision by a 13-1 majority vote! Henceforth, we decree that the bloodline of Mahanlo to be Mard Hippeis Saan! Vada ared mard saanigaro! His brother and sister will now be known as Crown Prince and Princess! Their mother as Royal Lady Reva. I ask… we the people of the Ardorm Kys ask… will our new King, Daniho Mahanlo please step forward and receive the blessing of his people so that he may lead us into the future!”

Martin and the others watched as an obviously stunned Daniho slowly stood up to the uproarious cheers of the thousands gathered in the stadium and beyond. What he did not hear were the thousands of voices from across the stars joining in from every colony world they occupied. Slowly Daniho moved up beside Pengot, looking at the senior elder of their people. He leaned close to him.


“Pengot… I do not… I do not wish to be King.” He stammered the words, just barely audible over the deafening sounds of cheering and clapping.


They all saw Pengot smiled and nod his head as his hands came up and he took Daniho by his shoulders. “And that is why you were chosen young Daniho Mahanlo.” He spoke. “Fight with your head young Alpha, but lead our people, lead them with your heart.”

Martin spun around wide eyed and looked at Reva. “That is what… that is what my father told me!” He almost yelled.


Reva’s Etheric image nodded her head slowly. “And that saying from Pengot has been a phrase that has guided our bloodline for millennia. Passed down within our blood as a sacred memory. Just as your father’s statement on that field of battle now swirls within our bloodline. They will never be lost.”

Eliani was gripping Dorian’s arm tightly as she looked at Reva. “Then this is the day…?”


Reva nodded her head and smiled warmly at her. “This was the day that our bloodline became royalty, yes dear Eliani.” She answered turning back to Martin. “Now do you see Martin? You cannot escape destiny no matter how hard you try. You and Androcles have tried to do this for so long, yet all you succeed in doing is leaving your indelible mark on others in a way no one else can.”


“What are you saying?” Martin asked her.


“They say that leaders are not born, they are forged.” Reva told him, her etheric image moving closer to him now. “In your case Martin Mahanlo Leonidas… in your case, in your son’s case, and all of your children, leaders are both born and they are also forged. And it began this day. Our bloodline… out of dire need yes, and most definitely against our wishes… we were elevated to Royalty by the will of our people.” Reva spoke evenly. “Daniho certainly did not want this as you just saw, yet it was given to him. It was given to Ashten. To Kelia. To me. To our descendants. This is a call and a duty that you cannot turn away from. You can feel it burning within you every day, and you have since the day you were born. Just as Androcles feels it, as he also feels the call of the Dahakoan. As Dorian and Laren now feel the call of the Dahakoan. It is in your blood. Woven into the very tapestry of who all of you are. Of who we are.”


“Staania… what do you mean by that?” Androcles asked her. “What do the Dahakoan have to do with what took place among our people? Are you saying the Darastrixi were somehow involved?”


“I do not have the right for you to call me that Androcles.” Reva told him, settling her dark eyes on him.


Andro stepped up next to his father and placed his hand on his shoulder. Martin looked at him and nodded his head. He turned back to Reva. “However many generations and millennia that have passed, you are still our bloodline. This is our history, is it not? The history of our people, of our family? You are where it all began.”

Reva nodded her head. “Yes.”

“This is what my father’s blood has called for.” Andro spoke. “For as long as he can remember, as long as I can remember. You and the history that you tell us now is the piece that has been missing from all of us.”

Eliani moved up beside Andro now, pulling Dorian and Laren with her easily since they felt it as well. “Avoi.” She spoke softly.

“Do not ask us to dishonor you, and our bloodline by treating you as if you are some sort of outsider. You are not. You are part of us!” Andro finished.

Reva stared at him for a long moment and if it was possible, all of them thought they saw tears in her eyes. She finally turned and looked at Martin. “Martin?”

Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “He takes after his mothers. They have always been better with words than me.” He said.

Reva’s smile was broad as she laughed heartily and nodded her head. “So they have.” She said. “So they have. Your actions speak far louder than your words ever will, and that is why so many have come to adore you.” Reva turned back to Androcles. “And to answer your question Androcles, yes, the Darastrixi are involved, but not for many, many millennia.”
“But how?” Laren gasped.

“I will come to that child.” Reva answered with a smile.

“They came back didn’t they staania?” Martin asked her finally. “The Scourge?”

Reva was silent for a moment as she appeared to be collecting herself, then she nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered softly, almost a whisper really. “The Iais'Kai made their return exactly one hundred years later, and this time they came in force.” She looked at Martin calmly. “However, they were not prepared for what greeted them, and this was both a blessing and a curse to all of us.”


“Tell us…” Laren spoke as she stepped close to Andro and took his other hand.

JETANIA

HIDDEN AIRFIELD

SIX KLICKS NORTHEAST OF WARIM

  It was decided that they would remain on the hidden base for the foreseeable future, for Garget and Loras could not guarantee that they would not be detected if they went into Warim. While Loras walked the streets freely, the vast majority of the citizens of Warim were from the Ranev pack and those packs that were the most closely aligned with them, Loras and Garget both suspected that there were those within Warim who still reported to Osrod. Both Loras and Garget also suspected that Osrod was probably aware Loras still lived and that she was actually the power behind the man he dealt with normally, but there was really no reason to confirm this. How he had kept Lazar out of the way was a clear sign that he knew she still lived. Osrod was no fool however, and he knew that to attempt to kill her again would ignite a firestorm that he would not be able to control and it would lead to all of the Mountain Packs uniting against him in civil war.

To say that Garget, Lazar and the others had been stunned when they finally met Nilantha would have been the understatement of the millennia. To his credit Garget remained calm as she spoke and he asked intelligent questions. Anja watched him through it all, and she came to the conclusion that Garget was indeed a man that she could trust. He was a typical Alpha wolf, but he was also smart enough to know that there were things he could not explain but that he could not deny existed. It appeared that like the Lycavorians within the Union, being able to adapt came easily for those within COLS. Apparently it was part of being Lycavorian. They had spoken for nearly four hours before Loras, herself stunned at some of the revelations that Nilantha had given them, called for them to rest and come together once more in the morning. The quarters they were assigned to were standard it appeared, comfortable but not lavish. A typical military facility. Anja and her people had slept in far worse and while they could not detect any danger, Tir'ut and Kalis took no chances with her safety and that of the others and maintained a constant watch throughout the night so that Anja could sleep. They didn’t know that Garget had already made the determination that Anja and those with her were exactly who they said they were. His orders to his men were to protect them at all costs and keep an even more alert eye to the surrounding area for Garget knew Osrod would attempt something if he knew Anja was on the surface of Jetania and that Nilantha was alive and not a Lycavorian.

Anja had slept soundly for four hours, knowing and trusting that Tir'ut and Kalis were about, but she had also learned something from Ventori and she would never be caught unaware again. While Aricia and Isabella were widely considered the more militant of the Lycavorian Union’s Queens, Anja was recognized as the more tactically sound because of her experience as a Navy SEAL all those years ago. Anja knew that they had become overconfident and careless and that it had very nearly cost her Calyb and Atropos on Ventori. She swore that would never happen again. 

It was early morning, the sun not yet having risen above the horizon and she was sitting on the ramp of the STRIKER sipping a large mug of coffee and basking in the knowledge that she and her fellow Queens would soon be grandmothers. She had spoken to Aricia via uniquely secured communications developed by the Darastrixi and Pralor scientists on Lorenu. The QCR scrambler essentially took their words and distorted them to the point that you could not understand them unless you had the proper receiver. It was basically a much more advanced version of their communications scramblers. Endith and Tina had maintained a constant vigil through the night and were able to establish the link and work out the details with Armen while Anja slept. With Serale now awake and monitoring the instruments in the cockpit, they had gone to their cabin to sleep. Since becoming wolf, Serale Leonidas had shown an even greater interest in becoming a better pilot than she already was for she wanted to command her own Medical Triage ship. Kalis had encouraged this without question and bragged about her skill whenever he had the chance to anyone who would listen and Serale had spent the last few weeks working closely beside Endith and Tina whenever she could.

Anja felt Tobia and Mari move up behind her and settle to the ramp on her left. Tobia’s spirit had opened up the moment Murano had taken her into his arms, and they had become what she had always wanted. A family. Anja knew they were already talking of more children and Mari’s mating with Deion only made this more pronounced. Tobia’s Etheric resonance was radiating powerfully now, free of doubt and indecision, and Anja could sense why Sumar had chosen her to help carry on his legacy. Tobia and Mari were easily able to sense her Etheric resonance and they detected the bubbling happiness within her.

“Your… your aura radiates happiness Anja.” Mari spoke softly.

“As does your Etheric resonance.” Tobia added as she sipped her coffee. “What has taken place?” 

Anja looked at them and smiled warmly. “We have discovered that we are going to be grandmothers.” She told them with a smile. “Sadi carries twins.”
Both of their faces lit up in happiness and Tobia reached out to grasp Anja’s free hand and she squeezed it tightly. “Oh Anja… that is wonderful!” She gasped.

Anja chuckled and nodded her head. “We thought it would be awhile before… before anyone decided to have children. Aricia, For'mya, Dysea, Bella, Cirith and I, we are not ready to be grandmothers.”

“Because you want more children.” Mari spoke knowingly.

Tobia looked at her daughter. “Mari!” She admonished her in a gentle but humorous voice.

Anja laughed now. “She’s right though.” Anja spoke with a twinkle in her eyes. “And we will. Making babies with Martin is so much fun!”

Tobia grinned knowingly and nodded her head. “They are on Lorenu I take it?” She asked finally.

Anja nodded her head. “Martin, Andro, Eliani, Dorian and Laren have gone into the temple there. I can’t sense his emotions over this great a distance, but Aricia and For'mya are calm, so I’m not worried.”

“What do you think they will find?” Mari asked.

Anja shook her head. “Answers I hope.” She replied. “Nilantha has provided some of those answers, but it still doesn’t explain how it all ties together. Marty hates loose ends. And so do I.”

“And those we have seen so far?” Tobia asked.

Anja met her eyes, sensing the purpose of her question. She nodded her head. “Loras, Garget, all of those we have seen so far, I believe we can trust.” She answered. “They want the answers just as much as we do. This Osrod character, those who follow him, that is another story altogether given what we have heard. And there…”

Mari detected the hesitation in her aura now that she was wolf. Her transition had been much smoother than many who were turned simply because of the pureness of Deion’s blood and their Etheric connection. Mari had learned so much from his sisters and from Aricia and Anja herself that she was years ahead of someone who had been turned.
“What is it Anja?” Mari asked.

“Loras.” Anja answered. “There is something very special about her.”

“In what way?” Tobia asked.

“You are a Praetorian just like Murano. You must have sensed that her Etheric ability is far more advanced than what she has shown.” Anja said looking at Tobia.

“Oh yes.” Tobia answered instantly. “Almost as if it is lying dormant within her.”

“I felt that from her too.” Mari spoke.

Anja nodded her head. That didn’t surprise her. Deion and Nara were extremely powerful in their own right and Deion passed this to Mari when he bit her. “I think she is meant to be part of our family.” She told them. “That she is already tied to us in some way. If what I feel within her was actually active, I would put her on a scale as a match for Sadi and Aricia. The two of them are closest to Martin and Andro in skill and power now.”

Tobia shook her head. “Do not discount yourself Anja.” She told her. “I have seen and felt great power within you. Your Etheric connection seems to have somehow intertwined with your healing abilities, but you are no less powerful.”

Anja shrugged her shoulders. “Power doesn’t concern me.” She stated. “I am what I am and that is that.”

Tobia chuckled. “Indeed you are.” She said. 

“So everything that Nilantha told us is truthful?” Mari asked.

Anja nodded her head. “I could detect no lie in her resonance, and her Etheric capability is on a par with Sarlana. That is not normal for a Darastrixi and they both have said this. I would have to say that she has been touched by Sumar, just as she said. There is no reason to doubt her at this point.”

“Something tells me that there is much about Sumar that we do not know.” Tobia said softly. “The man was an enigma.”

Anja nodded her head once more. “Martin believes that as well, and after meeting him and Dadrien on Ventori, even in Etheric form, he believes it even more. There was much he was not telling Martin. Perhaps because Marty needed to discover it on his own or perhaps because Sumar did not remember it. They did say that they didn’t remember quite a bit. Given the level of technology the Pralor people have, the ability to transfer a conscious mind into your Rift of Time, there is no telling what you could have done.”
“Or someone else.” Tobia said. “You must remember that quite a bit of the technology for such things we received from the Onab people. Well… they taught us how to build such things anyway. They were the true technological masters.”

“And that is another interesting point that we have wondered about.” Anja said. “I have a feeling that these Onab have a lot more to do with what is going on than what we know. It’s no coincidence that their influence keeps coming up at odd times, and at many different points in history. These images in this Sanctuary that Nilantha told us about? Foreseeing the future? Our future. The possibility that the Temple on Lorenu is built with Onab materials? Since coming out here, we keep running into signs that these Onab were something different than what the Pralors believed and their influence is more far reaching.”

Tobia looked at her and nodded. “I have given that some thought as well, and I agree with that.” She said evenly. “It would also suggest that there is some greater connection to your people. Something that goes back further than anyone realizes. It just seems that each new discovery we make draws a further link between your people and the Onab.”

“Exactly.” Anja said in agreement. Anja truly loved Tobia’s mind. It worked just like hers and did not dismiss anything. “No one among your people ever tried to discover more about them?”
Tobia shook her head. “Not to my knowledge.” She answered. “Reclusive would be a mild word to describe them. We did not even discover their true home planet until after we detected the supernova that destroyed them. The meetings before that were brief but friendly. Our history states that in exchange for information they would give us the knowledge to expand our own technology.”

“Wait a minute, their true home planet?” Anja asked. “I thought the planet where you found their books and texts was their home planet?”

Tobia shook her head. “Oh no, that was a colony world of theirs. But the texts that we recovered from the colony apparently described another world. A lush and beautiful world with mountains and oceans and where half the planet was always covered in fresh snows. Not an arctic type land with bitter cold but something more seasonal and mild.” She tilted her head slightly. “I believe I remember someone say it was called Cer… Cerath. Yes, that was it. Cerath. It was far outside the borders of our empire and that may account for the infrequency with which we encountered them.”

“What information did they want from you exactly?” Anja asked her.

Tobia shrugged her slim shoulders. “Data about our Etheric skills and ability. Our people and culture.” She answered. “We never really complained about the one sided deals. Back then, anything that allowed us to advanced our technology was welcomed.” 
“And this took place before the Scourge?” Anja asked.

Tobia nodded her head. “All of our encounters with them occurred before we came into contact with the Scourge as our history relates. Our first contact with the Scourge was…” Tobia turned and looked at Mari. “What do the history texts say now Mari?”

“Our first contact with them came three hundred years before our first war with them.” Mari answered. “That was half a million years ago, give or take a few centuries. I don’t recall exactly. History wasn’t one of my favorite courses.”

Tobia smiled at her daughter and saw Anja doing the same thing. She turned back to Anja then. “Murano or Delnash might know more, I’m only relating to you what I have heard or read myself. As you know from Kasdan, most of our written history and texts were destroyed when our homeworld was wiped out. Once our ships lost the direct link to the database archives on our homeworld, all they were left with was what was in their databases. Fragmented periods of our history. What we are teaching in our schools now comes mostly from the memories of the oldest among us and what few texts do remain.”

“That is interesting.” Anja said softly as her mind raced back and forth with different ideas and scenarios. 

Anja smelled them long before they came into view, and once more she blessed that Martin’s blood flowed within her and had shaped her once he had turned her. Anja’s sense of smell, while not as keen as Martin’s, Aricia’s or their pureblood children, was extremely powerful. It easily put her on a scale with Loras and the other purebloods here on Jetania. She sipped her coffee again, relishing in the rich flavor as her jade green eyes detected them walking from the interior of the base. Loras, Garget and Nilantha appeared to be speaking freely, Garget fully engaged with the Darastrixi woman who he had believed was Lycavorian for so many centuries. Anja could sense the excitement of discovery in his demeanor, and he was not trying to hide it. All of them held mugs of what would pass for coffee if Anja’s nose was accurate. She smiled to herself, for she would have to get them to try Aricia’s blend and gain more converts. Anja, Tobia and Mari rose to their feet as they approached.

Garget bowed his head deeply to her. “Lady Anja.” He spoke.

“Good morning.” Anja said looking at him.

“I hope the accommodations were alright Anja.” Loras said as she stepped closer. “The base is not exactly meant for entertaining guests.”

Anja dismissed that with a wave of her hand. “Trust me, after three decades of following Marty around and the trouble he gets into, the accommodations were just fine.”

Garget looked surprised. “The Mard Revik gets into trouble?” He asked.

Anja laughed softly. “If only you knew.” She spoke. “Lead, follow or get out of his way. That is Marty’s motto. One of them anyway.”
Garget shifted on the balls of his feet and Nilantha smiled and shook her head. She then stepped up next to him. “Garget is too much of a coward to ask you outright so I will.” She said. “He would like one or two of his engineers to perhaps get a look inside your ship.”

Anja looked at Garget. “Lazar and Rhaos did not tell you everything that they saw while they were inside?”

Garget suddenly looked very embarrassed and his eyes darted back and forth to Loras and Nilantha. Anja saw Loras’s dark eyes narrow even more while Nilantha’s emerald eyes had a distinct twinkle in them, almost as if she was getting some perverse joy out of seeing Garget fidget.
“Garget has not been to my ship Lady Anja.” Nilantha spoke now. “He is not aware of the technological advances that my people and yours have made throughout the years.”

“Yet you told me that you are certain Osrod has at least some of the technology that he took from Dynina’s people when they were here. And the men and women he was able to capture.” Anja said.

Nilantha nodded her head. “That is what we believe, yes.” She answered. “However, since we have not seen great strides in our technology in the last few hundred years, aside from those made by our people here, I can only assume that he either killed them while trying to get information from them, or those scientists and engineers he has working for him just have not been able to determine how it works. Or how they can employ it.”

