CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT
JETANIA

WARIM


Juyno Aspion sat at the large table with his five friends as they devoured the thick and delicious steaks and large potatoes without much in the way of manners. Huge mugs of potent wine were beside the plates and the six young men ate as if they hadn’t eaten in weeks. Juyno looked up as he chewed his meat and let his eyes wander around the interior of the café they had come to upon arriving in Warim. Most of the tables inside were full, the men and women eating and minding their own business and only occasionally looking over in their general direction. Juyno Aspion smiled to himself thinking that they were fearful of him, when in reality no one present would have stopped him from choking to death on his food. 
Juyno enjoyed these trips, first because of the ideal prospect of finding a Mountain Pack female in Phase and taking her. Mountain Pack females were cherished by Alpha males across Jetania for their exotic beauty and their resilience. Most of them were closer to their instincts than the Plains females and they were known as totally uninhibited wives and mates in the beds of their husbands. They were not docile females like the female Alphas of the Plains Packs. It was a badge of honor and high accomplishment for a Plains wolf to be able to find and take a Mountain Pack female in Phase and then have children with her. Juyno also went on these trips because he liked to flaunt the power of his name and his father. He was the oldest son of King Osrod of the Coalition and a Prince, and this fact alone demanded that he received respect and attention. Juyno Aspion’s mother Secha was the First Queen of the Coalition, a female Alpha who had come from one of the larger Plains Packs and was not a normal Plains female. She was strong and intelligent and she hated the Mountain Pack females with a fervor bordering on fanaticism. 

When his father had taken Loras Ranev as one of his Queens, his own mother had been incensed and her hatred of the Mountain Packs had grown even more. When Lazar had been born, his mother Secha did everything in her power to make it difficult for Loras to care for the boy but she failed, mainly because Osrod ensured Loras had everything she needed. Lazar was Osrod’s only child with Loras and his single connection to the Mountain Packs even though Lazar secretly hated his father. 

Juyno loathed his half-brother Lazar with every fiber of his being, mainly because Lazar was everything Juyno was not. Lazar was a typical Mountain Pack Alpha, tall and extremely well built and powerful. He was also a leader of men. Those under his command were loyal and steadfast to him in every way and therefore his father had to have spies put among his crew to keep him under observation. Juyno knew that of his father’s six children, he feared Lazar the most. Juyno had made a dozen of these trips in the hopes of discovering and then taking a Mountain Pack female. So far he had been unsuccessful. The Mountain Pack Alphas were very good at shielding their young females from him and others like him, and in the last few years barely a handful of Plains Alphas had succeeded in this. Surprisingly, they had been accepted into the Mountain Packs because of their devotion to the females they had claimed. One of the most defined differences between the Mountain and Plains Packs females was that once mated to a male, they remained together for life unless they chose to part ways. Among the Plains Packs it was very common for mated females who came into Phase to be taken by other males who were searching for mates. The male could do nothing about this by Plains Pack law and usually those males simply went out and found another female. 

Juyno didn’t understand any of this Mountain Pack fuss because females were simply a trophy as far as he was concerned. To be used and directed by the whim of their mate. Juyno had also come out here on this trip with a single goal. Since all births must be registered with the government, Juyno had used his position to force the duty officer to allow him to check the Main Birth Registrar before leaving the capital, for he had one thought in mind. He was going to take a Mountain Pack Alpha female that would give him status and power. He discovered that Taris Ranev had come into Phase and if he could claim the only daughter of Garget Ranev, his influence would surpass even Lazar’s. It was well known that the Mountain Pack females often went into the mountains surrounding their homes during Phase to test themselves against the elements. This was something they did as part of a ridiculous female tradition to make them more suited as potential mates. It also served, unfortunately for them in some cases, to spread their aroused female scent around the entire area for miles to entice males. Taris Ranev was within the peak of her phase now and Juyno and his men had detected two such scents in the mountains around Warim the moment they had come into the area. It had to be Taris Ranev and another very powerful Alpha female from what Juyno could tell and he had every intention of finding her and making her his. 

Juyno’s mission was twofold however, the second part coming from a directive by his mother to him. The rumors that Loras Ranev still lived had been circulating and growing more frequent in the Plains cities in recent years and this was beginning to anger his mother. She wanted him to discover if there was truly any truth to these rumors, for if his father had failed to killed Loras when he had Warim assassinated it could bring trouble in the future. Getting this information from Lazar or any who were close to him and might have this knowledge was next to impossible Juyno knew. Lazar’s friends would never betray him or this knowledge if they were aware of it, even under threat of death or riches. Juyno considered himself skilled enough to find out on his own just by observing people and their actions around him. He thought too highly of his skills really, but so far he had detected no odd actions since arriving in Warim aside from the fact that Garget had not yet made an appearance. This was odd since Garget Ranev made it a point to greet any Plains Alphas who came to his brother’s city and the large territory surrounding it to make sure they knew what they could do and get away with. And, to inform them not to cross the invisible line, for that meant they were subject to Mountain Pack Law, which was very brutal and very swift for males who overstepped their boundaries. Juyno did not understand that the Mountain Packs held their females in a much higher status than did the Plains Packs. They were given much more say in how they lived their lives and who they mated with. They were also much better educated in many cases since the Mountain Packs were the only Packs on Jetania to allow their females to attend higher schooling.

Looking around Juyno could smell the distaste and mistrust for him and his men from the others within the café. Why his father didn’t just order his men to swoop in and wipe out all but the females was beyond him. He had never been very good at the politics of different things and he thought brute force could solve everything. His head turned when the door to the café opened and the large form of Garget Ranev filled the doorway as he walked in with three other Alpha males, all younger, but stern faced and large. He was late Juyno thought to himself, he usually showed up immediately, but this time he had waited. No doubt he had heard they were coming, somehow the Mountain packs always knew they were in the area, and the head of the Pack or city greeted them almost instantly after arriving. Almost two hours had passed since they had arrived in Warim and this was practically unheard of for Garget Ranev. Juyno watched as Garget moved casually to the owner of the café and they spoke in whispers before he looked over to where they sat and Garget made his way over to them.
Juyno sat up a little straighter as he approached. “Garget Ranev!” He spoke loudly so that his voice carried across the interior. “A pleasure once more.”

“Juyno Aspion.” Garget spoke as he stopped beside his chair.

“That is Prince Aspion to you, old man!” One of Juyno’s men hissed as he looked up from stuffing his face. Dyos Jemor had never come on this type of hunt before as he was still very young and he was unfamiliar with the Mountain Packs and their ways. Dyos was the youngest brother to Sitos, one of Juyno’s closest friends and that is why he was here now. The Jemor Pack was a very influential Plains Pack and a powerful supporter of his father and that is why Juyno tolerated him. Juyno decided to let him find out the hard way since it would be very amusing and Sitos had not stepped in already.

Garget ignored the seemingly arrogant young Alpha and continued to look at Juyno. “I trust you had no troubles in our mountains.” Garget asked him.
Juyno smiled at him. “None.” He replied in a voice that dripped with sarcasm and the hidden meaning. “We are quite capable of taking care of ourselves and dealing with any potential trouble with the local wildlife.”

Garget smiled back and nodded his head. “I’m sure you are.” He spoke. “How long will you be staying here in Warim?”

“I haven’t decided just yet.” Juyno answered. “It appears one of your famous Mountain Lightning Storms is moving into the area so we will take shelter here at night. A day, perhaps two. Is that satisfactory with you?”

“Juyno why do you answer these questions?” Dyos questioned now. “We do not answer to this old man! We…”

Dyos Jemor never saw the large fist that connected with the side of his face. Garget’s hand had moved faster than he could see and suddenly stars filled his eyes and the world spun around in circles. He felt someone grab the back of his head and was unable to stop Garget from slamming his face into the top of the table right in the middle of his half-eaten dinner. His head bounced off the table and blackness washed over him as he slumped out of the chair to the floor. Sitos rose now to defend his brother but Garget lifted his hand and pointed at him. 

“I would not do that.” Garget growled as the three Alphas who had entered the café with him moved closer to the table. 

“He is my brother!” Sitos snarled.

“Then you should have schooled him in simple manners! You know the rules Sitos Jemor. You have been coming with him for many years. Perhaps you should have told your younger brother! Now he will sit out his time here in a holding cell until you decide to leave!” Garget snapped.

“For what?!” Sitos barked.

Garget shrugged his shoulders. “I will figure something out by morning! Now, sit down boy, before you join him on the floor!” Sitos glanced quickly at Juyno and saw him nod his head. Slowly he returned to his chair and Garget looked back to Juyno. “You should have warned him.”

Juyno shrugged. “He needs to learn.” He answered.

“Mind your place while in our territory Juyno Aspion.” Garget warned. “You may be the King’s son, but you are not above Mountain Pack law. Remember that.”

Juyno nodded his head. “Of course.”

Garget motioned to two of his men and they bent down to pick up the limp form of Dyos. “You can retrieve him when you depart our city for good. Now he will remain in custody.”

“You still have not told me why.” Juyno snapped as he sat forward.

Garget looked at him and nodded. “How about we start with stupidity.” Garget snapped right back. “He disrespected an Alpha thirty times his age. Per Mountain Pack law that is a mandatory sentence of a week in a holding cell.”
“A week!” Sitos exclaimed.

Juyno held up his hand to his friend and looked at Garget. “I have never heard of such a law.” He said.

Garget nodded his head. “I just made it up.” He replied. “To honor you.” Garget looked at his men and motioned with his head and they began to carry the unconscious Dyos toward the door. He turned back to Juyno. “He will be well cared for while you enjoy your trip don’t worry. Far better than he will be in your hands no doubt.”

“My father will hear of this.” Juyno said.

Garget nodded his head. “You seem to be of the mind that I care.” Garget spoke. “I do not. Do not overstep your bounds young wolf…” Garget told him. “You will not like the response you receive.”

“Is that a threat?” Juyno asked.

Garget shook his head. “A statement of fact.” He replied before turning and heading for the door leaving Juyno sitting there simmering in anger. He left the café and stopped outside in the cool night air and took a deep breath. He looked at his men holding Dyos between them. he reached out and lifted his head by his hair and stared at the handsome young face. Garget could smell the strength in this one, unlike his older brother and those he chose to associate with.

“Sir?” One of his men asked. “They will undoubtedly contact the Jemor Pack about this.”

Garget nodded his head. “No doubt. Let them, Osrod will allow them do nothing.”

“What do you wish us to do with him?”

