CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN
JETANIA


Loras Ranev moved quickly to the edge of the huge landing platform and looked out on the valley stretched below, her mind and heart racing nearly out of control. The thick, tall green trees stretched for kilometers in all directions, broken only in the spots where the winding river moved through the base of the valley. Loras’ hands were fully stretched across her upper body holding her opposite arms as her mind literally raced with what she had seen and what she now felt coursing through her unchecked. The breeze was blowing away from her, causing her long dark brown hair to lift from her shoulders and flutter in the wind as she stood there. It was unmistakable, what she was feeling, and the intensity of it was unlike anything she had ever felt before in her nearly six hundred years of life. In that intense Etheric connection, she could feel it so close to her, and it was so utterly absolute. Loras Ranev had never felt such a concentrated love before, so focused and bright and it was directed solely at her. 

From him. 
An Alpha wolf who had not even entered this world yet. 
Loras Ranev was well aware of the Lycavorian ability to imprint their children, but never had she heard or experienced it in such a deep way. He was an Alpha wolf with the memories and knowledge of generations going back longer than she could count. She had felt his father in the connection, his grandfather, two men who radiated power unlike any Alpha male she had ever seen or felt in her lifetime. It terrified her when she felt the love from him for her for it was equally as powerful. It terrified her because she had never thought something like what she felt could even exist.


“Loras?” The female voice spoke from behind her and Loras then detected Anja’s sweet honey scent and turned quickly. The breeze was blowing softly into her face as she turned and her mind was ablaze with different sensations and this is how Anja had gotten so close to her without her noticing.

“You should… Anja you should be with your family.” Loras said turning to face her fully.


Anja stepped up to her without hesitation. “You are a member of that family now Loras Ranev.” She spoke softly. “You saw and heard it for yourself. I can sense the confusion within you Loras. The fear. What is wrong? Tell me.”


Loras looked at her, and she could almost see the confidence oozing from Anja’s pores, she could smell and sense the powerful aura emanating from within her. Half breed though she may have been, Loras thought to herself, this woman had the aura of an extremely powerful Alpha female. As did the other females Loras could smell within her blood. Females that were far more powerful than most of the Alpha females here on Jetania. Her honey scent reeked of the Alpha Wolf King that had claimed her and made her his own, and her aura held nothing but love and devotion for that same wolf.

“I am… I am terrified Anja. What I saw… what I felt… it frightened me as nothing ever has in my life.” Loras finally exclaimed gently. “I don’t… I don’t know how else to describe it.”


Anja smiled warmly in understanding and reached out to take her hands, which Loras quickly placed in her palms. Anja squeezed them in her own when Loras gripped them and she stepped even closer to her. “Then do not try.” She told her. “Do you think I felt any different when I first discovered who and what Martin was? What I was? I was totally overwhelmed. I could barely process anything else.”


“How did you… how did you deal with it?” Loras asked her.


Anja smiled again. “Well… that was easy. I grabbed onto the one thing that had been a constant in my life and I didn’t even know it then. I grabbed onto Martin’s love for me. It was there, focused and pure and bright, and for far longer than even he led us to believe.” Anja told her. “Which is something that I will let him know about when I see him again.” She finished her statement with somewhat of a sterner tone, as much as she could project since Loras knew that this revelation had caused a massive spike of love and warmth within Anja that all of them had felt.


“What she said about me?” Loras said softly. “I…”


Anja drew her closer. “Do you question what your instincts tell you Loras?” Anja asked her. “Do you question what you feel radiating from Achilles for you?”


“Carians how could I?” Loras gasped loudly. “It is more powerful than anything I have ever felt in my life from any Alpha who has tried to entice me. His aura was so… it was so pure and raw and unmistakable, and it was focused entirely on me! The sensations it caused within me I did not know I could even feel! How is that even possible Anja? I know of our ability to speak to one another with our minds in a rudimentary way, but he is…”


“Well… you can thank his father for that.” Anja replied with a small smile. “And his grandfathers before him. Andro has… Andro and his father have always been enigmas. Even to their family at times. What they can do… let’s just say it is very scary. But that makes us love them even more. Reva was channeling Martin and Andro and the others so I can only guess that Achilles was able to use that, focus on that, and then you.”


“I heard his voice in my head Anja!” Loras gasped once more. “As if he was standing beside me. He spoke to me. He called me his wife!”


Anja nodded her head knowing full well what Loras meant. It was the same for her, for Aricia, for For'mya. For all of them. What Martin did to them, in and out of their bed, it was beyond anything they could ever imagine experiencing and his love for each of them was utterly complete and absolute.


“And you don’t know how to process that?” Anja said with a gentle smile. “It is the same for his father and his grandfather. They love without question, without doubt.”

Loras looked at her. “Process it?” She gasped with wide eyes. “Anja, I did not know that such feelings could even exist!”


“Yes, you have.” Anja told her. “This knowledge has always been within you, and you have known it. If you did not, then you would have given yourself completely to Warim Ranev. You would have never held that part of yourself away from him. He was a good man and he loved you, and you cared for him, but inside you, in your blood, you knew there was something else waiting for you. Something that would take your heart, your soul and your essence and wrap it within love that you have never felt before. You heard Reva yourself.”


“But how?” Loras asked. “I have never known anything but Jetania. I was born here. My brothers, the gods bless their passing, they were born here. My mother was born on Ventori, my father as well. If our ancestors came from Lycavore to Ventori, how can I be what she says.”

Anja nodded her head. “All good questions…” Anja met her eyes. “But does any of that really matter now Loras?” Anja answered her question with another. 


Loras met her eyes for a long moment. She opened her mouth several times as if to answer but then shut it and slowly shook her head. “No.” She answered finally.


“The answers will come Loras.” Anja told her. “As they come for us they will come for you. Right now though… I can feel it within you.” Anja told her. “What you feel for Achilles. It burns within your blood Loras Ranev. Within your heart.”


“He has not even been born yet Anja!” Loras stammered. “How is what I feel for him even possible?”


“We have asked that same question many times about those in our family.” Anja told her. “Mostly about Androcles and his father and what they are capable of. How they are capable of doing these things that they do. Many of those answers we received today. But it also led us to even more difficult questions. You know what our people can do Loras, passing the imprint of what we have seen and experienced in our lives on to our children. For Martin, for Androcles and now for Achilles, it is just more complete and far more extensive than we had ever known. They have knowledge within them that no one should have at such a young age, let alone before they are ever born.” Anja looked at her and reached up to place her palm against her cheek. “You worry that he will claim you regardless of what you want. As Osrod did. As even Warim did.”


“It is the way of our people.” Loras told her softly. “I could not resist him Anja, even if I wanted too. My body would not let me. You know that this is how it is for female wolves.”

Anja shook her head with a smile. “It was the way of our people.” She corrected her. “It has not been like that for many thousands of years. That part of the old ways died out a long time ago.”


“Not here.” Loras said.


Anja nodded her head. “Not here, no.” She said. “But it will end as soon as Martin arrives that much I can assure you.”

“Anja I… I do not want to be a trophy for another male.” Loras said. “I hate Osrod for what he forced me to do for ten years, parading me around like a prize, taking me whenever he wanted knowing I could not resist him. It was different with Warim, I did care for him, but it was also the same.”

Anja shook her head and squeezed her hands once more. “You have nothing to fear Loras Ranev. The future is ever changing and when that day comes, if it comes, you will do what your heart tells you. Achilles will not force himself upon you Loras, he loves you too much. Not to mention that his father and grandfather and all of his uncles would kick his ass five ways from yesterday if he did.”


“But how… how do you resist when it is instinct to our people?” Loras asked.


Anja looked at her with a shy smile. “It’s not easy I will tell you that.” She replied coyly. “Martin is… Martin is built like a bull in the celie shusul…” Anja saw Loras’ eyes grow wider and she giggled like a school girl. “… and he certainly knows how to turn each of us to putty in his hands. It’s next too impossible to resist him, especially when we are in Phase, but in truth, we don’t have to do anything.”


“What do you mean?” Loras asked with wide eyes. “How?”


Anja squeezed her hands tighter and smiled brightly. “Let’s take a walk and I will tell you.” She spoke. “We love bragging about Martin, he hates it but since he is not here, I can brag all I want and he can’t do a thing.”


Loras nodded quickly and they turned to move along the edge of the platform under the watchful eye of Kalis, Tir'ut and half a dozen of Garget’s men. This small group had spent the last several hours with each other already today, learning about one another, and a bond of mutual trust and friendship was growing quickly. They needed no words between them to know what to do.


None of them noticed Retta however, as she gently dislodged herself from the grasps of her family and with a quick glance in the direction of her mother, she sprinted for the door that would take her inside the base. 
Only Lucia took notice of this from her perch on top of the STRIKER and she glanced back to where her beloved Zarah rested.


[Zarah?] Lucia questioned.


[Let her go my love.] Zarah answered quickly. [She is going to do what any daughter of my father would do. She is going to follow her blood and her instincts and claim what is hers.]


[Lazar?] Lucia asked.


[Yes. His blood burns just as brightly for her, though he does not fully understand it yet. He will though, if Loras is who staania Reva says, he will.] Zarah answered.


[Zarah ussta ssinssrigg…?]

[I do not wish to wait any longer either Lucia.] Zarah spoke before Lucia could finish her sentence. 

[If it is too soon Zarah my love we can…]


[No. You have shown me that I can love and feel once more Lucia.] Zarah answered her. [My family has shown me this. And Radem told me the only way to…]


[Radem?] Lucia gasped. [He knows?]

Zarah chuckled softly in their private connection. [He is our master and our friend Lucia, thanks to my father. He knows.]


[What did… what did he say?]


[To conquer my fear… to conquer my fear I first need to shed the demons of my past. I have done that Lucia. With your love, with Andro’s essence within me… within us… I have done that.] Zarah spoke. [When my brother returns to us, we will claim what is ours Lucia. I do not want to lose him to another because I was too frightened to believe in the future.]


[He said he would wait forever Zarah.] Lucia said.


[Do you wish to wait forever to feel his arms around us?] Zarah asked. [To feel what only he can make us feel?]


[Phraktos nau!] Lucia blurted out.


[We will have what is ours Lucia my love. Dutkne will be ours when my brother returns.] Zarah spoke softly. [And we will step into the future when we do. A future with him and us together.]


Lucia smiled and sent her a pulse of intense love through their connection, something that Zarah returned equally. [I look forward to that day my beautiful Zarah.]

[As do I.] Zarah replied. [We… carians!] Zarah gasped within the connection and Lucia’s eyes cut to where she still sat.


[Zarah! What is it?] Lucia asked.


[Son hote lon evell nysil saoi! Andro! Father!] (By all that we hold holy)
LORENU

TEMPLE ENTRANCE


“…just disappeared!” Isheeni gasped aloud now, her normally soothing voice now filled with concern and fear. “Right after I called for you, Torma disappeared! Aricia my sister what is going on?”


For'mya stood beside Aurith now, stroking her snout to try and calm her, Arzoal and Helen standing off to the side silently. Neither looked or acted like something was wrong and this quickly drew attention as everyone else was nervous and their combat senses had come alive. It was Aricia who looked at them, her hand on Isheeni’s muzzle.


“Helen? Arzoal?” She gasped aloud. “You… you know something! What is happening?”


“They can feel it.” Reva’s voice spoke now and they all turned to see the Sphere move up to where they all stood.


“Feel it?” Aricia questioned. “We cannot feel our Beloved Reva! We cannot feel our sons! What is going on?!”


“Be patient child.” Reva’s voice said. “Destiny’s path is being fulfilled.”


“What does this mean?” For'mya demanded. “We will not lose them Reva!”


The sphere shifted position and faced her. “Lose them child?” Reva spoke. “Child you are not going to lose them. They are being…”


“They are being Reborn!” Helen gasped. 

THE CIRCLE


Martin spun around when the faint screams reached his wolf ears even through the thick steel walls. “… Andro!” He gasped as he headed for the door



“You do not need to go to them Martin my boy.” Daniho’s voice spoke from behind him once more and Martin turned. “They are in no danger and the screams you hear are their rebirth. Your sons, my grandsons, and Laren, they have accepted what their path is completely.”


“What does that mean?” Martin hissed.


“It means that they have accepted what they are.” Daniho answered him. “The Tarivuos of our people, of you. And the Dahakoan reborn, or I should say the Sentinels of the Stars. Wer Rithtari ar wer Isk”
Martin looked at him. “What?”

“They are the Dahakoan reborn yes… but they are so much more now.” Daniho spoke as he moved closer to Martin. “They can no longer be truly called Dahakoan. Dadrien knew this would happen and what they would become. A message Dadrien made many thousands of years ago is with them, guiding them. You have nothing to fear for them staaniaketo, believe in me.”

Martin stared at his Etheric image for a long moment and then his head moved back to what he had turned around to discover only a few seconds before. He glanced at Daniho once more and saw him nod and then he moved closer to the podium and what was held there.

The armor was quite impressive looking to say the least. It was suspended on the podium within an Etheric bubble of some kind, rotating very slowly. Around the base of the podium were several thin, rectangular box like objects probably no bigger than an old butane lighter. The upper chest piece, which is all Martin could see, was layered across the shoulders, the elbows and the forearms. It was very similar to how their Dragon Armor was forged to provide maximum flexibility to whoever wore it. This armor was dull silver in color, with the images of a dragon leaping into the air on either pectoral chest piece and the head of a Lycavorian wolf on the lower abdomen with wings on either side.

“It is called Onkmeti Naami.” Daniho’s voice spoke as Martin gazed at it. “A very special metal discovered by the Onab in the Winter Mountains on Cerath.”

Martin turned back to his image. “Winter’s Wisdom?” He said.

Daniho nodded. “The Onab named it, for they had never seen something like it before. After roughly fifty years of testing and research they discovered a way to make it malleable. It was used to armor our warships and gave us a sizeable edge in our war with the Iais'Kai and many other things. It is impervious to any known projectile weapon, and surpasses even your own Dragon Armor in its resistance against energy weapons. Heat. Cold. It can actually alter its molecular structure in order to protect against nearly any environment.”

Martin looked back to the armor. “Is it alive?” He asked.

Daniho did not laugh at the question but he did smile slightly. He had asked the same question of the Onab all those years ago. “I asked that same question staaniaketo, many years ago.” He said and watched Martin turn back to him.  



“And?”


Daniho shook his head. “It has something to do with the molecular structure of the metal itself. I don’t begin to understand it for it is far out of my knowledge base.” Martin grinned to himself now and Daniho’s head tilted slightly. “What?”


“I get that a lot.” He spoke.


“Ah…” Daniho nodded his head in understanding.
“The Onab… the Onab made this for me during the Zin sarakoa vyen ils.” He continued. “They were always so concerned for my safety.”

Martin looked at him once more. “You never wore it?” He asked.


Daniho shook his head. “No.”

“Why?” Martin pressed him.


“An Onab Seer came to me one day after it was complete.” Daniho said. “They told me they saw you wearing it. That only you would be able to wear it.”


“Me?” Martin rasped. “Why?”


“As with the Wer Rithtari ar wer Isk, the armor is etherically bound to one person. Once this connection is made, it is permanent and can never be removed.” Daniho answered him. “I did not possess the Etheric capability to make this connection. Only your sons and your ano fenneennum have this ability. Only you have this ability.”

“Because of staanio Sumar.” Martin said softly.


Daniho nodded his head. “Yes. Even from long before he was born, the gods of fate and destiny had planned for his arrival and his descendants. Just as they did mine. They knew how we would become one. And they knew of the place that vada sinuovas would act in that future. They knew how tightly we would become bound to them and them to us.”


Martin looked back at the armor. “Durcunus for Sinuovas rie vada Saan.”


Daniho nodded his head solemnly. “Wolves and Dragons of the Blood.” He spoke almost reverently. 


Martin looked at him with wide eyes. “Arzoal!” He gasped. “Then it was… it was no mistake that she chose the last of Dadrien’s physical offspring to transfer her consciousness too before she died. Andro said… he thought as much!”