Tobia nodded her head. “If what Dynina told Martin is accurate then that may well be the reason Anja.” She said.

“He is a fool you know?” Anja spoke. “Have you thought about what you could have done as a people if only his father had worked with Dynina and those with her instead of trying to force their cooperation?”

Garget met her eyes. “I believe you already know the answer to that question.” He spoke in an almost defensive manner. “We are not…”

Anja held up her hand again. “I know that Garget.” She told him. “If you were, we would not be having this conversation.”

“Anja… we…” Loras began but Anja reached out and took her hand drawing her closer to her.

“No.” Anja spoke. “There is nothing to explain or try to defend. You are our people Loras, and you and those in the Mountain Packs are more like us than you know.” Anja looked at Garget. “No more than two Garget. No recording devices or weapons. Endith and Tina can answer whatever questions they have, but as a leader, you must understand that the influx of advanced technology into a society can do more damage than good if it is not controlled.”

Garget straightened up and nodded his head. “Yes.” He spoke. “Will… will the Mard Revik share what you know with us Lady Anja?”

Anja looked at Nilantha and saw her nod her head slightly. She looked back to Garget. “I think you already know what he will do Garget Ranev.” She replied. “And whatever Osrod may think he has, he won’t have it for very long once Martin gets here. Osrod and his father stole it from Martin’s staania, and they took her people against their will. If they are dead, he will answer for that.”

“Avoi.” Nilantha spoke in the Lycavorian language and everyone nodded in agreement.

“When will he get here? And the Heralds?” Loras asked now in an anxious voice that Garget did not understand but that Nilantha did. Anja also detected this anxiousness and what it meant. Loras knew something that Anja did not, something that caused her scent to become a tiny bit sweeter. It wasn’t something that Garget or any male wolf would detect, but it was something that a female would.


“We can proceed to my ship if you like?” Nilantha said.

Anja looked at her and then at Loras before she shook her head. “No.” She answered. “The knowledge in your ship of the future and what it brings, that should remain with you Nilantha. No one else should see it, other than those Black Watch members that already have.”


“There is so much knowledge there Anja.” Nilantha said. “Knowledge that I have hidden and protected for centuries. Knowledge of the future.”


Anja nodded in recognition. “And you can share that knowledge with the other scholars among our people when they arrive. I do not wish to know the future. Martin won’t either. We are strange like that. We like to discover things for ourselves. All of us do.” Anja looked at Loras. “And some things I can already feel.” She said with a warm smile.


“You… you know!” Loras gasped aloud with wide eyes.


Anja squeezed her hand. “I can sense it. I don’t know how or with whom, but you are meant to be part of our family Loras Ranev. And it will happen sooner than you think.”


Garget looked between them with wide eyes, not knowing what Anja meant but knowing that it was something that neither would tell him. It was a female thing, but if it bound Loras to the True Royal Family of their people, it could only be good for all of them.


Anja looked at Nilantha. “You know?” She asked.


Nilantha nodded her head. “I allowed Loras to view what I saw only a few days ago.”


“Then we should talk about that.” Anja spoke. “Right now though, I’m starving.”

“We have arranged for breakfast to be served.” Loras told her with a laugh. “The one thing you can always be sure of is that there is food wherever Garget goes.”

Anja laughed as his embarrassed expression. “Do not be ashamed of this Garget. You are going to be fast friends with Martin and our sons. They love to eat!”

LORENU

HALL OF KNOWLEDGE

“…Was utterly amazing what we accomplished in that brief respite.” Reva was telling them as the moving images all around them depicted the same cities on Cerath but now they were built up and even more fantastic than any Martin and the others had seen before. Several massive space stations now resided in orbit of Cerath and they were surrounded by hundreds of ships that varied in size from several hundred meters to easily the size of SPARTA'S WRATH. “What we built was simply magical and through it all Daniho brought us together even more. He was our passion, our desire, our drive to succeed. He appointed Pengot, Ashten and Kelia his Senior Advisors for life. Ashten was his caution, Pengot his reason and Kelia, she was his purpose.” Reva’s face, even in the Etheric projection was animated and bright as she talked. “The members of the Council of Elders served as what you would call a Parliament or Senate. The Onab selected an equal number of their people and the First Council was born. Half of each were chosen to direct their attention to our people and colonies while the other half worked on the military portion. Every quarter century they switched so that new ideas were always brought forward and implemented. Some we used, some we did not.”


Andro pointed to an image above them. “The Avatars we knew… we knew the Pralor people did not build them, but the Worker Drones?” He spoke. “You made them! Not the Pralor people!”


Reva nodded her head. “We needed assistance in building what we wanted. The Drones and Avatars were the first thing that we created. The Onab had already been working on them and Daniho simply accelerated the project to completion within that first year. Within five years we had over a thousand Avatars and ten thousand Worker Drones. That number doubled within the next five years.” Reva looked around the massive room at all the images and they could tell the pictures were making memories flood through her even in the Etheric projection. “Within fifty years we had over two thousand ships. Most were warships, but many were very advanced transports that we used to reinforce many of our outer colonies at the time. We brought them weapons and built defensive systems around each of them. Daniho was a tactical genius, his mind was always working, always figuring, trying to determine from where they would come and what they would do. He never thought in the here and now Martin.” Reva looked at Martin affectionately. “Now you know how and why you and your son were blessed with this gift. To see signs and details that others cannot. When Sumar’s blood was introduced into our bloodline this skill became even more pronounced because of the Praetorian gene within him. Resumar had it, your father and now you and…”


Martin looked at her image. “Wait a minute!” He spoke. “You speak like…”


“Like this was all scripted somehow.” Andro finished for his father.


Martin nodded. “Yeah… just like that.”


Reva looked at them and slowly nodded her head. “In a manner of speaking, yes.”


“In a manner of speaking?” Martin hissed. “What exactly does that mean?”

Reva’s image moved closer to Martin now and her dark eyes stared at him intently. “I know what you are thinking.” She spoke softly. “And you misunderstand the meaning of my words Martin. Everything that you and your son have done, every decision that you have made over the course of the years, each of them has been your decision to make and yours alone. These decisions have made you who you are. Each of you. Androcles, Dorian, Laren, Denali, Eliani, Resumar, all of your children.”


“You just said it has all been scripted.” Martin spoke once more.


“No, that is how Androcles described it.” Reva answered. “And he is correct to an extent. However, there is much more involved in what had occurred through the millennia prior to you joining this world Martin. And that is why it was wiped from the records. That is why it only exists here and in the other temples across the stars.”


Martin shook his head. “Now I’m confused.” He said.


Reva smiled and nodded her head. “Then let me continue and help you to see the purpose of it all.”

Martin Leonidas stared at her for a long moment. All of his waking life he had desired the answers to these questions. How? Why? Who? The answers about himself, about his family, his history and his people. Each of his children were so very special in a unique way and he had seen that in their eyes the moment each of them entered this world. He couldn’t explain it, could not put his finger on it, but now all of those questions were here in this one spot. 

And finally all of those answers as well.

“Alvva?” Martin turned as Eliani reached out and put her hand on his arm, her voice soft and even. He looked into her fern green eyes, so much like her mother in her beauty and her intelligence. “Evell sey chevsh allon nison Alvva. Una coi daanth un kincha una hote.” (We have come this far Papa. It is time to discover it all.)
Martin reached up and stroked her cheek seeing her smile at his touch and the fatherly aura he pulsed her with. His eyes cut to Andro and he saw his oldest son nod his head, and finally they moved to Dorian and Laren who stood side by side. Laren, his Soul Daughter, part Darastrixi and part Lycavorian. He had accepted this almost from the moment he saw her in that transmission. She had too much of Androcles and Dorian in her to deny it, and now he was finding out they had much of her in them. She clutched Dorian’s arm in both her hands and he saw her nod her head along with Dorian. His youngest son, and the product of the love he had for Isabella and her for him. Vampire and Lycavorian. Yes, all of his children, born of his blood or not, all of them were special. Martin looked back to Reva finally as so many revelations of his life filled him and he nodded his head to her.

“You are our blood.” Martin spoke.

Reva nodded her head slowly. “I suppose I am. Many thousands of generations removed, but yes.”

“Then do not ask us not to acknowledge this.” Martin told her. “There is nothing more important than family, and that is what their mothers and I have raised them to believe. You are our blood… our family. And you will be treated just as they treat my mother and Jezima and Dynina and Meral.”

“That is hardly important now given my current form and…” Reva began.

“It is important to us!” Martin snapped. “All of us! If you have been watching us for all of this time staania Reva, then you know this to be true!”

All of them saw her look at him and once more they could almost see the moistness in her eyes even as an Etheric projection. Reva Mahanlo may have been an Etheric projection right now, but her connection to her physical body was still present and she could still feel emotion. Right now all she could feel was happiness and love. She nodded her head finally and met his eyes.

“I do.” She spoke softly. “It reminds me of… of the closeness that Daniho, Ashten and Kelia shared with me all those millennia ago. And it feels wondrous.”

Martin nodded his head. “They are our strength and our purpose. This is their history just as much as it is ours. It has been from the moment that we brought them into our lives and our blood now flows within them. Sadi carries the next generation of our blood staania. How much more important can that be?”

Reva met his gaze. “She carries far more than that Martin. Within her… within her she carries the reunification of our people.”

Andro knew what his father thinking and he stepped closer to him. “Then they should be here with us staania. Learning all of this, just as we are. We will share it with them anyway, isn’t it better if they learn it with us?”

Reva looked at him now and she nodded her head. “The time for long held secrets is now passed. You are correct.” She said softly as she closed her eyes. 

The moon was full outside the Temple, the camp quiet. Durcunusaan patrols stood guard all around the perimeter with Darastrixi and Lycavorian and Pralor security from the city. They were conversing as if they were long lost friends who had been reunited and laughter could be heard among the small groups from time to time.


Aricia and For'mya were curled into each other’s arms on the bedroll near the large fire, Sadi, Ne'Veha and Carisia spooned with Sehri, Lu'ria and Caliria between them. Dynina, Gorgo, Dasha and Jezima lay sleeping only a few meters away. Jomann was the only one who was awake at the moment, Brendi curled into his arms. Jomann nearly jumped out of his boots when the figure of Reva appeared by the fire and he sprang to his feet in an instant. His sharp movements brought the others instantly awake and the image of Reva could only smile as she realized that none of them had left the small clearing around the entrance to the Temple. She watched as all of them moved from the shadows around the fire to stare at her. All of her blood family no matter how it had come to be, just as Martin and Androcles had told her. It only took a simple nod of her head to deactivate the security measures within the Temple and eyes went wide as they heard the doors to the Temple begin to open a short distance away.


“Carians!” Gorgo muttered as she clutched Dynina’s hand.


“It is time.” Reva spoke. “The love of this family, this bloodline, it knows no distinction of species or race. It did not in the beginning and as my grandsons have shown me, it does not now. Come, all of you. There will be no more secrets among family. Come.” Reva’s image waved her hand toward the double doors.


No words were really needed among the Leonidas family, and all of them broke for the doors at the same time, including Laren’s parents Yokra and Robati. Reva’s eyes were bright and smiling when she saw this and she turned her head to see Kadeer standing there silent, Perlae, Ishma and Awser beside him.


Reva’s Etheric form moved closer to them. “You carry the blood of Mahanlo within you, no matter how it came to be.” She spoke. “You are family Kadeer, as are your children with Maha. Set aside your role now and follow your family.”

Perlae and Ishma gripped their father’s hands and Kadeer Imuma did something he had not done since the day Maha had come into his life. 

He took a leap of faith.


Reva Mahanlo had watched them all with a beaming face as they entered the Hall of Knowledge, their faces full of discovery and happiness. She watched her grandson Martin’s mates go to him first of all, how he nuzzled them and his aura put them at perfect ease. How the beautiful Sadi, carrying the future of their people in her womb, how she was enveloped within Androcles’ arms, his other wives and mates crowding around him without hesitation as he nuzzled all of them, his own aura pulsing them with love. Reva had been amazed, as she had watched through the years as the love between the Queens her grandson had claimed grew and developed. There was no competition between them in the least and their love for each other as well as Martin was unquenchable. Just as it now was with Andro’s wives and mates, and Denali and Deion and all of her grandsons who had claimed more than one wife. There was no doubt, no rivalry. While she knew it was not uncommon for a powerful Alpha to take more than one wife and mate, her bloodline had taken that to the next level. 
She allowed them to wander the large room for a time, looking at the many murals on the walls and ceilings, always glancing up to the ceiling at the images that were flashing by and what she had already shown Martin and Androcles. There was no hesitation or inkling of uncertainty within any of them. This is where they all belonged and this was their history. This knowledge showed on their many faces and in their hearts and minds and though she could not get a true sense from Robati, Yokra or Kadeer because they were pure Darastrixi, the amazement and sense of purpose was completely evident on their faces. Kadeer and Maha’s union of marriage was the only one like it in their history so far, and their three children would be paramount in the future to come. She knew that Laren Ti'shara would find love with a Lycavorian who would worship her as no other, but she did not know who or when she would meet him. If she ever would. Reva was content in the knowledge that in order to take and hold her heart, that wolf would first need to pass the devastating gauntlet of her bloodline, for Laren Ti'shara was Ano Fenneennum to the Mahanlo Pack as a whole and the Leonidas family in particular. Just as the elaborate tattoos on her body announced to all who would see them. Reva was sure that she would not want to be the wolf that attempted to claim Laren, for facing the Leonidas family was daunting enough, but facing Laren’s father and all of her brothers as well, that would take a special kind of wolf.

The Bloodline tattoos on her body, on Andro’s and Dorian’s, and soon those on Martin’s, they would never fade or dull. Any children born in the future would bear these same tattoos, and soon the rest of Martin’s family would begin to show the sign of these tattoos forming on their bodies. Perhaps not in as elaborate a mural as the four of them, but they would begin to take shape now that they had entered the Temple. All of them were connected more deeply within the Etheric realm than Reva had ever felt with the exception of her own children. And now, Martin, Androcles, Dorian and Laren would be even more powerful because of the Praetorian gene within them, passed down by their Blessed Pralor ancestor Sumar. Really, any of their children with this gene would be more powerful, even as those without the gene would also begin to shape the future. 

Eliani Leonidas had already done this and she had not even realized it. 
Reva had not sensed it right away, but now, seeing her beside him, the way they touched one another, the way they held each other and the second red haired female, Reva Mahanlo knew. The tall Lycavorian Jomann, whose own blood was pure and powerful, he descended from the Kirek Pack. Reva did not know how this was possible for the decisions after the war had separated the Kirek Pack from the others that survived. She would need to delve into the archives at the other sites in order to discover how this had happened, but there was definitely no mistaking this now as she saw and felt them so close. Jomann carried himself in the same manner as Lylor had, proud and powerful and devastatingly protective of Eliani and this Brendi that shared their lives. His resonance within the Etheric realm was similar to Lylor in many ways and if she was able to detect his scent, no doubt she would detect the similarities as well. Reva had taken note through the years of the unique closeness that Androcles shared with his sisters Eliani and the beautiful young Zarah, as well as the adopted vampire female Yuriko.  Somehow this closeness between them would play a role in the future she knew, but for now it would develop on its own. 

Now they had to continue. 
Reva turned her head in the Etheric projection and found Martin’s eyes looking upon her intently. He sensed something Reva knew, and once more she blessed the gods for what he was. She nodded her head to him and Martin turned to look around.
“Everyone find a spot and park it!” Martin barked out the command and Reva laughed gently as the others reacted to his command. Within seconds everyone had either sat on the ground or the several benches that were scattered about and Martin looked back to her. 

“Staania?”


Reva looked at all of them around her. “There is so much to cover.” She spoke softly. She settled her eyes on Martin. “There is an easier way Martin.” She spoke.


“Let’s hear it.” Martin said.


“I can… I can channel through you, and your pureborn children Androcles, Deion and Nara.” Reva told them. “Their connection to our bloodline is strongest because of you.” Reva explained. “I can activate the Etheric boosters within this Temple and use the four of you as the anchors for everyone because of the Praetorian gene within you. It is something that Sumar taught to me and to Dadrien.”


Jezima perked up. “Wait! You knew… you knew my son Sumar!?” She asked stunned and squeezing Dynina’s hand who sat beside her.


Reva nodded her head with a smile. “Yes I did, Jezima Mahanlo.” She answered. “And a finer man I have never met.”


“Why do you call me that? I am not… I am not Lycavorian.” Jezima spoke shyly.


Reva shook her head. “That is not entirely true.” She spoke in reply. “Whether you wish to believe how it came to be, all of you in this room have been touched by the blood of the Mahanlo Pack. You may be Pralor and Darastrixi, but you have interacted and been part of our lives in some manner. Perhaps not directly Jezima, but when Dynina’s daughter Sateia turned Sumar, he became Lycavorian. He became Mahanlo blood. Just as Dynina was. Just as her daughters were. Just as you now are. Why do you think Martin and his children treat you in such a way? It is in their blood.” Reva cut her eyes to Kadeer. 
“So you see Kadeer Imuma… Maha Mahanlo loved you with every fiber of her being… and the moment she bit you in the manner of our people, you became part of this family. An integral part, for it is your hand that has guided your children to this day. Your hand that kept Dynina in their lives. Your oath to Maha, who you loved just as fervently as she loved you. Your role is not done Kadeer, you have much still to accomplish, for you are family. Never doubt that Kadeer. Never. In many ways, that oath you swore the day she passed into the next world, that is as Lycavorian as it gets.”

Martin turned to look at Kadeer and nodded his head. “Avoi.” He spoke softly as Perlae held her father’s arm tightly, tears rolling down her cheeks.


Reva turned her head and focused her gaze on Wayonn, who had so far remained silent and out of the way as if he did not belong. “You were the brother to Sumar that his twin never was Wayonn Mahanlo. He loved you Wayonn, more than you will ever know. And now you must put aside whatever doubts you may have in regards to your place here. You belong here, just as each of you do. And to those who are not here, through Martin and his children I can reach them as well.”