Garget gently lowered his head back down. “This one might yet be saved.” He spoke. “He is still young and influential. And he is very strong and sturdy, unlike his brother.” Garget took a deep breath. “Confine him at the West Security Station. I will have my mate tend to him in the morning.”
“Yes sir.” 

Garget watched as they began to carry him away and he looked at the third man with him. “Ettaso… make sure they are watched.” Garget spoke. “They are not here just to try and claim one of our females. Juyno Aspion is also here for something else, I just don’t know what that is right now.”

“Understood sir.” The young man spoke.


Lazar Aspion/Ranev stood in front of the mirror in the small bathroom in his quarters and tried to reflect on what had taken place these last hours. Lazar had never once seen himself in this position in the nearly three hundred and fifty years he had been alive. He was a wolf pup compared to many when it came to age he knew, but he had worked hard for everything he had right now, against odds that were always heavily tilted to make him fail. In all that time, what he felt coursing through him now had never been a factor.

Now it was.

Lazar knew the reason for his harsh treatment as he was growing was Juyno’s mother Secha, for she had hated him since the day he was born and his mother for far longer. It had only gotten worse when Secha discovered his mother had apparently been killed in an accident. Lazar knew the truth behind it but he kept his silence and continued to tolerate the abuse for it protected his mother. His father Osrod had four Queens once more, but Secha was the First Queen and therefore the one who controlled the others. She decided when they slept with his father, when they gave birth to more children, every facet about their lives was directed by her and she was a upaee of the highest degree. Lazar knew Nitona and Aruina hated this foul arrangement but they could do nothing about it while Risi was close friends with Secha and therefore the two of them made sure they monopolized the King’s carnal attentions. Nitona most especially hated it, for she was the youngest of his father’s Queens and Secha constantly demeaned her and forced her to do all sorts of things in order for her to maintain her status as Queen. Nitona was from a smaller Plains Pack with almost no influence or power and only a colossal accident gone wrong had propelled Nitona into her position. Something Nitona had no control over. Without Secha’s support behind the scenes none of the other Queens would be allowed to do anything. Nitona had not even been allowed to have a child with his father yet, Risi and Aruina only one each. He felt sorry for all of them for he doubted his father even knew what Secha did to control them.
The respect Lazar had garnered over the years had been because of what he had done on his own merits and not because of his father, unlike Juyno and his father’s other children with his four Queens. Yet right now, at this moment in time, none of that mattered to him. All his focus was on the supple figure of the young woman who occupied his bed and had freed his soul. Lazar gripped the edge of the sink, and stared at the mirror. In the last hours, he felt more alive than he ever had before. His body surged with unrealized power and clarity and it felt good. 
He had taken Retta to the large Mess area of the base where Rhaos and his half brothers and sisters from Loras’ union with Warim joined them surprisingly. He loved each of them and there had never been a distinction made about who their fathers were. All that mattered to them was that they were siblings. Rhaos had been with him through it all, just like Laon, and that was a friendship that you did not dismiss. Lazar thought it might be a bit much for Retta to absorb, but he could only watch with pride and awe as she fell into the role of his wife and mate like it had always been meant to be. She was not shy or soft spoken in the least and she laughed with Rhaos and his siblings heartily while sharing stories of her own childhood and getting her twin brother Calyb into trouble. Not once did she allow her body to not be touching his in some way, and this was something that Lazar’s siblings had detected right away and they would pass this on to others so that no young female tried to claim what was no longer available.

When they finally returned to his quarters, they had made love with such intensity and passion that it had stunned both of them. There was no denying it, both of them could feel the burning of their blood within them for each other, and now neither of them fought it. It had been the most incredible desire and fervent need that Lazar had ever experienced and only Retta could sate that need. It lasted until neither of them could rise from the bed, so exhausted as they were. Retta had simply curled into his embrace and Lazar drew her to him protectively and then they both fell asleep.

Lazar had awakened only a short time ago, by what he did not know. As he stood in front of the mirror everything seemed so much more clear. His senses were alive like they had never been before and he could almost feel the newfound power within him. He stared at the mirror, tilting his head oddly as he noticed something and he leaned closer still, reaching up and using his fingers to lift his upper lip. His eyes grew wider when he saw the tip of an additional fang next to his main incisor fang. He began to lean closer when Retta’s voice stopped him.

“Lazar?” 

Lazar turned quickly and saw her standing there, holding only the single sheet around her delicious body loosely. “Retta?”

“What… what is wrong?” She asked him.

“Nothing. Why?’

Retta shook her head. “No.” She said moving up to him. “The back of your left shoulder. That was not there before.”

Lazar turned his head, trying to look over his shoulder and finally he looked back into the mirror and saw the incredibly detailed tattoo. His eyes grew wide when he saw this, for while he had several tattoos on his body, this was not one he had done.

“Atle vada jorbhe!” He exclaimed. (What the hell)

Retta moved up to him and stood on his side as she lifted her hand and ran her fingers over the tattoo. “Una coi ter zoit.” Retta spoke. (It is not new)

Lazar saw her shift her body in the mirror and then he saw it on her left shoulder blade. “Retta!” He exclaimed once more turning and reaching around to grasp her shoulder and look at the exact same tattoo on her left shoulder. The head of a large black furred wolf with yellow and gold eyes and surrounded by different colored stripes of some kind that ended in points going off in all directions.

“Sibfla!” Retta gasped as she looked over her own shoulder at the tattoo now.

“Retta what is going on?” Lazar asked her.

“I don’t… I don’t know!” She answered him.

Lazar looked down at her, his eyes growing wider when he inhaled of her honey mint scent. It so much sweeter to him than it was just hours ago. It was so pungent and pure and all-consuming now. It filled his head as nothing ever had, as no female ever had. Retta looked up into his face and saw his wolf eyes now.

“What… what is wrong my love?” She asked him.

Lazar reached down then and wrapped his arms around her lower buttocks and lifted her into his grasp. Her arms went around his shoulders as she gazed down into his face. “Nothing is wrong.” He said with a smile. “I feel… I have never felt like this and I like it.”

Retta smiled as he walked back into the bedroom. “Like what?”

“So full of energy.” Lazar answered. “So much stronger.”

“Sit on the bed!” Retta ordered him and Lazar complied instantly. Lazar sensed it almost immediately. This was no longer a shy young female wolf in the middle of her first Phase. Retta was now fully a woman and the blood within her made her confident. The Alpha she wanted had claimed her and now she proud and full of herself, but not in any arrogant sort of way. She scooted closer to him on his lap, ignoring the feel of his wonderful manhood against her hairless center and she lifted her hands to either side of his head. “Let me…” She said softly as her hands flared a soft white in color.

Lazar looked at her hands, knowing the pain she could inflict with them if she wanted. That is something he would never feel again he knew and Lazar nodded his head instantly. He relaxed and closed his eyes as Retta inched her hands closer until they hovered just millimeters from his skin. She closed her own eyes and reached out with her Hadarian power, scanning his blood, the lipids, the vital signs, the molecules that made up his DNA, everything. Lazar could feel the warmth spread through his whole body and he remained still knowing that he would never need to fear this woman again. She was his, and he was hers, just as the words they had spoken the night before meant. Lazar could feel it within him now, feel her within his being, and they had always been meant for one another. He opened his eyes and saw her staring at him silently.

“What?” He asked.

Retta shook her head slowly. “I don’t… I don’t know.” She replied. “You are… you are different. But you are the same.”

Lazar grinned at her and his hands pulled her closer by her ass cheeks. “That does not really constitute a medical diagnosis Retta.” He said.

Retta slapped him lightly in his face and the old Lazar would have been stunned and in shock at such an action but he just smiled and looked at her with an even larger smile, dual fangs extending from his gums as he gazed at her with desire. His fangs did not surprise Retta for she knew this happened to anyone who was bitten by a Leonidas. The dual fangs were part of their bloodline and all it took was a small bit to make them appear in someone else. She had just never seen it happen so quickly. It usually took days or weeks, but for Lazar it had only taken a few hours. That was not normal.
“I want to taste you again.” Lazar told her leaning forward to nuzzle one of her firm, medium sized breasts.

Retta grasped his head and a smile. “You have worn me out.” She told him.

“You taste so good though.” Lazar said continuing to nuzzle her breasts and adding in a lick with his tongue every few seconds.

Retta gripped his head and reluctantly pulled his face away from her skin before her desire became too much and she was too aroused to stop him. “We must talk to my mother about this Lazar.” She said softly her eyes rolling into the back of her head when she felt his aura pulse her strongly. “Please my love.” She gasped.

Lazar detected the concern in her voice and while it was not pronounced it was there. He reigned in his aura and saw Retta open her dark green eyes once more to look at him. “You are worried.” He said to her softly.

Retta grasped his face tightly. “I have just discovered you!” Retta rasped out the words. “I do not want to lose you!”

Lazar tightened his grip on her even more, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. “You will not lose me Retta.” He said firmly. “Never. This… we are meant to be together… I can feel it within me.”

“I feel it too Lazar my love! I do!” Retta said as she stroked his bearded face. “Like it has always been there and now it is coming out.”
“Does it frighten you?” He asked.

Retta shook her head instantly. “Never! Not for an instant! And that is what is strange about it.”

Lazar stared at her for a few moments longer and then he took a deep breath, reaching up to stroke her cheek. “We will have eternity, so I will get many opportunities to taste you.” He said with a smile.

Retta pulsed him with her female aura and smiled. “Yes, you will. And I will taste you.” She said. “You have turned me into a tas varo you know.” (sex pot)

Lazar laughed heartily at that and brought her head down to his. “Forn wen aur tas varo Retta aur enyla.” He said. “Elly for innyne.” (You are my sex pot Retta my love. Forever and always) Then Lazar kissed her more furiously than he yet had up until this point and Retta only whimpered in unabashed delight as she returned the kiss with equal fervor. After a sensually long, lingering moment their kiss ended and he looked at her once more.
“It is still early… let me just hold you for another hour or so.” Lazar spoke. “Then we will go and see your mother.”

His words caused her whole body to flush in happiness and she pulled his head to her breasts and held him tightly as his arms tightened even more around her waist and back. “Hold me my love.” She said. “Hold me and never let me go!”