Daniho shook his head. “All of your children with your Queens are gifted in ways we never dreamed of Martin. Androcles especially. He is correct however, it was not a mistake.” He answered. “Dadrien and my mother guided her.”

He held his hand up in the Etheric image knowing what Martin was going to say. “And no… we did not influence any of her decisions, nor did we do this with you or anyone along the way. We only allowed them to see things from every perspective. The decisions she made, those that you have made, that Andro and Laren and Dorian have made, these decisions have shaped you into who you are now. My mother has told you this already, and it is time that you begin believing it my boy.”


Martin shook his head. “All this sibfla… it just seems so…”


“Otherworldly?” Daniho offered.


Martin looked at him. “Yes!”


Daniho nodded his head. “How do you think I felt, and I did not know half of what you know staaniketo.” 



“I need… I need to step beyond the power that I wield… I need to step beyond the simple boundaries of what my eyes and my senses tell me.” Martin said softly.


Daniho smiled and nodded his head. “Ah… Canth’s words to you on that foul world. The day that true realization came to you of who and what you are.”


Martin looked up and met his eyes. “Yes.”


Daniho paused and blinked his eyes and in a brilliant flash of white and blue etheric light, Torma appeared in the room with them. Martin moved to him immediately, but Torma’s many years with Martin had given him countless aspects of Martin’s instincts and nature and he was calm now but ready to spring to attack in an instant. Torma closed his golden eyes as Martin stroked the scales under his eyes and they both looked at Daniho when he began to speak again.

“The mark of our family has already begun to appear on you and your children and wives and on others of our blood Martin. It will also appear on those meant to be part of our bloodline in the future Martin.” Daniho said softly. “It can no longer be denied my staaniketo. As much as you do not want this role, as much as you hate it, it belongs to you now. Just as it belonged to me. Wolf and dragon. We are bound by far more than words could ever describe. Take this armor and the gift within it Martin. There is a matching set for Torma as well. Together with your Bonded Brother Torma it will make you even more deadly than you are now, and it will show our people who you really are. Accept it, just as your sons and soul daughter have. See it for what it is. You son’s Anome Sadi bears the reunification of our people within her womb Martin and soon Carisia, Ne'Veha and Lu'ria will follow in her footsteps and make the final reunification impossible to ever break again.”

Martin looked at him with wide eyes. “You have seen this?” He gasped.


Daniho nodded his head. “It was foretold by the Onab Seers. Over time, the first four children of Androcles, the first of their line, Eliani and Jomann’s first sons, also the first of their line, Nara, Retta… your children will bring about the complete unification of our species not seen since those first days on Cerath. And those chosen by fate to be part of that will also bear the mark of our family no matter where in the stars they reside.” Daniho answered. “The Onab did not foresee Caliria or Sehri, or the others that your children have chosen to love and be part of their lives, but I believe Androcles did. His dragon blood gives him this ability and this only strengthens our people going forward into the future.”


Daniho met his eyes. “But only you can lead them Martin. They will follow only you.”


“Why?” Martin asked him bluntly.

“You are the Mard Revik Martin Leonidas.” Daniho said. “More so than me, or your grandfathers before you ever were. Within you… within you is a piece of all of us. That is the difference. That is your power. Take this as my legacy to you staaniketo, our legacy to you. Release my mother and fulfill my other request to you. It is your time now my grandson. It is your time now. It falls to you to shape the invisible Martin, what the Seers could not see, it falls to you.”

Martin looked at Torma now, his golden eyes focused and clear. “Torma?”


Torma blinked and nodded his massive head. “We have never feared the unknown before now my Bonded Brother.” He said. “Let us reach for it one more time.”

Martin Leonidas nodded his head almost immediately and turned to look at his grandfather.

“What do I have to do?” Martin asked.


Daniho motioned with his hand. “Step onto the podium my grandson. Step onto the podium and fulfill your destiny.”


Martin took a deep breath and moved for the podium but he stopped and turned back to Daniho. “Will I ever see you again grandfather?” He asked.


Daniho’s Etheric image smiled at him. “You are never without us Martin my boy. You have never been without us.” He replied as he put his hand over his chest. “We will reside within you here…” He touched his temple. “And here. Always.”


Martin nodded slowly and turned back to the podium. He took another deep breath and stepped fully onto the podium.


“For the future.” He whispered just before the entire room was bathed in another wave of white/blue Etheric light.


The pain had been excruciating and sudden, which accounted for the screams, but it passed in milliseconds and in its wake was a warmth that surged through their bodies like the waves of the ocean gripped in the fury of a colossal storm. Power the likes of which they could not describe rolled smoothly through their limbs, their bodies and their minds. It provided focus and clarity and above all else, it provided answers to so many of the questions they had asked of themselves for so long. Dorian’s birth had re-ignited those questions for Androcles and Elynth, reinforced them for Laren and Ladur, and then brought them back to the forefront with all of them. Now they had the answers they had sought for so long. 


What were they?


Who were they?


The Dahakoan reborn into something more than what their predecessors were or ever could be. What only they could be.


Wer Rithtari ar wer Isk.


The Sentinels of the Stars.

Whatever had taken place had done so quickly, a sudden bout of nausea causing all of them to drop from the podium seats they had been in, heaving up what they had eaten only a few hours ago. Andro squatted on the cool metal floor, one hand bracing his body while he took great breaths to calm his stomach and his mind. His azure eyes opened after a long moment and regained their focus and then his eyes grew wide as he looked at his hand and then his legs beneath him. His eyes held confusion and wonder as he saw what encased his body now.

Glittering gold armor extended over a large portion of his body now, and around that was an armor he had never seen before in his life. It looked like a cross between the exquisite mesh weave that provided the superior protection of the Drow Scout Body Armor but with the obsidian color and texture of Elynth’s scales. Andro slowly lifted his hand off the floor turning it over palm up and he saw the same style armor extending up his forearms and across his biceps. He looked down at his chest and saw the gold armor on his chest and abdomen with the scale weave armor along his sides and armpits. As he began to move, his eyes grew wider for it felt as if he wore nothing at all. Andro’s head snapped up to look at Dorian and Laren and his azure eyes nearly exploded open at what he saw. They were just as he was, still confused and slightly disoriented, but wearing the same type of armor with the difference in color exactly the same as the difference in Elynth, Ryner and Ladur’s scales. What caused his eyes to open in shock were the wings that extended to either side of their bodies and originated from their backs. 

“Sibfla!” Andro barked causing Dorian and Laren to look up at him and seeing their own eyes go wide. 
Andro sprang to his feet with instant action and his eyes grew even wider when he saw the shape of the wings so close to his own body. His head turned to the side and he saw the span of the wing curl back and he tried twisting his head even further around as the wing then curled around in front of him almost of its own accord. Andro spun around quickly but could not see where the wing originated because it moved with him. His head whipped around to the other side and he saw the same thing. As wonder filled him, he stopped turning and he saw those wings spread out, stretching four meters on either side of his body.

“Impressive are they not?” The voice spoke causing all three of them to whirl around to see Chiron silently enter through the door in the wall that had not been there when they first entered.

“Chiron!” Andro gasped.

The Avatar looked at Androcles and smiled. “Dadrien’s gift to you.” He spoke. 

“They are…” Laren began to stammer out the words.

“Wings. Yes.” Chiron spoke as he entered the room fully and the door slid closed behind him. “Forged from pure Onkmeti Naami, just as your armor is.”

Andro felt Elynth come up behind him, her muzzle lowering to inspect the wings that now protruded from his back. They were shaped just as her wings were, smooth on the upper ridge bone and then scaly further away from the ridge bone until they became like smooth scale feathers. As she ran her snout over them she could feel them move in concert with the pressure she applied and her golden colored eyes grew wide.

“They are soft and move like… like the scales on my wings!” She exclaimed extending out her right wing, now covered completely in the Onkmeti Naami armor.

Chiron nodded his head. “It remains even today as one of the most successful feats the Onab ever accomplished, being able to manipulate the metal as they did. Your wings retain the same defensive nature as your armor, even though they are some of the thinnest armored portions ever designed by the Onab.”

“How?” Andro asked once more looking at his left wing. The obsidian colored wing moved closer to his face for inspection and Andro’s eyes grew a little wider.

Chiron shook his head. “As with the armor, the wings are now etherically bound to you.” He told them. “They can never be removed.”

Dorian moved closer to him, his own wings banging into Laren’s as he did. “I thought you said you could not come down here.” Dorian questioned him.

“I could not.” Chiron told him. “Until the Mahanlo bloodline unlocked this level and the levels beneath us.”

“Beneath us?” Andro asked. 

Chiron met his eyes once more and nodded. “When the time is right you will know to explore these levels. Your presence here now has provided me the access into this portion of The Circle that was held within the computer’s archived databases. I have full access to the facility now as Lord Daniho and Lord Sumar intended it to be once you arrived.”
“Chiron this…” Laren began to speak but Chiron raised his hand stopping her question.

“You have many questions…” Chiron spoke. “Lord Daniho and Lord Sumar knew this would be the case. The answers to the questions you seek are already within you. Each of you is unique, and the knowledge you seek is part of the blood that flows inside you. The same can be said for your father Androcles. You do not need to ask questions when you already know the answers.”
“Are you saying that… that I already know how to use wings?” Androcles asked him stunned.

Chiron nodded his head. “You have dragon blood within you.” He answered. “You and Elynth have been flying since before you could walk. You see with each other’s eyes, feel what each other feels, all you need do is just allow that knowledge to flow freely now. Do not seek it, just let it flow within you. It is already there, all you need do is think it and your instincts will take over. The same can be said for you Laren Ti'shara. And you Dorian Leonidas, the youngest though you may be.” 
He moved forward to stand in front of Elynth who did not shy away from him. Normally had anyone aside from Androcles or an immediate member of his family come this close to her she would have backed away quickly for she did not like to be touched by anyone outside of that small circle. Instead she allowed Chiron to reach up and place his hand on her snout.

“Believe it Elynth, daughter of Isheeni and descendant of Dadrien of the Mountain.” Chiron spoke. “Feel it within you.”
Chiron moved to the center podium where Laren had been sitting and he touched a few screens that were exposed. When he did, another larger panel rose from the podium and he stepped in front of it. He tapped the panel several times and they all heard the deep rumbling from behind them. They turned and saw a long, massively wide tunnel open up and extend before them. At the very end of the tunnel was a cone of bright sunlight. Chiron turned once more to look at them.
“You are Wer Rithtari ar wer Isk.” Chiron told them. “Now embrace it. Become what destiny has intended for all of you. Only then will you begin to shape the invisible with your father! Only then can we move forward.”

Androcles lifted his right hand and stared at it for a long moment, feeling the new found awareness and power filtering through him. He brought his fingers together in a fist and then squeezed that fist tightly before looking up at Dorian and Laren, both of whom were looking at him. His head shifted and he met the golden eyes of his Bonded Sister. Elynth moved closer to him and lower her head to his, touching her snout to his forehead.
“Una coi duan aldom Androcles.” She spoke to him in Lycavorian, her voice warm and touched with a slight accent. (It is our destiny Androcles)
Andro stared into her eyes for a long moment, seeing the love within them for him, for Anthar, for everything. He turned his head to look at Laren. Ladur had moved up beside her and she was stroking the underside of his huge head with her fingers, and looking ridiculously tiny compared to him but exceptionally formidable with the new armor wrapped around her body and her wings slightly extended to her sides. 
“It is what we were meant for Andro.” Laren spoke softly. “You can feel it within you just as we can.”

“Yes.” Ladur agreed.

Andro turned his eyes to his brother. “Dori?” He asked.

Dorian met his eyes. “Our Soul sister is better with words than me fervon.” He said. “Let’s do this!” 

Androcles looked at Chiron one more time and saw the Avatar nod his head slowly. He motioned to the long tunnel. “You already know everything you need.” He spoke. “Your fathers will join you outside. This tunnel exits a thousand meters above the surface of the ocean. Reach for it and it will be yours.”

Andro closed his eyes briefly, Dorian and Laren doing the same, and the Onkmeti Naami quickly finished its complete deployment, the golden helmet encasing their skulls and leaving only their eyes uncovered and a long open area that extended from the tips of their noses down past their jaws exposing a portion of their mouths. Almost exactly like his Spartan helm. The Onkmeti Naami Scaled Weave Armor completed extending over the golden helmets until it was in the shape of a cowl, matching the color of their Bonded Brother and Sister’s scales. The obsidian color on Androcles looked devastating, the light green of Laren’s Scale Weave reacting to her shapely body in many ways, and the Sinopia colored Scaled Weave on Dorian was very imposing.

Andro opened his eyes once more and the azure blue color of his eyes were near glowing, Laren and Dorian’s eyes mimicking his in their brightness. He looked at Elynth and saw that the Scaled Weave armor now encompassed her, Ladur and Ryner completely. 

“And we go!” Andro barked before breaking into a dead sprint down the tunnel, Dorian and Laren joining him in midstride and grasping his hands. With deafening trumpets of power, Elynth, Ladur and Ryner followed their Bonded Brothers and Sister.

Chiron stepped away from the panel and turned fully to watch them, his dark eyes glittering in the light of the room.

“And now we begin.” He spoke softly. “Now we begin.”


They were standing in the clearing outside the Temple, unsure of what to do or where to go. Aricia and For'mya were holding one another tightly, Sadi and Carisia holding the others as worry began to grow stronger among all of them. Robati was in Yokra’s arms with Aviel helping him to comfort her, Dynina, Gorgo, Jezima and Dasha gathered together and all of the Leonidas children standing tightly together.


It was Achilles and Neesia that shook them from their positions.


The cliff mother! Achilles voice echoed loudly within Mindvoice touching everyone in the area.


Sadi gasped and dropped her hands to her abdomen as everyone turned to look at her. “Achilles!” She rasped out the word. 


Father is coming mother! Neesia’s voice echoed next. We must go to the cliff!

Sadi looked up at Dynina. “The cliff?” She gasped. “What cliff?”

Kadeer stepped forward now, holding the hands of his daughters. “The ocean meets the continental shelf not far from here!” He snapped. “The cliffs reach a thousand meters down to the surface!”


“Where?” Sadi gasped.


Kadeer didn’t hesitate and he pulled Perlae and Ishma with him. “This way! The cliffs begin not five hundred meters from here!”


It did not take them long to reach the cliffs, they were exactly where Kadeer said they were and suddenly they were staring at a breathtaking view of the ocean extending in front of them, several islands far off in the distance. The Continental Shelf stretched as far as the eye could see to either side of them, the ocean waves crashing into the beach a thousand meters below them. It was truly a magnificent view before them, but they did not care about that.

“Where?” Ne'Veha barked. “I don’t see anything!”


“Nothing this way!” Deion called out, his eyes focused in a southerly direction.


“I still cannot feel Martin within me! I can sense him but I cannot feel him!” Aricia pointed out.


“Nor I.” For'mya chimed in.


Sadi looked at them. “It is an empty void where Androcles usually is. We cannot…”


Pooca nathos... Neesia’s voice filled their minds once more. (Patience family)


…Henes wen ihoni ineen. Achilles finished his sisters statement. (They are almost here)


Eliani rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Great! More weirdos in our family that finish each other’s sentences!” She hissed. “That is just so creepy!”


Deion and Nara bumped their shoulders against their older sister with huge smiles. “We’ll make you…”


“Quiet!” Denali barked loudly holding up his hand. “Listen!”


The low roar reached all of their ears now, getting louder and more pronounced but somehow muffled.


“That is my sister! I would know her trumpet anywhere!” Aurith exclaimed as she stretched her head out over the edge of the cliff and her keen dragon eyes found the odd opening in the side of the cliff perhaps two hundred meters below where they stood. 


“Aurith!” For'mya hissed as she reached for her.


“Below us!” Aurith shouted as she turned back. “An opening in the cliffs below!”


“An opening?” Kadeer spoke now as he moved to the edge beside her. “There are no caves or tunnels in the cliffs, they have been surveyed extensively.” Aurith lifted her talon from the ground as Kadeer leaned over the edge as far as he could while holding her leg. “By the gods…” He muttered drawing everyone to the edge as they spread out along the cliff and leaned over.