“Anja? Melda Min?” Martin asked her now.


Reva nodded her head. “All of them… including your brother Daniel.” She answered. “Through you. The pureness of the blood within you and your pureblood children is beyond what any Lycavorian will have no matter where they reside in the universe. Any touched by you will be the same, albeit not as powerful. You know all this Martin; Anja has told you this before many times. The Purity Coefficient that your friend Eurin developed, it is a good system, but it cannot take into account our blood. That is why it cannot be measured. Even the Onab were never able to determine the why of it. Your beautiful Anja, “Red” as you affectionately call her, she is perhaps the most intelligent individual alive in the universe right now Martin. Even the Onab and all of their technology could not do what she has done. What she will do in the future. Even she could not determine why our blood is so potent. It is a rare oddity that will never be discovered I think… but that is not important now.” Reva looked around once more.


“What is important are those in this room right now.” Reva continued. “And now all of you must know why we did what we did all those millennia ago. You must understand the why of it, or you will not be able to shape the future.”

“What… what did you do?” Gorgo asked now.


Reva smiled and lifted her hands. “Let me show you. Let me show you all of it.”


With that, a soft white light extended from her hands to engulf Martin, Androcles, Deion and Nara, and this white light quickly spread to everyone in the room and their minds came alive as they could feel one another within that Etheric bubble. 


And Reva began to talk.


“They returned exactly one hundred years after our first encounter with them.” Reva’s voice began. “This time however, this time we were ready for them.”

JETANIA

HIDDEN AIRFIELD

SIX KLICKS NORTHEAST OF WARIM

“…Is wrong?” Garget asked with genuine worry in his voice for a multitude of reasons. “What is going on Oracle?” His eyes were focused on where Anja sat lotus style on the ground near the bottom of the ramp of their STRIKER. Around her, sitting in similar positions, were Retta, Normya, Zarah, Mari and Kalis. 

“I don’t know.” Nilantha replied. “I felt a surge of Etheric power and…”


“I felt it too?” Loras spoke now from beside Lazar. “It was fleeting and warm and…”


“It is Martin.” Tobia’s voice echoed from behind them and they turned to see her walk up with Tir'ut and Lucia beside her.


“Vada Mard Revik?” Garget gasped in shock. 

Tobia nodded her head. She knew what that phrase meant for Aricia and Anja had been schooling her in their language for weeks now. “Yes. He must have discovered something that he needed to share with them. With his family.”


“He can… he can reach across the stars like this?” Rylin gasped. “He can touch them from where he is?”


Tobia nodded her head again. “I don’t know where exactly he is but yes. Etherically speaking he and his son Androcles are the most powerful Etheric users in existence right now. Their abilities and potential are untapped. If it was important enough to include Anja and his family, then yes, he would find a way. They would find a way.”


“Can we… can we do this?” Loras asked her.


“My people, all Lycavorians are born with this ability but most never advance it past the lower tiers.” Tobia answered. “Most do not have the concentration to control it as my people do, as Martin and those with him do. It requires a particular gene within our bodies that is so rare only one in a trillion have it now. Without the gene, we can only use Etheric abilities to a certain extent. Nothing like they are capable of.”


“You have this gene Tobia?” Rylin asked.


Tobia nodded her head. “My husband, Murano and our daughter Mari. Yes. Mari is wife and mate to one of Martin’s pureblood sons, Deion. His blood now runs through her.”


“Sibfla!” All of them heard the soft curse word and turned to see Rhaos beside Lazar now.


Tobia smiled and shook her head. “You have no worries Rhaos.” She told him. 


“I hurt her. On their ship right after…” Rhaos stated.


Lucia shook her head. “You did so in an unknown situation created through no fault of your own.” She told him stopping his words. “Trust me, Mari has already made this known to Deion. You need not worry.”


“What is he showing them?” Nilantha asked looking at Lucia now.


Lucia shook her head. “I don’t know. Zarah will share it with me after, and Normya with Tir'ut here, but we do not carry the blood of their family in our veins. Tir'ut and I felt it at first but it was for their family only because of the Etheric connection. We just need to wait.”


“How long?” Garget asked.


“That we cannot answer.” Tir'ut replied. “I have seen Androcles hold such a connection by himself for several hours, but with his father and others with him, there’s no telling how long it could last.”


Nilantha turned back and looked at where Anja sat. She nodded her head slowly. “Lady Anja has been nothing but forthcoming since their arrival.” She turned to Garget. “Garget?”


He nodded his head without pause. “Yes.”


“Then we wait.” Nilantha said. “We are only just beginning to learn how closely tied we are with those of the True King. We have waited for millennia and we can wait for a few more hours if necessary.”


Loras wasn’t listening to Nilantha speak because the pull within her was more powerful than anything she had ever felt. She was staring at where Anja sat, the tingling of her mind alive like it had never been before. No one noticed as she moved closer to where Anja was, her eyes wide at the sensations that were racing through her. She felt more alive than at any time in her life and she did not know why. And then the voice filled her mind, a powerful yet gentle male voice that whispered within her mind like a cool breeze through the mountain valleys all around her.

“Enler jar aur valiath. Allon coi terit livca kos.” (Join us my wife) (This is your history too)


Loras felt such a wonderful sensation sweep across her that it shook her right down to her core. A sensation of love, desire and passion mixed with respect and honor. Without any doubt or hesitation in the least Loras Ranev crossed the last few meters’ distance and saw Anja and Retta reach for her hands. She took them without pause and settled to the ground between them. 


And on this day Loras Ranev entered a whole new world.

HONELZE


“…Sure there is nothing wrong?” Koguth asked as he stood beside Lexi in the small room inside the restaurant.


Lexi turned her eyes to him and nodded. “The King reached for them.” She replied. “It was a very powerful Etheric connection meant only for the four of them.” She motioned to where Dysea, Isabella, Cirith and Meral sat at the small table, all of them holding each other’s hands. To Koguth they appeared to be in a deep trance of some sort.


“You are their Captain Lexi.” He spoke. “I do not begin to try and understand this ability that your people have, but if you believe they are safe?”


Lexi smiled and nodded her head. “They are fine General.” She said. “And there are many among our people that do not understand how they can do what they can do, so don’t feel left out. I am among them.”


Koguth looked at her and smiled. These last weeks and months they had become good friends and Koguth was assured a direct line to any of the Queens when he needed their council. “I will take your word for it.” He said with that feline smile. “I was going to report that we have finished the eastern defensive positions and will start on the final positions along the north wall tomorrow. We should be done within the week.”


Lexi nodded her head. “I will tell them.” She spoke. “I’m sure they will want to cover the last portion with you when they are finished here. Isabella and Cirith most of all. They seem to have a more complete grasp of defensive fortifications.”


Koguth nodded his head. “I will return when they call for me.” He spoke.


Lexi watched him walk out and then turned her head back to where her Queens sat. She pulled a chair away from the wall and settled into it, knowing that this could be a long wait. She had seen the surprise on their faces when they felt Martin reach for them, the joy and love and the confusion. Whatever was taking place, for him to reach for them in this fashion, it must have been very important.
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The images swirling all around them held their rapt attention while Reva’s voice filled their minds like the narrator of a story. It was her voice, but it wasn’t as she spoke, but no one really noticed.

Ship and ground battles from at least a dozen different worlds that they could tell. The Iais’Kai ships were massive in size, the smallest that they could see was equal in size to a LEONIDAS-IIA Class Strike Cruiser. There were thousands upon thousands of odd transports that carried the ground troops very similar to those Androcles, Dorian and Laren had fought on the Pralor Science station. They witnessed wave after wave of these ships attacking planets, hundreds of them obliterated by planetary defenses. 
The ships of the Ardorm Kys gave as good as they got however, matching the Iais'Kai in firepower if not size. Their losses were heavy in the beginning for most of them were learning as they went, never having had to fight for their very survival. This is when the most telling aspect of the Lycavorian people came shining through. 

Their ability to adapt.

Daniho was a masterful tactician it seemed, for he never made the same mistake twice. He cared for those who followed his orders and as the battles progressed, Daniho, Ashten and even Kelia became worshiped by both Onab and Lycavorian. Daniho may have been King, but Ashten and Kelia fought just as viciously alongside him. Kelia refused to leave the side of her brothers, and Lylor fought beside his beautiful wife and mate without question. The Kirek Pack became synonymous with the Mahanlo Pack through these first years. Where the Mahanlo Pack fought, the Kirek Pack was never very far away. Daniho Mahanlo was no fool and he used his people’s skills and abilities to the best of his ability. Onab fought beside Lycavorian and vice versa, for there was no special consideration. All of them knew that their survival depended on each other. The Onab had a knack for commanding ships, almost an instinctual nature, which made them the logical choice to command the fleets, but Daniho insured that Lycavorians were among those who were in a position to learn from the Onab. The main shipyards at Cerath were turning out warships at an astounding rate once the Worker Drone program had been instituted, and soon after that the Avatars began to come online. 

Cerath was the most heavily defended of their planets, something the Iais'Kai discovered in the first weeks of the war, much to their painful disappointment. Daniho was not about to leave their homeworld undefended for any reason. The entire planetary system had been turned into a no man’s land as the Iais'Kai found out. Nearly four thousand massive planetary batteries protected Cerath, all of them shielded by the advanced regenerating shields developed within the last fifty years of preparation. When the Iais'Kai fleet arrived here first, intent on crushing their homeworld and making short work of their government and destroying all command and control, they were unprepared for what greeted them. 
Nearly four thousand planetary batteries and almost five thousand Ardorm Kys ships met the Iais'Kai fleet when they entered the system. Ten thousand Iais'Kai ships boldly entered the Cerath system, the battle lasting for three straight days, until the Iais'Kai withdrew with barely two thousand ships left in their force. All but a few of the huge transports they had set upon the planet
were destroyed before they ever made it into the upper atmosphere. Those that did land were met on the surface by overwhelming force. Daniho had been very clear in his orders, the Iais'Kai would offer no mercy or surrender based on their actions on Delum, and we would offer none either. It would be a fight to the death and the Lycavorians and Onab would take no chances or prisoners.
“…Suffered losses as well.” Reva spoke once more as her Etheric form turned to face where Martin sat enthralled, Aricia and For'mya tucked between his legs. “We lost nearly half of the fleet guarding our home and a third of the defense batteries, but they ran. They were able to land fourteen transports on the surface, vile and savage warriors much like those you fought on the science station Androcles.” Reva spoke looking at him now. Sadi was sitting lotus style between his legs, Ne'Veha and Carisia sitting on either side of her, their hands resting over the top of Andro’s hand on her abdomen. Lu'ria and Sehri leaned against Andro’s sides while Caliria sat tightly against Lu'ria. 

“Thousands of them made it to the surface, but Daniho had forces ready for them. Their numbers were reduced by the planetary defenses and many were wounded but we spared no one. It was almost as if, they fought as if no one had ever stood up to them before. They were stunned at the ferociousness of our attacks on the ground and at how hard our people are to kill. Within a day, we had killed all those who landed, none survived to leave the areas where their ships landed and our population centers were never threatened.”

“It was a great victory for us. The first of many in the coming years,” Reva told them now. “But it would not last. Daniho and Ashten were suspicious to say the least. Others among our people were of the mind that our first victory on Cerath forced the Iais'Kai to rethink their invasion. They tried to bring others to their way of thinking. That we should reach out to the Iais'Kai and try to find out what it is they wanted. To make peace.”

“I’m guessing that did not turn out well.” Martin spoke softly now.

Reva shook her head. “No. Daniho was adamant, and within days we were rebuilding what we had lost while sending out scouts to follow those Iais'Kai ships that had left the system. They struck again within a month, utterly wiping out two Research colonies of substantial size, butchering over thirty-five thousand men, women and children and then we all knew as Daniho had suspected. It was far from over.” Reva looked up at the images that were playing all across the ceiling and walls now. “They fortified these planets and gained a foothold in our space. That was all they needed. We did not know where they came from, where their home was, but they were very capable and organized. Pengot advised Daniho to strike the colonies and retake them quickly, as did many others. Daniho refused. He sensed something was not right and he was not about to leave Cerath undefended. Ashten and Kelia agreed, as did I. Three months later we discovered it was the correct course of action. One of our scout vessels was patrolling the outer edge of our system and they detected another fleet of Iais'Kai ships. A much larger fleet, and they were spreading out.”
“The attack against Cerath was only a diversion.” Andro echoed his father’s thought just before he spoke the words.

Reva looked at him and her Etheric projection nodded. “Yes. They threw away hundreds of thousands of lives and thousands of ships attacking Cerath so that they could move larger forces into our space with no resistance.”

“How?” Andro asked softly. “Where did they come from Staania? A force that large had to have been detected as it was entering the quadrant.”


Reva nodded her head. “And they were.” She answered. “But the Iais’Kai, they had ships waiting for our scouts and they destroyed them before they could report to us. They then sent their own reports on our channels, which they obtained from the wreckage of the ships they destroyed.” 


“That was smooth.” Martin spoke grudgingly. He looked at Reva. “I bet that never happened again.”


Reva nodded her head. “No, it did not. We instituted strict guidelines after we discovered what they had done.”


 “What guidelines?” Martin was quick to ask.

Aricia was the one to pull on his arm. “Beloved, let her speak.” She admonished him lovingly.


Reva smiled as she saw Martin lean over and nuzzle Aricia’s cheek affectionately. “The details of the many battles fought through Vada Zin sarakoa vyen ils are well documented here and in the other Temples. As of today, you will have the ability to enter any of them to discover these things and so much more that I cannot cover with you right now. Any of you here, it will be encoded into your DNA, is being encoded as we speak. All of you will see a tattoo begin to take shape on your body, most often behind the shoulder as I have…” Reva turned and slipped the shoulder portion of her dress off her skin. Even the Etheric connection did not take away from the intricate detail or design of the tattoo. While not large in any way, the detailed image was unmistakable in its depiction. A large wolf with night black fur was shown standing on its hind legs and having dragon wings unfolded along its sides. The coloring was breathtaking and it almost seemed to bring the tattoo alive with its vibrancy. Reva released her dress and turned back fully to face Martin and the others. 
“I do not know how it came to be, or who is responsible for its creation, all I know is that it will begin to appear on all of those present in this Temple and those connected to us within a few days. For those with our direct blood within them, it will appear much more quickly. And it will never go away. I have grown quite fond of it over the many years to be honest.” Reva turned and looked at Martin. “And it is something that the Onab foretold over four million years ago.”
Martin looked at her with huge eyes. “What?!!!”

Reva nodded her head slowly. “There is so much about the Onab that was known to only a few Martin. Daniho and Ashten among them. Things that you must know now.”
“How do… how do you know them staania?” Dorian asked.

“I was… I was the only one who Daniho and Ashten told.” Reva answered softly. “The Onab agreed to this arrangement so that I could… so that I could act in this manner through the many years to come. As the Harbinger of what was to come. To keep alive what they foresaw and to guide as much as I was able.”

“What they foresaw?” Martin asked softly. “Staania, you volunteered to… to act in this way? Why?”
Reva took a deep breath within the Etheric connection. “There were hundreds of battles during the Vada Zin sarakoa vyen ils; thousands of them if you include the smaller battles across many different planets. They are yours to read about as you will, but you must know the true events that took place in order to understand what we did, the mistakes that we made.”
“You were defending you homes!” For'mya interjected. “Your worlds! Those that you loved! That is no mistake!”

Reva smiled and shook her head. “No, it is not.” She agreed. “However, it is the reason the future was shaped as it was.”

“What do you mean?” For'mya pressed her.
“The Vada Zin sarakoa vyen ils changed us.” Reva spoke softly. “It changed all of us.”

“I don’t follow staania.” Martin spoke now. “War changes everyone by its very nature. It makes us different people because of what it forces us to do.”

Reva nodded her head. “This is true staaniketo.” She answered calling Martin grandson for the first time. It felt right to her as she spoke the words and it gave her no pause at all in speaking them. This only confirmed to her the truth of what Martin and Androcles had said to her a short while ago about blood. “Up until the Iais'Kai appeared we had never fought before.” Reva spoke. “Certainly there were disagreements between Alphas, between Packs, but never anything that caused us to… never anything that caused us to embrace the baser instincts of our people. It changed the Onab as well.”

“You are not making sense.” Martin told her.
Reva nodded her head. “As the war progressed, things were not going well for us at all.” She told them. “The Iais'Kai seemed to be everywhere, almost as if they had an unlimited supply of ships and troops. We had colonized nearly a hundred worlds when they first arrived, thriving centers of commerce and trade with dozens of other species in that quadrant of space. We had… the Iais'Kai went after them first. They utterly obliterated nine different species, over ten trillion lives lost, because of us. The Iais'Kai are cunning and shrewd. The others we had befriended abandoned us to save themselves. Some of them even turned on us and they thought by doing so they could survive, but they were wrong. The Iais'Kai came for them as well in time. By the war’s end we were alone. It was not until the war was near its end that we finally discovered the why of it.” Reva met Martin’s eyes. “We started the war Martin. We caused them to attack.”

“What?” Martin gasped.

“I have told you the Onab were technological geniuses.” Reva said. 

“Yeah, so?” Martin hissed.

“A hundred and fifty years before the Iais'Kai first attacked, the Onab were finishing testing on what they called Portal Drives.” Reva told him. “Engines that could allow a ship to transverse from one quadrant to another in the blink of an eye. This could allow their ships to go almost anywhere in the universe instantly if they had the proper coordinates.”

Dynina’s eyes grew wide. “Like… like what we developed here on Lorenu!” She gasped. “We… the specifications were in the computers here! It took our scientists two thousand years to figure them out but…”

Reva nodded her head. “The plans for the Portal Drives were left here on purpose Dynina Mahanlo. They were left here by the Onab for those who followed you here to discover and begin to develop on your own.” 
“They saw staania Dynina coming here?” Androcles asked now.

Reva nodded once more. “Yes.” She replied. “The Onab… The Onab had the gift of foresight. They saw things that would happen in the future. Not in any real order or sense but those who had this skill most often were artists and designers and they put their visions in paintings and drawings. Other scholars would attempt to put them in some semblance of direction but nothing was ever set in stone. The future never is.”