SPARTA'S WRATH 
ORBIT OF LORENU


The true definition of family did not finally hit Kadeer Imuma until the tattoo had appeared on his left shoulder. As clear and defined as those that had appeared on his children and the others of the Mahanlo Bloodline. Dynina, Jezima, Gorgo, all of them now had the same tattoo on their left shoulders. While it seemed to only confirm for the others what they already knew, for Kadeer it was life altering. His love for Maha had been absolute, of that there was no doubt, and that they were of two different species had not mattered to him or her in the least. Now, after discovering all the history they had in the last hours and with even more to discover, it was with the utmost honor that he now wore that tattoo. He had become part of something far greater than he had ever envisioned, his children with Maha a key part of that, and now him. They had gathered in the city’s massive Meeting Hall so that all of their people could look upon the future and be revitalized with hope for the future. It seemed to go on forever but it reality it had only been a few hours before Dynina and Martin and the others returned to SPARTA'S WRATH and he along with them.

The ship was an absolute marvel to Kadeer as he and his children stepped off the fast transport together. Perlae and Awser wanted to rush to show him everything, but Ishma reigned in their excitement as they were led to quarters on what he discovered had now become known as the Family Deck. It was here that Kadeer witnessed how close his people had become tied to these Lycavorians. The Vrrarhoinpa that he saw, Elynth and her mate Anthar, Torma and his own mate Isheeni, all the others, and even his own children’s Bonded Ones, they had part of the massive deck all to themselves with what would amount to personal quarters meant just for them. without really realizing it, the day’s events had taken their toll on everyone and Kadeer found himself falling asleep for several hours and then waking feeling refreshed. Ishma and the others had left him and he took the data pad with the schematics of this ship and began to make his way to where he could get something to eat.


Kadeer saw at least nine different species on his trek to the Lounge four decks above him, though he saw no rank on any of the uniforms. When he entered the Lounge, he looked around to get his bearings and saw Dynina sitting with several other Darastrixi, including Sarlana. He moved quickly to select some fruit he saw on the food line and then went to the table they all sat at.


Dynina quickly welcomed him with a kiss on his cheek. “Perlae tells me you fell asleep almost as soon as you sat down in your quarters.” She spoke.


Kadeer nodded his head sheepishly. “I did not think I was so tired.” He replied.


“I don’t think any of us realized how tumultuous the last days have been or the toll it has taken on us.” Sarlana spoke now. “Just a week ago we were on Ventori fighting for our very survival.”


“Is this… is this how it normally is?” Kadeer asked.


Sarlana and Dynina chuckled softly. “I have been with this family only a short time longer than Dynina and I can tell you from experience, in those few weeks I was more active than I had been for the previous three hundred thousand years. So yes… it is always like this.”


“And they act like it is second nature.” Amena spoke from her chair beside Nicha shaking her head in awe.


Nicha nodded in agreement. “To them it is.” She said.


Dynina nodded her head. “Avoi.” She whispered the word.


“We are departing in a few hours.” Kadeer said. “I have not seen Martin or Androcles since we came aboard. What are they doing?”


Dynina glanced up at him. “I would imagine they are preparing as well.” She spoke. “I don’t believe I have ever met two men who adapt so quickly to changing events. Sumar was like this as was my mate Makeb, but Martin and Androcles, they take it to the levels beyond.”

“What will we do now Dynina?” Amena asked.


“We will prepare for what we all know is coming.” Dynina answered. “We do not know when, and we do not know how, but we know it will come. All we can do is prepare and be as ready as we can be.”


“Doraanar?” Kenroe asked looking at her.


“Dynina is correct.” Sarlana answered. “We prepare. And we put our faith in those that have been chosen to lead us.” Sarlana looked around the table at them. “I cannot help but…”

Dynina looked at her. “Sarlana?”


“I cannot help but feel that we were kept apart for a reason.” Sarlana spoke softly. “You and those with you here Dynina, me with the Seed Mission, Nilantha with those on Jetania. I feel that this was done on purpose in order for us to discover each other when the time was right. It has been guided by some larger power to bring us all together now, at this time.”


“To shape the invisible.” Dynina said softly. “Just as Lady Reva told Martin.”


Nicha looked at her. “What do you mean Dynina?”


“Reva… she said that these Onab Seers only predicted events for another hundred years.” Dynina told her. “We have discovered each other now, all of us, in order to help and guide my staaniketo as he shapes the invisible. The future that no one can see.”


“Should… should one family have such power?” Amena asked now. “The power to influence so much?”

Sarlana shook her head slowly. “No, Amena they should not.” She said. “But what if it was a family that did not want such influence? I have been among them for weeks now my friends. Androcles, his father and mothers, his siblings, all of them hate how they are viewed by others but they cannot get away from it because it comes so naturally to them. They only wish to love and be loved by their family and those they have chosen to have a future with. Not one of them desires power or influence, yet it is theirs to command. Who better to lead than those who have no desire to lead? Who better to have that power than those who want nothing to do with that power? Who better to lead us than those who would give that power up at the drop of a hat without even thinking?”

“Avoi.” Dynina said softly.

“That is why we are here.” Sarlana said. “We will never control them, that is not possible to do, so our purpose, our mission is to guide them and make them see everything. From every direction and angle.”

“For us all.” Amena spoke.

Sarlana nodded. “Yes. For us all.”

SPARTA’SWRATH

DECK THIRTEEN

PORT SPACEDOCK LOUNGE


The lounge was empty and dark and that is just the way Martin liked it. The lounge was for when the ship was in spaceport and would only be used in case of an emergency, so it was empty and had not been used since SPARTA'S WRATH had left Dreamland. Martin lifted the bottle of the ancient Corona beer and took another swig of the ice-cold liquid. He had been surprised to discover that Andro had requested the beer be placed onboard and kept for his father and Uncle Danny should they ever want one. He should have known his son would plan for just about everything. He smelled and sensed him long before he ever entered the lounge and he waited until the door had opened and then closed and locked again before bending over and taking another bottle from the pack of twelve. Using his strength, Martin easily twisted off the cap and held out the bottle to the side as his oldest son moved up beside him.


“I figured you would come here.” Andro spoke as he took the beer from his father’s hand and lifted it to his lips. He took a long pull from the bottle and enjoyed the smooth taste as it went down. It was the only vice Andro allowed himself since he did not like the taste of Spartan Wine and only drank it when he had to at official functions. 


“Nice and quiet here.” Martin said as he stared out the view window at the stars before them. He lifted the beer in his hand. “Thank you for this son.” He said. “How many cases you got aboard?”


Andro chuckled softly. “I told the Brew Master to give me a quarter of his last batch.” He replied. “Sixty-two cases.”


Martin looked at his son and echoed his chuckle. “Expecting me to brood often I take it.” He said.


“No, not really.” Andro spoke. “I just know that this is how you process it all. You find a place like this. Quiet, out of the way, and you think. When I was small… we used to… Elynth and I would follow you and Torma to the top of Dragon Mountain and just watch you as you sat there while the sun came up or went down.”


Martin smiled and nodded his head. “I remember.”


Andro looked at his father surprised. “You knew?” He gasped. “We always thought… we thought we were sneaky to be able to get that close and not have you take notice.”


“We took notice.” Martin said. “We just never allowed it to show. I’m sorry Androcles.”


“Sorry? Sorry for what father?” Andro asked.


Martin waved his hand with the bottle around. “This. All of this. What is happening. This is… it is beyond anything that I ever imagined.”


“I think it is beyond anything any of us have ever imagined father.” Andro said with a smile now. “And I have a pretty good imagination according to Sadi or Carisia. And I have also heard our mothers talking about your imagination father.” He finished with a smile lifting his bottle of beer to him in a semi salute.


Martin laughed and looked at his son. “Yeah… yeah… I’m not going there.” He said seeing Andro laugh as well.

“Good idea.” Andro said.


“When you and Eli were born I just, I wanted so much more for you keto, for all of you. I didn’t want this life that we lead for my children.” Martin said turning back to look out the view window.


“Father, do you think for an instant that if this life was not what we wanted that we would be here? Especially now?” Andro asked him. “If you think that, you are wrong. We do this because we want to. We choose this life so that our children do not have to.”


Martin looked at him. “What about Achilles? Neesia? They did not choose this life. It was chosen for them long before any of us were ever born. It was chosen for me. It was chosen for you.”


“How do you know we would not have chosen this very life if given the opportunity?” Andro asked him. “I have heard so many people tell me it is easier for me than it is for you because I was born like I am. You have had to learn everything as you go father. That is the hardest thing to do. Knowing what you do now, do you think any of your decisions would have been different?”

Martin shook his head slowly. “No. And that is what scares me.” He answered.


Androcles nodded. “Elynth and I had this discussion not so very long ago.” He said. “It was when Dorian was born. His birth, it brought back the dreams as you know and we began… we began to question our purpose once more. But our purpose, it was also somehow clearer to us than before. I know that does not seem to make any sense but it is what we felt within us. Perhaps it was because Dori and Ryner were like us, or perhaps because once he arrived we could finally feel Laren and Ladur in the back of our minds.”


“What did you decide?” Martin asked him.


Andro shook his head and shrugged his broad shoulders. “Nothing. Because it did not matter how it came to be, only that it was.” He answered. “But we also made a vow to one another never again to question the decisions we had made up until then, or the ones that we would make in the future to come. Do we have regrets? Yes. I think we all do. It is how we go forward that determines who and what we are, not the regrets that we may have.”


Martin smiled at his son. “That’s pretty good.” He said. “Who told you that?”


Androcles met his father’s eyes. “You did father. The night before I departed for my Agoge.”


Martin chuckled. “I did huh?” He said. “I must have been really maudlin that night.” He said with a grin.

Andro laughed softly as well and took another pull from his beer. He moved to the single couch that faced the view window sat down as he too stared at the stars outside. Martin joined him after a moment, grabbing another beer and opening it. Andro looked at him.


“What are you contemplating father?” He asked finally.


“You don’t want to know.” He replied.


“Perhaps because it is the same thing that I have been thinking.” Andro ventured.


Martin nodded his head and looked at him. “Probably.”


“And?” Andro pressed him.


“I’m tired keto.” Martin spoke causing Andro to look at him intently. “I’m tired of our family, our blood being the blunt of everyone’s ire and ambition. I’m tired of discovering that I have lost family I did not know I had, without ever being able to know them. I’m tired of your mothers and your brothers and sisters being the target for midaeus who want to make a name for themselves because they don’t like me or they hate our blood.”


“You are speaking of staania Reva and Tenna Kelia aren’t you?” Andro said.


“I like to think of myself as a patient and tolerant man Andro…” Martin said. “…But these last years have stretched that patience and tolerance to their breaking point. I don’t know how much more I can take. If what Chiron thinks happened actually took place son, people are going to see a part of me that they have never seen before. A part that I have buried deep for a very long time. A part of me that only your Uncle Danny has ever seen.”