The roar was unmistakable now and all of them focused on the opening in the cliff wall. Five seconds later their eyes exploded open and their lives changed forever. Elynth, Ladur and Ryner burst from the opening with thunderous trumpets, their wings snapping out instantly before they fell a hundred feet and then they were reaching for the clear sky with powerful sweeps of their wings. 

What stunned everyone into horrified silence was when the three figures leaped from the cliff opening at a dead run and their bodies reached out from the cliff.
“NO!!” Sadi screamed in terrible fear. “Androcles!!!”

Robati Ti'shara’s screams of horror echoed just after Sadi’s as they witnessed what was happening. The three figures, Androcles, Laren and Dorian were unmistakable to those that they loved and who loved them, and now they fell to their certain deaths a thousand meters below. As they all watched with shock filled eyes and disbelief, something quite amazing happened. Something that all of them would remember until they day they passed into the next life.

They had fallen perhaps a hundred feet holding hands and then they split apart and three different sets of colored wings extended from their backs with thunderous echoes of air and power and their bodies changed direction instantly and reached for the sky above with powerful sweeps of those magical wings and they climbed to meet their Bonded brothers and sisters in the sky above.

“Son vada carians!” Gorgo gasped aloud as she dropped to her knees in wonder, Dynina and Dasha reaching for her but then stopping as they too felt it.

It was as if someone flipped a switch and the emptiness that all of them had been feeling since Martin and the others had disappeared from within the Temple simply vanished to be replaced with the most beautiful sensations of warmth and family and love that any of them had ever felt before.

Anse! I could get used to this. Martin’s voice filled their minds and all of them spun around, Dynina crying out and reaching for her throat in disbelief.
Martin Leonidas stood behind them, well he floated behind them actually, the obviously metallic dull silver wings moving gracefully as he hovered above them ten meters in the air. Beyond him, and slightly higher Torma held the same position his massive wingspan dwarfing even the ten-meter span of the wings protruding from Martin’s back. His body was encased in the dull silver armor, obsidian colored Scaled Weave armor covering his elbows and abdominal area as well as covering parts of his waist and then his knees. The bright sun reflected off the armor radiantly, but the dragons on his chest plates and the wolf head symbol on his waist were unmistakable. The helmet covered his entire head, almost exactly like his normal Spartan helm. Two slots that left his eyes uncovered and the single opening that extended beyond the nose guard that kept his mouth free. All of them could see those yellow gold eyes glowing under that helmet, the savage looking dual wolf fangs of the Leonidas and Mahanlo bloodline so very prominently exposed and the multicolored plume that resided atop the helmet signifying the hair color of each of his beloved wives and mates. 
“Beloved!” Aricia cried out.

Sadi Leonidas felt the unabashed warmth and love of Androcles’ aura suddenly fill her and instantly she was spinning around with Ne'Veha and the others, their eyes going wide as they saw Androcles hovering only a few feet away from them but still out over the cliff’s ledge. Dorian and Laren were on either side of him, Elynth, Ladur and Ryner slightly higher and behind them, their combined wings causing a stronger than normal breeze along the edge of the cliff.

“Saoi sibfla!” Denali blurted out as he looked at his older brother.

They watched as Andro adjusted his wings’ position and moved over the edge of the cliff to solid ground, Sadi and the others backing up as he did and then he dropped the last few feet to stand in front of Sadi. His azure eyes were near glowing just like his father’s eyes and they looked upon Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia, Caliria, Sehri and Lu'ria with unabashed love, desire and devotion. Dorian did the same in front of Sheva and Onera and Laren dropped lightly to the ground in front of her parents, both of them with glowing eyes. 

Martin executed the same maneuver then and Aricia and For'mya didn’t hesitate and were instantly in his arms. His aura washed over them with intense power and both of them were stunned at the clarity that now filled that aura, so much more than they were used too and it took their breath away. Martin’s aura had always affected them in different ways, always so powerful and filled with devotion to them, but now it was even more intense and focused and it caused Aricia and For'mya to shiver in delight in his arms as he held them tightly. It was no different for Sadi, Ne'Veha, Caliria, Lu'ria and Sehri as Andro’s wolf aura surrounded them and engulfed them, setting their senses afire with love and desire. For Carisia it was as if her mind had suddenly exploded with new found sensations and an Etheric aura, much like his wolf aura, engulfed her completely. It was something she had never experienced in all their time together and for Carisia it was absolutely divine. Sheva and Onera were experiencing this with Dorian for the very first time as well and it was glorious to them.

Martin finally turned as he held Aricia and For'mya tightly and he looked at the sphere that held Reva’s essence and mind. “You… you knew this would happen didn’t you staania?” He asked softly.

“I knew he left a gift for you.” Reva answered. “I did not know… I did not know what it was however. It is fitting my staaniketo.”

Martin blinked quickly and they all watched in wonder as the Onkmeti Naami armor retracted from his head and the helmet disappeared, leaving his head and bearded face bare once more. He looked at Aricia, reaching up to take her beautiful face in one hand and For'mya’s in the other as his huge wingspan shrank until the wings disappeared completely into the armor he wore, as if they were actually part of the armor itself. Their hands came up to cover his and they stared into his eyes.

“I will… I will share with you, all of you, but right now I have a promise to fulfill.” He spoke softly.

Aricia’s azure eyes cut to the sphere quickly and then back to him. “We… we will need Melyanna for that Martin. Only she will have the knowledge to do such a thing.” She said. Aricia and For'mya knew their husband and mate, they knew how he thought, and the moment he realized who Reva was they knew he was making plans to return her to her true form.
Martin nodded his head. “I know. I’m tired of us being apart though.” He spoke. “I’m bringing Dysea, Bella and Cirith back to be with us.”
“What about…” For'mya began but Martin touched her soft lips with an armored finger and shook her head. 

“Let me worry about that.” He stated. “We’ll discuss it later and make our final decisions, but now I want us all together.”

“Avoi.’ For'mya whispered.

Kadeer Imuma could only watch with moist eyes as Perlae, Ishma and Awser were pulled into the mass of bodies of the Leonidas family. Of the Mahanlo family. Ever since he had lost Maha he had questioned his purpose while still training and schooling his children with his beloved Lycavorian wife. He missed her deeply yes, but her absence had lessened in the last few hours after discovering everything they had found. He had lost sight of the fact that he was still part of a family and he always had been, and now seeing how his children and he himself were accepted and pulled into the arms of family without question had restored this knowledge to him. 

“Kadeer!” Martin’s voice brought him out of his thoughts and he turned quickly.

“King… King Leonidas!” He barked pulling himself to attention by instinct.

Martin smiled and shook his head from where he stood, his arms still holding Aricia and For'mya. “No Kadeer my friend. You are family. You always have been and you always will be from now on. My family calls me by my name.”

Kadeer smiled and nodded his head though his eyes were moist. “Martin.” He spoke.

“Select a dozen of the best researchers that you have. Kenroe, Orman and Amena among them. They seem to be the most knowledgeable when it comes to what is going on. I want them exploring everything that is in the archives here.” Martin spoke. He turned to look at the sphere. “Staania?”

“I will make the necessary entries into the security database so that they have unlimited access.” She answered. “It is what Daniho and Sumar wished after all.”

Martin nodded his head. “Good.” He said turning back to Kadeer. “Once you have done that, there is an Avatar inside, his name is Chiron, and he will assist you in uncoupling the two power units holding the chamber with my grandmother’s body and transferring it to SPARTA'S WRATH.”

The Sphere moved closer to him. “Martin what are you doing?” Reva asked.

Martin turned to face the sphere fully. “I’m going to fulfill a promise I made to my ancestor when I was speaking with him.” He told her. “A promise he asked of me.”

“What are you speaking of?” Reva asked him once more. “Him? You… carians… you spoke to…”

Martin nodded his head as he looked at the sphere. “Yes, grandmother I did. His Etheric essence was held in the levels below the Hall of Knowledge. Staanio Daniho spoke to me. He asked me to make sure that you were returned to your body. That you had done far more than he had ever wanted. It is time now for you to return to your family.”

“Martin I cannot.” Reva spoke. “I… the technology the Onab used to do this is… it does not exist anymore.”

Martin smiled. “Yes it does… and I know right where it is staania.” He spoke. “And I intend to keep that promise.”

“Father that…” Eliani stepped forward. “Staania’s physical body will need…”

Martin nodded his head as he looked at daughter. “I know.” He told her with a smile. “So I suggest you get cracking.”

Eliani smiled at him. “Yes sir!”

Martin reached up and tapped his jaw activating his communications implant. “Chiron I assume you have discovered our implants and are monitoring?”

“Indeed Lord Leonidas.” The male voice replied.

“Meet me in the Circle’s main chamber Chiron.” Martin spoke. “Andro and I will join you there.”

“For what purpose Lord Leonidas?” Chiron asked.
“Ardorm Panur.” Martin spoke the two words.
The was a long pause before Chiron answered him. “Understood. I will be waiting.”

The sphere shifted and Reva’s voice spoke again. “What does this mean Martin?” She demanded. “Winter Wonder? What is going on?”

Martin leaned over and kissed Aricia and For'mya softly and lovingly. He gazed at them as he answered. “I’m going to put our family back together.” He answered her softly. 
Martin looked over at Androcles who was holding Sadi and Carisia in his arms, one hand on Sadi’s abdomen, the Etheric essences of his children swirling through all of them. Sehri was scrunched up against his chest looking blissfully happy, while Ne'Veha, Caliria and Lu'ria were touching his still extended wings in wonder. “Keto? We have work to do.”
Martin turned, his wings extended out of his armor one more time, and he leaped into the sky as they propelled him away from the clearing. The sphere turned and watched as Andro touched all of his wives before he too leaped into the air and followed his father with powerful sweeps of those obsidian wings. The sphere turned back to where Aricia and For'mya still stood watching with love and pride on their faces.

“What is he doing?” Reva asked.

Aricia smiled as she looked at For'mya and then back to her. “Our beloved does not make a promise he does not intend to keep Lady Reva.” She answered. “Ever.”

THE SANCTUM
“…unlocked the full databases and made them accessible to just your personal P1s at this time. Further unlocks you can perform yourself King Leonidas.” Chiron spoke as they followed him down the corridor. They had taken the same elevator down into the Sanctum but turned in the other direction upon exiting. “You will be able to draw on this information whenever you desire, you just need to speak the same code word given to you by Lord Daniho. Only this exact code word, spoken in your voices will activate the data.”
“And what exactly is this information Chiron?” Martin asked as they walked down the corridor. “My staanio was not exactly generous with the details.”

Chiron stopped outside a set of double doors and placed his palm against the panel on the side. It glowed green briefly and he looked at them. “I have uploaded your biometric signatures to the databases of the Temple, the Circle and the Sanctum. Aside from yourself and Androcles I have uploaded your son Dorian, Laren Ti'shara, Daniel Simpson, Admiral O’Connor, Wayonn and Murano to the access database. You may add others if you wish.”

Martin shook his head. “Not right now. I want to know what Ardorm Panur means. You are avoiding answering my question, which is not something I’m used to from an Avatar. I know the meaning of the words Chiron, but what does the phrase really mean?”

Chiron blinked his eyes and the double doors slid aside. Martin and Andro’s eyes grew wide as they took in the massive galaxy star chart and the numerous computer positions across the huge room. Four enormous monitors came to life on the far side of the room as they entered, a dozen smaller ones spread across the different computer stations. The four huge monitors each depicted a different portion of the known galaxies based on the sampling of systems and stars that Martin saw.

“Sibfla!” Andro muttered as he stepped away from his father, his eyes wandering across the expanse of the room.

Chiron waited for the doors to slide shut before turning to Martin. “I am not avoiding the question King Leonidas, only waiting until we were in a more secure area to continue.” He looked around. “This Command Center is specially shielded and completely impenetrable by any sort of electronic monitoring. Any type of monitoring actually.”

“And?” Martin pressed him.

Chiron looked at him with something akin to a surprised expression on his face. Andro smiled at this as he turned back. “My father is keen to a saying from an ancient TV program Chiron. Just the facts ma’am.”

“What is a TV program?” Chiron asked.

“It doesn’t matter.” Andro replied. “What is Ardorm Panur?”

Chiron blinked several times and nodded his head. He moved to the main computer panel and typed several commands. Two of the large monitors changed and zeroed in on one portion of the galaxy while several of the smaller ones in front of them began to display information.

“Ardorm Panur is the nickname that Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten gave to their sister Kelia when she was born.” Chiron spoke now. “It is a name only they knew of, a name meant to signify the season during which she joined them.”
“Winter wonder?” Martin said softly.

Chiron nodded his head. “She was born during a large storm that brought fresh snow to our city and the morning after it was over, the entire city on Cerath was covered in a fine layer on snow and it appeared to many as…”

“A Winter wonderland.” Andro said.

Chiron nodded once more. “Hence the nickname they gave to her. No one knew of this nickname and they never used it with others present. Even Lady Reva does not know the true meaning.”

“Why?” Martin asked.

“Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor each had a beacon implanted into their bodies, as did all of their children and Kesas Pengot. A tracking beacon that also monitored their vital signs.”
“So they could be tracked?” Andro said.

“This Pengot went with Tenna Kelia then?” Martin asked.

Chiron nodded his head. “Through the many years of the Zin sarakoa vyen ils Kesas Pengot truly came into his own as Lord Daniho’s senior advisor outside of Lord Ashten and Lady Kelia. He was included in everything. He knew of everything. While not of their blood they accepted him into their family and he was far closer to their family than most realized. He left with Lady Kelia, taking his wife and mate and their four remaining children.”
“Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten did not destroy all of the advanced equipment that they had when they settled on Lycavore.” Chiron continued. “They secreted away a single computer to monitor these beacons. Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten always knew where their sister went.” Chiron spoke. “They could not communicate with her, but they knew where she was and that she was alive.”

“Why not tell staania Reva?” Martin asked.

“They did not want Lady Reva diverting her many activities in an attempt to monitor everything that was happening.” Chiron answered them. “The location of Lady Kelia was on the other side of the galaxy and even with the propulsion ability of the Sphere, it would have taken her decades to move between the locations.”

“But the Sphere has Portal Drive capability doesn’t it?” Andro asked.

Chiron nodded. “Yes, but in a much more scaled down version.” He replied. “Without the power of an entire ship to draw on, the Sphere’s Portal Drive was limited in its capability to go from one location to the next.” He explained. “It was not done intentionally, the Onab just did not know what Lord Daniho and Ashten had fully planned.”

“Wait a minute…” Martin spoke. “Staania said this Loras Ranev that is with Anja, she said she was the last one. That she felt the last of Kelia’s descendants on Jetania but could no longer feel her daughter. She was talking about this Loras?”

“That is correct.” Chiron said. “The pureness of your families’ blood allows you to feel each other even across vast distances, you know this. Lady Reva could feel her daughter within her and was content in that knowledge.”
“But staania said she could not feel her anymore.” Andro spoke. “That she had passed on?”
Chiron nodded his head. “Correct. Consequently, she believed that her daughter had been lost three thousand and fourteen years after the death of her sons and their family on Lycavore.”

“That was over two million years ago!” Martin said.

Chiron nodded once more. “Yes. Two million one hundred and thirteen thousand years to be exact.” He replied. “Lady Reva had thought she had lost all of her family except for Makeb, and she focused entirely on him and then on Lady Dynina and then on Sumar’s bloodline. And finally on you. She could only assume that since she could no longer feel Lady Kelia within her that those of our people who had gone with her and Lord Lylor were also lost.”

“But she can feel this female on Jetania? This Loras? How is that possible if Tenna Kelia is gone?” Androcles stated.

Chiron nodded his head again. “This began slightly more than five hundred and twenty years ago King Leonidas. It wasn’t a constant resonance, but it was enough for Lady Reva to pinpoint her location and determine who she was eventually. It is why she had Nilantha assign Rylin to protect her when she came of age.”

“Staania has been in contact with Nilantha on Jetania?” Andro asked.