“So they… they saw us… one of them saw us sitting here and having this conversation?” Martin asked stunned.

Reva shook her head. “Nothing so exact staaniketo, no.” She replied. “They foresaw the end of the war, but not how. They foresaw we would meet the Darastrixi, but not how. They foresaw the Praetorians and Sumar’s rise to power but not how. They foresaw the end of the Pralor Empire at the hands of the Iais'Kai, but not how. They foresaw your birth Martin, and the birth of Androcles, Dorian and Laren, but not the how or when.”
“You said they made paintings and drawings.” Sadi spoke. “I don’t recognize anything on these walls or among the images we have seen Lady Reva.” She said.

Reva shook her head. “And you won’t dear Sadi. At least not here.” She replied. “All of the contents of the archives, paintings, drawings, even holo depictions, all of them were stored in one place. They have been hidden away for millennia. The last one, the last one is how I know that the children you carry within you are the reunification of our people.”

“Nilantha’s ship!” Martin exclaimed. “Anja said Nilantha told her that the history she carried was indispensable!”

“Your insight truly serves you well, Martin.” Reva told him. “She was chosen by Dadrien to be the guardian of this knowledge, yes.”
Martin looked at her. “Dadrien was a lot more than we think he was isn’t he?” He asked her.

Reva smiled warmly. “More than you can possibly imagine. As was your grandfather Sumar.” She said. She lifted her hand before Martin could continue. “Allow me to continue staaniketo. Your answers will come.”

Martin looked at Aricia and For'mya as they squeezed his arms and nodded their heads. He turned back to Reva. “Forgive me.” He said.

Reva shook her head. “There is nothing to forgive.” She told him. “The research was stopped on the engines after a particularly large phase of testing the Onab conducted. They actually stopped all research into them after this event.”

“What event?” Dynina asked.

“The Onab arranged a test of three ships with these prototype engines.” Reva spoke. “They were all remotely controlled and directed with the barest of systems installed in order for the ships to operate. They were given a set of specific coordinates in what we then thought was uncharted space. We were wrong.”

Martin looked at her. “It wasn’t uncharted was it?” He said softly. “It was Iais'Kai space.”

Reva nodded slowly. “Yes.” She answered. 

“What happened?” Aricia asked.

“Two of the ships had catastrophic failures when they arrived at the set coordinates they were provided. They emerged in the middle of a radioactive nebula that we did not know was there.” Reva told them painfully. “The ship’s shields could not compensate for the radiation quickly enough and they exploded. What was the main travel corridor for Iais'Kai space; very near to what was their homeworld, traveled past this nebula.”
“Oh boy…” Martin muttered softly. “This is not going to be good.”

Reva shook her head. “No.” She agreed with him. “The resulting explosions set off a chain reaction throughout the entire nebula. I don’t know the scientific references to what happened, but the explosions caused the nebula to increase in size by a factor of one hundred. The lethality of the radiation within the nebula increased by a factor of a thousand. Within two days it had moved and engulfed four Iais'Kai worlds, including their homeworld.”

“Carians!” Gorgo hasped in horror. 
Reva nodded her head at Gorgo’s reaction. “Yes.” She spoke softly. “Every living thing on those four planets was killed within a week. Billions upon billions died.”

“How do you know all this?” Jezima asked her.

“The third ship was undamaged. It had exited its jump outside the nebula and further away from the Iais'Kai homeworld.” Reva answered. “When the Onab realized what had taken place they kept the third ship in position for as long as they could, taking sensor readings and trying to do anything they could think of to stop it. When they realized that nothing was going to survive and they could not stop the nebula from expanding, they brought the ship back.” Reva looked at Martin. “What they did not realize was that an Iais'Kai ship detected them as they spooled up the Portal engines for the return trip. It was able to fire a tracking device of some sort onto the hull just before it jumped.”

“They tracked the ship back to you.” Andro said.

Reva nodded her head. “It took them a hundred and fifty years to come, but yes.”

“The Onab knew all this could happen?” Martin asked.

Reva shook her head quickly. “Joa! Carians joa!” She exclaimed. “They assumed, we assumed that the planet was uninhabited from long range probe information. The probes were able to detect the nebula immediately upon entering the system but what we did not know was that the radiation from the nebula was something we had never seen before and it was affecting their long range sensors. The sensors did not give accurate information.”

“A new form of radiation?” For'mya asked.

Reva nodded her head. “Something we had never seen before.” She answered. “The Onab called it VerTech Radiation. Astonishingly lethal, and one hundred percent deadly to anything it touched.”

“If you knew the nebula was there, why send the ships into it?” Aviel Em'mor asked now from where he sat beside Yokra and Robati.

“We didn’t.” Reva answered. “Or at least we thought we didn’t. In the hundred years it took for us to plan and execute the test of the ships using the probe information, the Nebula moved.”

“Moved?” Martin hissed. “Nebula’s don’t move! Do they?” He asked looking at For'mya who had more knowledge in this area and he knew it.

For'mya nodded her head. “It is very rare Martin duan enyla, but yes.” She answered him. “We have one within Union space that moves half a light year every thousand years. It causes a beautiful light show for several weeks within the system from what I understand. Many of our astronomers make the pilgrimage to Nodon space to view it.”
“Wow!” Martin spoke genuinely surprised. “Learn something new every day.” He looked back to Reva. “And you didn’t confirm the information because everything you had told you it was a dead system.”

Reva nodded her head once more. “The explosions within the nebula limited any active sensor readings to very short range. The third test ship could not detect any life signs on their homeworld or the other planets. No Iais'Kai ships were detected either. The third ship exited outside the fringes of the nebula where its shields held against the radiation but the sensors were reduced to very short range as I said. When the two other ships exploded it cast a cloud out that engulfed the third ship but did no harm to its shields. The Iais'Kai ship must have been outside the edges of the nebula and this cloud and saw our ship visually.”

“How could that be possible?” Martin questioned.

“We only discovered all this after we captured a very high ranking Iais'Kai officer near the end of the war. One of the Iais'Kai Queen’s senior advisors.” Reva replied to the question. “No larger Iais'Kai warships were in that area because they were all supporting an invasion of a planet in another sector of their space. Only smaller planetary ships were in the area and that is what put the tracker on our third ship.” 

“They viewed it as an attack.” Martin said softly. 

Reva nodded once more. “Yes. And given their nature, their response was predictable. However, without our advanced technology it took them a hundred and fifty years to finally arrive and exact their retribution.”

“What happened?” Andro asked.

“You must understand; by this time, they were so close to defeating us.” Reva spoke and her words were obviously hard and pain filled. “The war had already… it had already claimed Daniho’s beloved wife and six of his children. Dalet Nulai was personally responsible for killing Daniho’s wife and three of his children. The youngest of them, two girls and a boy. And he did so in a vile and savage manner. If not for Ashten and Kelia, it would have broken him. In a small way I suppose it did.” Reva looked at the floor for a long moment but no one pressed her. Finally, she looked up and continued.
“Daniho ordered that the Iais'Kai officer be interrogated by any means necessary.” Reva said. “He wanted every bit of information that could be obtained from him. All of it.”

“What did he do?” Martin asked.

Reva met his eyes. “He had him tortured beyond imagination for days until the Iais'Kai broke.” She answered. “By this time, Daniho was barely holding on to his sanity. His beloved wife and mate, all but two of his children, they were gone. Ashten and Kelia and his two sons that remained were all that kept him going. He became obsessed with ending the war before any more of our people, any more of his family, before any more were taken from him. From all of us.” Reva’s words were spoken with great emotion and all of them could tell it weighed heavily on her mind. “By this time, our family, we were looked upon as saviors Martin. Daniho, Ashten and Kelia, even me, our people and the Onab viewed us as something more than we were. They would have done anything we asked of them, anything Daniho asked of them as their King.” Reva moved to one of the nearby benches and her Etheric form sat down. “We discovered that the Iais'Kai had brought nearly their entire industrial apparatus with them in their search to find us. They had conquered three planets twenty years before they came for us, in an area of space that we had not yet explored. That is why we did not discover how they were able to continue to make ships and fight as if they had endless supplies. Millions of their kind had come with this great fleet and they were now occupying three planets and providing the Iais'Kai Forces with all of the support they needed.” She looked at Martin. 
“They essentially uprooted what remained of their entire species and came after us. We also discovered from this officer that they were preparing to send another large force to enter the battle from these planets. This would have made it possible to overrun what remained of us.”

“What did… what did Daniho do staania?” Eliani asked now after sitting silent for this entire time.

Reva opened her mouth to answer but her father beat her to it.

“He did the only thing he could do in order to insure their survival. He went after those planets.” Martin said softly.

Reva met his eyes and nodded her head slowly. “Yes.” She took a deep breath and stood up once more. “He had the Onab reactivate their Portal Drive archives and he equipped six ships with these prototype engines. With one enhancement.”

“Dark Matter Cores.” Androcles said softly.
Reva nodded once more. “Yes. Enormously dangerous and unstable and completely unsafe confined in a starship engine core. Even though the Onab knew of this energy source, they did not want to experiment with this type of power because of what it could do. The destruction it could wrought if misused.”

“What happened staania?” Andro asked now.

“Part of the information we got from this officer was where they would stage their forces for the final push. He sent one of these ships to where the Iais'Kai were staging this fleet.” Reva answered the question. “The ship only needed to be in the same sector as the fleet in order for it to do its damage. It was destroyed quickly by Iais'Kai warships, but in destroying it, they also detonated the Dark Matter Cores. And when combined with the Portal Drives, it created a mini Black Hole. The effect only lasted for several hours but in that time nearly ten thousand Iais'Kai ships and five million of their warriors were wiped out.”

“By the gods!” Kadeer Imuma muttered now.

“Another ship was sent to the largest of the worlds the Iais'Kai had conquered, and again, their warships destroyed it quickly. The result was the same. The world and everything on it died.” Reva told them. “We do not know how many were killed, but it was by far their largest science, construction and research center according to the officer we captured. These attacks caused Dalet Nulai to react just as Daniho had hoped.” Reva continued. “He came after us with everything that remained at his disposal here on Cerath.” 
“But why draw him… why bring him here?” Dynina gasped now. “Why bring him to your world?”

Reva turned and looked at Martin then, his eyes watching her intently. He shifted on the floor and looked at Andro quickly before turning back to Reva. Aricia and the others took note of this and glanced between themselves before looking back to Martin.

“Beloved?” She asked softly.

Martin turned and looked at her, those azure colored eyes always able to penetrate to his very heart. He looked back to Reva. “Daniho baited him.” Martin spoke softly then. “By using those weapons he did the one thing that would make this Dalet Nulai blow his casket and do something stupid.”

“He made him come to you where you were the most powerful.” Androcles finished his father’s statement.

Reva nodded slowly. “We had built massive underground facilities on Cerath and that is where our people went.” She continued. “When Dalet arrived all that was waiting for him and his forces was death. We had turned the cities into death traps. Everything that could be used to kill them was used. Buildings, traps, mines. Daniho wasted nothing.” Her head turned to look at where Kadeer sat with his children and she smiled slightly at him. “And it was here that we were introduced to the Darastrixi people and our futures became intertwined.”

“What?” Aviel gasped aloud in disbelief. “How? My people… we never… we never ventured that far from our homeworld! Kadeer and those with him have come further than any of our science ships in our entire history! And we thought them destroyed and lost!”
Laren’s eyes went wide then and she reached for his arm. “Koppentotz Aviel!” She gasped aloud as she looked at him. “Wer Naushindtor Sjiri!”

Aviel glanced at her and then his eyes cut to where Sarlana had been sitting quietly, her eyes now closed as realization spread on her face. It was Andro who shifted on the floor and looked at her. 

“Doraanar?” He asked gently.

Sarlana’s eyes opened slowly and she looked at him warmly. “Wer Naushindtor Sjiri, the Forbidden Scrolls. There have been rumors for hundreds of thousands of years that there is a series of Scrolls that exist that tell of a schism of our people. They have been sealed away in the Urlkrisa Mamiss Archive vaults for nearly four million years. Very few among our people have actually read them, the Urlkrisa Mamiss considers them to be extremely taboo, but they were unwilling to destroy them. Even the Doraanar were not allowed to read them. I… I just never made the connection until now.”

“You… you have read them Doraanar?” Laren asked in shock.

Sarlana shook her head. “Not the scrolls themselves, just the collection of writings of what many scholars believe was in them.”

“What connection Sarlana?” Martin asked.

“It is the reason the Darastrixi have always been so introverted Martin.” Sarlana told him meeting his eyes. “It is said that The Forbidden Scrolls tell the story of a large group of our people, scientists and researchers and military that wanted to leave our homeworld and explore the stars and what was held beyond what we knew. They date back to the very founding of the Darastrixi government. The Urlkrisa Mamiss forbid it of course, but after many years this group was able to steal several of our largest ships and leave our homeworld behind. The Forbidden Scrolls apparently tell us that they were lost many years later, their ship destroyed by something unknown. Apparently that is not the case.”
Laren’s dual colored blue eyes grew wide now and she looked at Sarlana. “Doraanar!” She gasped aloud. “They… they were the Onkmet Darastrixi!” She stammered in shock. “The Winter Dragons!”

Sarlana looked at her. “That isn’t possible Laren.” She spoke gently. She cut her eyes to Reva. “Is it?”

Reva nodded her head with a smile now. “Laren Ti'shara is correct in her words Sarlana.” She answered. 
“How?” Aviel asked in disbelief now, stunned at this revelation. “How is that possible if…”

Reva held up her hand slowly. “Allow me to explain Aviel Em’mor. Cerath was nearly as large as Icarava and given the natural resistance to sensors that Darastrixi skin gives them, they were able to remain undetected even from us for millennia. They lived and they prospered in a region of the planet that we had no interest in and frankly we thought was unlivable.”

Martin looked at her. “Let me guess.” He said. “Impassable mountains and storms that could peel your skin off.”

Reva blinked several times as she looked at him. “How do…”

“We have seen it.” Andro spoke now before his father could answer. “Dorian, Laren and I staania. We have seen it within our minds ever since…”

“Ever since we were born.” Laren finished his statement.
Reva looked back to Martin. “They… they shared this with you?” She asked.

Martin nodded his head. “There is very little my children keep from me staania. You should know that.”

Reva nodded her head. “Yes. Of course.”

“You said the battle came here staania.” He spoke. “That this Iais'Kai fool Dalet Nulai that Andro killed, you said that he and Daniho fought here.”

Reva nodded now. “Yes. The Iais'Kai attacked in full force, but we were waiting for them. Once more they were able to land thousands of troops and running battles erupted across Cerath. The battle between Dalet Nulai and Daniho carried them up into these mountains while it raged above them. All around them. Dalet Nulai’s cronies saved his life that day and thought they had killed Daniho by pushing him off that mountain. It was a fall that would have killed him.”

“Dadrien saved him didn’t he staania?” Andro asked softly, a whisper of reverence that all of them detected. “He was there. On Cerath.”
Reva met his gaze and slowly nodded her head. “Dadrien’s father Arnor… but Dadrien was with him that day, yes. Young and so very powerful and full of vision.” Reva answered him. “Arnor snatched my son from the jaws of death only a hundred feet from crashing into the frozen ground beneath him. Daniho later told us that he had accepted his fate as he fell that day, and that he would join his beloved wife and children in the heavens. He told me that he saw Pria moments before Arnor grabbed him and that she was standing there holding the hands of his children and smiling at him, shaking her head. ‘It’s not your time my beloved.’ He told me she said to him. ‘It’s not your time.’ And then Arnor grabbed him as he fell.”

There large room was utterly silent as that shiver of disbelief and awe swept through them all. They could all sense it as they lifted their heads and Reva’s memories came into focus of that day and they saw the massive black and white dragon descending to the ground carrying Daniho’s limp body in its savage looking front talons. All around him were other dragons, many with two legged Darastrixi upon their backs, all of them landing in the clearing with hundreds of Lycavorians and Onab watching. They saw Reva run from the crowd even as others tried to hold her back, as Arnor gently lowered Daniho to the ground in front of her. Sarlana, Laren and Robati had tears rolling down their cheeks, Gorgo, Jezima, Dynina and Dasha clinging to one another on the verge of crying as well.
“Battles were still raging across the planet but in that one clearing time stood still.” Reva spoke as the images and Etheric memories showed them. 

They watched Kelia and Ashten run up to their brother, Ashten embracing Daniho so hard it was painful, then both their arms were encircling their sister and pulling her to them. Finally, Daniho Mahanlo turned and looked with awe upon Arnor and the hundred other dragons and Darastrixi that had landed in the clearing. Dragons of similar color but varying sizes.

Daniho stepped away from his brother and sister slowly, moving closer to Arnor as he lowered that massive head to within inches of Daniho’s head and shoulders.

“Your spirit weeps with pain Daniho Mahanlo.” The deep gravelly voice came from Arnor’s muzzle shocking all the Lycavorian and Onab present.

“You… you can talk!” Daniho gasped in shocked and all of them saw the huge upper body move with gentle laughter.

“We have watched for many millennia from our hidden mountains where you would not go.” Arnor spoke once more. “We have seen your successes and your failures. We have seen your love and your anger. Both are formidable to behold Daniho Mahanlo.”

“You… you saved my life! Why?”

“You know why.” Arnor answered. “You saw her did you not? The one who holds your heart within her grasp. She spoke to you from the afterlife.”

“How do you… Pria…”

“We can see within. The Etheric realm is all encompassing Daniho Mahanlo. The spark within you, within your blood and your family cannot be denied any longer. It grows and it will become even stronger in the many millennia before you.” Arnor spoke gently moving his snout forward and pressing it to Daniho’s chest. 
“What…?” Ashten had moved up beside his brother now, Kelia right behind him, none of them showing the same fear that the other Lycavorians and Onab showed openly on their faces.

 “What do you mean?” Ashten asked.