Androcles sipped his beer. “Perhaps that is what is needed father.” He spoke softly.


“I hope not.” Martin said.


“I am not interested in power for power’s sake…” Andro said softly after a long minute of silence. “But I am interested in power that is moral, that is right and that is good.”


Martin looked at his son. “Martin Luther King Jr.” He said.


“Yes. That is also you father, that has always been you.”


“The dead cannot cry out for justice.” Martin spoke. “It is a duty of the living to do so for them.”


Andro got to his feet and handed his beer to his father. “Lois McMaster Bujold.” Andro told him. “And that is you as well father.” He said before heading for the door. Martin Leonidas looked out at the stars and waited for the sound of the doors opening. 


“Androcles?” Martin called out. He felt his son stop and turn to look at his back. “The shackles will come off son. I won’t hold back.” Martin felt his son nod his head.


“Then so be it father.” Andro told him. “So be it.”   

SPARTA'S WRATH

KING’S QUARTERS

DECK TEN



“…Begun appearing on all of us as well Melda Min.” Aricia spoke to Dysea, Isabella and Cirith in the QCR Holo Com. “For'mya and I, all of you. Our children. We haven’t spoken to Anja yet but I imagine the same thing has taken place with her and our children on Jetania, really with anyone connected to our bloodline. I have never had a tattoo before and I… I kind of like it.” Aricia saw Dysea and Isabella smile in the transmission. “I do not know if this extends to those who we consider family but are not connected to us by blood, but given everything that Reva told us I suspect it does. We will know for sure when we see Daniel again.”


“How is… how is Martin taking everything Aricia?” Isabella asked from her chair beside Dysea. Cirith and Meral were also in the transmission, all four of them sitting close together in the room they were in. As always, the Queens of the Union were contemplative and intelligent, and all of them trusted Aricia’s intuition beyond a doubt.

Aricia was sitting on the couch in the large quarters, and she turned as For'mya came back into the huge main room with two mugs. She held one out to Aricia and she took the coffee while For'mya settled to the couch beside her with the mug of tea. 



“You know how duan enyla Martin is Bella.” For'mya spoke as she got comfortable. “He rarely shows anything outwardly.”

Isabella nodded her head in the transmission. “Yes, I know. And that infuriates all of us.”

“He hasn’t spoken to us yet but something else is bothering him greatly. His resonance is unsettled, confused and… and angry. Androcles’ too.” For'mya spoke. “That is alarming in and of itself, that it effects both of them in such a way, but that there is anger there is even more unsettling.”

“We can feel that as well.” Bella said softly. “But this… we have never felt something like this from him before For'mya. It is like a slow… a slow, burning anger. A terrible anger and it is simmering just beneath the surface. It is even beyond what we felt from them during… during Alba Tau.”


For'mya nodded her head. “I know.” She said gently trying not to remember what they had all felt during that time.


Aricia nodded her head. “He and Androcles learned something else while we were on the surface of Lorenu Bella, but they have not told anyone what it is. It has something to do with the phrase Ardorm Panur. We don’t know what this phrase means outside of its translation but whatever it is, it has caused Martin and our son both to retreat into themselves in a way we have never felt before.”

“Winter Wonder.” Cirith said softly. “You have no idea what this means Aricia?”


Aricia shook her head. “No, and that is what frightens us Cirith.” She said. “We have talked with Sadi and the others and Androcles has not shared it with them either. Something is going on aside from everything else that we have discovered and only Martin and our son know what it is right now. You, of all of us Cirith, have more knowledge of our people from their time on Lycavore because of your father and his position. Does this phrase mean anything to you?”


Cirith shook her head. “My father made me study many of the Lycavorian history scrolls that were not destroyed by Veldruk, but I have never seen this phrase before.”


Dysea shook her head. “That is not good.” She said softly. She looked at Aricia and For'mya in the transmission. “If they have not shared it with us yet, it can only be something horrible. Something even they are still trying to process.”


“We felt… we felt a flash of this when he killed the man who had beaten Anja so badly.” Aricia spoke. “We told no one, but it was there.”


“Is this why he is sending for us?” Cirith asked.


Aricia shook her head quickly with a smile of love. “No. He made that decision before they discovered whatever they have. He misses all of you terribly. We all do.” Aricia said with deep affection. “It is time we reunited and remained together. Our bed feels empty without you in it with us. And we are stronger together. All of us.”


Dysea nodded her head. “Yes, we are.”


“And me?” Meral asked now.


For'mya smiled warmly. “You are our family Meral. Martin would not keep you away. Jezima is expecting you as well.”

“Good.” Meral snapped playfully. “I didn’t want to have to hit anyone to get on that ship.”


“Daniel has dispatched the ARC ROYAL from Ventori to Honelze.” For'mya told them. “It should arrive tomorrow for you. Akemi will send a KADEN down for you. Martin wants NORMYA’S LIGHT and MJOLNIR’S HAND to remain at Manne so they are able to respond quickly with their Fleet Groups if something changes with the Svorag ship. The SPIRIT OF HADARIA and the SCIMITAR will join with us when we reach Jetania and deal with the fools there. Their two Fleet Groups will be sufficient against this Coalition. Whatever information or items they may have taken from Dynina all those years ago, they obviously have not been able to use them in any important fashion. They truly don’t realize how overmatched they will be. And after what that fool did to Anja, Martin will not play with them.”


Isabella reached out and took Dysea’s and Cirith’s hands in hers. “It will feel wonderful to have his arms around us again. To have you around us again.”

Aricia smiled and nodded her head. “Oh yes, it will.” She said.


Dysea sat back in her chair. “Koguth is more than capable of finishing the defenses here.” She said. “Have you spoken with Yuriko recently. She is… she is pregnant you know. She told us this two days ago!”


For'mya and Aricia’s faces beamed with happiness at this as For'mya leaned forward. “We have not had the opportunity to speak with her! Oh, Dysea… that is wonderful!”


Dysea nodded with a smile. “She felt Achilles and Neesia when Andro and Sadi stopped shielding them, and she did not want to…”


“Yuriko is as much our daughter as Andro is our son, no matter her blood.” Aricia stated firmly. “She always has been and she always will be. As will her children!”


Isabella chuckled now. “Believe me, I let her know that as I was scolding her for not telling her father and brother. Andro will let her know it too I think and she knows that.”


“Androcles will be absolutely thrilled!” For'mya commented.


“What does Martin intend to do on Jetania?” Cirith asked.


Aricia shook her head. “I don’t think he has made a determination yet.” She replied to the question. “There is something on Jetania that Reva says we need to discover, something left for him, but as for the fools there?” Aricia shook her head. “I don’t know.”


“His actions with them would have been better had they not done to Anja what they did.” For'mya spoke again. “He will not ever forget that, nor will he ever forgive it.”


“You felt what happened with Retta I take it?” Dysea asked.


For'mya nodded again. “Oh yes.”


“I do not think we need to worry about that.” Aricia said. “This Alpha that has claimed her, he is the son of Loras. They both have Mahanlo blood within them. How we do not know, but we will discover it I am sure.”

Isabella nodded her head. “We can feel them within us.” She said. “The son, this Lazar, he is much more pronounced the last few hours, as if whatever was hiding his Etheric ability has been removed, but Loras remains the same. A faint echo, but it is there.”


“How can they mask their bloodline?” Cirith asked now. “Even I know that is next to impossible to do.”


For'mya shook her head. “That we do not know as of yet either.” She replied. “One of the many things we will discover soon I hope.”


“We have discovered so much in these last hours.” Aricia said. “Answers to so many questions that we have asked for so long and yet now we have new questions.” Aricia looked at them in the transmission. “Questions that I am not so sure we want the answers to.”


All of them were silent for a long moment and then Dysea nodded her head. “I asked Daniel one night long ago, when we were just beginning to build Eden City. I asked him if he had ever seen Nauta Melme angry. Truly, deeply angry.” Dysea paused and then looked at them. “He did not want to answer at first but I pressed him on it.”

“Melda Min?” Aricia asked.


“All he would tell me is that it was a nightmare that would remain with him forever.” Dysea replied. “A nightmare that he hoped would never occur again for there would be no remorse the next time.”


This caused all of them to remain silent for several moments and it was For'mya who broke the long silence. “If what they have discovered is so terrible that Martin has not shared it with us yet, that Andro has not shared it with Sadi and Carisia and the others, then perhaps we do not want to know.” She said softly. “It does not matter to me. I am who I am because of his love for me. His love for all of us. That will never change.”


Isabella nodded her head and they saw Cirith and Dysea nod as well. “No, it will not. That could never change.”


“We must trust in our husband and mate. He will tell us when he feels the time is right.” Aricia spoke. “For now, for now let us come back together and be a family once more. Then we can decide where to go from there.”

SPARTA'S WRATH 
BRIDGE


Martin walked through the massive double doors of the bridge and stopped, letting his eyes take everything in. He had not come to the bridge on the trip here and now he regretted that. The bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH was the largest he had ever seen on a ship and that was saying a lot. He saw dozens of men and women working at their stations and even more of them that were moving between these different stations doing their duty. It was damned impressive as far as he was concerned. His eyes found Andro and Armen standing on one side of the bridge with Chiron and he immediately moved over to them, noticing that Armen had that now familiar Worker Drone perched on his shoulder again. As Martin grew closer he saw the thin crimson stripes that now adorned it’s flat, armored backside. 

“We are ready to depart King Leonidas. Another two hours to finish securing loading operations.” Armen spoke causing Martin to look at him with surprise.


“Armen… your… voice!” Martin gasped.


The huge Avatar nodded his head. “Yes, King Martin. With the assistance of Chiron, I was able to modify my vocal processors to speak as he does. More naturally I believed he described it.” As with Androcles, Martin had told Armen when he first came aboard that he was to use his first name. King Martin was obviously as far as he was willing to go.

“Very nice.” Martin said looking at Chiron. “Avi?”


Chiron nodded his head. “His vocal processors were slightly less sophisticated than Armen’s, so I allowed him to download these upgrades directly from my neural network. He was… happy to do so.”


Martin laughed. “Happy? Well that’s new for Avi.” He said with a smile. “My staania Chiron? Armen?” He asked looking at them.

Chiron nodded again and handed him the data pad. “Her stasis chamber is secured in the quarters Androcles specified. Armen has linked its power source directly to the life support system so that it remains steady. The chamber itself was never designed to be moved, but with the Worker Drones you have on board, especially this one Alpha Nine, they took care of everything.” 