Chiron nodded his head. “Oh yes.” He replied. “For many centuries, even before Loras Ranev was born.”
“She didn’t mention this to Anja.” Martin spoke.

“And she would not have.” Chiron answered. “Lady Reva swore her to secrecy from the first day. At least until you arrived.”

“And Nilantha knows what Loras is?” Martin asked now.

Chiron shook his head this time. “No. Lady Reva only inferred that Loras Ranev needed to be protected at all costs. That she was part of a much larger future. Nilantha accepted this without question as she was already devoted to what Lord Dadrien and Lord Sumar had left for her to do. She is the one your son Achilles has chosen Lord Androcles.”
“Does she know this?” Andro asked.

“She was within the connection with Lady Anja and the others for most of the time you were connected, so I can only assume that she heard what her destiny is.” Chiron answered. “She left the connection abruptly and Lady Anja followed moments later, just as you felt.”

“So I’m confused…” Martin spoke. “What does this have to do with Tenna Kelia? And how did someone with our blood get from Lycavore to Jetania and how does this Osrod idiot not know who she is?”
Chiron shook his head. “I am unable to answer these questions. The same can be said for Lord Jomann presence among you.” He spoke. 
“What do you mean?” Andro asked much more interested now.

“I have reviewed all of the manifests of the ships that went to Lycavore and those that departed with Lord Lylor and Lady Kelia. There is no mention of a member of the Kirek Pack on those ships that departed Cerath for Lycavore.” Chiron explained. “I can only suggest that this was Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten’s doing. They inserted a member or members of the Kirek Pack on their ships going to Lycavore under a different pack name. To hide their identity. They were very good at subterfuge. A trait that you and Lord Androcles have taken to the next level I might add King Leonidas.”

“But why?” Androcles pressed him.

Chiron shook his head. “I do not know nor do I possess a sufficient amount of data to formulate an answer.”

“Guess.” Martin told him.

“Guessing would be…” Chiron began but stopped when Martin held up his hand.

“Guess Chiron.” Martin told him.

Chiron met his eyes for a few moments. “Given Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten’s sense for all of our people, I can only assume that they did this in order to keep the Packs alive should something happen to one group or the next.”

“So based on that, it’s very likely they did this with a small number from every pack?” Martin said.

Chiron nodded his head. “Yes.”

“Why hide them?” Martin asked. “And how did the other Packs not know this. They would have detected their bloodline the moment they caught their scent.”

Chiron nodded his head. “True. Unless they were masked somehow. At least for the short term, until they arrived at their destination. After that it would make no sense.”

“I know you can alter a scent for a short time. Scent maskers can do that.” Martin spoke. “How do you block a true scent completely? I’ve never heard of that.”

Chiron nodded his head. “It is very difficult, but not impossible. The Onab researchers were able to construct a small device that, when implanted in the host’s body, could alter their blood lipids and block the primary scent and disguise it. This masking would also be passed down through the blood to future generations. At least to those without the Mahanlo sense of smell.”

Martin looked at him. “What?”

Chiron turned back to the computer and typed several things. “After several decades of research into why the Mahanlo bloodline is the only one marked with dual fangs, they also discovered that your bloodline was also the purest of Lycavorian blood. Lady Reva told you this.”

Martin nodded. “Yes, so?”

“What she did not mention to you is that the Mahanlo bloodline is also superior to other bloodlines in physical terms. Strength, endurance, your senses. They are all superior.” Chiron told him. “It is extremely unlikely that someone of Mahanlo blood would not be able to detect this masking of a true bloodline. I would make a supposition and say this is what your daughter Eliani detected within Jomann the first moment she met him.”

“So Eli detected his true bloodline?” Andro asked.

Chiron nodded his head. “Yes. Which is why the attraction between them was so intense and why it continues even now. The Mahanlo bloodline will always choose the next strongest bloodline to mate with. It has always been this way. When they consummated their mating and shared blood, whatever was masking Lord Jomann’s true Kirek bloodline was removed and this is how Lady Reva detected it within him. Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten took four of the five purest of the Lycavorian bloodlines that remained with them. The last one went with Lady Kelia. The Nenay Pack.”

“Aricia?” Martin asked. “Sadi?”

Chiron nodded his head. “No matter what Pack that your history says they descend from, Queen Aricia’s true bloodline is of the Carbula Pack. Warriors one and all and behind the Kirek Pack, the most dedicated to the Mahanlo bloodline.” Chiron looked at Andro. “Princess Sadi descends from the Domara Pack Lord Androcles, most of them scholars and some of the most intelligent scientists and researchers among our people at that time. Your history is not wrong King Leonidas, but as Lady Reva explained to you, it is also not complete.”

Martin nodded his head. “In order to protect us.”

Chiron nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered. “Perhaps not the most efficient way to do this, but at the time there were no other options. Lady Reva is very correct when she says your son is the reunification of our people Androcles. Within your father are four of the eight original bloodlines that were on Lycavore. The Mahanlo bloodline is and always will be dominant, but over time it was mixed. Your birth Androcles, that made it six because of your mother Aricia. Your son’s birth and his choosing of Lady Loras will complete the circle of the packs that left Cerath all those years ago.”

“What about the four Packs that staanio Daniho exiled?” Andro asked him.

Chiron shook his head. “The four Packs that were cast out by Lord Daniho eventually died out in the ensuing years after their support of the assassination of the Mahanlo bloodline and its ultimate failure. The last of their bloodlines died during the Brutu Jur.” (Black Day)
“They lasted that long?” Martin asked surprised.

Chiron nodded his head. “They were nothing more than scavengers and mongrels by then.” He replied. “The other Packs on Lycavore would shun them and even kill them if they were caught. Through the years leading up to the Brutu Jur, their numbers dwindled to almost nothing, and as I said, the Black Day finished them.”
Martin stood up straighter and shook his head. “Wow!” He spoke. “Sibfla, this is almost too much to take in.” He said.

 Chiron turned to the computer console once more and he began typing several more commands. “Back to your original inquiry about what this has to do with Lady Kelia?” He motioned to the monitor as he moved over in front of the large screen and they followed him. 
Martin and Andro could see six bright dots on the screen in two different locations. Five were grouped together, while one was by itself on another planet it appeared. Chiron lifted his hand and pointed to the group of five white dots. “These dots represent the real time positions of Lylor Kirek, Kesas Pengot, and three of Lady Kelia’s and Lord Lylor’s six children. All of them went into stasis at the same time, the same time Lady Reva ceased being able to feel Lady Kelia and her grandchildren, but roughly fifty years after this event took place, three of their children’s beacons stopped operating very abruptly. This was exactly one point three million years ago. The rest have remained constant since then.” He pointed to the single bright dot. “This… this is the real time position of Lady Kelia.”
Martin looked at him with wide eyes. “They are alive!” He gasped loudly. “Chiron you’re telling me that they are alive! That Kelia is alive!!!”
Chiron nodded his head. “Very much so King Leonidas.” He answered him confidently. “With the exception of Kesas Pengot, their vital signs have maintained a constant rate with no variation in the least since that time.”

Andro looked at him now. “Are you saying they are in suspended animation?” He asked. “Some sort of cryo sleep?”   

Chiron nodded his head. “I do not know for certain but given the state of their vital signs, yes, that can be the only hypothesis. Kesas Pengot’s vital signs have varied through the many years but he is very healthy and still active it appears.”

“Saoi nubous sibfla!” Martin muttered loudly as he turned away from the monitor for a moment.

“Father we must retrieve them!” Andro stated excitedly. “We must go to them!”

Chiron typed on the computer console once more upon hearing this and he watched as the screen shifted. “You should probably see this before you make any decisions.”

Martin and Andro turned back to the monitor. “What?” Martin hissed softly.

“Without informing Lady Reva of my actions, I constructed a data probe five hundred and nineteen years ago with a limited Portal Drive capability. Two years after she began to feel Loras Ranev’s resonance.” Chiron began. “After an exhaustive search of the surrounding area of Jetania, I was able to determine how this Loras Ranev appeared on Jetania. Using classified information obtained first from Nilantha’s ship archives and then again from computer archives on Ventori that I was able to tap into, I was able to trace her parents to Ventori but that is where the trail ended.” Chiron looked at Martin. “Loras Ranev’s parents did not arrive on Ventori with the others of the Pralor Seed mission that settled them there King Leonidas. I checked the Pralor data archives fully. They kept meticulous records. That leaves only one option. They came from somewhere else.”

Martin nodded his head. “I’m with you so far.” He said. “Then how did they get there?” Martin asked.

Chiron typed on the computer console once more and the images changed to another sector of space. “I programmed the probe to increase its search radius of the surrounding systems by a factor of twenty and to send a burst message back to me when it discovered something.”

Andro moved closer to him. “It found something didn’t it? What did it find?” He asked.

“Eighty-five years later I received a burst transmission from the probe.” Chiron spoke as he typed in several more commands and the clear images of numerous planets appeared.
Martin moved closer to the monitor and was looking at the data as it flashed across the screen. “Chiron… Chiron these are… these are Lycavorian life signs.” He finally spoke. 
Chiron nodded his head. “Yes King Leonidas. After carefully reviewing the data archives here, I realized that the probe had discovered the location of where the Arhtai Pack, Nenay Pack and the remainder of the Kirek Pack had gone.”

Andro reached out and grabbed his father’s arm. “Father!” He gasped. “The… The Lost Ones!” He stammered.

Martin looked at him. “No! That can’t be. Those I found on Lycavore, the Rothryn, they were the Lost Ones.”

“Are you… are you absolutely certain father?” Andro rasped out the words once more.

Martin looked at Chiron as his mind began to race. “Chiron?” He asked finally.

“I cannot answer that question King Leonidas but given the data that we have… what Lord Canth told you… I would theorize that Lord Androcles is correct.” Chiron answered him. He turned back to the computer. “The probe monitored communications and public channels for three weeks. The planet’s names are Koltar Four and Anlar Prime. The third planet here… this is known as Pakar Six.”

“It’s further away from the other two.” Andro stated. “Far less population too.”

Chiron nodded his head. “You are correct Lord Androcles. Pakar Six’s environment is, while not inhospitable, it is far less than ideal. The population is less than one million, eight hundred thousand four hundred and seven to be exact, while Koltar Four and Anlar Prime have a combined population of nearly twenty-eight billion. And something that they should not have as well.” Chiron spoke turning to look at Martin.

Martin met his eyes. “What is that?”  
“Technology.” Andro said softly.

Chiron nodded his head. “Correct. It was agreed before all the Packs left Cerath that they would destroy all traces of Onab technology when they arrived at their destination. The Iais'Kai are attracted to advanced technology and that is what Lord Daniho wanted to avoid.”

“So they disregarded his instructions and kept the technology.” Martin spoke.

Chiron nodded his head. “It would seem so. The probe was able to scan all three planets and it discovered that Koltar Four and Anlar Prime have very modern technology, while Pakar Six does not. The technology present does not seem to have advanced much from what we had on Cerath, certainly not like Pralor technology or what you and our people within the Union have begun to develop, but it is advanced enough to attract Iais'Kai attention if they were in the area. Luckily that does not seem to be the case right now.”

“How far are they from Pralor space?” Andro asked.

“Given the current level of Iais'Kai propulsion technology right now, it would take one of their ships at least five hundred years to reach this location, and that is just from the very far reaches of the old Pralor Empire. We do not know where they are centrally located as a species now.” Chiron answered him. “They are also limited to Quantum Fusion Drives at present as you know and they are not known for exploring uncharted areas of space, which this area is.”

Martin looked at Andro. “That’s why they are messing with the Darastrixi in the way they are.” He said. “They think the Darastrixi have Portal Drive capability and they are doing everything they can to find out.”

Andro nodded his head. “Given what Koppentotz Aviel and General Dytin have told us, that certainly makes the most sense. It would also answer several questions as to why they are trying to create offspring from Darastrixi and Iais'Kai.” He replied. “But the Darastrixi don’t have that technology. Do they Chiron?”

Chiron shook his head. “No… they are not even close to it. Lady Dynina’s people here took what Portal Drive information was left for them and then improved on it and made it better after many years of testing as the Onab intended. This was something that the Onab did not do as much of as they should have. We are the only ones right now with that technology.”

“But the packs that went with Tenna Kelia…” Andro said. “Their ships had Portal Drives didn’t they?”

Chiron shook his head. “No. It was not a perfected science even when the Packs left Cerath and Lord Daniho refused to allow it to be used on our ships in order to keep them safe.” Chiron typed on the computer some more. “There is something else King Leonidas. Something more interesting and quite unsettling.” He adjusted the monitor and then pointed to several data entries. “The probe was equipped with moderately powerful sensors that were able to trace our Lycavorian bloodlines.”
“Oh… this isn’t going to be good.” Martin muttered.

Chiron adjusted the controls. “Koltar Four’s entire population is comprised of the Arhtai Pack bloodline. All sixteen billion of them. I can trace those bloodlines back to many of those that left Cerath. The population of Anlar Prime is comprised of a combination of both Arhtai Pack and Nenay Pack bloodlines. Interaction is active between the two planets, but it is very abnormal activity compared to what was displayed on Cerath. Numerous computer models have determined that normal mating cycles would have produced the corresponding population numbers given the number of years that have passed.”
“I sense a ‘but’ coming Chiron.” Martin stated.

Chiron adjusted the monitor once more to focus on Pakar Six. “The Lycavorians on Pakar Six are predominantly of the Kirek Pack, with a small mixture of the bloodlines from the Arhtai and Nenay Packs which suggests they took members of the two other packs into their own.” He looked at Martin. “The Kirek Pack left Cerath with nearly six million survivors among their number to include some smaller Packs that had formed due to their size under the Kirek Pack surname and leadership King Leonidas. As I said, the population of Pakar Six is barely one million strong.”

“And?” Martin asked him.

“Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor had six children that departed with them.” Chiron replied to him. “Between their six children, they had thirty-three children themselves. Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor were talking of having more children when they left. The numbers do not add up. The probe was only able to detect Mahanlo blood in the active stasis chambers King Leonidas. If my calculations are accurate, given the number of years that have gone by and Lycavorian breeding periods, there should be well over a million Lycavorians with Mahanlo blood in them by now. There are only five on these three planets. Loras Ranev and her parents on Jetania make eight, but I cannot detect the bloodlines in any of them.”

Andro turned his head from where he had been staring at the large monitor. “Loras and her parents are masking it?” Andro asked.

Chiron nodded his head. “That is the only supposition I can make at this time. Whether they are aware of this or not I cannot answer. I suspect they are not aware. Something inside them, something the probe could not detect readily with its sensors is hiding their true bloodline as Lord Androcles has said. And that can only mean it was put there intentionally by someone who knew the Onab possessed such technology.”

“And how many knew about that?” Martin asked.

“Only four that I am aware of. Lord Daniho, Lord Ashten, Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor.” Chiron answered. “It is possible Lord Pengot knew, but I do not have enough information to make that determination. As I said, he was closest to Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten outside of their sister and Lylor Kirek. What they may have told him, allowed him to see, it is not fully known.”
“And what about the Kirek Pack?” Martin asked as he turned back to the screen after a long moment.

Chiron shook his head. “Only those that reside on Pakar Six have Kirek bloodlines in them.” He replied.

“Out of nearly six million.” Martin spoke softly as his eyes narrowed.

“Yes.”

“And Tenna Kelia and Lylor were in charge when they left?” Martin asked him.

Chiron nodded his head. “This was agreed to when they departed. By all the Packs.”

“Father…” Andro spoke softly now reaching out to put his hand on his father’s shoulder. “They were betrayed.” He said.

Martin nodded his head slowly. “And nearly wiped out it seems.” He said looking back to the avatar. “Chiron is this possible naturally.”

Chiron shook his head. “A natural event or disease that targeted one specific pack?” He said. “It’s possible I suppose… but given the natural resilience of our people King Leonidas… it is extremely unlikely. In fact, the odds are seven million four hundred and nineteen to one that this was a natural occurrence due to the pureness of the Kirek Pack’s blood.”
“They… they betrayed and killed our blood!” Andro hissed angrily now. “And those who were our closest allies and friends for millennia! From the very beginning! They were Jomann’s ancestors!”