“She was correct you know. It is not your time.” Arnor spoke. “My son has seen this as well.”

They watched the dragon beside him move closer now. Also black and white in color and slightly smaller in size, but still enormous in every way, even larger than Torma. 

“I was not fast enough…” Dadrien began to speak and all of them recognized his voice now. “I tried to stop him… and my heart weeps with yours. I remained behind to ensure that your people got there before the animals and elements claimed their remains. For this failure I devote myself to you and your cause.”

Daniho looked at him with wide eyes. “What…?”

“The battles still rage across our world Daniho Mahanlo.” Arnor spoke once more. “It is past time for my kind to get involved. Their leader believes you dead, he is wounded but he will try to press this advantage now. I have fifty thousand Darastrixi warriors ready to assist you in defending what is our home as well. It is time that these vile creatures, these Iais'Kai, it is time that they felt the wrath of the Onkmet Darastrixi as well for invading our homeworld. We stand beside you and your people now Daniho Mahanlo. Let them feel our combined fury. Harness your pain and your anger young Daniho, grip it tightly, control the wrath that burns within you. Focus it, let it fuel you, but do not let it consume you.”

They all watched as Dadrien turned sideways and lowered his huge body completely to the ground. They saw what could only be a brown colored saddle uniquely strapped to his shoulders between the two large spikes that protruded from his shoulder blades where his wings connected to his body.

“A gift from those of my people who walk on two legs.” Dadrien spoke as he settled. “Allow me to carry you while we cleanse our world of this stain. It is not your time Daniho Mahanlo, just as your beloved mate told you. And one day, you will know happiness again.”

Daniho Mahanlo did not know it then, but Dadrien’s words would ring true. Now all he wanted was vengeance and he turned to snatch the helmet from a nearby Lycavorian before leaping up on the saddle and settling onto the shoulders of the massive beast before him without fear.

“Now it begins!” Arnor barked out before releasing a deafening trumpet into the skies and his legs launched him into the air. Dadrien followed his father’s actions and soon they were pulling away in to the sky as Reva and the others watched.

It was silent in the large room once more for a long, enduring moment and then Dorian’s voice broke the silence.

“Saoi nubous sibfla!” 
“…Waged across Cerath for another month.” Reva was speaking once more, all of them riveted to her words. “The Iais'Kai were unprepared for the ferocity of our defenses. The first attack on Cerath that Dalet Nulai led three years before this was a surprise. We were not ready for such a blatant move while our forces fought elsewhere. He was able to kill Daniho’s mate Pria and his three youngest children before having to withdraw. This attack however, this attack we were ready for. He retreated to his ship, for the wounds Daniho had inflicted upon him were grave. He knew he wasn’t safe there, and he had to withdraw out of the system and leave his forces behind to be slaughtered. And slaughter them we did.” Reva spoke, her voice filled with a perverse pride really. “We destroyed their ships, leaving their troops on the ground without support. For three weeks we fought pitched battles across Cerath, Dadrien and Daniho always at the front. Finally, only a few hundred were left, cornered in a valley that they could not escape. We were prepared to crush them all… but something happened.”
Martin Leonidas had risen to his feet while she talked and was walking among them, his head lifted up as he watched her memories in the Etheric projection that filled the ceiling. No one really knew what was going through his mind as he moved among all of them, for he said nothing, spoke no words and simply took it all in. Androcles might have known what his father was thinking, so much alike as they were, but he said nothing. Martin stopped beside Dorian and Laren now when Reva said that and he looked at her.

“He let them go.” Martin spoke softly. “Didn’t he?”

Reva nodded her head now, smiling gently as she looked at him. “Yes.” She answered. “He ordered a ship be given to them, and he allowed them to leave. It was the only act of mercy he showed in those last days. Daniho ordered three of the remaining four Portal ships be used. They targeted the remainder of the Iais'Kai fleet forces and the next largest planet they had taken control of twenty years prior. After he did…” Reva stopped for a moment and took a deep breath. “After Daniho did this, he had Ashten and Kelia send a message to the Iais'Kai forces that remained on the final planet. Leave this area of space, leave every one of our planets that they had conquered, or he would unleash the Nyads rie Jorbhe upon them until all of them were dead.”
Gorgo and Dynina gasped in disbelief at this and Jezima glanced between them before pulling on Dynina’s arm for a translation and Dynina looked at her. “What… what does phrase this mean Dynina?” She asked.

“The Hounds of Hell.” Dynina spoke softly. “To our people this… this phrase means…” Dynina couldn’t bring herself to complete the meaning so Dasha spoke for her, and being the traditional Spartan woman that she was, it was very blunt.
“To our people… to unleash the Nyads rie Jorbhe… it is essentially a call to war that every Lycavorian will answer. Man, woman or child, no matter where they may be. It is… it is part of our blood. It says our enemies will die. No mercy or quarter will be shown for anyone, young or old. We will not pause, we will not stop, we will not relent. Every Lycavorian man, women and child, we will attack our enemies until none remain.” Dasha looked at Reva’s image. “But it has never been used before in our history or the history of those on Lycavore. I studied that history thoroughly Reva; even Resumar did not utter this phrase though he had the most cause to after what the Coven had done. At least… at least until now.”

Reva nodded her head. “No. It has never been used thank the gods. Daniho did not have to go through with that order.”

“They left then staania?” Nara spoke from where she sat beside Deion. Jacina was beside her, holding tightly to her hand, the wolf changes within her already very evident to those in the Hall with them. 

Reva nodded her head. “They did Nara.” She replied with another one of those gentle smiles. “Within a month they had abandoned all of our colonies that they had control of. What was left in their wake was horrific. Very few of our people survived and after ten thousand years, little remained of what we had built on them.”
“Did you follow them?” Martin asked.

Reva nodded once more. “For a time.” She replied. “They abandoned the third planet they used as a staging ground, and what remained of their fleets and forces began the trek back to where they had come. It was then we discovered they were led by a Queen. It was she who gave the order to retreat even though Dalet and other military leaders wanted to continue the fight. A year after they left, Daniho sent a team to explore the world they had abandoned. What they found was… it was beyond imagination. Breeding cells unlike anything we had ever seen. Vile contraptions used for growing more of their kind. If we had explored the remains of the two planets we destroyed, we probably would have found the same thing.” Reva rose to her feet once more, her Etheric image moving gracefully under the images flashing across the ceiling. She stopped next to where Martin still stood. “But what we found on that planet told Daniho one thing.” She spoke looking at Martin.

Martin nodded his head slowly as he looked at her Etheric image. “It told him they would be back.” He said softly causing everyone to look at him in surprise.
“Yes.” Reva said just as softly.

“Wait!” Wayonn spoke now. “Martin how could you… how could you know that?”

Martin looked at him. “Because it is in my blood Wayonn.” He said softly. “What… what they saw that day. I have… I have seen it too. Bits and pieces of it anyway.”

Reva nodded her head. “No one knows what they discovered, an intact computer terminal perhaps, or something of that nature, but Daniho and Dadrien saw what was on it. The two of them had become inseparable over the weeks and months together, and they only shared what they found with Ashten, Kelia and Dadrien’s father.” Reva looked directly at Martin now, their dark eyes meeting and locking together. “Whatever they found Martin, it was the basis for what we did over the course of the next several millennia, and why it was purged from our history, from everyone’s history. Over the course of time, since that day on that planet and what they found, only twelve individuals have ever held the knowledge of what they discovered. Only two remain that have it within them now.”
Martin turned back to her. “Me and my first born son.” Martin said softly.

Reva nodded once more. “It is within you, what they saw, within both of you, but you have just not pieced it all together. In time, you will.”

“They never told you Lady Reva?” For'mya asked.

Reva shook her head turning to look at her. “No.” She answered. “Given what I could see on their faces and in their eyes, a large part of me is glad that they did not.”

“What happened then staania?” Androcles asked now as he gently leaned Sadi forward and rose to his feet now as well.

“Daniho called for a meeting. In this meeting were himself, Dadrien, Arnor, Ashten, Kelia and the two Onab who were looked to as their leaders.” Reva told them as she moved back to the bench and her Etheric projection sat down once more. “They locked themselves away for nearly three weeks while everyone else began working to recover and restore what the war had taken from all of us.” Reva took a deep breath within the Etheric projection. “When they came out of this meeting, Daniho waited a single day and then he addressed all of our people, across Cerath and what remained of our colonies and our ships.”
Reva looked around at all of them. “It was at this time that he told us what would happen over the course of the next millennia. What he and the others had come to decide for all of us and our future. It was not an easy decision to come too, but for our future, it was what was needed in order for us to survive. Looking back, I believe Daniho and the others would agree that it was the wrong choice, but it is what they decided back then.”
Reva looked up and let her eyes wander across the room once more, before settling on where Martin and Andro now stood beside one another. So tall and powerful, just like her sons when they were together. They exuded confidence and power and their auras projected this to all who could sense them, and even those who could not in different ways.

“Our people, we threw ourselves into these tasks that Daniho gave to us without question or doubt.” Reva spoke. “Over the next two thousand years we built more ships. Great ships that could carry millions. As these ships were built, the Avatars that were among us evolved as well, to what you see today. Avi, Armen, others like them, they were built to be able to fly these huge ships on their own, for their passengers would be in suspended animation, much like you see my body now.”

“For what?” Eliani asked.

“Daniho and the others made the decision that we needed to separate.” Reva told them. “It was not made lightly I assure you, but based on what they saw, to them, at the time, it was the only way to keep our people safe.”

“I don’t understand.” Dorian asked now. “You won.”

Reva looked at him. “Did we Dorian?” She asked. “Or did we just delay the inevitable.”

“The inevitable?” Jezima asked now.

“There is so much that we do not know about the Iais'Kai.” Reva spoke. “So much that we never discovered because we were fighting for our lives. These are some of the things Daniho and the others saw. This is what drove them.”

“Why not share it with everyone?” Aricia asked.

“Fear.” Martin answered for her. “Fear that it would cause many to give up hope.”

Reva nodded. “Yes.”

“So you made the decision to leave Cerath?” Laren asked. 

Reva nodded again. “Yes. The Darastrixi and the Lycavorians. The Onab would remain with a contingent of Lycavorians and Darastrixi in order to maintain watch and as early warning against the Iais'Kai return. Things did not go as they had originally planned however because of unforeseen circumstances and adjustments were made to the original plans as time passed.” She held up her hand as more questions were about to come and everyone remained silent. “We sent out dozens of ships across the stars in search of a world where the Lycavorians could settle. It took three hundred and fifty years, even our propulsion technology, though far more advanced than any species in the galaxy at the time, was limited, but finally they discovered one.”
“Lycavore.” Dynina whispered the word.

Reva nodded her head. “Yes. It was a young world, lush, beautiful and perfectly suited for our people. It was also during this time that we discovered your people Wayonn.” Reva spoke looking at him and seeing his eyes go wide.

“My people!” He gasped. “But our history says that we did not encounter the Onab for a least another two and a half million years!”  

Reva nodded her head. “I’m sure it does, however that is not the case. And nor is it the case with the Darastrixi.” She said turning to look at Aviel and Kadeer.

Aviel was less surprised than Wayonn at finding this out and he looked at Reva with calm eyes. “They came back didn’t they?” He asked softly. “That is why the Wer Naushindtor Sjiri has never been made public isn’t it?”
Reva nodded her head once more. “It took nearly six hundred years, but Arnor reached out and was finally able to strike a deal with the Urlkrisa Mamiss of that time. An agreement that allowed them to return to Icarava. The solitude of the continent they settled on when they returned was a large portion of the deal, but the Onkmet Darastrixi had been surviving and even thriving in a far less hospitable portion on Cerath so it was actually an upgrade for them in a sense. They were restricted to minimal interaction with the other breeds of Darastrixi and definitely no say in the government. Arnor told them of the Iais'Kai, he left nothing out, but it was not until the Darastrixi first encountered the Iais'Kai that they believed him. They had no choice but to turn to Arnor and use the knowledge that he had and the knowledge given to him by the Onab. And that is when Dadrien formed the Dahakoan.”
Aviel nodded his head. “They did not want the dissent from their rulings that Arnor and others would no doubt provide if given a seat within the Urlkrisa Mamiss.” He stated as his mind began to race. “I knew they… I suspected that… they knew all of this time! They knew!”

Reva nodded her head. “All of your leaders have known since Arnor and the Onkmet Darastrixi returned. Each new member was given a briefing and sworn to utter secrecy. You would have been required to take this same oath Aviel Em’morr, had events not led you to Laren and Ladur and then us.”

Aviel looked at her. “But why?” He gasped.

“The Urlkrisa Mamiss blamed Arnor for bringing the Iais'Kai to your doorstep.” Reva answered.
“That would have taken place regardless given everything you have told us this day!” Aviel exclaimed.

Reva nodded her head. “More than likely yes. But only Arnor, Dadrien and the Onkmet dragons knew what took place out there on Cerath. The Urlkrisa Mamiss did not want to believe or listen to them. Arnor told them to prepare but they ignored him. If not for Dadrien and his Dahakoan, the Darastrixi would not have survived the first conflict you had with them. And this is the only reason that they allowed Dadrien to begin searching for Dahakoan within the other breeds after the destruction of their island on Icarava by the volcano. He was the only survivor as you now know, and they needed him. They did not predict what effect he would have on their people as a whole and soon they lost control of him, if they ever truly had control of him to begin with.”

Reva saw Laren rise to her feet with Dorian and move up beside Androcles with Dorian beside her.

“They did not.” Laren spoke confidently. 

Reva smiled at her. “I suspected not.” She said.
“You… you spoke with Arnor and Dadrien after they returned?” Kadeer asked. 

Reva nodded her head. “Once I assumed this form… yes.” She replied. “The technology that the Onab built into the Sphere that appeared to you is quite astonishing. Far more advanced than anything existing today, even after as long as I have used it I still do not understand most of it. Even the Portal Drives that Dynina and her people discovered here on the computers and then built here on Lorenu, that was left for them to find and to refine and then build.”
“Staania how did you…?” Martin began to ask.

“How did we know all this?” Reva finished his question.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”


“I told you the Onab had the gift of foresight.” Reva answered. “A tiny portion of their population, less than a thousand, had this gift. All of our time on Cerath and all they did was write and draw and paint what they saw. It wasn’t until after we had defeated the Iais'Kai that these Seers if you will, they came forward to Daniho, Ashten and Arnor. It was then that we took notice of what they had drawn and wrote. This is part of what they based their decisions on Martin. What they saw in these writings and drawings.”


“And all of these… these predictions came true?” Aricia asked softly.


Reva looked at her and nodded slowly. “They even foresaw how Daniho would end the war.” She stated. “They foresaw so many things and they either wrote it down or captured the images in their paintings and drawings.” She lifted her head once more and looked at Martin. “They foresaw your birth my staaniaketo, the return of the Mard Revik. They foresaw the birth of your firstborn son Androcles, Crown Prince and heir to our family’s legacy and the first of the three Heralds.” Reva looked at Androcles. “With blue eyes that could look through to your very soul. They foresaw the birth of Laren, of Dorian, so many things that have since altered the course of history in the past or have the power to shape the future as we move forward.”


“And my people Reva?” Wayonn asked now.


“The Pralor people were the key.” Reva told him. “The Seers had seen the coming of the Praetorians, the power they would wield, but they also foretold of their downfall. They saw the birth of Sumar…” She spoke turning to look at Jezima. “And the man he would grow into.”


“Sumar knew?” Jezima gasped.


Reva nodded her head. “When he became Chief Elder.” She answered. “Every Chief Elder of the Pralor people has known the entire history, or nearly all of it, and that is why each successive contact with the Pralor people that the Onab had, they gave them new pieces of technology that they could use and shape into something better. All of it was kept very secret, only a handful among any of the races knew what was truly happening.”


“You manipulated us.” Kadeer spoke now. “All of us.”


“Father!” Perlae exclaimed as she looked at her father with anger in her eyes.


Kadeer heard the inflection of her voice and he looked at her. “No Perlae… I do not mean that in a bad way.” He stated quickly turning back to Reva. “You… you used your knowledge to try and direct how things would take place. To make it easier for us to react events during our history.”


Reva nodded her head. “Not directly Kadeer, but you are correct.” She answered. “I cannot influence someone to go against their nature or what their minds tell them, but I can make sure that they see everything from different perspectives.”


“Like Tenne Ashten.” Deion spoke now. “This was his gift staania.”


Reva nodded again as she smiled at him. “Yes.”


“You could not see the results of our wars with the Scourge?” Wayonn asked.


Reva met his eyes and shook her head. “No. Nor those that they had with the Darastrixi. The Onab Seers could only see events and times in history and the future that did not include the Iais'Kai. For some reason their inherent darkness prevented the Onab Seers from seeing anything about them. They were able to deduce and translate from what they could see how events took place, or will take place.”

“Will take place?” Martin asked.


Reva nodded her head. “We are nearing the end of what the Seers saw Martin. What they could predict.”


“I don’t understand.” He pressed her.


“What is happening now, these are among the few events that the Onab predicted would take place.” Reva told him. “There are perhaps another hundred years of predictions left. They were unable to continue their work on Cerath because of the supernova that destroyed Cerath and everyone left there.”


“They didn’t see that taking place?” For'mya asked now. “The end of their species?”


Reva shook her head. “It was not a naturally occurring event child.” She answered. “The supernova that destroyed Cerath was caused by the Iais'Kai For'mya. It was not something the Onab could prevent, even with all of their technology, and they did try in those last hours. This coincided within a few millennia with what Xaxon did during his experiments and…”


“Everything changed.” Martin said softly. “Because the Scourge changed.”


Reva looked at him and nodded her head. “Yes.”


“But why separate?” Andro asked now. “Why divide when you would have been stronger together.”


Reva shook her head this time. “I do not know what they saw Androcles.” She replied. “It was enough for Daniho and Ashten and the others to make their decisions as they did.”


“You say that my son and daughter, that our children…” Andro moved back to where Sadi still sat and placed his hand on her abdomen. “That they are the reunification of our people. What does this mean?”