Alpha Nine bounced slightly on its legs before moving to climb onto Andro’s shoulder. He smiled gently. “That was a compliment Alpha Nine.” Andro told the spider like drone. The drone seemed to gaze at Chiron for a few moments and then chirped once more.


Chiron turned back to Martin. “Lady Reva’s Sphere is with your mother Gorgo and Lady Aricia’s mother Dasha at the moment.” He said. “Armen has allowed me to access the internal ship’s sensors so that I can track her whereabouts, but I refused any further access. This is his ship and I do not wish to interfere in that operation.”


“He has earned it.” Andro spoke.


Chiron nodded his head. “Indeed.” He looked at Martin once more. “You have said you know where the device to transfer Lady Reva’s consciousness back into her own body is Martin?”


Martin nodded his head. “It’s on Jetania. Some place called the Mountain of Stone and Light.” He told them.


Chiron blinked in surprise. “And these Lycavorians have never discovered it?”


Martin shook his head. “Apparently, there was a time when Nilantha thought they would find it and she moved all of the Onab Seer painting and drawings, all of the prophecies to her ship under the northern ocean. They didn’t find it but she was being cautious and her decision was a good one. She doesn’t know exactly what it is, but after what Anja has told me about her, I think she may have some idea.”

Chiron nodded his head in approval. “Dadrien’s choice of Nilantha was a superior one. She is also not without her own skills in being able to avoid the actions of this Osrod’s father all those years ago and still continue her mission. To work behind the scenes so to speak as she has done, this trait is not normally found among the Darastrixi according to my information about their species.” 


Andro nodded in agreement. “Sarlana said the same thing father.” He added. “She is very excited to meet her.”

Martin nodded his own head. “I get the feeling that Dadrien had his talons in a lot more than we know of in order to get everyone this far.” He said. “My grandfather also proved to be very devious when he wanted to be, so I can see the two of them working together really well.”


Chiron smiled. “A unique trait that has obviously been passed down to you and your son Martin.” He said. “Lady Reva has had many laughs at how you have given your enemies, as she describes it, unexplainable fits of mental coordination.”


Andro laughed aloud at that while his father grinned broadly. “You mean he drove them insane.”


Chiron nodded his head. “Indeed.”


“Predictable is boring.” Martin answered shrugging his shoulders. 


“Yes, it is.” Chiron added.


Martin hesitated for a moment but Andro knew why and he looked at Alpha Nine on his shoulder. “Alpha Nine, low frequency white noise scrambling around us. Two-meter radius. Ten minutes.” Alpha Nine chirped twice as Armen moved closer within the two-meter cone and Alpha Nine’s red eyes blinked as he bounced once on Andro’s shoulder. He looked at his father. “We are good.”


Martin looked at Chiron. “Anything?” He asked.


Chiron shook his head. “Not yet.” He answered. “That is not surprising however, as I said before, Kesas Pengot is a very cautious man. He will be even more so if my hypothesis is in any way correct. You must understand Martin, the last time they heard from anyone with Mahanlo blood, aside from Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor, was when they left Cerath. It is very possible that they have believed for millions of years that they have been dead, and that your bloodline died with them. It may also explain why Lady Kelia’s life sign is not with the others.”


“Come again?” Martin asked.


“After my supposition to you in the Sanctum, I decided to do an intensive review of all the Packs that remained after the end of Vada Zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils.” Chiron told him. “In order to do this I had to open previously unopened archives that Lady Reva had sealed.”


“Why did she seal them?” Martin asked.


“I do not know.’ He replied.


Martin nodded his head in acknowledgment. “That doesn’t matter right now. What did you find out?”


“The Kirek Pack, the Nenay and Arhtai Packs all departed with Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor in command.” Chiron spoke. “The Nenay Pack was purer bloodline wise, behind only the Carbula and Kirek packs, but the Arhtai Pack was larger. It was Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten’s hope that the three Packs would breed together and become stronger. The probe’s data suggests another scenario.”


“The Arhtai Pack got greedy and power hungry.” Martin said softly.


Chiron looked at him with a nod. “Lord Nyser was the Patriarch of the Arhtai Pack when they departed. His mate was Lady Yelma. There were rumors even back then that she was the real power behind their Pack and that Nyser allowed her this role. The Arhtai Pack fought the Iais'Kai, they fought them hard, but they were never fully behind what Lord Daniho’s vision was. Over the years, the Arhtai pack and the Mahanlo Pack receded from each other and barely maintain civil relations. It was one of the main reasons Daniho and Ashten chose them to go with Lady Kelia.”


“If that was the case Chiron, if there was such bad blood between them, why risk such a thing.” Androcles asked now.


“You must understand Androcles, the Packs were different back then.” Chiron told them. “Daniho was chosen to be King by nearly every Lycavorian alive at the time. Only the leaders of the Chetak Pack truly opposed him, but that was not for ideological reasons. They simply felt they should be the ones in charge. Our people loved him Martin.” Chiron spoke looking back to Martin. “They trusted him to lead them and he did. They put their hope and future in him and he did not take that lightly. He led them in a direction designed for the future, and while it may not have been in the direction that some of them wanted, they followed without question because they believed in him. The many years of war changed all that. Not their belief in Lord Daniho or the others, that never faltered one bit, for the Mahanlo Pack had suffered just as much as they had and they knew it. Their hope for the future had begun to waver however. Daniho knew they needed a new start and that is why not one of the Packs disagreed with his plan to leave Cerath. In his vision of leaving they saw their chance at a future once more renewed.”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “War will do that.” He said softly. “He just never saw that others had more nefarious ideas in agreeing with him.”

Chiron nodded his head. “Not until it was too late, but very correct. During the last five hundred years of the war, the Arhtai Pack was hit hard by the Iais'Kai on several fronts.” Chiron said. “Lord Nyser and Lady Yelma lost their five oldest children in the same battle. They had requested support of course and Lord Daniho dispatched it as soon as he was able but there was already an ongoing operation that took priority. The attack against the Arhtai Pack was not expected and it took everyone by surprise. It was after this that relations between the two Packs deteriorated badly. The other Packs knew what took place and they accepted it as the sacrifices of war that they had all had to endure. As I said, the Mahanlo Pack suffered as much, if not more than all the others, for they were on the front in every battle fought. Daniho finally chose the Arhtai Pack to go with Lady Kelia because he wanted to repair this relationship and Kelia was the only one who had the personality to do it.”


“She was the peacemaker?” Martin asked.


Chiron nodded his head. “Lady Kelia, from what I understand and have heard from Lady Reva speaking of her, she could charm the pants off even one of these Semtolian Pit Vipers you despise so much Martin.”   

Martin looked at him with wide eyes. “How do you know about that?” He gasped. 


Chiron smiled. “Lady Reva ranted for nearly a week after discovering you had done this.” He replied. “I won’t begin to relay to you the words she used to describe you.”


Andro chuckled and Martin shook his head with a grin. “I don’t think I want to know.” He said.


Chiron nodded his head. “This is why Lord Daniho sent them with Kelia. He wanted her to repair the damage his actions had done.”


“They weren’t his actions Chiron.” Andro spoke now. “It was war.”


Chiron nodded his head. “I understand this but…”


“If what you think has taken place, then apparently the Arhtai Pack did not feel the same way.” Martin spoke.


“If this… if this is true, then it only cements their betrayal!” Andro snarled angrily.


“The twelve Packs that departed with Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten were the Carbula, Domara and Chetak Packs as you know already. The others were the Aoni and Olere Packs, the Taild, Aenthi, Utane and Ormck Packs and finally the Sainn, Drarr and Ekela Packs. Of the twelve Packs that went with him to Lycavore, the Carbula, Domara and the Aoni Packs were the purest of blood behind the Mahanlo Pack. The Utane, Ormck, Ekela and Taild Packs were those that were banished for their roles against the Mahanlo bloodline and they eventually died out. The other Packs, all of them, began to interbreed after several centuries on Lycavore. Many smaller Packs broke off with their own names from the central Packs, but they could all be tied back to the original Packs that arrived on Lycavore. You see now why Lady Reva and I have told you that your history is not wrong; it is simply just not complete.” Chiron explained as he looked at Martin. He turned to Androcles. “Your children with Lady Sadi, they will have the bloodlines of all the eight original Packs that remained on Lycavore Androcles. It does not now matter who or why, only that it is. The Onab prophecy stated that your son will unite with one who carries the blood of the three Packs that departed Cerath alone, thus reuniting the Packs as one. The exact wording was simple, unique and without question…”

“The one born of purest Mahanlo blood, his father with glowing blue orbs and his mother with green gems that glitter in the light, he will discover the one born of three bloodlines and they will unite the Lycavorian people a final time under their guidance. Never to be torn asunder again.”

“That is why Lady Reva has been protecting Lady Loras all of these years.” Chiron said. “I do not know what significance your daughter will play Androcles, for they did not see there would be twins, but given your bloodline I remain confident it will have a role in the future.”

“So Loras Ranev carries the blood of the three Packs that left alone?” Martin asked him now.


Chiron nodded his head. “Her Mahanlo blood is and always will be the dominant blood, but to answer your question, yes. She carries Arhtai and Nenay blood within her, probably from one or both of her parents, but it is there. Their union will reunite all the bloodlines from the original Packs on Cerath, just as the Onab foresaw.” Chiron looked at Androcles. “I can only theorize that the Pralor blood within you, this Praetorian gene as your mother Anja calls it, this has allowed you and your father to sense and in some cases, even see in different ways those that will share your lives in the future. It happened for your father in his dreams, it happened for you before you were ever born and now it has happened for your son in the same manner. In truth, it has happened to all of your children in some manner Martin.” Chiron spoke turning back to him. “It is why they are so confident in the decisions on who they will spend their lives with. They can feel it in their blood.”

“Wow!” Andro commented. “Like no pressure there Chiron.” He said.

Chiron nodded his head knowing the context of what Andro meant. “I do not have the ability to sense the emotions that you feel, but Lady Reva has explained to me in detail about it, or tried to at least. It is a burden that the Mahanlo blood has carried since the very first day and you have not shirked what your blood calls for you to do. This has given Lady Reva comfort through the years.” 
Martin took a deep breath and there was silence between them for a long moment before he nodded his head. “Back to business.” He offered softly. “Dwelling on the past has never been a strong suit of mine.”