Martin pushed back from the computer console, his face unreadable as different emotions coursed through him and he reached out to put his hand on his son’s shoulder in order to calm the anger and hate he felt seething through Andro’s blood. He turned away from Chiron and Androcles after a moment and let his thoughts go. His mind flashed back to what his long dead grandfather had told him not so very long ago.

“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.”

Martin turned to look at Chiron. “You said that Kesas Pengot is still alive. That he is not in stasis like the others?”

Chiron nodded his head. “Correct. His vital signs clearly indicate that he is active.”

“This probe you sent Chiron?” Martin asked him. “Is it still in the area?”
Chiron nodded his head. “I powered it down next to an asteroid field at the edge of the system. It is undetectable.”

Andro looked at his father, could see the wheels turning in his head. He stepped closer to him. “Father?”

Martin’s dark brown eyes focused on Chiron. “Can you program this probe to send a message to Kesas Pengot that will not be detected from the other planets?”

Chiron nodded once more. “A simple matter King Leonidas, however Kesas Pengot is no fool. If what we fear has indeed taken place, he will be very cautious in his actions now.”

Andro turned from his father and looked at Chiron. “Our crest.” He said. “Would he know what our family crest is now?”

Chiron blinked several times before nodding. “It was in the book of knowledge that he had with him when he left Cerath. A collection of Onab writings and prophecy. This symbol was in there.”

“Attach that to the message.” Martin told him.

“What would this message say King Leonidas?” Chiron asked.

Martin looked at his son. His first born and the one who knew him and what he would do better than anyone with the possible exceptions of Danny and Torma. He reached out and took Andro’s arm when he saw his son nod.

“The message should say… the message should say Evell wen chevshs.” Martin answered him. “We are coming!”
JETANIA

PRESENT TIME

Her sisters had lied to her. All of the times they had talked of these things, all the times they had described what they felt and they had not told her the truth.
Retta Leonidas was discovering it for herself now and it was utterly divine.

It was glorious.

It was paradise.

Her mind raced with happiness, her lithe, naked body and Lazar’s powerfully sculpted body were covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her dark red hair damp and plastered to her skin and his, and his powerful arms were wrapped around her waist as he gently suckled her firm, medium sized breasts and their breathing slowly returned too normal. His huge manhood was softening now, but still deeply buried within her depths and filling her completely. 

This was paradise to her.

FOUR HOURS EARLIER

The scent of his blood had become too much to resist even in the background as it was. No matter where she turned, who was next to her, or how much her sisters tried to help her, his wonderful wild apples and cinnamon scent was maddening. Given the opportunity that the sudden Etheric link that her father had allowed, Retta turned to the one person she trusted and held above everyone else save her father and mothers. Her twin Calyb.

I don’t know how much longer I can resist Calyb. Retta had told him in their private connection even while Reva had talked. He is so tall and so powerful and so handsome.

Are you absolutely certain sister? Calyb had asked her. The first Phase is always the most powerful.

Calyb, my blood burns like it is on fire whenever I smell him. My body… it becomes so aroused and sensitive. I know the first Phase is the most powerful, but this is different. Retta told him. He is so proud Calyb and he is not like the others around us. He holds his own desire for me in check and it hurts him. I can smell the pureness of his blood within him. It is almost familiar somehow and it calls to me like a moth to a flame. I don’t know how much longer I can fight it fervon.

Then don’t. Calyb told her. Don’t fight it arande. Don’t resist. We are Leonidas. Father and our mothers have always taught us to go after what we want. If this wolf affects you so… then do what your blood calls for Retta.

I do not want… I do not want our family to be angry Calyb. Retta spoke.

If he burns for you as intensely as you say sister, then hurting you is not possible for him. Calyb spoke. If he burns for you as you burn for him… what do you think Andro will do? What do you think father will do?

I don’t…

Yes, you do Retta. You know exactly what they will do. Especially our brother. Calyb told her. If you are certain sister, then you do what your blood calls for. Our father and siblings will sense it the moment they meet him. Have no fear sister. Reach for what you desire. Reach for it and take it.

Retta Leonidas had done just that and now she was so very happy that she had.
Finding his quarters had been ridiculously easy once she left their group and her nose told him he was inside. The door was not locked and Retta had entered without even pausing. She discovered him by the bed, dressed only from the waist down. Seeing the sculpted definition of his body had caused her to nearly lose control right there, but she was a Leonidas daughter and she grasped onto that fact tightly. His eyes had grown wide when he smelled her and her mint and honey scent collided with his nostrils. Retta had secured the door upon entering and she stepped closer to him, her own wolf eyes wide and her dual fangs fully extended in passionate desire. Yes, she wanted this, and the wild apples and cinnamon scent she smelled assaulting her own senses wanted it as well. Even more than she did.

“Retta… what…” Lazar stammered the words as her delicious scent wafted over him. He didn’t know how, some instinctual part of him held his aura in check as he gazed at her with wide wolf eyes and extended fangs.

Then she was in front of him, millimeters from his body and the full force of her scent and female aura cascaded over him, calling to him, igniting his own aura even further as he struggled to control it.

“Retta… I… I cannot…”

“Then don’t!” Retta hissed at him. “Take me now! Make me yours in any way you want, however you desire! Just… just promise to let me show you something.”

Lazar shook his head as his desire for this female grew nearly beyond what he was able to control. “Show… show me?” He stammered again.

“Promise me Lazar Aspion!” Retta demanded in a husky voice filled with fervor and desire unlike anything she had ever imagined could exist.

And that is when Lazar Aspion gave in the desire within him and he grabbed Retta in his arms, lifting her up and feeling her arms instantly encircle his shoulders and her legs lock around his waist.

“Anything!” Lazar growled at her just before he unleashed his full Alpha wolf aura on her and covered her lips with his own with a desperate hunger. 

PRESENT TIME


Carians he had fulfilled his promise to her and so much more Retta thought as she held his head tightly. 

He had taken her that first time, with undisguised passion and fervor. His aura washed over her completely and Retta Leonidas experienced for the first time the full, unshielded aura of an Alpha wolf. She would have done anything for him… to him… anything he wanted of her she would have given him. She could not deny him. 
As their passion cooled now, Retta remembered how he had nearly ripped her body armor off and then speared her completely from behind in one soul robbing plunge. Her blissful cries of ecstasy filled his ears and the entire room as she reached back with her hands and tried to draw him even deeper inside her. 

Yet even that first time had not compared to what followed.

Retta could not recall how many times she had exploded as he filled her that first time, but when his essence erupted into her depths, Lazar, by force of will alone, reigned in his male aura and cradled her within his arms as they both shook in the wake of what had just happened. Without removing himself from her velvety warm, Lazar turned her to face him and kissed her with undisguised ardor. That is when Retta showed him that there was so much more. Even as her body burned for more of him, she had taken his face in her hands and pressed her forehead to his before opening her mouth and biting into his shoulder deeply. Lazar’s arms had tightened around her body but he did not pull away and once more instinct took over for him and he bit down into her supple skin. His eyes had gone wide as his mind filled with so much knowledge and so many sensations. Things he had never felt before poured into his being and with barely any effort, and guided by Retta’s loving touch, he reached out and encircled Retta’s mind in a protective cocoon of Etheric ability that had laid dormant within him for his entire life. Dormant until it was unlocked by the woman who would hold his essence forever. The pleasure spiraled to new heights as they both surrendered to the passion that embraced them and Lazar Aspion did not look back.

Lazar released her delicious breast from his lips and lifted his face to stare at her as she gazed down into his face. Never in all his life had Lazar experienced anything like he had for the last four hours. 
Lazar Aspion was no stranger to women by any means, but Retta Leonidas eclipsed them all by so far a margin they had quickly fallen from his memory. Her honey and mint scent was an addiction to him now, the feel of her lithe and supple body in his arms godly. Even now, four hours later, his aura and passion was still at its peak because of her, her female aura still tickling him, yet they were both too tired to continue. He could feel her silky depths gently squeezing him within her, causing shivers of lingering pleasure to swirl throughout both of them as their passion cooled. He stared into her captivating dark green wolf eyes now, those eyes flecked with spots of beautiful yellow gold and her hands came down to his face, caressing his bearded cheek with loving fingertips.
“You… you are mine.” Lazar spoke the words that had wanted to come out for days now. “You are mine Retta Leonidas. All of you is mine. All of me is yours. I want no other. Desire no other. Only you.”

Retta’s eyes became moist and she lowered her lips to kiss him hungrily, her four-inch-long tongue plunging between his lips to do battle with his own tongue. Lazar’s arms tightened around her even more and she whimpered in delight before pulling her lips from his.

“I am yours Lazar Aspion!” Retta gasped. “All of me is yours. All of you is mine. I want no other. Desire no other. Only you.” She repeated his exact words to her.

Lazar shook his head quickly. “No… not Lazar Aspion. I would never dishonor you by making you take that name” He said. “I was adopted long ago by the Ranev Pack and that is the name I use. I only use my father’s name in public when I am forced too.”

Retta smiled brilliantly and kissed him softly. “Retta Ranev.” She said trying out the words. “I like that.”

“I have… I have never felt what I feel for you Retta. Even now my blood surges for you. It… it sings for you.” Lazar said. 

“As mine does for you.” Retta told him.

“How is this possible?”

Retta shook her head. “I don’t know.” She answered. “And I don’t care. Do you?”

Lazar smiled at her and shook his head. “No.” He lowered his face and nuzzled her skin between her breasts. Her fever was still there, still bright, but now it was muted because he had claimed her. And she had claimed him. He looked up quickly, his beautiful dark eyes wide as if he remembered something. “Retta… are you… did…”

Retta immediately knew what he was talking about and she shook her head quickly. “No!” She told him.

“But how?” He asked. “You are… you are most fertile now and I am… I am not…”
Retta took her face in his hands once more. “I am not ready for children yet either my love.” She told him. “But they will be your children when the time comes that we are ready. My father’s blood and my healing ability allow me to… regulate my body in many ways. When we are both ready, then I will carry your children happily. As many as you like.”

Lazar looked at her and his eyes took on a decidedly sexy glare in them that sent shivers through Retta. “Does that mean…?”

Retta threw back her head and laughed gleefully before looking at him. “You must feed me first aur enyla!” She told him. “I am starving!”

Lazar slid instantly to the edge of the bed and stood up, the echo of Retta’s last words pounding in his head. My love. Lazar liked that immensely. Retta yelped in surprise as she wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his head as his manhood slipped from inside her when he stood up. “Food.” Lazar muttered looking around for the exit to the door. “Yes, food.”

“Lazar!” Retta hissed and she watched his face turn to hers surprised at the force of her words.

“What?”

“Are you going to take me to where the food is without any clothes?” She asked him with bright, loving eyes.

Lazar’s eyes grew wider as he realized what she was saying and he began searching for their clothes. “Sibfla!” He snorted in embarrassment. “Clothes first… food second! Yes!” He told her.

Retta drew his head closer. “And then I will have you for desert.” She spoke to him in a husky voice.

Lazar leaned over and furiously nuzzled her cheek and the side of her neck, being careful to intentionally linger around the back of her ear, which he had found was incredibly sensitive to his touch. Retta’s gasp of obvious delight made him smile. “You are desert my sweet Retta.” He whispered in her ear. “All the desert that I will ever need in my life going forward. Elly for innyne.”

Tears burst from her eyes and she crushed him to her tightly. Lazar paused and sat back down on the bed, pulling her closer to him and reveling in the emotions sweeping through him now and the feel of her body in his arms. “Elly for innyne.” Retta whispered in his ear. “Elly for innyne.”

Yes. Forever and always sounded very good to Lazar.

They did not know it now, but their love would burn intensely for many thousands of years into the future and would be one part of the foundation that would be laid by the Leonidas children in the future to come.


Garget found Anja and Loras on the very far platform of the airfield, sitting lotus style and talking with each other. He and Rylin had been looking for them for nearly an hour now and they were now crossing the distance to where they sat.

“… why she left this connection?” Garget asked her as they walked.


Rylin shook her head. “She seemed confused and uneasy but physically she was fine.”


“Rylin… you are the High Priestess of our people.” Garget spoke softly as his dark eyes turned to her and his gait slowed. “Is this… is this really happening?”


Rylin smiled and slipped her arm into the crook of his elbow. “Oh yes, Garget my friend. Very much so.” She spoke.

Garget shook his head once more. “It just seems so… I have believed in the Prophecy only halfheartedly. I never… I never dreamed it would actually come true. That it would truly take place.”
Rylin nodded her head. “I doubted once as well.” She spoke.

Garget looked at her with wide eyes. “You?” He gasped.

Rylin nodded her head again. “We all have had doubts Garget Ranev. Mine were washed away the moment I stepped onto the Oracle’s ship and saw the prophecy for myself in the images and drawings it held. I have never doubted since then.” She answered looking at him. “Never.”

“Will I… will I see these one day?” He asked.
Rylin smiled at him. “You are seeing it as it happens my friend. You may think you have only believed in the prophecy halfheartedly, but your actions with Taris say different. With your own daughter and now Anoria they say different.”

“What?” Garget gasped again.

“You allowed your daughter to grow and learn on her own terms Garget.” Rylin told him. “Many fathers would not do such a thing.”

Garget looked at the ground under his feet where they had stopped walking and now stood. “She is… she has always been special.” He spoke softly. “I could see this in her eyes from the moment she entered this world howling like a banshee.”

Rylin nodded her head. “Indeed.” She said. “And now you know of her feelings for Anoria and what they mean but you allow it. As does Anoria’s father Lasun Vesrak, a man I dare say is more traditional than even you.”

Garget met her eyes. “I will not keep my only daughter from her dreams!” He hissed.

Rylin smiled and nodded her head. “And that cranky old wolf Lasun will not either.” She said. “You have something in common in that Taris and Anoria are your only daughters. And as they have found each other now… the young Alpha who will claim them both is not far behind, and he will worship them both beyond anything else.”
“What?” Garget gasped aloud now. “He is with the Mard Revik?”
Rylin nodded her head. “He is a son of the Mard Revik Garget.” Rylin told him. “Young like Taris and Anoria, but already a warrior like his father and his brother the Tarivuos. And he is a healer as well. They know this my friend. They have seen this in their visions Garget and they welcome it, desire it more than anything.”

Garget glanced up at the clear sky above them, the sun beginning its trip down across the horizon. “I will never deny her anything.” He said softly.

“You will not be disappointed Garget my friend, for the Ranev Pack will be paramount in what is to come.” Rylin told him. “And tied more closely to the Bloodline of the Mard Revik than you could ever hope.”
“Rylin you do…” Garget began to speak when the shouted voice caused him to turn and they both saw the young wolf sprinting up to them.

Garget held up his hand as the young wolf came to a halt out of breath. “Calmly Kness.” He said. “What is wrong young Alpha?”

Kness held out the data pad to him. “General Garget… he… King Osrod’s son Juyno and his hunting party have changed direction.” He said as Garget took the pad. “They are making their way here to Warim and will be here just after nightfall. Three hours maximum.”
Garget looked at the pad carefully. “You are certain of their direction?” He asked.

Kness nodded his head. “They have already called ahead and arranged for lodgings.”

Rylin’s eyes were wide. “Garget we must insure they…”

Garget looked at her and nodded his head. “Be calm Rylin.” He told her. “This is my area of knowledge now. Juyno will not challenge my directives for he knows I would be within my rights to pummel his piegn mida into the ground.” He turned back to Kness. “Insure that the word goes out quietly to all of the families of our young females who are near or in Phase, especially those who are entering their First Phase. Osrod’s fool son and his friends know the rules. They cannot take any female within the confines of our settlements. If they do, they are subject to our laws then. And our laws do not allow this. Make certain all of our females are suitably protected by members of their families at all times while that igord is within the city.” He spoke. “We have seen this before Kness. We will act as we always act.”

Kness nodded his head quickly and then turned to sprint back to the Command Center. Garget turned to Rylin.

“Everything will be fine.” He spoke.