“Just what I say.” Reva spoke.


“But Canth told me I would find the Lost Ones.” Martin said.


Reva nodded her head. “And you have Martin.” She answered him. “You found those left on Lycavore after the Black Day. Those of our people within the Beta Quadrant, and now the Echo Quadrant. All of the Seed missions that the Pralor Chief Elders before Sumar planned and executed.”


“That is why they used Lycavorians?” Aricia asked. “Because they had this knowledge within them.”


Reva nodded her head. “Ultimately, they believed they were prolonging what was to come. What they had been told was coming.”


“By spreading us across the stars?” Dynina hissed almost angrily now, though everyone could smell the frustration in her that was acting as anger.


Martin moved over to where she sat and squatted down behind her. He placed his hands on her shoulders as Gorgo and Dasha took her hands and all of them saw the tenseness leave her body. “So when you speak of reunification, what do you mean?” He asked Reva. “If all of our people moved to Lycavore then…”


“All of our people did not go to Lycavore Martin.” Reva answered him.


“What?” Martin asked now, his dark eyes becoming infinitely more interested and he rose back to his feet. “What do you mean?”


“By the wars end, the Lycavorian population had been reduced by a full third.” Reva explained. “The war had claimed so many lives. When the war started there were thirty-eight different Packs. There were fifteen packs remaining on Cerath when we finally chased the Iais'Kai away.”


“Gods!” Jezima gasped in horror even though she didn’t really know the number of Lycavorian lives that had been lost.


“Daniho, Ashten and Kelia knew that we could not remain together.” Reva spoke. “The Iais'Kai had somehow developed a way to track us when we were together because of the resonance we put off within the Etheric realm. It is how Dalet Nulai found Pria and Daniho’s children here on Cerath during his surprise attack. It hurts the Iais'Kai, but it also allows them to track someone with a strong enough Etheric resonance. This is why Sumar kept Tobia out of the fighting and nurtured her upbringing as he did. It is also why he made certain she survived the fall of the Pralor Empire before he was lost.”

“Wait!” Jezima exclaimed again. “Sumar… Sumar knew that we would fall?”

Reva met her eyes. “He knew they would attack again, yes.” She answered her. “It is why he chose to take those he could find with your Praetorian gene away to train them. So that they would not be discovered. He knew from Dadrien that he would discover where our people went after we left Cerath, and that our bloodlines would become one, but he did not know when. He thought he had more time and he certainly did not foresee what that nio ronnus Lorendo would do.”

Martin chuckled then even with the seriousness of everything they were learning about right now. “Anja is going to love you.” He muttered under his breath causing all of his children and the others of his family to grin.

Wayonn looked at her. “Then that he why he waited so long to merge with our people on Lycavore. He was… he was waiting for Sateia to find him.”

Reva nodded again. “Yes. Sumar was so much like Daniho and Ashten. As I have said before, his mind was like a maze, plans within plans. Lorendo’s fool actions only hastened what Sumar already had planned for himself and those Praetorians among his group. The vast majority of those he had chosen that carried this gene were with him on City Ship 41, but he had placed others among the different ships. One of those was discovered by your Isabella’s people Martin. Those you call vampires.” Reva waved her hand slightly. “I will not go over what you have already discovered on your own. That would be pointless. However, what Tobia can teach others, what she has passed on too many of you within the Etheric realm because of Deion and Mari’s union, this is the gift she has that can save so many.” Reva told them. “Sumar knew this and that is he why he kept Murano and her behind.”

“He knew they would come together?” Jezima said.

“And that they would have Mari.” Reva continued with a nod. “He did not foresee, and nor did the Onab, that Mari and Deion would come together as they did. They did not predict everything.” She turned to look at Sadi. “They did not foresee that it would be you who would carry the unification of our people my beautiful Sadi, only that it would come from somewhere within our bloodline.”

“Why does that matter?” Sadi asked.


Reva looked at Martin. “You still do not see it do you?” She asked softly.


“See what?” Martin asked her.


“You, Androcles, your pureblood children, even your children who are not pureblood, you are the closest to Daniho, Ashten and Kelia Martin.” Reva told him. “There is no purer Lycavorian blood anywhere in the universe. The measuring tool that your friend Eurin made was excellent, but as I have told you, even that cannot measure the pureness of the blood within you. There is no purer blood Martin, none. And every wolf alive, no matter where they might be, they will know this. The children that Sadi carries, your grandchildren, it will bring the bloodline of our family full circle.” Reva smiled. “She listens even now; I know you can feel her Androcles, Sadi. She has joined Anja and the others where they are. You can feel her within you for your son has already chosen her. Just as his father chose you Sadi, chose all of you, before he was ever born.”


Sadi’s head turned quickly to look up at Androcles with wide jungle green eyes, Carisia, Ne'Veha and the others staring at him with equal expressions of disbelief. “What?” She gasped.


Reva looked at Androcles who stood there sheepishly and she smiled. “You have not told them?” She asked.


Andro looked at her embarrassed. “Well… I suppose… in a manner of speaking...”


“A manner of speaking?” Reva asked with a smile and a small laugh as she shook her head. “You are too much like your father young Androcles.” She turned back to Sadi and the others. “The moment that he was conceived and became aware within Aricia’s womb he knew who he would love and search the galaxy for. He knew each of you. Just as his father knew each of the woman who would hold his very heart and soul in his hands the moment he entered this world.”


It was Aricia and For'mya’s turn to look at Martin with wide eyes as Sadi, Carisia, Ne'Veha, Caliria, Sehri and Lu'ria all were crowding around Androcles. “Beloved?” Aricia stammered.


“Huh?” Martin looked at her with his best ‘I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar’ expression.


“Is this… is this true?” Aricia asked as she and For'mya rose to their feet.


“Well…” He stuttered.

“Martin Leonidas!” For'mya hissed.


“Jeez… do you know what Walter would have done to me if I told him that back then?” Martin exclaimed defensively. “He would have tossed me into the looney bin for sure! Walter… by the way… I know each and every woman that I will take as my wives and mates. I’ve seen them in my mind and my dreams.” Martin rolled his eyes. “Yeah that would have gone over really well back then given what was going on.”

Aricia and For'mya stepped up to him and threw their arms around him before he knew what was happening and they squeezed him harder than they had ever held him before, tears rolling down their cheeks. Reva smiled as she saw Sadi and Carisia holding Andro in much the same fashion, his arms wrapped around all six of his beautiful wives and mates, the eyes of their remaining family happy and moist.

“Do not discount the power of our blood.” Reva spoke. “It will always know and it will always be correct. Just as it does now this very moment.”


Andro finished kissing Lu'ria, running his hand through her satiny white hair and he looked at Reva. “You said staanio Daniho knew that you could not stay together. So what did they do?” Androcles asked.


Reva took a deep breath and looked at him. “They made a decision.” She answered him. “That decision was to separate the remaining Packs.”


“Separate how?” Martin asked her, holding Aricia and For'mya in his arms. 


“He divided the remaining packs.” Reva answered. “Of the fifteen that remained, twelve went with him and Ashten to Lycavore. The other three took to the stars with Kelia, Lylor and their six children to a location that only they knew of. With them they took the remainder of the Kirek Pack, the Arhtai Pack and the Nenay Pack. I was able to…” Reva stopped speaking for a moment and Martin looked at her intently. 


“Staania?” He asked seeing the pain on her face.


Reva looked up at him. “I do not know where they went, but I could feel my daughter within me. My grandchildren. That connection ceased over two million years ago, so I can only assume that they are gone. Just as Daniho and Ashten are gone. Now all I can feel is one.”


“One?” Martin asked.


Reva nodded her head. “The one who your grandson has chosen.” She replied. “She is with Anja and your family, and she must be protected Martin. At all costs. She is the last of my Kelia’s bloodline. I do not know how this came to be, but I can feel her within me as surely as I feel all of you.”


While they would never know for sure, and they really did not care, all of them assumed it was because of the Etheric power that swirled within the Hall of Knowledge. The male voice reached out within the Etheric realm for everyone to hear however.


“Staania echtas vada marden staanio Martin.” (Grandmother speaks the truth)


Sadi’s hands immediately dropped to her abdomen, her green eyes wide. “Achilles!” She gasped aloud.


“Pen ado tye ter un echta medwaw. Vin cedaur ter vo un lae vada igord.” The female voice followed instantly. (I told him not to speak mother. He would not listen to me the fool.)

“Neesia!” Carisia and Sehri gasped together.

Jezima’s eyes went wide as did Robati’s. “Ithquenti!” Robati rasped aloud.


Andro simply dropped his head and shook it slowly while his father and mothers looked at him sternly. “You named them!” Martin barked loudly. “You named them and didn’t tell us that either!”


“Father I…”


“We’re going to have a talk boy!” Martin snarled openly. “You and me! A really long talk!”


It was Eliani who burst out laughing at the expression on her brother’s face. “Andro is so in trouble now!” She spoke which caused her brothers and sisters and Laren Ti'shara to join her in laughter while everyone else looked around confused. It served to truly break the veil of intensity within the temple and Reva could only smile as everyone relaxed even more.


Gorgo and Dasha had huge smiles on their face and they looked at Jezima and Dynina’s confused expressions. Gorgo took their hands and they looked at her. “Dasha and I will relate to you at a later time of the significance of this.” She spoke. “Needless to say, Androcles had his backside turned red far more times than his siblings.”


Dasha nodded her head with a smile. “Usually because he was protecting or covering for one of them.” She stated as she glanced at Eliani, who looked embarrassed, but could not stop laughing regardless.

Reva felt it then, the warmth of love and family as it filtered even more within the temple itself. No matter how dire things became, this family would always find something to laugh about in order to relieve the tension and despair. That too was in their blood. Martin looked at Reva after a long moment.


“How is that possible staania?” Martin finally asked her.


Reva’s Etheric image faced him. “I do not know.” She replied honestly. “Just as I cannot explain how a member of the Kirek Pack found their way to Lycavore.”


“Lycavore?” Martin asked. “You just said they went somewhere else.”


Reva nodded. “They did… but the Alpha that has claimed your daughter… Jomann burns with the blood of the Kirek Pack.”


“Me!” Jomann hissed as Eliani’s head whipped around to look at him in shock.


“Oh yes.” Reva spoke. “It is there within you as surely as all of you sit here now.” She shook her head once more. “This must have been Daniho and Ashten’s doing. Somehow… they must have done this, but I do not know how. I will have to review the journals when we are finished here.”


“Why?” Martin asked.


“The Kirek Pack has always been aligned with the Mahanlo Pack. Throughout our entire history they have been beside us, not as underlings, but as equals and guardians to our bloodline through history.” Reva explained. “Daniho and Ashten must have known that they needed a member of the Kirek Pack to come with them, and in doing so they…” Reva stopped talking and looked at Androcles. Her eyes moved between Andro and Jomann and realization dawned on her. “It stands before me and I did not even see it.” She spoke. “They knew the role you would play Jomann Kirek. They knew what your purpose was to be. The Shield to Androcles’ sword.”


Jomann looked at her with wide eyes. “That is what… that is what Deia told me in the rubble of that Senate building.” He gasped. “Not those words, but the meaning was the same, at least for her.”


Reva nodded her head. “No doubt.” She spoke. “Deia knows many things that no one else does. She has a knack for remembering things that few people would even pick up on. It is a gift she has had since she was a child. Why do you think it was she who first went to Resumar and told him of the Lunmai that Eliani was entering? She is a very resourceful and supremely intelligent woman. Never underestimate what she is capable of.”  


“I don’t understand something…” Wayonn spoke up now as he rose to his feet. “If our people were so very advanced… why then, when we crashed on Lycavore as Pralors, why did we not see any signs of this Reva. We are talking about millions of years here, why did they not build great cities and ships after arriving on Lycavore.”


Reva shook her head. “The decision was made before we left Cerath.” She answered. “When they reached Lycavore they would resort to the core of our instincts and upbringing. The ships that brought them to Lycavore were remotely piloted into the system’s sun after everyone had gone to the surface. Very little advanced technology was kept and it was tightly controlled. Through the millennia Daniho and Ashten saw to it that this was also destroyed. Since the Iais'Kai were so interested in technology, Daniho and Ashten wanted nothing that would draw the Iais'Kai to them. They resorted to the old ways. This decision did not sit well with a few of the Packs that went to Lycavore with us. They wanted to begin building new cities and personal amenities and modern advances but Daniho and Ashten refused.” Reva looked at him. “I could only watch as the schism began. Daniho and Ashten were the only ones who knew where this technology was hidden and they told no one. No one could challenge Daniho physically for rule of the Packs, none alive were able to defeat him in open combat and they knew it, and Ashten stood beside his brother always. The Mahanlo Pack was still the largest among them and they could not challenge us for rule because none would side against us. Daniho had ruled for over twenty thousand years by now and he had saved our people from certain death numerous times. Our people loved him. Loved them. The vast majority of our people understood the why of these decisions and they did not care. They had peace once more, on a beautiful new world and they had a future to build and nurture. Of the twelve Packs that went to Lycavore, four of them broke away within a thousand years of arriving on Lycavore and they formed their own government on another continent.” Reva took a deep breath. “Well… Daniho forced them to break away really.”


“Why?” Martin asked, now once more fully enthralled with what she was telling them.
All of them were actually. Sadi had returned to sitting on the floor lotus style, this time however, Eliani, Nara, Lisisa, Arduri, Sheva and Onera had moved closer to her, crowding around Ne'Veha, Carisia, Sehri, Caliria and Lu'ria. Androcles remained standing as well, while Wayonn and Jomann had moved closer to where Aviel stood. Yokra was standing now as well, Robati just in front of him, while along the wall of the Hall of Knowledge, Kasdan and Dalis stood beside one another silently, taking it all in. Neither of them had spoken so far, so amazed at what was going on that they could not find the words. Both of these men, from two very different backgrounds, were scholars and scientists and they were experiencing a part of history that had been stricken from all known texts of every species that was represented here this day. It was, to put it mildly, a ground shaking influx of knowledge that they were now privy too. Knowledge that could very well change the face of the universe as they knew it.

“They hatched a fool plan to kidnap Ashten and force Daniho to give them the modern technology that did remain.” Reva spoke. “They did not know of the connection between my sons because they were twins. Their Etheric connection was very powerful and while Ashten was severely injured, Daniho put down this revolt harshly and without question. He was… he was without mercy for they had injured his brother. In the end he gave them the choice to relocate to another continent or he would see all of them executed for their actions. They chose exile.”
“The Chetak Pack?” Martin hissed and everyone could hear the hatred in his voice.

Reva nodded her head. “They were the masterminds of it, but they allowed the others to take the fall. They did not find this out for many years and by then it was too late to banish them as well.”

“They should have!” Martin snarled causing Aricia to reach out and take his hand and squeeze it. Most of those in the Temple knew why the vitriol was in Martin’s voice at the mention of this name, but Jezima and others did not. Jezima looked at Gorgo and Dasha with many questions in her eyes.

“A conversation for another time.” Gorgo told her in a soft whisper.

“Regardless…” Reva spoke again. “Once the Packs were banished… life became simple again and moved on. And Arnor’s words to Daniho came true. Daniho found happiness again. A beautiful young female wolf from the Urnal Pack, with jet black hair and eyes of violet that could stop your heart.” Reva smiled then as she remembered. “Visha knew she could never replace Pria in Daniho’s heart and she did not try, but she was strong and proud and she loved my son without doubt. Daniho came to love her deeply as well and in time they found happiness together. She gave him five proud and beautiful children, three boys and two girls, and his sons with Pria that had survived the war and come with him to Lycavore, they looked over them and their step mother with ruthless and savage protectiveness. Just as their father did.”

Reva rose once more and began pacing the small area around her.

“Things did not go as they had planned however.” Reva continued. “As the years passed by, our people began to fall back onto our baser and feral instincts. Daniho and Ashten tried to counter this but they were… they were stopped.”

Martin’s head tilted to the side. “Stopped how?”

Reva turned and met his eyes. “By those who thought if they could kill my sons, they would end our bloodline.” She took a deep breath once more. “It happened over the course of many centuries, the plans within the plans, but eventually they struck. In one fell swoop they struck. My sons, their wives and mates, my grandchildren, all of them were assassinated over a three-day period. All but one of them.”

“Carians!” Dynina exclaimed softly as her hand went to her chest in shock.

Reva’s eyes never left Martin as she spoke.

“They were unprepared for the tenacity of the Mahanlo Pack however, and they paid the ultimate price for their betrayal.” She spoke firmly. “I… I wept for days, unable to do anything but watch and I cursed myself for agreeing to allow myself to become what I am now.”
“Staania…?” Androcles began as he stepped towards her.

Reva shook her head and looked at him with a smile. “I made peace with these events and myself a long time ago staaniaketo. I rededicated myself to what I had become, especially after I discovered who had survived.”

“What do you mean?” Martin asked her.

Reva smiled at him once more. “A grandson of Daniho had survived. His youngest son with Visha. His name was Arnor, named in honor of Dadrien’s father. He had taken a young mate that was a granddaughter to Ashten. A beautiful blond wolf with fire in her eyes. This was their only child before the Purge. So you see, in him, in this wolf that survived was the essence of both Daniho and Ashten. The perfect combination of each of them.”

“He was… he was the personification of both staanio Daniho and Ashten.” Andro spoke almost reverently. 

Reva nodded her head. “Yes.” She said. “Daniho’s instinctive nature and Ashten’s calm intelligence. So while our enemies thought to destroy our Pack, our family, they only succeeded in bringing out the best of us. The Mahanlo Pack protected him viciously for many thousands of years, looking to him for guidance and leadership, while he learned all he could and he studied the journals of his grandfathers and their history.”

“He never took over the Packs?” Martin asked.

Reva shook her head. “No. However, he paved the way for the future, as was his intended purpose.”

“In what way?”