Chiron nodded his head. “As we have determined, the Mahanlo blood is being masked within her somehow, but it is there. The same can be said for the children she has already mothered.”


Andro shook his head. “Not anymore.” He spoke.


Chiron looked at him. “What do you mean?”


“Loras’ son Lazar has claimed my daughter Retta in the old way Chiron. They bit each other.” Martin spoke. “A few hours ago, whatever was masking his presence went away. His Etheric resonance is a clear echo to us now, so I can only assume that whatever was masking his bloodline is also gone. He is tied very tightly with my daughter’s resonance within the Etheric realm.”


“Can others detect this?” Chiron asked.


Martin shook his head. “Not unless they have Mahanlo blood in them, or have sufficient Etheric ability to detect his resonance. So far that ability seems to be limited to my family and a few other Lycavorians and Pralors that are close to us. Jomann for example. No one else among our people, that we know anyway, none of them has developed Etheric powers beyond a Tier Six level. The vast majority of those are either Durcunusaan or members of Mjolnir’s Hand. And any one of them has had ample opportunity to take out me or any member of our family for decades now. I trust them Chiron.”

“Then so shall I.’ Chiron spoke. 


Martin nodded his head. “Good.”


Chiron nodded his head. “Jomann I can understand, for he has Kirek blood within him, as well as the Praetorian gene that is within you and your family. Wayonn and Murano have the ability to detect her Etheric resonance as you say, but not her true bloodline. Murano is not Lycavorian and Wayonn’s mate was from the Aoni Pack” He said.


“May I make a supposition King Martin?” Armen spoke now.


They looked at him. “Go for it Armen. I trust yours and Avi’s suppositions more than most people’s facts.” Martin answered him.


Chiron glanced at Martin when he said this and contained the smile that would have split his normally stoic Avatar face. The Onab had made one prophecy that had already come true it seemed given how Martin and his family treated Armen and Avi and the Worker Drones all around them.


“I have reviewed the data that Chiron has given to me.” Armen spoke. “From a tactical 

Sense his theory is sound.”


Martin looked at Chiron with a grin and Chiron shrugged his shoulders. “Armen is a Tactical Avatar where as I am not. It made logical sense to have him review my findings.”


Martin smiled and looked back at Armen. “Ok.” He said. “And?”


“Based on the facts and the reason of the information presented so far, it is only logical to assume that since Loras Ranev nor her parents are from Ventori as Chiron has told you, then they must be from one of these three planets that you have discovered. That can only lead to the confirmation of Chiron’s theory.” Armen spoke.


Martin and Andro nodded. “We’re with you so far Armen.” Andro spoke for them both.


Armen nodded his head. “And if they indeed have this bloodline masking item or device or whatever it is within them, then someone knows they are there.”


Martin nodded smiling at Armen’s use of slang in his sentence structure. “Ok.”


“It is also logical to theorize that whoever put this masking device within them knows exactly where they are.” Armen said evenly. “And they know the purpose of hiding their true bloodline.”


Andro looked at his father then, putting it together a little faster than him. “Kesas Pengot did this.” He said finally.


Armen nodded his head. “That would be the logical conclusion.” Armen spoke. “From a tactical standpoint. Chiron has already stated Loras Ranev’s parents did not come from Ventori and were not part of the Seed Mission there. It is the only option that is viable.”


“Unfortunately that confirms that there indeed was a coup against Lady Kelia and Lord Lylor.” Chiron spoke. “And a… an attempt at the cleansing of the Mahanlo bloodline like on Lycavore.”


Andro looked at Armen. “Armen?” He asked.


Armen nodded his head. “Again, from a solely tactical aspect Androcles, that is the only conclusion that can be reached.” He spoke.


“And Kesas Pengot sent Loras’s parents to Ventori to safeguard our bloodline. In case, in case anything happened to the rest of them.” Martin spoke softly, his genuine respect for the man jumping a hundred-fold and he had not even met him yet.


“We are talking about the genocide of an entire bloodline.” Chiron spoke once more. “If Kesas Pengot devised a way to hide the Mahanlo bloodline, he learned of it from the Onab. It is the only way he could know such things.”


“That doesn’t explain why Tenne Lylor and Tenna Kelia are still in stasis.” Andro spoke. “Or their three children.”


Chiron’s eyes grew a little wider. “Perhaps it does.” He spoke.


Martin looked at him. “Why? How?”


“Think about it out of the box Martin Mahanlo Leonidas.” Chiron said. “Think like you normally think.”


Martin was silent for a long moment as he stared at Chiron, his mind flipping through scenarios left and right and tossing them aside when they didn’t figure into what he was searching for. It took all of six seconds but Martin lifted his head higher and looked at his son as they both came to the same conclusion and the same time.


“Pawns.” Martin said softly his jaw tightening in anger. “They are pawns.”


Armen blinked several times. “Pawns?” He inquired.


“Pawns in a much more insidious game.” Androcles growled softly.  


Chiron nodded his head slowly. “The Arhtai Pack is using Lady Kelia as leverage against the Kirek Pack and whoever might be aligned with them. If they attempt anything then they will kill her.”


Andro shook his head. “That isn’t all of it.” He said “It can’t be. There has to be more to it.”


Chiron nodded his head. “I would agree with that statement, but until we make contact with Lord Kesas, we are only guessing.”


Andro looked at his father with wide eyes now. “Medwan… mother, Retta, Zarah, all of them could be in danger!”


Chiron looked between father and son. “I do not understand.” He said. “What do you mean?”


“You do not send someone into hiding without a means to monitor their safety.” Armen spoke now. “And if you have a means of monitoring them, then so do your enemies.”


Chiron’s eyes grew wide now. “Sibfla!” He swore in very un-Avatar fashion. “That would mean that the Arhtai Pack has agents on Ventori and Jetania. Looking for what Kesas Pengot is trying to hide!”


Martin nodded his head. “And Lazar Ranev just claimed my daughter Retta. She has my blood in her.”

Chiron met his eyes. “And your blood, the blood of your children, it descends directly from Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten. The purest of all.”

“Retta bit him.” Andro said softly. “Her bite must have…”

Martin nodded his head. “…unlocked whatever it was blocking his own bloodline and resonance and exposed his Mahanlo blood to whoever is looking for it.”
“We do not know this for sure Martin.” Chiron said finally. “The facts do not all add up.”

“This is not about facts anymore Chiron.” Martin spoke.

“This is about instinct.” Andro echoed his father and turned to Armen. “Armen… inform everyone that they have fifteen minutes to finish their operations. Then plot an immediate Portal Jump to Jetania!”

Armen nodded his head and turned to begin issuing orders as Martin lifted his hand and tapped his jaw.

“Denali?” He barked.

“Father?” Deni’s voice answered instantly, though full of surprise. 

“Where are you?” Martin asked his second pureblood son.

“Hmmm… Lisisa, Arduri and I are with…” Denali sounded almost embarrassed and Martin understood completely.

“Forgive me keto.” Martin spoke. 

“Father what is it?” Lisisa’s voice broke into the COM now, a little out of breath but clear and focused.

“Gather our family in the landing bay by the PREMONITION Lisi.” Martin spoke clearly but quickly. “All of them Denali. Including Wayonn and Murano. We’re departing for Jetania in fifteen minutes. Your mother, sisters and all of our family with them may very well be in some serious danger. We’re going in under Crimson Protocols Denali.” 
“Nubou!” They heard Denali hiss aloud. “We’ll meet you there in six minutes father!”

Martin turned to Andro now. “Break out the Pralor weapons keto.” He spoke. “I’m not going to jack around anymore. With anyone.”

Andro nodded and began heading for the bridge doors. Martin turned to Chiron. “I want you to send another message Chiron.”

“Of course. What should it say?” Chiron asked.

“Tell Kesas Pengot we are going to secure our bloodline on Jetania.” Martin told him. “And tell him, tell him that he had better answer you Chiron, or I’m going to come there and put my size ten and a half boot so far up his fat Lycavorian ass he’ll be singing soprano for a motherfucking decade! Then I’m going to go and dance a fucking death tune on the Arhtai Pack and get my Tenna back! The days of beating down the Mahanlo bloodline because you don’t like us are done! Over! Kaput! You tell him that!”

Chiron blinked at the heat in Martin’s voice but could say nothing as Martin had already turned and headed for the double doors off the bridge. Chiron watched his back until the doors closed behind him and then he let the smile slowly split his face.

“Martin Mahanlo Leonidas. If only you knew how much you and your son sound like Lord Daniho.” Chiron spoke to no one in particular. “It is long past the time for fear to become part of the equation again. For all of us.” Chiron looked down at the floor and saw Alpha Nine looking up at him with those red orb eyes. He bent down and picked up the Worker Drone. “Come Alpha Nine… we have a message to send. A message that will send ripples of the past to the future. And what a shockwave it will be.”
JETANIA

Lazar had been very nervous when Retta brought him to the Medical Center to meet with her mother. He had claimed her daughter in the old fashion of their people and he had done it completely by instinct. He did not know how well that was going to go over with Anja or the others. He thought for sure there would be anger in her eyes and her mannerisms but he could not have been more wrong.


Anja could feel the Etheric resonance of her daughter as easily as if she was breathing. That resonance told her all she needed to know, for Retta’s Etheric echo and her female aura did nothing but pulse with love for the tall and handsome Lazar. Anja could see how things had gone, for Retta hid nothing from her mother. Anja could see how Retta had surrendered to his male aura at first, but then how Lazar had kept his promise to her and allowed her to show him what Anja and other pureblood and turned females within the Union knew from experience. It was so much more glorious when the woman in your life had her wits and her senses to control of her own free will. Then she could show you pleasures that you had never seen. Anja could feel the passion and desire within each of them for each other and it was focused and so very pure. Just as her love and desire for Martin and her fellow Queens was a powerful beacon, now so was Retta and Lazar’s love and desire for each other.


Lazar would not make eye contact with his mother at first until he sensed that she was not angry with him for taking Retta. Instead he felt happiness within her and acceptance for how things had turned out. Her aura towards him, as with Anja’s, radiated warmth and happiness for both him and Retta.


Lazar sat on the medical table shirtless as Anja’s glowing white hands slowly moved over his head and shoulders and upper body. It was truly magical to him what Retta and her mother could do and he simply sat there unmoving trying to be a good patient. Retta knew how close Lazar was with Rhaos, he considered him to be a true brother just as his friend Laon was and Retta demanded that Lazar make sure he was there as well. He had witnessed what her mother had done to him on their ship anyway so he already knew of their healing power. He stood in the corner of the Medical Center behind Loras quietly, taking everything in.