“Juyno is a beast.” Rylin said. “He is worse than his father. If he discovers Lazar or Rhaos are here he will…”

“He will not.” Garget spoke. “Lazar is far too preoccupied at the moment to wander into the city.”

Rylin tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

Garget looked at her. “He has claimed a mate.” He answered her with a smile. “I do not know who… but I have been told a young female entered his quarters several hours ago and the cries of passion began almost immediately.”
Rylin’s eyes grew wide in happiness. “Lazar Ranev!” She gasped. “Will wonders never cease! Who is she Garget? We must find out and have a celebration!” 

“She is my daughter Retta.” Anja’s voice answered causing them to turn quickly and see her and Loras standing beside one another, holding hands like they had been dear friends for centuries.

Rylin’s hand went to her face in shock. “Oh my, Queen Anja I didn’t…!” She gasped.

Anja shook her head with a smile. “I am not upset.” She said. “I could not be upset given what I have felt within my daughter.”

Even Loras was stunned and she turned to face Anja. “Anja you are certain of this?” She gasped. “I… I am so sorry! I did not…”

Anja shook her head again. “None of you have anything to be sorry for.” She stated. “I have seen what your son Lazar feels for my daughter Loras. She showed me. And it was so very beautiful. He could not have done it if Retta did not want him too. I know my daughters and what they are capable of. Retta burned for him just as intensely as he did for her. Lazar is your son, and given the blood that burns within both of you, it doesn’t surprise me in the least to be honest. It is who you truly are.”
“Who they truly are?” Rylin asked. “I don’t understand.”

“It doesn’t matter now.” Anja spoke with a smile. “Retta chose him just as he chose her. Her father and her brothers will smell this on them both the instant they see them. Martin will welcome him after what he feels in Lazar. It is her brothers he will have to convince. Knowing Androcles though, that will not be hard.”

“How so?” Garget asked.

“Andro is the self-proclaimed guardian of his siblings.” Anja told them. “If Androcles accepts him, which I know he will, given what I can feel within Lazar, then our other children will accept him instantly. Do not worry. You will see for yourself.” 

Loras smiled now her face happy and bright. “We will explain it to you Rylin. To both of you. I am still coming to grasp it myself but Anja says we will know more when the Mard Revik arrives.”

“He’s coming then?” Garget asked looking at her.

Anja nodded in response. “He pulsed me a single message just before they left the Etheric connection. He said one day; two at most and they would join us here.”

“They?” Garget asked.

Anja smiled and nodded her head. “Our family... Martin has a love of family that I have never experienced before. That we have never experienced before.” She answered. “You and Loras and Lazar, all of you… the Ranev Pack… you are now part of that family Garget. The Leonidas family can throw a party I’ll tell you that… and we have a lot to celebrate right now.” She stepped up to Garget and took his other arm since Rylin still grasped his elbow. “Let’s walk and I can tell you more. You will learn it first-hand anyway, so there is no reason to hold back from you. Not anymore.”
HADOR
PRALOR SCIENCE STATION


“…Secure all of the main access hatches!” Thoti barked out the command. “No one is to go alone! Edrao how many of the station personnel are aware we are here?”   


Edrao moved quickly to the computer console in the main control room for the station, his heart still racing and his eyes wide. The last fourteen minutes had been more intense than anything he had ever experienced in his long life as a Pralor, or his life now as a wolf. Their main ship was hovering only a few hundred meters from the station still under what they called a Shroud. The two transport ships they had come to the station on had also been shrouded, making them invisible to the Pralor technicians manning the station in the command center. It helped that Edrao knew that none of them were military and no one had ever attempted a forced landing on their station before. They were careless and inattentive. Colonel Thoti and those Spartans with him took advantage of that.


Their ships had landed on the massive exterior superstructure of the station, something that utterly terrified Edrao but also something that the Spartans thought very exciting. Once magnetically secured to the station’s outer hull they had cut their way through the thick metal and into the interior airlock. Since no pressurization had been lost, this entry went undetected to the horrified surprise of the seventeen men and women in the exterior corridor at the time, as well as the thirty-five technicians in the command center. When the sixty plus Spartans rushed into the Command Center all but three of them surrendered almost instantly. Those three were now dead, two shot cleanly through their foreheads, the third brought down by Thoti’s Nehtes which had extended and been thrown before Edrao even took noticed. Edrao had recovered quickly from this shock and moved to a main computer station, his entire body shaking in a combination of adrenalin and fear as the prisoners were secured. He almost didn’t hear Thoti’s question and he nearly jumped from his seat when he appeared next to him and put his hand on his shoulder.


“Easy my friend.” Thoti spoke in a clam voice, causing Edrao to look at him in shock. “I take it you have never been on an operation like this?”


Edrao shook his head quickly. “Konlar… he… he refused to allow me to go on missions. He said I was too… I was too important.”


Thoti nodded his head. “A sound tactical decision. Take a few breaths Edrao. We are here now and we must move swiftly.”


Edrao nodded his head and did just as he said, taking three deep breaths which did seem to calm his nerves a great deal. “I will be… I will be fine?” He spoke.


“How many remain on the station and do they know we have taken their control center?” Thoti asked.


Edrao turned back to the computer and lifted his hands, beginning to type quickly. As he looked at the screens he shook his head. “No. I can detect no internal alarms anywhere.” He looked at Thoti. “I believe we are undetected.”


“How many personnel?” Thoti asked.


Edrao turned back to the computer. “It looks like… yes… three hundred and seventy-nine remain.” He replied. “All but sixty-three are located within the upper decks of the station. Living quarters and such.”


“And the other sixty-three?” Thoti asked.


“All of them are centrally located in what appears to be the two lowest research levels.” Edrao told him. He looked closely at the monitors and then turned to Thoti. “Those levels are High Security Levels Thoti. That must be where they are…”


Thoti nodded his head. “Most likely.” He spoke. “Can you disable the elevators from the upper station to the lower levels?”


Edrao nodded his head. “From here… yes.” He answered. “We have access to all of the stations systems from here.”


“Is there a secondary Command Center?” Thoti asked.


Edrao turned back to the monitor once more and typed several commands. He pointed to the screen and dragged it down the schematic of the station. “Six levels down from here.” He answered. “A Secondary Command and Power control center. Blue Access Wing.”


Thoti turned to one of the Durcunusaan who had accompanied them. “Take a team of six and secure that Secondary Control center.” He spoke. “Disable all systems and hold there. If you happen upon station personnel, try to take them prisoner.”


The Spartan nodded his head without question and then turned and began moving out of the room as he signaled others to follow him.


Edrao was going through the systems on the computer and locking out elevators. He looked up as Thoti turned back to him. “I have isolated the power conduits to that room.” He said. “I will disable the interface between them and when your people disable the actual systems no one will be able to restore power.”


Thoti nodded his head. “Excellent.” He said. “Edrao… do you detect Svorag life signs on the station?” 

Edrao shook his head. “They do not have a definitive life sign that can be tracked... but Thoti, I am detecting thirty-four life signs that exhibit both Lycavorian and Tasmor traits.”


“Are there security cameras in that section?” Thoti asked now.


Edrao nodded his head. ‘Yes.”


“Pull them up on the main monitor here.” Thoti ordered as he stood up straight and then moved to the large monitor while Edrao worked. 

“Coming up now.” Edrao spoke.


Thoti watched as the monitor came to life and he could see several figures in the room wearing what could only be hazard material suits. What was impossible to miss were the dozen cryo chambers he could see just in this camera view, all of them containing changed Svorag and all of them in some sort of stasis. Thoti felt his chest burn with anger as he watched them moving back and forth between the pods and different consoles. He was about to turn and order Edrao to purge the research levels with poison gas when Edrao stopped him.


“Thoti look at this!” Edrao gasped pointing at the computer monitor. “Station Command logs.” Edrao continued as Thoti came up beside him. “This one is dated five days ago.” Edrao looked at him. “That is the day we cleansed the Svorag from Ventori.”


“Play it.” Thoti said.


Edrao hit a button on the console and the monitor changed to the face of an older Pralor man. Thoti looked over quickly at the body of the man who he had killed with his Nehtes and realized he had been the Commander of the Station.


“…intercepted transmission being beamed to Artaaya from Ventori. The fool Svorag Commander that Elder Lorendo has been communicating with ordered an all-out attack on the Lycavorians there but they had received reinforcements. A news crew from Artaaya was on scene and filmed it all. They used dragons and their troops and some kind of fire missiles to eradicate the underground facilities and all of the test subjects on Ventori. The sensor arrays we had hidden in those old satellites were blinded for several hours but when they came back online, they could detect no Svorag left on the planet. The Lycavorian animals slaughtered them all. The facilities were completely destroyed during the attacks and after, dragons were sent into the tunnels and they finished the job. I don’t know how much data they were able to obtain from the computers, but if they discover we had a hand in helping the Commander engage in his own experiments on the Lycavorian survivors of Ventori and the Tasmor people, it will make things even more difficult going forward. Elder Lorendo and his personnel on Artaaya were able to escape before that idiot Delnash imposed a lockdown and they will proceed to the two other facilities and gather all the data and then come here after destroying them. This station is no longer viable and we will move to the main research facility on Tarlan. Elder Lorendo will be arriving in six days to take all of us off with our data and the specimens in the Research Section. We’ll set the self-destruct for the station before departing. It will wipe any data or items that we do not take with us. The explosion will also poison the atmosphere of Hador, eliminating all of the Lycavorians on the surface within a matter of hours.


“Some of our staff were upset by this, but they are only Lycavorian animals and I was able to convince them it was for the best. We are trying to save our people and discover a way to beat the Scourge. That is the most important thing right now. We cannot afford to let our sensibilities stop us from completing this goal. I have tried to tell Elder Lorendo that these new Lycavorians are different. They are smarter, stronger and far more cunning than the ones we have dealt with before. Even the ones who are part of this ridiculous Coalition on the far side of this quadrant do not compare to these ones from the Alpha Quadrant. We must be very careful in what we do now. They have technology that equals our own in many ways and this leader of theirs, he is a great cause for concern if what the reports about him say are accurate. If he is descended from Chief Elder Sumar and he is a Praetorian, along with the other in his family, our lives will be much more difficult and we will need to take extra precautions to not be discovered.


“I have already informed the Main facility on Tarlan of our impending arrival and they will be standing by. Elder Lorendo will be here in six days and we can leave this forsaken place forever.”      


Edrao looked at Thoti as the recording faded. “They… they have been working with the Svorag that destroyed our world!” He gasped. “They were going to destroy Hador and kill everyone!”


Thoti reached out and grabbed his arm. “Calm yourself Edrao.” He spoke quickly. “This recording only confirms what King Leonidas and Queen Anja have suspected for some time.”


“We still have people on Hador Thoti!” Edrao exclaimed. “They are in danger!”


Thoti shook his head. “No they are not my friend.” He spoke. “Because we are not going to destroy this station now.”


“What?” Edrao almost yelled.


“Did you catch the part where he said that nubous ronnus Lorendo is coming here Edrao my friend?” Thoti told him.


Edrao’s eyes went wide as this hit him. “We capture him?!” Edrao almost shouted.


Thoti nodded his head. “Exactly.” Thoti spoke. “Go through the remaining logs after this one and try to get a more exact time when Lorendo will arrive here. We must work quickly. The SPIRIT OF HADARIA and NORMYA’S LIGHT have returned to Manne but they can be to our location in six hours if we need them. I will contact King Leonidas and get his directives, but he will not let this opportunity pass by and he will not allow our people to die.”


Edrao nodded his head. “No… of course not.”


Thoti nodded his head. “And begin downloading anything that we can use. Establish a direct link to the DAKOTA and begin transmitting.”

Edrao looked at him. “They will know detect that immediately Thoti.” He spoke. “The Scientists in the research area are still linked into the computer system.”


Thoti thought quickly. “I will have the DAKOTA establish a low power jamming field around the station to stop any signals from going out so they cannot warn Lorendo. Can you vent poison into the cryo chambers from here?”


Edrao nodded his head. “It will take several moments to establish a link around what they have in place, but yes.”


Thoti nodded his head. “Do it. The moment you are ready we will take the Research Level and kill those vile monsters.”


“Then what?” Edrao spoke. “If Lorendo is coming here they will have pre-arranged signals to each other indicating all is ok.”


Thoti nodded once more. “Then we find someone who works in here and convince them to do what we say.”


“How do we do that?” Edrao asked. “They are all Pralors and they apparently don’t hold us in very high regard.”


“Perhaps I can change their mind.” Thoti said with a grin that exposed his wolf fangs as his eyes changed.


Edrao smiled now as well and nodded. “Go! I will find out what we need from here.”

LORENU

THE CIRCLE


“Are you sure Thoti?” Martin asked. He stood in the Command Center of the Sanctum with Androcles, Wayonn and Murano now. Three QRC images were up along the side and Danny, Duewa, Anja, Radra and Delnash were in them. Thoti had been a member of his Durcunusaan detail on the Royal Spartan Estate dating back two decades and Martin trusted him completely.


All of them saw Thoti nod in the transmission. “There were far more Pralors working on this station that did not agree with what Lorendo was doing than he knew. They kept quiet and did their worked because they feared that Lorendo would retaliate against their families. Three dozen of them are now helping us.”

“And you trust them Thoti?” Danny asked the question from Ventori.

Thoti nodded his head. “They were more than willing to help us and we could detect no hint of a lie in their bodies Daniel. They are sincere.”

“And fatso is coming there?” Anja asked from Jetania.

Edrao stepped into the transmission now. “I confirmed it Queen Anja.” He answered her. “With the help of those Pralor Researchers who are helping us we discovered his ship will arrive here in just under seventeen hours. Apparently they are at the second of two facilities and they are purging any sign that they were ever there.”

“Do you know where those facilities are?” Anja asked.

Edrao nodded again. “We have their locations.”

“Lover we need to eradicate those facilities.” Anja spoke immediately. “I mean we need to cleanse them completely. We can’t leave any trace of what they were doing there. Fatso and his people are blown now, they will be moving fast and they won’t be as thorough as we need to be.”

“Anja is correct Marin.” Duewa spoke with Radra beside her. “Even a small trace of the data or even tiny particles of the Svorag virus left alive could be potentially devastating in the future if someone inadvertently stumbles across it.”

“You’re just a bundle of good news Duewa.” Wayonn spoke now.

“Anja and Duewa are correct Wayonn.” Radra spoke up. “It needs to be done.”

“Send me the coordinates Edrao.” Delnash spoke for the first time. He looked tired in the transmission but everyone knew since the battle on Ventori had been broadcast live to all three of the Pralor planets he had been very busy. “I will send ships to do this.”

“Delnash we…” Martin began but he saw Delnash shake his head.

“You have too much going on and your ships are needed to protect Ventori and the gains we have made with the Tasmor people.” Delnash told him. “Dehov tells me that the officers and crews of his ships are enraged at what we have discovered.”

“How are our people taking it brother?” Murano asked him.

Delnash chortled slightly. “The remainder of the Elder Council wishes to string Lorendo up by his genitals.” He said very bluntly. “Even Sashan is enraged that he has been played and manipulated by Lorendo for so long. If he had not escaped before the lockdown went fully into effect, I doubt I could have stopped our people from killing him where they found him.”

“Their eyes have finally been opened.” Murano said softly.

Delnash nodded his head. “Indeed.” He said. “I was going to postpone the election, but the remaining Elder of the Council took it to our people without my knowledge two days ago. The election was held while I was sleeping and 27 advised me of the results when I woke the next morning.” Delnash looked at Martin. “I was elected to the position of Chief Elder of the Pralor people with ninety-eight point three percent of the vote.”

Martin nodded his head. “Congratulations sir.” He said. 

Delnash looked at him intently. “I intend to lead just as your grandfather did Martin. I will do whatever I need to do in order to protect my people. Our people.”

“Brother you…” Murano began to speak but Delnash shook his head.