Reva’s eyes fell on Dynina then and her face was bright and happy. “He found a striking young female he took as his mate. A very young, female wolf with black hair and surreal and beautiful amethyst eyes. And a stubborn streak within her that stretched forever.” She said seeing Dynina’s eyes grow wider as she reached for and gripped Gorgo’s hand tightly. “She is a proud and strong female who did not hesitate when this wolf claimed her, even though he was a hundred thousand years older than her. He loved her insanely and she loved him just as deeply.”

Dynina’s eyes flooded with tears now. “Makeb!” She whimpered loudly as Gorgo and Dasha reached for her in comfort. “You are speaking of my Makeb!”
Reva nodded her head. “Your Makeb, yes.” She said softly. “Into you he poured all of his love. He knew what his fate would be Dynina, and so into you he poured everything that was our family. Into your daughters he poured everything that was our family. Our bloodline. He knew he did not have the strength to lead as his grandfathers did, he did not have it within him, but in you my dear Dynina, in you he saw the future.”

“He…” Dynina stammered. “He never told me.” She rasped. “I never knew who or… or where he came from. He just appeared one day in the city. There were… there were whispers that he was Mahanlo and he was feared, but I did not care. He was… he was beautiful to me.” Dynina buried her head in Gorgo’s chest now as she wept softly. “He… he never told me everything. I knew he was… he was keeping things from me. Things from deep within his heart and mind but he… whenever I asked him he would… he would just love me until I could not think of anything else. He did this on purpose?”
Reva nodded her head. “Yes, but it was not because he did not love you my dear Dynina. He did not want you to have the burden of his knowledge at that time. He knew it would come to you one day, the day that it was you who would guide the return of the Mard Revik, this day Dynina; but not then, for it would have weakened you for what lay ahead. And no doubt he would have wondered why you have never taken another husband and mate in all these years since his passing.”

Dynina shook her head instantly. “I could… I could never love another as I loved him.” She said as fresh tears clouded her eyes. “Not as I loved him.”

Reva smiled gently. “Oh my child Dynina… you stand with Gorgo, Dasha and Jezima as the Four Matriarchs of our bloodline now. Vada Rebe Issyera. Those who have had a hand in bringing us to this point in time. The rise of the Mard Revik and the Tarivuos of our future. Just as the Onab Seers foresaw it. You will find love again one day Dynina. It will hit you from the most unexpected of places and it will take your breath away. Just as it did for Gorgo and as it will for Dasha and Jezima in the years to come.”

Dynina looked at her with wide eyes. “How… how do you know this?” She gasped as Dasha and Jezima also looked at her with wide, stunned eyes.

Reva shrugged her slim shoulders in the Etheric projection. “As it has been for our family since the day Daniho and Ashten were born and then Daniho became King… destiny and fate will always find a way. It will not be denied.” She said softly. Reva stood up slowly once more and raised her hand. “There is much still for you to discover, and you will, but right now… now it is time for you to realize why this Temple was built here.”
Martin looked at her. “What do you mean staania?”

“This Temple has a dual purpose, which is why the Onab built it here.” Reva answered as her Etheric image moved slowly to where a large vase sat on a podium next to one of the larger flowered bushes. “Beneath this Temple are vaults.”

Dynina came to her feet now. “We… we never detected anything but this level.” She said quickly.

Reva nodded her head. “And you would not have detected them. They are hidden by a very advanced Etheric shield that only four people in the entire universe can open. And they must open them together.” Reva looked at Martin. “You, Androcles, Laren and Dorian.” She told him. “Only the four of you can open them Martin.”

“What’s in them?” Martin asked her as he moved closer to where her image stood.

Reva met her eyes. “Your birthright my staaniaketo.” She replied calmly. She turned her head to where Androcles had moved beside Laren and Dorian. “And the birthright of the future Dahakoan.”

“How did… how did we become like we are staania Reva?” Laren asked her now. 
Laren Ti'shara had fully accepted what and who she was. She was Darastrixi yes, but she was also Lycavorian, and the Lycavorian blood that flowed within her made her part of this family without doubt or hesitation. She embraced that, did not distrust that fact, but the why of it had always escaped her. Escaped them all.
Reva smiled warmly as she looked at Laren. “The Onab Seers saw so many things Laren Ti'shara. They saw the coming of your Soul Father and they saw the birth of each one of you as it happened. You are wondering, each of you, you are wondering if the Onab had something to do with the Lycavorian blood that flows within you, the Darastrixi blood within Androcles and Dorian? A mix of blood that should not be possible.” Reva shook her head. “No.”
“Then how?” Dorian asked now.

Reva looked at him. “Evolution?” She answered. “A gift from whatever gods inhabit our universe perhaps?” She spoke. “Does it matter now? You are what you are Dorian Leonidas.”

“And what are we staania?” Androcles asked now.

Reva waved her right hand beside the vase on the podium and all of them began to hear the deep rumbling. All of them looked down at the floor tile beneath them as the large crack appeared in the once seamless floor. All of them scrambled quickly to step off of the large tile as it began to separate and reveal a winding staircase into a very dimly lit circular tunnel downward. The Etheric shield that covered the staircase was very evident as it shone with a light blue, almost glowing resonance.

“What are you Androcles?” Reva spoke once more. “You are the future. The four of you are the future. All of us in this room are the future. We only have to choose to embrace it.” Reva waved her hand once more, this time indicating that each of them should step onto the Etheric shield that covered the winding stairwell down.
Andro turned and looked at Sadi, meeting her jungle green eyes. Sadi dropped one hand to her abdomen, the other holding tightly to Ne'Veha’s hand and she nodded her head. Carisia stepped closer to her on the right, Sadi’s hand going to grip hers, and she nodded as well. Andro touched the eyes of all of his wives and mates, and in turn they moved into a tightly packed group, all of them touching one another, and Caliria nodded, followed by Lu'ria and Ne'Veha and finally by Sehri. Andro turned back to the look at the floor and he took the first step onto the Etheric dais.

Laren was next as she looked at her mother and father watching her, Robati with tears flowing down her cheeks. Yokra took a deep breath and nodded his head, his chest swelling with pride and love unlike any time in his life before this moment. Laren turned back and saw Andro holding out his hand for her and she stepped forward, taking that hand without hesitation and moving up beside him.

“El vada falyne.” Laren spoke softly looking at Andro with those amazing dual colored blue eyes and smiling brightly. (For the future)
Andro turned his head and looked at his brother. “Fervon?” He asked softly.

Dorian turned and kissed Sheva hard on the lips, pulling her tightly to him. He then did the same with Onera, placing an equally blistering kiss upon her lips. They clung to him for a few seconds and then he turned and took Laren’s hand, stepping onto the dais beside her as Sheva and Onera pulled each other tight.

Andro looked at his father then, holding out his other hand while Laren stretched out her free hand as well. “Medwan?” Andro spoke. “Magar tanor vada vochan medwan.” (Never fear the unknown father)

Martin met his son’s eyes. “El forn arne pera vada panuro forn gur aley.” (For you don’t know the wonders you will miss) 

Martin turned and looked at Aricia and For'mya, each of them holding the other and he saw both of them nod. He felt each of his wives and mates within him, each projecting their love for him within their special bond. Martin Leonidas turned back and stepped forward with no hesitation and took Andro and Laren’s hands, completing the circle on the Etheric dais.

Reva’s face within the Etheric projection beamed proudly and she lowered her head in an almost reverent nature. 

“For sy pinnos una ami.” She spoke softly. (And so does it begin)
Everyone saw the Etheric dais begin to glow brighter and then fingers of Etheric power began to reach out and up, engulfing all four of them as they held hands tightly. None of them wavered in the least, their faces set in determination as the Etheric fingers moved higher up their frames until in encompassed their entire bodies. In a brilliant flash of bluish white Etheric light, the dais flared quickly and then all four of them vanished from sight to the gasps of Aricia and the others gathered. 
The Etheric shield over the staircase flickered, disappeared and then reappeared even brighter than before. 
“Reva!” Aricia almost shouted.

Reva lifted her head and smiled at them. “We must wait for them outside.” She spoke the words.

“Where… where are they? Where did they go!?” Dynina gasped now.

Reva’s smile grew wider. “They have gone where no one else could.” She replied. “Do not worry, they will return to us when it is complete. That is why we must wait outside.”

“Why?” Sadi challenged her. “When what is complete?”

Aricia opened her mouth to speak once more when Isheeni’s voice exploded in her head. Aricia my sister! Something is happening! Torma is… Elynth… they are…!
Isheeni!
Aurith! For'mya barked out for her Bonded sister.

For'mya come quick! Aurith responded. Something is happening to father and Elynth. To Ryner and Ladur too! Hurry!

Aricia and For'mya didn’t hesitate for a second and they broke for the doors with everyone else sprinting to keep up with them. The Etheric projection of Reva remained behind as the Hall of Knowledge emptied quickly. Her head looked around the Hall slowly, the smile never leaving her face and finally she nodded her head once.
“My duty is almost done my beautiful children.” She whispered to no one in particular. “And then I will join you in the beyond.”

Reva’s head snapped up when the voice answered her. Martin’s voice, so deep and so very commanding.

“No grandmother.” The voice echoed around the room. “It is not your time. You have much to do still. So much to teach and so much to savor. It is not your time.”

Reva’s eyes were wide as she heard the voice, felt it course through her, and then in a simple flash of light her Etheric projection vanished and the Sphere returned. And then it darted for the entrance into the Temple, following the others.


Martin, Androcles, Laren and Dorian looked around the massive room they now stood within, Laren holding tightly to Dorian’s hand. It was dark within the room, but as soon as they appeared they watched as lights began to come on from the ceiling, easily a thousand feet above them, and from the smooth steel walls that surrounded them. They were in the center of the room, an arena really, with the smooth walls a hundred yards from where they stood. They could see six doors all around them exiting from the arena they stood in, all of them leading in different directions.

“Father what was that?” Dorian asked.


Martin looked at his youngest son. “I have no idea.” He replied. “A teleporter of some sort. It brought us here. Wherever here is.”


“An Etheric teleporter?” Andro asked. “That would be new.”


All of them heard the footfalls then and they turned to one door in particular as the shadow approached and took shape into a man. A man of medium height, but well-built and with dark brown hair.


“No scent.” Andro spoke softly.


Martin nodded his head and moved closer to his son. “Something tells me this is not a man.” He said.


The figure strode up to within five feet of them and stopped. “Welcome.” He spoke his voice deep but warm. “Welcome to The Circle.”


Andro stepped closer as he realized that this figure was similar to Armen in many ways, just not as tall or broad. “You are an Avatar!” He gasped.


The Avatar nodded his head. “I am Lord Androcles.” He replied.


“I am… I am no Lord.” Andro spat.


“You are the direct descendants of Lord Daniho, Lord Ashten and Lady Kelia.” The Avatar spoke. “The first of the Royal Bloodline. As their descendants, the title is required.” He moved closer now. “I am Chiron, Avatar of The Circle and Keeper of the Temple. I have been waiting for a very long time for you to finally arrive.”


“You have been waiting for us?” Laren gasped.


“Indeed Lady Laren.” Chiron answered. “For two million, three hundred and fourteen thousand, two hundred and nineteen days, and fourteen point two hours.” Chiron told them. “Though I no longer keep exact time. Lady Reva told me it was unnerving for her so I ceased this practice.”


“Staania knows about you?” Martin asked him.


Chiron nodded her head. “Of course… there is very little about this facility that your grandmother does not know.” He lifted his hand and waved it around. “This portion however, this portion of the Temple she was unable to access. This portion of the facility is under my direct care.”


“You have been… you have been up there then?” Dorian asked pointing up towards the ceiling.


Chiron nodded his head. “Many times, yes.” He answered.


“Where are we?” Martin asked.


“Currently you are standing in the entrance arena to The Circle.” Chiron answered him. “Exactly nine point two kilometers under the Temple.”


“Nine kilometers underground!” Dorian hissed loudly. “Jeez... I’m really glad I’m not claustrophobic!” He glanced at Andro. “I’m not right fervon?” He asked.


“I certainly hope not.” Andro answered with a slight grin, knowing the question was his brother’s way of dealing with the nervousness inside him and attempting to put all of them at ease.

Martin put his hand on Dorian’s shoulder as he moved closer to Chiron. “What is The Circle?” He asked.


“The Circle is the training facility for the Temple above.” Chiron answered him. “It encompasses four square kilometers under the Temple.”


“Training facility?” Martin pressed him. “For what? For who?”


Chiron smiled then. “The future.” He replied. “I was placed here by the Onab in order to facilitate and assist Lady Reva as we waited for you to arrive. I am also charged with the total upkeep and the defense of Lorenu and this Temple. There are three thousand Worker Drones, as you call them, assigned to this facility and the Temple above.”


“The defense?” Dorian asked him.


Chiron nodded his head. “Lady Dynina and those who follow her have not and never will discover the defenses of this planet and the Temple unless I activate them. However, through the years they have built many formidable additions to the defense grid I already have in place and we are quite impenetrable, even if the Ion Nebula fails” He told them. 
“Wait!” Andro rasped. “The Nebula! You are controlling the Nebula?”

Chiron nodded his head. “It is our first and most valuable line of defense.” He answered. 

“How?” Laren asked. “How do you control a Nebula?”

“I can answer whatever questions you might have, but now you are here to claim your birthrights. I have been waiting for this day. Follow me.” He turned instantly and began to walk towards the door he had entered through.


Andro looked at his father and Martin shrugged his shoulders. “I guess we follow him.” He said.

They moved quickly to keep up with him, falling in behind his even gait as they walked.


“Why do you look different from…” Dorian began to ask.


“From Avi and Armen?” Chiron finished the question.


“You know about them?” Andro asked surprised.


Chiron nodded his head. “Of course.” He replied. “During his stay here, Lord Sumar added many terawatts of information to our databanks. Avi and Armen are Third Generation Avatars, designed to monitor and control Pralor warships they were assigned to. Warships that were designed to be partially crewed by those of your species Lady Laren, which is why many of them are exceptionally large. I understand you have begun to manufacture your own ships in this way King Leonidas?”


“What?” Laren gasped. “My… my people were meant to fight with the Pralor people?”

Chiron nodded his head. “That was the ultimate goal yes, however, unexplained events kept this from happening when it was supposed to and Dadrien had to significantly alter our plans.”


“You… you know Dadrien too?” Andro asked.

Chiron stopped and looked at him. “Lord Sumar spent considerable time here before he passed on. Dadrien and he conversed here on many occasions afterwards. There are seventeen thousand Etheric nodes within the Temple and this facility and they are meant to channel and focus all Etheric power. It allows for many things that cannot be achieved without a substantial amount of raw energy. This we have since it comes from this planet’s core.”


“You don’t speak like Avi and Armen.” Martin said. “Why?” 


“I am a First Generation Avatar.” Chiron answered. “We were built initially in the image of the Lycavorians on Cerath and some of us in the image of the Onab. We were designed to be almost exactly like them for the purpose of interaction and cohabitation. The Onab did not foresee that such closeness and interaction would eventually grant all First Generation Avatars sentient life status and when they discovered it, they embraced it and so did the Lycavorians, unlike how so many other species would react.” Chiron looked at Martin. “You have done this with Avi and Armen have you not? And they continue to evolve as they are exposed to so many different events. I predict that soon enough they will become Second Generation Avatars.”


“They are more than just machines.” Martin answered him. “I’m discovering just how much as time passes.”


Chiron nodded his head as he began to walk again. “And this is why I know you are the descendants of Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten. They too embraced this ideal and they treasured the Avatars that were assigned to them. As did Lord Sumar with Avi, as you call him now. I was hesitant at first when the Onab gave the Pralor people the knowledge on how to build my kind, but Lord Sumar and a few others relieved this concern of mine with their actions.”


“This… this Circle place is really huge.” Dorian commented as they turned a corner and continued down another corridor, the ceiling lights coming on as they walked. When the corridors were fully lit they could see doorways and other corridors that led off into different portions of the facility.


Chiron nodded his head. “Four point four square kilometers in size, with another three levels beneath this one.” He answered. “It will be able to serve the new Praetorians well when they begin arriving.”

Martin stopped walking now. “How do you know about that?” He asked.


Chiron stopped also and turned to look at him. “You have Elder Shiria among you now.” He replied. “This was listed as one of her duties when she left Pralor space. To search for and then discover new Praetorians. They would then be brought here to train. Lord Sumar was very specific in his directions.”


“Grandfather Sumar knew about Shiria?” Andro asked with wide eyes.

Chiron shook his head. “Not her specifically, no. Only that someone would be guided to the Alpha Quadrant with this goal in mind.” He replied. “Since we have monitored intercepts from the Alpha Quadrant for some time, I only determined what Elder Shiria’s mission was after her actions on the Kavalian homeworld were made public.” Chiron turned and began walking once more and they fell in behind him. “Lord Sumar knew that the new Praetorians would need a secure facility to begin training those that Elder Shiria finds, and because of our defenses, this facility was the most logical choice. Lord Sumar knew that and he made certain arrangements to facilitate that when the time came.”


“Where are we going?” Laren asked now.


They came to the end of the corridor in front of a set of double steel gray door. The corridor branched right and left but the double doors in front of them appeared sealed tight. Chiron turned to face them. “We are here.” He answered.


“And where exactly is here?” Martin questioned.


Chiron motioned to the double doors. “Each of you will need to place your hands on the doors in order for them to open. It must be done together. The biometric sensors will confirm your identity and the doors will open to an elevator. Step onto the elevator and it will take you to The Sanctum.”


“The Sanctum?” Andro asked him.


Chiron nodded his head. “I had much time to come up with different names. After a million years simply referring to them by their number was tedious.” He replied. “Lady Reva approved.”


“And then what?” Martin asked him.


Chiron smiled then. “The future of course.” He spoke motioning with his hand to the door and stepping out of the way. “Please…”


Andro looked at his father. “Father?”


Martin looked at each of him and then nodded his head. “We’ve come this far.” He stated. “May as well see it through.”


With those words, all four of them reached out and touched the doors. Two hands on each door. The surface of the doors glowed a bright blue where their hands were placed and after several seconds they all heard the soft beep and the double doors slid completely open revealing a very plain looking elevator directly in front of them a few meters. Martin looked at Chiron then.