Anja finally stepped back and lowered her hands. “How do you feel?” Anja asked him.


“Alive!” Lazar answered her instantly.


Anja chuckled softly and glanced at Loras with a smile before turning back to him. Loras moved up beside Anja, a warm smile on her face as she looked at her oldest son. “That is not what she meant Lazar.” She told him.


Anja looked at him. “Do you love my daughter Lazar?” Anja asked him though she could see the answer on his face whenever he looked at Retta.


Lazar turned and looked at Retta. “More completely than I have ever loved anything.” He replied softly. “She is…”


Anja held up her hand quickly. “I don’t need the details!” She interjected.


“I do!” Rhaos exclaimed from behind his mother.


Anja laughed aloud as Loras turned and looked at him. “Should I inform your mother of your voyeuristic tendencies Rhaos Kyer?” She asked him in a mock stern voice seeing his eyes go wide.


Rhaos shook his head quickly as Retta giggled. “Carians joa!” He exclaimed.


Loras smiled at him as she turned back to Lazar. Anja rested her hand on Lazar’s forearm and looked at him. “You would not have been able to hold Retta’s attention if your feelings for her were not true Lazar.” Anja told him. “She would have sensed this within you. You have nothing to fear from me young man, nor from anyone who is her family. So, put that out of your head.”


“Does that include her father and her brothers?” Lazar asked.


Anja smiled and waggled her hand back and forth. “They’ll give you grief I’m sure, but they will honor what their sister has chosen and accept it. And they will stand with you through anything.” Anja could almost see Lazar relax even more. “Now I ask again, how do you feel?”


“That is the word I used Lady Anja.” Lazar answered. “Alive! My mind… I have seen so much that I never dreamed could exist!”


Anja nodded her head. “That comes from Retta’s Etheric power and the memories her father and I shared with her when she was conceived. You know that.”


Lazar shook his head. “Yes, I know that much. She explained this to me. When I say, I feel alive… it is what I mean.”


Anja looked at him oddly. “How so?”


“I feel… I feel…” Lazar struggled to try and explain it but Retta moved close to him and put her hands on his arm and chest. 


“Say what you feel my love.” She told him. “Hold nothing back from our mothers.”


Lazar looked at her and pulled her close with one arm and nodded his head. He looked at Anja. “I feel more alive. I have more energy within me, my senses are even more acute than before we claimed each other. All of them. Retta told me of the Etheric portion of her family and what you can do… I understand that part.”


Anja smiled and shook her head. “You haven’t met her father, her brothers or her sister yet.” She said. “There is a lot more to it with them.”


Retta smiled. “I didn’t feel the need to try to explain everything at once mother.” She said sheepishly. “We were preoccupied.”


Anja smiled and laughed softly. “I’m sure.” She said.


“It is not that.’ Lazar continued. “It is a physical sensation. I truly feel more alive Lady Anja. Stronger, faster, more alert and aware of everything around me.”


“His scent is stronger too mother.” Retta spoke. “Even more than from before he claimed me. It is… it is more pungent to me.”


Rhaos had moved closer and now he stepped up beside Lazar with a grin. “I have been telling you for years to take more bathes fervon.”


Retta laughed happily and hit Rhaos in his chest with her fist. Loras and Anja both took notice of this interaction and how seamlessly Rhaos seemed to accept Retta and Lazar claiming her.


Anja looked at her daughter and shook her head. “I can’t detect anything odd Jonia hara.” Anja said using Andro’s nickname for her. “Not without a full medical work up with our equipment. The medical technology in use here does not come close to ours and couldn’t tell us the same things Retta. You know that.”


“I don’t need technology to tell me something I already know mother.” Retta said with the confidence of an Alpha female.


Rhaos took that time to look at his longtime friend and he noticed the wolf’s head tattoo on Lazar’s left shoulder. It was incredibly detailed and an exceptional piece of work from what he could see. He moved from the corner and reached up and ran his fingers across the tattoo.


“When did you get this done Lazar?” He asked. “This is new.”


Retta saw what he was looking at and she nodded her head. “And then there is this mother?” She spoke.


“What?” Anja asked.


Retta used her hands to turn Lazar sideways on the table and she showed her mother the tattoo. “This was not there last night mother.” She said before reaching up and pulling aside the shirt she wore of Lazar’s. She had not wanted to put her full Drow Scout armor back on and she instead chose to go with the lower portions of the armor and one of Lazar’s shirts. She exposed her own left shoulder and saw her mother’s eyes go wide. “And I did not have this last night either. They were there when we woke this morning however.”

Anja looked at Loras now with wide eyes, her expression mirroring Anja’s. Lazar and Retta both saw their faces and Lazar leaned forward. “What is it?” He asked.


Anja turned back to him and Retta and she reached up to unfasten her Armorply armor. She removed the upper chest portion quickly to reveal the t-shirt that covered her and then she pulled down the corner of the shirt to reveal her left shoulder. Retta gasped as she saw the identical tattoo and she grabbed Lazar’s arm as he got to his feet in shock.


“What is this?” He exclaimed looking at his mother. “Mother?”


Loras turned slightly and pulled aside the shirt she wore over her shoulder and they saw the identical tattoo on her skin, though it was faint and not fully as clear as it was on Anja, Retta and himself.


Retta’s green eyes were wide as she looked at her mother. “Medwaw what is happening here?” She stammered.


Anja looked at her. “Something happened after we left the Etheric connection with your father and the others.” She said. “Zarah and Normya filled me in on a little of what was said this morning but…”


“What did they say?” Retta demanded. “Do not hide anything from me mother!”


Anja shook her head quickly and reached up to lightly caress her daughter’s cheek. “You know I would not do that Retta.” She said warmly. “Zarah, Normya, Kalis, Serale, anyone who has our blood within them, Mahanlo blood, they all have this tattoo on their left shoulder now.” Anja explained to her. “Anyone touched by our bloodline, your father’s bloodline, they will have it as well.”


Retta looked at Lazar quickly. “We… we bit each other.” She gasped.


Lazar nodded his head. “I am not unhappy about that Retta.” He spoke with a smile.


Retta shook her head and slapped his shoulder playfully causing him to smile even wider. “Neither am I fool!” She hissed at him happily. “But that doesn’t explain your mother. And why is the tattoo not fully formed on her skin like the rest of us?”


Lazar saw what she was saying and looked at his mother now. “Mother?” He asked.

Loras shook her head, unwilling to tell Lazar what she had seen on the Oracle’s ship or what Anja had already told her. She could feel Achilles within her, albeit faintly. It wasn’t anywhere near the power it was when she had been in the Etheric connection, but his presence was still there and so very warm, loving and comforting.


“I don’t know keto.” She said.


Anja looked at Loras for a long moment, different scenarios going through her mind at a thousand miles a minute. It was one of the things that Martin and her fellow Queens had told her countless times that they loved about her the most through their years together. Her mind was incredible at being able to look at a situation from every angle without Anja actually having to focus her attention and think about it. 
“Loras, do you mind if I try something?” She asked.


Loras met her eyes. “Like what?”


“I can run a preliminary blood screening right here.” Anja spoke. “Your equipment is able to do that.”


“Blood screening?” Loras asked. “Anja why?”


“To test a theory that just popped into my head.” Anja replied.


Loras looked at Lazar and then back to Anja and she nodded her head. “I don’t see the issue with that, but you will not find anything.”


Anja nodded her head. “Probably not, but it couldn’t hurt.” Anja reached up and touched her jaw. “Kalis?” She spoke aloud, not wanting to hide anything from them.


Kalis’ voice responded instantly as Anja knew he would. While they could not hear him answering her, she made certain they heard all of her end of the conversation. “Mandri, get my Kit Bag from the STRIKER and then you and Serale join me here in their Medical Center. I want to run some tests.”


“Is everything alright Tenna Anja?” Kalis asked protectively.


Anja smiled and nodded her head. “Yes, everything is fine. Just get my bag and meet us here.”


“Five minutes.” Kalis answered.


It did not seem like it took five minutes as Kalis was there within three minutes at least, Serale clutching Anja’s bag in one hand and Kalis’ hand in the other. Anja took the P9 from within the bag and set it up on the table where Lazar had been sitting. She turned to both Lazar and then Loras with the small medical device in her hand.

“This is a blood sampler. I’m just going to touch it to your arms and that is it.” Anja spoke.

Lazar and Loras both nodded their heads and Anja touched it to their forearms quickly and drew a miniscule drop of blood from each of them. Gone were the days of drawing vials of blood to do simple tests and it more than pleased Anja when she discovered this so long ago on Earth, as well as her own heritage. She processed the samples within the Injector and then took the small chip out of the bottom and plugged it into her P9. Anja had Avi transfer quite a bit of files to her personal P9, mostly from the main Hadarian Medical Computer on Earth, and now she could do most everything she wanted to do off of her P9 computer. She also guarded it with a purpose for if it ever fell into the wrong hands it would not be good.


Anja straightened back up and looked at Loras. “I’m running a simple blood analysis.” She told her. “It will compare your samples with those already in the database on my computer which is quite extensive.”


Loras looked at her oddly. “Our blood samples should not be in your database Anja.” She spoke. “We have only just…”


The P9 beeped loudly, interrupting her words and Anja turned back to the screen. “That was quick.” She spoke as she touched the small console and brought up the results for all of them to see. “Saoi sibfla!” Anja gasped as the readings appeared on the screen.


“Mother?” Retta asked as she stepped closer to her and looked at the screen. Her own eyes grew wider and she looked quickly to Lazar.


His dark eyes filled with surprise and he reached for her. “Retta?” He asked his voice filled with concern.


Loras looked back and forth between them and then turned to Anja. “What is it?” She asked.


Anja turned and looked at Loras. “Loras… I thought you said you were born here on Jetania?” 


Loras moved closer to her. “I was, why? What… Anja what have you found?” 


“And your parents?” Anja asked her. “You said they were born on Ventori?”


Loras nodded her head. “Yes. Anja what are you saying? What did that thing tell you?” She asked moving closer to her.


“Loras… you and… you and Lazar, and I would guess your children with Warim as well… you have Mahanlo blood in you.” Anja told her. “You have our blood within you.”


Loras laughed softly at this and shook her head. “That isn’t possible Anja.” She said feeling relieved. “Being able to… being able to feel Achilles is one thing… but having the same blood is not possible.”

Lazar looked between his mother and Anja. “Who is Achilles?” He asked.