“No Murano.” He interrupted him. “We have hidden for so long in fear of the Scourge returning that we have forgotten who we are. I will no longer allow us to do that. I have ordered our Ship Builders to begin an accelerated building rate. With the help of the Avatars that we have and the Worker Drones, he tells me we can build a dozen warships a month in our three yards. I have also released the plans that you took from that abandoned Science Station and our engineers are already beginning to produce ground weapons. Garen is in the process now of training an additional four thousand volunteers to spread out and train even more. He asks that you separate some of your senior Spartans to assist in this Martin. If we are going to learn to fight once more, then I prefer it be from those who are warriors. Garen requested this so I ask if that is possible?”

Martin nodded his head without question. “Done.” Martin spoke. “Fervon?”

Danny nodded his head as well. “I’ll pick a dozen of our senior Spartans from here and put them on a ship to Artaaya tomorrow.”

“I will burst general Vengal on Earth tonight and have him dispatch a full training cadre from Earth and Apo Prime.” Martin spoke. “They can be to Artaaya within a week.”

Delnash nodded his head. “Excellent. Leave these two facilities to us.” Delnash looked at Anja in his end of the transmission. “Anja… your recommendation in how to do this so that we leave nothing to chance.”

Anja glanced at Martin in the transmission. “Lover?”

“Your call Red. This is yours and Duewa’s area.” Martin answered.

“Burn it Delnash.” Anja answered. “You have something similar to our nuclear weapons correct? They are ancient but they are very effective for this type of work.”

Delnash nodded his head. “I’m sure we have something compatible.” He replied.

“Drop one right on the facility and then four more on each of the four corners at the five-kilometer range.” Anja spoke. “That will ensure everything within that perimeter is vaporized. It’s the only way to be sure.”

Delnash nodded his head. “I will dispatch the necessary ships as soon as we get word that you have taken Lorendo.” He spoke.

Martin turned to Thoti in the transmission. “Thoti… we departing for Jetania in twelve hours. You bring that fat fuck to me there.”

“His condition Martin?” Thoti asked.

“As long as he is alive, I don’t care.” Martin replied. “He has a lot to answer for.”
“Martin do you not need him to translate the Onab texts?” Delnash asked now.

Martin shook his head. “No we have… we have solved that little problem.”

“Truly?” Delnash asked surprised.

Martin nodded his head now. “I will fill you in when we meet Delnash. We have… we have discovered a lot more than I ever thought and you need to be made aware of it.”

Delnash looked at him for a long moment and then nodded. “Interesting. I will be waiting for your word.” He said.

“Anja what about this station?” Thoti asked now. “Konlar’s people have not yet been able to evacuate everyone from Hador and according to the Pralor technicians here that are helping us, if we destroy the station it will poison the atmosphere of the planet.”

“How?” Anja asked.

“Lorendo had the station built with materials that will react negatively to the radioactive isotopes within the planet’s atmosphere that are normally harmless.” Edrao answered. “There is no way to counter this Queen Anja. The explosion will carry these particles into the atmosphere no matter what we do. Even a small portion could devastate massive parts of the planet and kill everything living on the surface.”

The room was quiet for a moment and all of them saw Anja deep in thought. She looked up finally. “Dee?” She asked.

“What other choice do we have Anja?” Duewa spoke.
“None.” Radra chimed in.

Martin looked at Anja. “You three want to fill the rest of us unknowledgeable mooks in.” He stated.

Anja looked up once more. “Thoti?”

“I am here Anja.”

“The Svorag that were on the station?” Anja asked him. “The ones the scientists were working on?”

“They are all dead.” Thoti answered instantly. “The Pralor scientists were not happy but after one of my men shot the senior Scientist, they quieted down.”

“You are certain?” Anja said.

Thoti nodded his head. “We used their hazard suits and incinerated the bodies and all the materials they had in their labs.”

“You have incendiary explosives?” Anja asked him.

“Yes.”

“Destroy everything husband.” Duewa spoke now. “Edrao has downloaded the all of the information stored in the databanks so now destroy what remains. The computers, the archives, the files, the equipment. Everything. We can build and properly staff a secure facility if we want to study this disease in the future and we can do it in a way that it will affect no one and put no one at risk.”

“Dee is right Thoti… if it does not compromise the integrity of the station Thoti, destroy it all.” Anja finished for her. “We’ll try to figure out a way to destroy the station itself after our people have all been relocated. Lirana has told me Hador is a beautiful planet and I don’t want to risk anything unless we can be sure.”  

Thoti nodded his head in the transmission. “Consider it done Anja. My wife.” Thoti spoke in reply.
“Be safe my love.” Duewa spoke not caring that everyone heard her.

Thoti smiled at her. “Always.” He replied. “It has been too long since I have smelled and tasted…”

“Thoti!” Duewa exclaimed in shock cutting off his words.

Anja shook her head. “He’s been hanging around Martin too much Dee.” Anja said. “He turned him into a pervert just like him.”

This caused everyone to laugh softly within the transmission and Martin shook his head. “No respect.” He said. “I get no respect.” He crossed his arms over his broad chest. “Red, what about Staania Reva?”
Anja nodded her head. “From everything I have seen and what Eli has told me, it won’t be an issue Lover.” She replied to him. “It’s just a matter of stimulating her muscles and nerve functions again. It will take a little while for her to get used to it again, but I’m more concerned about her consciousness Marty. You are sure about what you know this machine can do?”

Martin nodded his head. “It was always Daniho’s plan to have her returned to her normal self, he just did not think it would be so long before that happened. He hid the machine the Onab used to transfer her consciousness initially so that no one could find it. I know where it is.”

Anja nodded her head. “I’ll take your word for it.” She said.

“The transference chambers do work Anja Leonidas. The Onab are the ones who gave us this technology initially. They perfected it.” Radra spoke once more. “It is how we dealt with Xaxon and it is also how Arzoal came to be.”

Anja nodded. “I know. It just gives me the creeps.”

“Red?” Martin asked as he stepped a little closer to the transmission. “What’s wrong?”

Anja looked up and met his eyes. “Something… something on this planet Lover.” She said softly. “I can feel it just on the edge of my mind when I concentrate.”

“Danger?” Martin asked her.

Anja shook her head quickly. “No. It’s… it’s somehow familiar to me in a way. I just can’t explain it.”

“We’ll be there in twelve hours Red.” Martin told her.

Anja nodded her head. “I know.” She said. “Listen… there is something else you should know.”
“I’m listening.” Martin said.

“It has to do with Retta.” Anja told him.

“We already know mother.” Andro spoke for the first time moving up beside his father.

Anja looked at him. “Calyb told you?”

Andro smiled and nodded his head. “We could also feel our sister’s happiness within us.” He answered.

Anja looked at Martin. “Lover?”

“We all agreed a long time ago not to try and direct the lives of our children Red.” Martin said. “Does he love her Anja? Beyond what his blood and instincts call for?”

Anja nodded her head. “The same way you love us.” She told him.

Martin nodded his head. “Then that is all I can ask.” He told her. “I can’t exactly say she is too young now can I? In wolf terms she is a woman and far older than she looks thanks to my genes.”

Anja’s jade green eyes narrowed. “That’s not what I expected.” Anja said.

Andro looked at his father. “Nor I father.” He said.

Martin smiled. “Let’s just say I have it on good authority that things will work out fine.” He said. “If they don’t…?” Martin shrugged his shoulders. “Then I’ll kill him.”

Anja burst out laughing at the look on his face and shook her head. “Now there is the wolf I know and love.” She said. She looked at Andro. “You make sure Sadi comes to see me when you get here. I am going to give her a full exam and make sure you did not corrupt her any more than you already have young man.”

Androcles grinned. “Always mother.”

“We’ll see you in twelve hours, Lover.” Anja said.

“We’ll be there.” Martin said.

Everyone in the Sanctum watched as the transmission ended and those in it faded away except for Thoti and Delnash. Thoti looked surprised that he was still connected and he looked at Martin.
“Martin?” He asked.

Martin turned to look at Delnash. “Delnash?”

“Colonel Thoti… those Pralors that you have captured and chosen not to work with you. How do they seem?” Delnash asked.

“They are quite hostile.” He replied honestly. “They seem to be dire hard supporters of Lorendo and what he is doing. Why?”

“You have them secured?” Delnash asked.

Thoti nodded his head. “For the moment, yes.” He replied. “They are locked within the living quarters portion of this station. I have two dozen Durcunusaan guarding the elevators and access points. Again… I ask why?”

“Colonel… those men and woman cannot be allowed to return.” Delnash spoke softly. “They are complicit in the deaths of thousands of my people that we know of and perhaps millions of your people. Just one of them, if they escaped or were released, just one of them could start this all over again. I can’t allow that.”

Thoti looked at Martin in the transmission. “Martin?” He asked.

“He’s right Thoti.” Martin said. “You have confirmed that Lorendo and those people have been working with these Svorag ever since Lorendo lost control of them. None of them, aside from those who agreed to help you, none of them have showed the least bit of remorse in their actions correct?”
Thoti nodded his head. “No, they have not.” He said softly.

“The anos of millions of our people cry for justice. Thousands of Tasmor.” Edrao spoke softly beside him. “There can be no forgiveness here.”

Thoti took a deep breath and nodded his head. “I will take care of it.” He spoke finally.

“Colonel Thoti I will take responsibility if…” Delnash began.

Thoti shook his head. “You are correct Chief Elder Delnash.” He said. “As is my King. I will see to it.”

“I’m am sorry to put you in this position Thoti.” Martin said.

Thoti shook his head again. “Do not be Martin.” He replied. “I am a Spartan first and foremost and this crime against our people must have resolution and must never be allowed to happen again.”

“I will tell Duewa if you…” Martin began.

Thoti shook his head. “That is not necessary Martin.” He spoke. “My beautiful Duewa has fully accepted what she is now. Her time with Anja and the other Queens has seen to that. They have opened her eyes to this. She would expect me to do this. To see justice done.”

“Make it quick.” Martin said. “That is the only mercy to be shown Thoti.”

Thoti nodded his head. “Understood.”

“I am sorry Thoti.” Martin said softly.

Thoti looked at him in the transmission. “You do what you must Martin. No matter what tears at your heart and soul, you do what you must. That is why I follow you without question my King. That is why we all follow you.” Thoti stood up a bit straighter. “Once we have that rat faced ronnus we will join you on Jetania Martin.”
“Cui fas vada carians Thoti.” Martin spoke.

Thoti nodded one last time. “And you my King and my friend. Always.”

LORENU

THE SANCTUM

Martin turned and looked at those in the room with him. Murano was the first to speak.
“It needed to be done Martin.” Murano stated. “There was no other way.”

“That doesn’t mean I have to like it.” Martin said.

“No father… it means that even though you don’t like it, you know it needs to be done and you do it.” Androcles spoke now.

Martin looked at his son and nodded his head slowly. “Yeah.” He said. “You sure you don’t want this job?”

Andro recoiled as if he had been burned with a branding iron and he held up his hands. “Nubou joa!” He exclaimed.

Martin grinned at him. “Coward.” He said.

“In this case… yes… gladly.” Andro answered.

Wayonn moved closer to him. “What now Martin?” He asked.

“Now?” Martin asked. “Now I am going to take Aricia and For'mya and I am going to go into this city above us. I’m going to eat until I am ready to burst and I am going to spend time with my family. That is what I am going to do.”
Androcles nodded his head. “Fedor, Eirene and everyone else is already on their way down from SPARTA'S WRATH father. They will meet us in the city.” 

Martin nodded his head once. “Good. Murano, you and Wayonn are part of that family and I expect you will join us. Believe me, we are going to need the down time because our future is going to get very exciting very quickly.”

Both men looked at him oddly. “What do you mean?” Wayonn asked. “What we have experienced these last months does not constitute exciting?”

Martin met his eyes and smiled, his eyes changing fully and his dual fangs extending to their full length. “Man… that doesn’t even come close to what is coming.” He answered. “Trust me when I tell you that.”

“Something tells me that you and Andro are privy to information that no one else has right now.” Wayonn pressed him. “Care to share that with us?”

Martin shook his head. “Not just yet.” He replied. “Soon though.”

“Why when you say that does the hair on the back of my neck stand up?” Murano asked.

Martin looked at him and grinned, the expression even more fierce looking since his fangs and eyes were changed. “Murano I’m hurt!” He spoke. “You know I am all peace loving and that I simply hate violence of any kind.”

Murano almost choked on his answer but Wayonn shook his head and answered for him. “As if anyone in their right mind would believe that rensibfla.” He muttered.

“Wayonn I am hurt.” Martin spoke.

Wayonn shook his head once more and looked at Murano. “Murano we should probably depart before the bullshit gets too deep and we are stuck here.”

“Agreed.” Murano said but with a smile.

Martin and Andro watched as the two men, two men that both father and son trusted without doubt, left the room. Martin looked at his son and shrugged his shoulders. “I guess they don’t believe me.” He said.
Andro grinned at his father as the previously hidden door opened and Chiron entered the room with them. Both turned to face the Avatar.

“Chiron?” Martin asked looking at him.

Chiron stopped and nodded his head. “The message has been sent Lord Martin.” He spoke. 

“Our grandmother?” Martin asked him.

“We will disconnect the power couplings to her chamber just before we return to your ship.” Chiron spoke. “Armen has established a secure connection to the databanks here within the Sanctum as you requested and both of us will be able to access them at any time as long as this connection remains active. He has also reserved a large set of quarters where her chamber will be kept until we arrive on Jetania. I assumed that these will be her quarters after she is back among us so I have ordered all of her belongings brought there as well.”

“Good.” Martin said.

“Will you tell her of Lady Kelia and the others?” Chiron asked.

Martin shook his head quickly. “Not just yet.” He replied. “We need to find out more information first and I would like to speak with this Kesas Pengot as well if he responds.”
“May I ask why?” Chiron inquired.

Martin looked at Androcles and nodded. “Tell him.” He said.

Andro turned and face Chiron fully. “Something out there… where our people are? There is something wrong with all of that Chiron.”

Chiron’s head tilted slightly to the side. “I do not understand.”

“I feel it.” Andro told him. “There is more going on than we think.” Andro told him. “And until we know what that is… we need to move carefully.”

Chiron looked at him and then at Martin. “Ah… your Rithtari ar wer Isk sense tells you this.” He said. “I understand and it is interesting. Very well, given the information we do have caution is advised regardless.”

“Will you departing the Temple have any adverse effects?” Martin asked him.

Chiron shook his head. “I will activate my secondary body when we depart and all Temple defenses will transfer to his control.” Chiron answered. “Those you have designated will have unlimited access while we are gone, though nothing is to be removed from this location under any circumstances without yours or Androcles direct approval. I assume you wish to keep it like this for the foreseeable future.”

Martin nodded his head. “Until we have a better idea of what is going on, yes. Just Andro and me for right now.”

“And if something should happen to you or to Androcles or both of you are unable to be reached?” Chiron asked. “Who is the safeguard individual?”

Martin looked at his son, who met his eyes, and Martin saw him nod his head. Martin reached out with his hand and took the P1 that Chiron carried on his belt. He typed quickly on the screen since it was not biometrically encoded as theirs were and then handed it back. Chiron looked at the small screen and they saw his eyes widen slightly, and then return too normal just as quickly. 

Chiron typed on the P1 briefly, deleting the information and then he returned the hand held computer to his belt. “I will see to it.” He said.

Martin nodded. “Good. Keto, let’s go spend some time with our family before we blow this joint. I want to get to your mother as quickly as possible. I didn’t like the tone of her voice and I certainly don’t trust that pin head who calls himself a King.”

“He is still in the dark as to what has taken place father.” Andro said.

Martin nodded his head. “Let’s hope so…” He spoke as they began to walk out of the Sanctum. “…Because if so much as one freckle on her body is out of place I’m going to bring it all down right on top of his mida. It will be a nightmare he won’t wake up from.”

PAKAR SIX
UNKNOWN SPACE


He had been alive far longer than he had ever imagined, seen and experienced things that would stagger the minds of so many of their young people, and yet he was as healthy now as he was the day he left Cerath so long ago. So many millennia ago that he no longer kept count of the years. There was no need to keep count, for his purpose was the same as it had been the day Daniho Mahanlo took the throne as King and became a leader that everyone had loved. Well… almost everyone he had come to realize too late.