“Are you coming?” He asked.


Chiron shook his head. “Entry into the Sanctum is forbidden to any who do not have the Mahanlo blood within them. The Sanctum is what you would call the heart of this entire facility and where your birth rights have been waiting for you to claim. The biometric sensors detect Mahanlo blood, no matter how small a trace, and act accordingly. If an attempt is made to force or fool the sensors, the elevator will not operate and the Sanctum will be locked out from any type of access. The Temple will go into a lockdown and the defenses will activate automatically and go into a standby mode. If a second attempt is made within a five-minute period, then the Temple defenses will go active and anything within the interior of the Temple not in designated areas will be terminated. No exceptions will be made. If a third attempt is made within fifteen minutes, or if forced entry attempts are detected, then the Temple will activate its auto-destruct sequence. Twenty minutes after that takes place, this Temple, every living being present and everything within it will be destroyed by Directed Thermal Fusion Explosive Detonators.”


Martin blinked several times. “Wow!” Martin spoke. “Not taking any chances are we?”


“No.” Chiron replied. 


“But staania’s city above?” Andro asked.

Chiron shook his head. “The city built by Lady Dynina and those that follow her will be quite safe.” He answered. “The directed explosions will spread out and down but not up. Aside from some minor shaking of foundations, the city will be quite safe.” Chiron motioned with his hand once more. “Please.”


Martin and Andro, the more cautious of the four of them looked around the interior of the room before following Dorian and Laren to stand on the elevator. They turned as Chiron appeared in the open doorway and the doors began to close. 

“He lives in you…” Chiron spoke causing their eyes to go wide. “They all do.”


The doors closed just as the elevator began to descend.


“Sibfla!” Martin hissed loudly.


“I don’t suppose anyone else is as creeped out as I am.” Dorian commented.


Martin looked at his son. “If I have to scrape out my shorts I will let you know son.” He stated. “So far… the odds of that are looking pretty good.”


“Agreed.” Andro stated.


“Indeed.” Laren echoed all of them. She looked at Andro when she spoke and then she broke into soft laughter. The three of them followed in quick succession and they relaxed a bit more. 

The elevator moved quickly and smoothly and soon it came to a halt and another set of double doors opened revealing a dimly lit corridor with four lines of light laid out on the floor, and then separating about halfway down the corridor with one going to the left and three going to the right. 


“Ok… that’s subtle.” Dorian spoke as he looked at the lines of light on the floor.


“Well… the hairs on the back of my neck aren’t standing up so that is a good thing. I think.” Martin spoke as he stepped into the corridor fully. “Let’s do this.”


They moved down the corridor slowly, unable to see very much because there really was no light except from the floor. Finally, they moved up to the doors where the lines in the floor split. As they did, the two sets of double doors slid open to reveal not much else. The interiors of the adjoining rooms were dark.


Laren took both Dorian and Andro’s hands in hers as she gazed into the darkness. “I am ready.” She said softly. 


Androcles looked at his father. “Well?” He asked.


“What have we got to lose?” Martin said with a shrug. “It’s not just a job…”


“It’s a nubous adventure.” Dorian finished the sentence.


Andro shook his head. “I truly hate that phrase.” He said.


Martin grinned. “Me too.” He looked into the darkness before him and took a deep breath. “I’ll see all of you on the other side.” He stated before moving through the door without hesitation. 

Andro looked at Laren and Dorian and shrugged his own shoulders. “Let’s do it.” He said and stepped off with Dorian and Laren beside him. The double doors quickly closed once they had passed through them.


“…Ahhh… maybe this wasn’t such a good idea fervon.” Dorian’s voice echoed in the room. “I can’t see shit!”


“Same here.” Andro spoke as he tried to get his wolf eyes to focus even more, but the blackness was complete and not even a strand of light was present.


“Do not let go of each other.” Laren spoke, her voice quivering slightly in the room and it echoed softly as well.


“Wait!” Andro hissed softly. “It’s getting… it’s getting brighter I think.”


And that is when they heard the voice. It was unmistakable for all of them had heard it before on that Pralor Science Station.


“All of your lives you have wondered what you are. Who you are.” The gravelly voice of Dadrien of the Mountain echoed within the room. “Each one of you has questioned your very purpose in this life. I have not.”

Laren gasped as the massive etheric projection of Dadrien appeared off to the side in the room. His size alone caused all three of them to shiver involuntarily, but not in fear. Andro tilted his head slightly to the side. “It’s a message.” He spoke. “It’s not him.”

“If you have made your way here now, then I have already spoken with you and told you of your purpose.” Dadrien continued. “Your reason for existing. I crafted this message for you in a gentler time, a brief time of peace, knowing that when you received it, war would not be far behind. This thing has already been set in motion, set in motion long ago by actions and deeds that were not controlled but not done out of hate or fear, and nothing can stop it now. It will be altered or diverted over the passage of time, but it cannot be stopped. By now you have already discovered and spoken to Lady Reva, your ancestor Androcles and Dorian and always a friend to you Laren Ti'shara. You now know more of the history of both your peoples. More than you ever have before and more than any among the Urlkrisa Mamiss would have allowed. Never have two species been more intertwined than ours. You will discover far more in the future to be sure, Lycavorian and Darastrixi history, but you are here now. Androcles, Dorian, Laren. Elynth, Ryner, Ladur.”

In a bright flash of light that blinded all of them momentarily, the figures of Elynth, Ryner and Ladur appeared in the room with them by use of the same Etheric teleporter that had brought them here. None of them hesitated and soon their hands were upon their bonded ones in a soothing fashion. Elynth looked up first from where she had been laying on the ground above, outside the Temple, shuddering slightly as she absorbed everything they had seen and been told. And then, just a few moments ago, white light had begun to shoot through her brain, blinding her vision and causing her to bury her muzzle between her talons.

“Andro!” Elynth almost cried out.

Andro placed his hands on either side of her huge head, spreading his fingers out over her scales as he always did when soothing her. “I am here sister.” He spoke the words next to her snout.

Elynth relaxed instantly, her golden eyes closing in happiness at his touch and then she lifted her head to look around the brightening room.

“Andro where are we?” She asked.
“We were just… we were just on the ground above with the others!” Ladur exclaimed.

“I have known your names for so long, spoken them in my dreams, seen what you look like, and my spirit felt you grow since you entered this world. I am truly gone now, joining my family and friends in the afterlife.” Dadrien’s image drew their attention once more as it continued speaking. “Androcles, Dorian, Laren. Elynth, Ryner, Ladur. Brothers and sisters of the Blood. Durcunusaan. Kaldakai vur Darastrixi ar wer isk.” (Wolves and Dragons of the Stars)

“You are the only six individuals of your kind in the universe. Each one of you born fully aware of everything around you. Able to sense and see things others could not. And as you have no doubt already discovered, this will be passed to your own first born children. Within each of you I placed a piece of my heart and soul. A piece of my essence. Now, now it is once more whole again. In time, you will pass this on to your offspring, your legacy. They will continue what you have begun. At least that is our hope.” Dadrien continued. “I regret I cannot be there to look upon you with my own eyes, but all my knowledge is now yours. Everything I have ever known is now yours. Use this knowledge well.” 
“The Dahakoan will rise once more under your guidance and leadership, reborn and more powerful than ever before. It has already started. They will be needed just as much as the new breed of Praetorians they will fight beside. And a formidable force they will be together. To that end… I have left a gift for each of you. I have passed on the mantle to you, and in order to make you strong enough to carry this burden, you will need to be prepared. I give you Wer Dahakoan Litrix.”
The seamless wall in front of them opened in that instant, separating into three different sections. They watched as three massive pedestals began to extend outward from the wall and on each of these pedestals was a white, black and crimson set of body armor unlike anything they had ever seen. 
“The Onab saw your coming…” Dadrien’s voice continued once more. “They saw what you would need. This armor has been forged from an impossibly rare Onab metal found only on what was once our homeworld of Cerath. The metal is named for the region on Cerath where it was discovered. Onkmeti Naami.”
“Winter’s wisdom.” Laren spoke reverently.

“How the Onab were able to do with it what they did is beyond my knowledge, but it was used to armor our warships in battle with the Iais'Kai.” He spoke. “It is impervious to any sort of projectile weapon and superior to all other known metals against energy weapons. It also has one very special gift that I felt was needed in order for you to be at your finest. It is a fitting armor for the reborn Dahakoan, and for the Tarivuos of your people Androcles, for we are forever linked.” 
Dorian was beside the pedestal in front of him and he ran his finger along the length of the body armor, watching as the crimson color began to glow slightly. He jerked his hand back quickly and the glowing stopped.

“Wow! That’s so cool!” He spoke.

“There is a cost however.” Dadrien’s voice spoke causing all of them to look at his image in the recording. “As Dahakoan, it will become etherically bound to each one of you. It will become part of each you, part of who you are. This cannot be reversed. Once you have taken your place, there will be no going back.” Dadrien shifted his body in the recording and then continued. 
“None of you have asked for this burden. It was placed on you long before you were ever born or hatched. You had no choice.” They watched him take a deep breath. “I give that choice to you now.”

They turned and watched as the pedestals shifted once more and three very odd looking devices extended from the rear of the pedestals. Each was identical and was shaped in the form of a human body.

“You each are etherically bound to your brother or sister of the blood.” Dadrien spoke once more. “Each of you must make your own choice, but each of you must agree in order for it to work. If one of you does not wish it, then it cannot go forward. When you are ready, if you are ready, simply move onto the platforms, be calm and it will begin.”
Andro turned immediately to where Elynth rested on her four legs, ready to spring into action should it be needed. “Sister?” He asked softly.

“This is the answer we have always sought my beautiful brother.” Elynth answered him. “What are we? Who are we?”
“We still don’t know the full why of it?” Andro reminded her.

Elynth lifted herself up and moved closer to him. She stretched out her snout until it was touching his forehead. “Don’t we?” She asked softly.

Andro reached up with both hands and placed them alongside her golden eyes. “Yes, I suppose we do.” He said softly.

“I am ready.” Elynth said confidently.

Andro looked at Laren and Ladur who were now next to each other, her diminutive body looking silly against his huge bulk. “Laren? Ladur?”

Laren looked at Ladur with a beaming smile and then turned back to him. “Like you and Elynth, we have waited for these answers Androcles. Yes, we are ready.”

“Yes.” Ladur agreed.

Andro turned and looked at Dorian and Ryner. “Fervon?”

Dorian and Ryner looked at him. The youngest of the six of them in every way, but Andro would dare say, the most contemplative of them. “We are the youngest of…” Ryner began to speak but Laren quickly shook her head.
“That matters not to anyone in this room Ryner.” She hissed. “We are all equal here. Just as it was meant to be.”

Dorian met Andro’s eyes and nodded his head. “Yes.” He spoke.

“We are ready as well.” Ryner finished the statement.

Andro looked back to the odd machine and nodded his head. “Then into the future we shall go.” He spoke before climbing up into the machine and settling into cushioned seat as Laren and Dorian did the same thing. “And we won’t look back.”


Martin stood like a rock in the dark room, his wolf eyes trying to adjust, but the darkness was thick and complete. He shifted on the balls of his feet expecting action of some kind, preparing himself to move.


“Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.” He muttered to himself thinking he was alone.


“Always the realist my boy?”


Martin spun around when he heard the soft laughter and words and he saw the Etheric image begin to take shape behind him. The dimness in the room began to brighten as the image took the shape of a man. Martin’s dark eyes grew wide in disbelief as he recognized the figure before it had fully formed.

“Daniho!” He gasped.


Martin saw the image clear and focus and before him stood his ancestor Daniho Mahanlo. He watched as the head moved and the dark eyes looked around the massive room as it grew even brighter now, small light fixtures slowly coming on. Finally, that head stopped moving and those eyes focused on him.

“How… how is this possible?” Martin gasped.


“The how of it I never understood…” Daniho spoke as he looked at him. “Though Sumar did try to explain it to me once. I was never really interested in the different Etheric abilities of our people until I saw what Sumar could do. I even doubted that this ability was within me. I was wrong.”


Martin dropped to one knee and lowered his head. “Grandfather.” He spoke the word almost reverently.


The image of Daniho clucked his tongue in disgust. “Get up my boy!” He hissed. “You do not bow to me, or to anyone!”


Martin looked at him as he slowly got to his feet. “How… how are you here?” Martin gasped. “Now… after all this time?”


“A last gift from our Onab friends.” Daniho answered him. “Chiron told you of the Etheric nodes placed within this facility. With the assistance of the Pralor people who knew of us back then, the Onab devices here have kept my Etheric essence alive in a restive state since the day I died.”

“Why?” Martin asked.


Daniho moved up to stand directly in front of him. “As with your sons and Laren, to give you a gift.”


“A gift?” Martin gasped in stunned shock. “I don’t need a gift. The… the knowledge of you and the others that staania has given to me… our history… my history… that is all the gift I will ever need.”


Daniho smiled and nodded his head. “Yes, I know.” He spoke. “Do you hate me Martin?”


“What?” He rasped out the words.


“A part of me hated myself for so long.” Daniho told him. 


“What do you mean? How could I… how could I hate you?” 


“We are at this point in time partly because of our actions.” Daniho told him. “My actions are what began all this.”


“Duan julyings iada jar tia evell wen staanio.” Martin told him. (Our actions make us who we are grandfather)

The image of Daniho smiled and nodded his head. “Jainn henes alad.” (Yes they do) Daniho shook his head slowly in the image and he smiled once more. “I am not here to lament over my actions. We have… we have shaped events through time Martin… trying to make amends for the sins of our past. And in doing so, we have placed the burden of what we did back them on you in the here and now. On you, on your sons, on Laren Ti'shara. Your sons and Laren have accepted their roles in all of this. It was easier for them, they have always felt it within them and even though they did not know why, they embraced it. You on the other hand, you have felt it within you, but because of events we could not predict, you are not discovering the why of it until now.”

“Staanio I…” Martin began.


“You truly hate being King don’t you?” Daniho asked him.


Martin met his eyes for a long moment. “Una idrao etany cutius.” Martin finally said. (It sucks donkey dick)


Daniho’s Etheric image burst out in hearty laughter as he stood in front of Martin and after a long moment, Martin couldn’t help but join him. After a few moments Daniho nodded his head while the laughter left him and he looked at him once more. 


“Now you know how I felt.” He spoke. He smiled at him. “Unfortunately, I was chosen. And because of my blood, my descendants have been chosen to continue this. When Sumar merged his bloodline with ours, that became even more pronounced and powerful. You have within you the very best of myself and… my beloved brother Ashten. He would be proud of you, because I am proud of you. You have taken this burden upon yourself without question because of the compassion within you. That compassion comes from Ashten. You have followed your instincts all of your life…”

“Not always.” Martin interjected.


Daniho shook his head. “I know of what you speak and your meaning, but fate has a way of making sure events happen exactly as they are supposed to in the end Martin my boy.” He said. “We would not be here if this was not so. Androcles would not be here. And Sadi would not carry within her the unification of our people and our bloodline.”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Come again?”


“Do you doubt the blood that runs within your veins?” Daniho asked him.


Martin shook his head without hesitation. “Never.” He answered.


“I thought not.” He spoke. “You have evolved to what you are now Martin, because of past events, and now you will never doubt your instincts again. Just as I once did.”


“You?” Martin gasped.


“We all have doubts.” Daniho told him. “How we overcome these doubts is also what makes us who we are.”


Martin nodded after a moment. “I suppose that is true too.”


“Then trust them always.” Daniho said.


“Forgive me but… that really doesn’t make a whole lot of sense.” Martin told him.

Daniho nodded once more and smiled. “I know… but it will in the future.” He said. “It will in the future.” He looked at Martin. “My burden has now become your burden staaniketo. And one day it will fall to Androcles and then to his first born son Achilles, and so on down our line. This will never change. In many ways I regret this but looking at you before me, at your son Androcles, your other children, and those to come, I see the strength within all of them. It is undeniable and no wolf will ever be able to deny it either.” Daniho looked at him. “Unite our people again Martin. Repair what my actions in the past did to our people and do not make my mistakes.”


“Your mistakes?” Martin asked him.


“We lost our way for a time.” Daniho said. “I lost my way. You must make sure we get it back. Only together can we face what is coming and hope to defeat it.”


“Then war is coming.” Martin said. “The Iais'Kai… the Scourge are coming.” 


Daniho met his eyes and nodded. “It was always coming Martin, Xaxon’s actions made it much worse, but it was always going to arrive on our doorstep once again. It was only a matter of when.”


“And how do I win?” Martin asked.

Daniho raised his hand and pointed a finger at Martin’s chest. “By doing what you have always done. By leading with your heart.” He raised his hand now and stopped Martin’s question. “You have many questions I know, but the answers to those questions reside within these walls and the walls of the other Sanctuaries. I have only two requests for you.”


Martin chuckled. “Requests?” 


Dani met his eyes. “My mother… what she did was selfless Martin, but now… now I cannot bear to see her as she is. Return to her what she deserves. To breath real air, to smell her blood once more through her own senses. She has earned the right to live out the remainder of her years among her blood.”

Martin nodded his head, once more without hesitation. “This I will do regardless staanio. It is not something you need to ask of me.”


Daniho nodded his head in approval. “Thank you.” He said. “My time grows very short staaniketo. Soon I will join those of our blood in the afterlife. Even the Etheric nodes in this place cannot sustain me forever.”


“You said you have two requests.” Martin spoke.


Daniho met his eyes and nodded. “Yes. The second not even my mother knows. She believes she is the last when she is not.”


“Speak to Chiron after you have taken my gift to you.” Daniho said. “Speak the words Ardorm Panur. He will know what to do.”


“I don’t need a gift grandfather.” Martin told him again. “Not after what…”


Daniho motioned with his hand. “Look behind you grandson.” He said as he moved to the side and Martin turned, his dark eyes going wide. “And when you reach the Mountain of Stone and Light there will be another gift for you, and what you have wished for most of all in your life will be yours. Carry on my blood. Carry on.” 