Kesas Pengot did not know exactly how old he was, nor did he care. He did know about the thousands of young Alphas that held a contest every year to see who could guess his age and he thought this very amusing. He was certainly the oldest Lycavorian on Pakar Six, though you would not know it by his activities. His first mate, a female wolf he had loved for nearly sixty thousand years on Cerath, had perished during the Schism, killed by assassins as they tried to kill him and Lady Kelia’s children. It had taken Kesas nearly two hundred thousand years to finally put her memory to rest and move on with his life. His second mate, a stunning young Alpha female with a stubborn streak as long as the many caverns on this planet, had revitalized his life and his purpose. They had been together for over a million years now, devoted to one another and their nine children even though he was at least two million years her senior in age. 
Acki Pengot stared at her beloved husband and mates’ back for a long moment before interrupting his thoughts. This difference in their ages had never matter in the least to Acki Pengot. She knew full well who he was when she first pulsed him with her aura all those years ago. She had not regretted that event for even a single hour. Others called her foolish and silly for not finding a young Alpha to mate with, but Acki did not listen to them. To this day her love for him remained as strong as it was that first moment. 
Her dark brown hair fell to well below her shoulders, framing a very beautiful face and bright blue eyes. Acki Pengot was now one of the oldest females on Pakar Six, but her beauty still shone through, and her husband and mate let her know this fact every time they made love, which was quite often Acki recounted with delight. She found great joy in the fact that Kesas was just as virile as the young Alpha studs that roamed Pakar Six, and to the stunned surprise of the younger females, she took every chance to join in their conversations about their husbands and mates to brag about them.
“Are you going to stare at my back woman, or come into the room!” Kesas grumbled out the question as he rose to his feet and turned to face her. 

Acki smiled brilliantly and moved into the room. “You looked deep in thought.” She told him. “I did not want to disturb you.”

Kesas smiled as she came right up to him and he took her hands in his, pulling her close to him and looking down into her blue eyes. “A disturbance by you is always welcome aur enyla.” He spoke the words softly.

Acki blushed slightly as she always did when he spoke in such a way to her and she leaned up on tip toes and kissed him softly. “You did not hear the Duty Officer call for you so I said I would come down and get you.”

Kesas nodded his head. “I had the intercom turned off.” He told her. “I just wanted a few moments of silence.”

Acki looked at her husband and mate. A million years and counting had taught her to read him very well and she reached up with her hand and placed it on his cheek. “What is it Kesas?” She asked him softly. “Forn ulyess laess.” (You look troubled)
Kesas Pengot had long ago stopped trying to hide from her. She had threatened to leave him once because he would not share himself with her fully. The argument had frightened many of those who lived in nearby apartments and security had come to their wing in order to stop the argument, but by the time they arrived, Kesas had come to his senses and realized he did not want to lose this stubborn and beautiful female wolf who loved him completely. It had taken time, but now Kesas shared everything with her as it should be.

“I don’t know Acki.” Kesas answered. “I awoke this morning with… a feeling grips me Acki. Something I have not felt for more years than I can remember. It is why I did not join you for breakfast.”

Acki nodded her head. “Our children wondered about that.” She said. “Can you… can you describe it aur huor?” (My husband)

Kesas shook his head. “That’s just it. It is within me. It has always been there but now a description fails me.”

“You have always been intuitive Kesas.” Acki told him.

“This is different though.” Kesas spoke. He shook his head and squeezed her hands. “It will come to me.” He told her. “What did the Duty Officer want?”

Acki shook her head. “He didn’t say.” She answered. “Only that you join him in the Operations center as soon as possible. Caylt and Yasha have already joined him there.”

Kesas looked at her oddly. “Why?”

Acki smiled. “They are the leaders of our security force regardless of how small it is.” She said. “It is their duty.”

Kesas nodded his head and drew her closer to him, lowering his lips to hers and enjoying a long, loving kiss with her. Her hands caressed his face as they kissed and finally they drew apart and she smiled at him.

“Then you will join us for lunch.” Acki said. “Your grandchildren wish to show you the project they have completed for school.”

Kesas nodded his head. “I will be there.” He told her. “Another school project?” He spoke as they turned arm in arm and left their quarters. “What are they teaching them in the schools these days. This is like their fifth project this year.”


Caylt and Yasha Pengot turned when their father entered the large Operations center with a measured gait. They were the oldest of their father’s nine children, four boys and five daughters. Caylt Pengot and Yasha Kirek were two years apart in age but had always been very close as siblings. They had taken mates only two days apart, and now their families shared almost everything together. Both of them were nearing six hundred thousand years of age, but looked no more than their middle forties. Both Caylt and Yasha also knew that nothing ever perturbed their father, and he could remain calm in even the most chaotic of times.

“Father!” Yasha spoke as she reached for him and they exchanged cheek kisses as had become the custom in their family over the last few millennia.


Kesas smiled brightly at her beauty, so much like her mother. “Your mother came and kicked me out of bed.” He said with a grin.


Caylt Pengot laughed slightly. “Somehow I doubt that father.” He said as he grasped his father’s hand. “You have been waking before all of us for over half a million years.”


Kesas chuckled. “And look what that has gotten me?” He stated. “More white hair and wrinkles.”


“Your hair is far from white father.” Yasha told him.


Kesas squeezed her hand and looked at his son. “So what is so important that the Duty Officer needs to see me?” He asked. “You are in charge of Internal Security Caylt. Yasha and Tiag Kirek handle everything else. What do you need me for?”


Caylt nodded his head and looked at the young wolf who stood the side by the computer station. “Tell him what you told us Captain.” He spoke. “And leave nothing out.”


Kesas looked at his son oddly and then turned to the young Alpha. Kesas recognized him from several briefings he had attended through the years but he did not know him well. 
Life on Pakar Six was not easy for anyone. Their population was spread between three major mountain cities connected by an advanced tram system they had built from scratch. The planet, while able to support life, did not allow for extended living on the surface. The electric storms and acid rains could kill you within minutes, and the winds sometimes exceeded three hundred kilometers an hour. Even the natural wildlife did not venture out during these storms. The mountains provided the best protection and it was here that the Kirek Pack settled after the Schism. 
Kesas did not think of those days very often now. They were a low point in the history of their people that he did not care to recall. Very few who had survived the schism remained alive now. The Arhtai and Nenay Packs had joined forces against the Kirek pack in a revolt that had seen so many deaths. The Matriarch of the Arhtai Pack had been a thorn in Daniho’s side even on Cerath and she simply bided her time until she could act. It began because the Arhtai Pack wanted to keep the Onab technology they had, even though all of them had agreed to destroy it once they had arrived here in order to keep the Iais'Kai from finding them. Kesas did not know what Yatia Arhtai had told the Nenay pack in order to get them to side against Lylor and Kelia. Whatever she had promised them did not bear fruit as eventually the Nenay Pack was ordered to leave Koltar Four and they settled on Anlar Prime. Once she had absolute control, Yatia Arhtai made certain things went her way. 

Lylor and Kelia Kirek were captured along with their children and while Yatia knew she could not kill them, for the Mahanlo bloodline was still sacred to many of their people, she imprisoned them in their stasis chambers saying they had contracted a deadly disease and this was the only way to save them while their doctors tried to find a cure. Kesas and the Kirek Pack knew this was a lie and when Yatia announced that Kelia had left her in charge to lead in her absence, they acted. Yatia immediately declared the Kirek Pack enemies of their people and civil war broke out. Pitched battles raged for two decades across the planet but it wasn’t until a daring mission led by Kesas was able to liberate Lylor Kirek’s stasis chamber and three of their children threw everything into chaos. Yatia’s son was killed in this battle and Kesas Pengot decided she had gone insane with power. 

Yatia Arhtai ordered the Kirek pack enemies of the state and called for their execution on sight. She also declared that anyone with Mahanlo blood within them had been corrupted by the same disease that afflicted Lady Kelia and needed to be captured and held for medical treatment and supervision. If they refused they were to be executed for putting their people and the future in danger. Somehow Yatia’s scientists had discovered a way to track those with Mahanlo blood even in hiding. Kesas suspected something but he had never been able to prove it and no one truly believed him enough to discover if this was the case. 

Over the next fifty years, anyone with Mahanlo blood was systematically hunted down and killed while the Kirek Pack was slowly exterminated as well. The final straw came when Yatia ordered the deaths of Lylor and Kelia’s three children that she still held captive. She told everyone that the disease had claimed them which only strengthened her hold on the other Pack leaders. She privately reached out to threatened Kesas with Kelia’s life as well and swore to completely annihilate everyone of Kirek blood if they did not bend to her will and leave Koltar Four. By now Yatia’s Pack had all but convinced the others that what she was doing was for the good of their people and the Nenay Pack fell in line with few exceptions.

The Kirek Pack had very nearly been wiped out and they could no longer sustain an active fight against her tyranny. Kesas insured Lylor his three children remained in stasis for their protection. He could not risk them being discovered by whatever Yatia had developed that could track their blood. With Lylor and Kelia not able to speak, leadership of the Kirek Pack fell to him, and though they wanted to remain and fight, he took them off Koltar Four and fled to Anlar Prime. That move last only three hundred years before Yatia gave Anlar Prime to the Nenay Pack and forced them to retreat to the only planet left in the system.

Pakar Six.

The world was now their home and they had done what the Kirek Pack had always done. They survived and did what they needed to do in order to survive. Many things were different now, they had to be careful of how many children they had because of the resources, but they had survived and they had moved past those days. 

Kesas knew that Yatia had spies among those from the Nenay Pack that had come here and joined the Kirek Pack, but Lylor and his children were hidden away where only he and four others knew, their stasis chambers safe. One day they would return and take Kelia back from Yatia Arhtai and her Pack would pay for their betrayal. Kesas knew she strong armed the Nenay Pack into following her, threatened them even, and that is why she expelled them to Anlar Prime. 

When the day came, Kesas Pengot would see to it that everyone would face justice.

Kesas brought his mind back and looked at the young officer. “Captain?” He asked.

“You are aware that we monitor many communications channels Lord Kesas? As many as we are able in order to predict what the Arhtai Pack may attempt.” The young man said.     

Kesas nodded his head. “Yes. Fool that Yatia is, she did not know that the Kirek Pack was the only Pack that the Onab trained in building our own technological advances.” He said. “Lord Daniho wanted it this way so that we could develop our own equipment. They still rely on what we brought with us and what they did not destroy.”

The Captain nodded his head. “Yes sir. While not Koltar Four, Pakar Six has an abundant supply of raw materials to do just that. Our communications are far superior to them now. They have no one with the knowledge to maintain the Onab equipment and much of it has fallen into disrepair.”

“Which is why they have spies among us.” Kesas said nodding his head. “I know this. Now what is it that I need to see.”

The Captain looked flustered and Caylt smiled at his father’s gruff nature. Kesas Pengot was not known for beating around the subject. He wanted details up front. “Captain… forget the history and just tell my father what you have discovered. He among us knows better than anyone what has taken place.”

The Captain nodded. “Forgive me Lord Kesas.”

Kesas shook his head and dismissed the apology with a wave of his hand. “None needed Captain. I am just a grumpy old wolf these days. Continue please.”

The Captain nodded and motioned to the main star chart table and all of them moved to stand around the table. “Late last evening our communications team discovered an odd signal being beamed to Pakar Six from the edge of the system. They thought it was a reflection from standard intercepts from Koltar Four and filed it as such.”
Kesas looked at him. “Odd how?”

“It is why I investigated further when I came on duty this morning.” The Captain spoke as he brought up the image of the entire system on the map. “The signal is too powerful to be a reflection Lord Kesas, even at the low power frequency it is using. And the carrier wave is also far too advanced to be a reflection.”

Kesas saw the direction of the communications beam. “A ship?” He asked.

“No sir.” The young man answered. “It is being transmitted on a sub space carried wave I have never seen before, but it is most definitely not a ship. Our long range sensors would have detected a ship.” He adjusted the holographic image and Kesas saw the carried wave take shape in front of him. His eyes grew wider and he stood up straight.

“Carians!” Kesas gasped. 

“Father! What is it?” Yasha exclaimed moving up beside him.

“When did this start?” Kesas demanded.

“Late last evening Lord Kesas.” The Captain replied. “It has been repeating every four hours since.”

“No one thought to listen to the carrier wave?” Kesas demanded.

“No sir. As I said they thought it to be a reflection.”

“That is no reflection!” Kesas stammered. “That is a Pralor sub space communications wave!”

Caylt’s eyes grew a little wider now. “Pralor?” He asked. “Father are you sure?”

Kesas nodded his head. “Yes. Daniho did not trust Onab carrier waves to send messages after we left Cerath. He was afraid that the Iais'Kai may have figured out a way to intercept them and they would track them to us. One of his last orders was to use the Pralor sub space transmission waves once we left. They were far more random and secure than what the Onab used. It is one of the main reasons that we began trading with them in the first place once we discovered they existed. Most Onab technology was superior, but there were items that the Pralor people had created that were much better. We had exchanged with them for this technology fifty years before we left Cerath.”

Yasha looked at the Captain. “Is there a chance that this is an old transmission Tomar?” She asked him. “Something that has finally found its way across the galaxy?”
The Captain shook his head. “No, Lady Yasha.” He replied. “Given the low power of the of the wave and its direction, this transmission is very new and it is being beamed directly at Pakar Six on purpose. This is not an old transmission. This just started and it was done purposefully.”

“How long is it?” Kesas asked.

“Only four seconds Lord Kesas.” Tomar answered. “But it repeats every four hours as I said.”

“Four seconds?” Kesas spoke softly. “Can you decipher it?”

“I have not opened it Lord Kesas.” He answered. “I wanted to make sure that it was not some sort of electronic Trojan horse being sent by the Arhtai Pack. I thought it might be something new that they had developed.”
Kesas shook his head. “Impossible.” He spoke. “Yatia’s scientists are idiots compared to ours. Even after all this time they have not been able to reverse engineer the Onab technology! They are fools. Open it.”
“Father are you sure?” Caylt asked him now.

Kesas looked at him. “The only individuals who ever interacted with the Pralor people during our exchanges were the Onab and Lylor and Kelia keto! Daniho and Ashten allowed no one else to conduct these trades. Only they and Lady Reva knew of the meetings that took place and what information we exchanged with them. You have seen the prophecies just as I have.”

“We all have father.” Yasha told him. “Everyone on Pakar six knows the prophecies. You and mother have never allowed us to forget them. It is part of who we are.”

“Then what?” Kesas said.

“It has been… it has been so long father.” Yasha said softly. “Is it even… is it even possible that…”

“Open it Tomar.” Caylt Pengot spoke causing his father and sister to look at him. He met their gazes. “If there is ever a chance, no matter how slim, then I will take it.” He turned back to Tomar. “Open it Tomar. On my authority.”

Tomar nodded his head and began typing on the computer console. “Focusing carrier wave and preparing for deciphering.” His eyes narrowed as he worked and Kesas looked at him.

“What is it?” He asked.

“It is strange Lord Kesas.” Tomar spoke. “The message is… it is only three words and an image of some kind.”

“Display it Captain.” Kesas spoke.

“Yes sir.” He said. “Displaying now.”

The image appeared above their heads in the holo and their reaction was immediate and telling. Kesas stumbled back from the table, grabbing for his son’s arm as Yasha brought her hands to her open mouth in shock.

“Son hote lon evell nysil saoi!” Caylt Pengot’s words burst from his mouth as he struggled to hold his father upright. (By all that we hold holy)
The image was unmistakable to all of them. It was something that all of them had learned as children and then passed down to their own children throughout the millennia. It was the core of their belief as a Pack. 

It was also something none of them ever expected to see outside the walls of their three cities. The head of the huge black furred wolf. A wolf with eyes of yellow gold. The intricate lines encircling the head of the wolf in different shades of blue and green and brown.
“Father!” Yasha almost yelled. “Father that is…!”

Kesas gripped his son’s arm tightly, his eyes wide and suddenly becoming moist at what they saw.

“Yes!” He exclaimed. “The crest… the crest of the Mahanlo Bloodline!”
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We are coming