“Blood doesn’t lie Loras.” Anja told her ignoring Lazar’s question for the moment. “It’s a different strain than what is within me, Retta and the others of our family but it is unmistakable to say the least.” She motioned to the computer screen. “Look here… do you see these DNA strands here? These are the Mahanlo bloodline strands. All of us have these strands within our blood molecules. They are uniquely unmistakable from the other Lycavorian strands because of the Mahanlo bloodline. The Mahanlo bloodline has a much higher red blood cell count than normal and their blood has a Thrombin level ten times that of normal Lycavorians, which in turn makes up part of the DNA strands. The Mahanlo bloodline and their Gene Regulation stands out from others. It cannot be reproduced or copied but it is very distinct.” Anja adjusted the screen and beside the two samples that were already there a third came up. “Look… this is a sample of Martin’s blood. Do you see the individual strands here? You see how they are brighter and thicker?”


Loras nodded her head. “Yes.”


Anja nodded and shifted her finger to the images of hers and Lazar’s samples. “And these are you and Lazar.” She said. “They are different, but these three strands are identical. Which, in laymen’s terms means we are related Loras. Leonidas blood, Mahanlo blood, it will always be dominant over different Lycavorian bloodlines because of the unusually high red cell count and the Thrombin levels.”   

“Are you… are you saying we are related?” Lazar gasped looking at Retta.


Anja nodded her head. “Based on what I am seeing here, there is Mahanlo blood in both of you, but it is genetically different than ours. As if it came from another source within the same family.” Anja looked at Lazar and her daughter. “It is why the attraction between the two of you was so much more intense. The wolf blood within us will always yearn for the most powerful bloodlines to be together.”

“So we… we are related?” Retta asked.


Anja nodded her head slowly. “Yes… but by many thousands of generations Retta.”


Retta looked at Lazar then and saw the worry in his eyes, but she ended that instantly and wrapped her arms around his waist and allowed him to pull her tightly to him. Lazar lowered his head to the top of hers and affectionately nuzzled her dark red hair while pulling her even closer.


Anja smiled and then looked at Loras. Her face had a look of disbelief on it and she reached for her in comfort but stopped when Serale’s voice echoed. “Anja… look?”

Anja turned and saw Serale looking at the results of the samples on the screen. “Serale?”


Serale pointed to some of the other results. “Look at the differences in the gene regulation Anja.” She spoke. “Lazar’s is much higher than his mother which should not be the case. They should be the same, yet it almost looks like Loras’ is being diminished somehow.”


Anja looked back fully to the screen. “Diminished?” She spoke as she looked at the screen.


Serale nodded her head. “My mother taught me Cellular Protein Structures. It was an incredibly boring class but it does allow me to tell them apart as if it is second nature. These bluish proteins in Lady Loras’ blood are not in Lazar’s, and they also seem to be somehow shielding the Mahanlo proteins. Swarming around them.”


Anja blinked suddenly. “Not shielding.” She said softly as she looked at Serale. “They are hiding them.”


“Hiding?” Loras asked. “What do you mean?”


Anja looked at her. “It’s why we did not detect it right away within you and Lazar. We are not… we are not pureblood. Our sense of smell is good, better than average actually, but it is not anything as powerful as Martin or Andro or any of our pureblood children.”


Serale nodded her head as Anja spoke. “These proteins would definitely alter the scent.” She spoke confidently. “They would not register to the Olfactory Epithelium of a turned wolf, or even a normal pureblood Anja.”

Kalis looked at his beautiful Serale with an odd face. “An olfactory what Serale?” He asked.

Serale met his eyes and smiled lovingly at him. “It is how we tell scents apart my love.” She answered him. She saw recognition come over his face and Kalis turned to look at Rhaos, who held up his hands defensively.

“Don’t look at me…” He spoke quickly. “I have no idea what they are talking about. They lost me a long time ago.”

Serale chuckled and turned back to Anja. “Look at how the proteins are swarming Anja.” She said. “Only someone with a highly evolved sense of smell, a sense of smell not typically found in normal pureblood Lycavorians would be able to muddle through the garbage proteins and detect the differences.”

Anja met her eyes. “Only a pureblood of Mahanlo descent.” She said softly. “But why are they present in Loras’ blood and not Lazar’s”

“These masking proteins are not permanent Anja. I would hazard a guess and say when Retta and Lazar bit each other, when they claimed each other, that the more powerful Mahanlo proteins simply eradicated those that were masking his true bloodline.” Serale answered. “I’m no expert… but I would have to say that these masking proteins were purposefully introduced into their blood, and given their cellular structure, they would pass from mother to child in the womb.”

Anja turned quickly to look at Loras once more. “Loras where are your parents?” Anja asked.

“What? They are in Warim I would assume. They operate a small shop where my father sells trinkets that he and my mother make. Why?” Loras answered.

Anja was about to answer when she staggered against the table and Retta slumped against Lazar as their minds were suddenly filled with the most wonderful sensations of love and family. Loras and Kalis reached for Anja at the same time.

“Anja what is wrong?” Loras demanded as she gripped her hands.

“Tenna Anja?” Kalis blurted out the words as he held her arms. Her was still learning of his Etheric abilities and was not attuned to his family’s resonance. He had been angered at this first until Andro had told him it would come in time and with concentration and not to rush it. It took only a few seconds longer and then Kalis felt it too.
“Oh boy!” Anja gasped. “Martin… Martin is here!” She spoke as his beautiful aura and Etheric resonance swarmed all around her. “Martin and our family are here!”

“All of them!” Retta gasped as she held Lazar’s arms. She looked at her mother intently. “Medwaw… they are not…”

Anja nodded her head. “They are not happy in the least!” Anja gasped aloud. 
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SIX KILOMETERS NORTHEAST OF 
MOUNTAIN PACK HIDDEN BASE


On the nights when the breeze was blowing in from directly north, the scent of the ocean reached this far inland and you almost felt like it was just over the mountain horizon and not eight kilometers away. The cave was a special place for Taris Ranev and would forever remain so after the last night. She had discovered it six years ago, concealed behind the huge waterfall that dropped five hundred meters to the valley below. It wasn’t large, equal in size to the main room of the home in Warim where she had grown up and through these past years she had added many different things to make it a unique spot for her to come and read her books and conduct her Black Watch schooling. 

Last night however, it had become the place where both she and Anoria had surrendered to the feelings and emotions within them for each other. It had been a glorious night of simple exploration and taste. The pull to each other was too much to resist any longer and both young women had set about to discover all they could about each other. 

This morning they simply sat facing each other, their long legs stretched out across each others’ and their naked skin touching in as many places as they could manage. The thick, skin blanket was huge and it covered a large portion of the inside of the cave. It was actually several different skins from the local Nakoc herds that covered the mountains in large numbers. Large four legged animals that provided much of the meat to the surrounding cities. Taris had stitched them together and brought the plush, Nakoc skin rug here one night several winters ago. Their breasts were pressed against one another as they shared the deep and loving kiss. Anoria’s white blond hair was slightly longer than Taris’ and it cascaded over one shoulder and mingled with Taris’ lustrous black locks. Their bodies still hummed from the previous night of exploration and the discovery of new pleasures that neither of them had known could exist. That they were both fully in Phase made it all the harder to resist one another and they both gave up trying. Now however, now they were so very happy they had.


Their passion for each other had quelled the rising need for the man who would claim them both, and it brought them so much closer together. Their female scents saturated the cave, the aroma of sexual arousal easily detected, but to them it was so wonderful and natural. Soon they would not need to wait for both of them could feel the wolf that would claim their hearts and souls within them and he was getting closer.


Taris drew back from their kiss and Anoria’s arms tightened on her waist and she tried to grab those delicious lips with her teeth. Taris giggled softly and reached up to brush some of her hair from her face.


“Why… why didn’t you tell me?” Taris asked her finally.


Anoria pulled her even closer. “And what was I to say?” She asked. “Taris Ranev I want to taste you and make you cry out in bliss? I want you to taste me and make me howl your name in desire?” Anoria smiled. “Somehow I could just not get up the nerve to say that, even though I very much wanted too.”


“The Oracle?” Taris asked.


Anoria nodded her head. “She said it would be best to wait until you discovered it for yourself. She could sense it within you, I could sense it within you, but like me at first you could not determine what it was. It was only after I saw the picture of us, with him, that realization fully came to me.”


Taris nodded her head and leaned over slightly to kiss her shoulder gently. “I as well.” Taris agreed with her. 


“Do you think he looks as he does in the picture that we saw Taris?” Anoria asked her. “He is so very handsome if he does.”


Taris met her eyes. “Does it matter?” She asked. “He will love us more than we can stand. And we will love him equally as much as we do each other.”


“I have always wondered how we would first meet.” Anoria said softly. “How he would take us in his arms and…”


Taris smiled at her with sexual energy. “Nubou jar itori?” (Fuck us silly)  

Anoria burst out in laughter as she nodded her head. “Jainn!” She exclaimed.

Taris stared into her eyes. “Sune dremsa tor panuros Anoria.” She said softly. (Last night was wondrous)


Anoria smiled lovingly and reached up to cup her face in her hands. “El lae aen fan.” (For me as well)

“I will never want it to stop.” Taris said honestly.


Anoria grinned at her. “Nor I.”


“We should…” Taris began to speak but stopped almost instantly as she caught the scent on the air as it blew into the cave and her eyes narrowed.


Anoria looked at her with concern, but then she detected that same scent only seconds later. Several scents to be exact.


“Sibfla!” Taris swore softly.


“I make four of them.” Anoria said quickly.


Taris nodded her head. “And one of them is that igord Juyno Aspion!” She hissed as she scrambled to her feet and began reaching for her normal clothes.

Anoria followed suit instantly but looked at Taris as she was pulling on her pants. “Taris, our scents saturate this entire valley. We cannot escape them, and they are between us and the way back to Warim.” She spoke. “They will be able to follow us.”


Taris nodded her head. “I know. We must make our way to the Western Ridge. My father has a hidden cache there with a radio. We can call him and he will send Alphas to protect us.”


Anoria hissed angrily. “Alphas to protect us!” She snarled.


Taris looked at her as she was pulling on her shirt. “I feel the same way Anoria, but if they get close enough to us, we will not be able to resist them! I have no desire to feel anyone’s hands upon me other than yours and the Alpha who will claim us!”


Anoria sat on the log and began pulling on her boots. “Sometimes I truly hate being a female wolf!” She snapped. 


Taris stepped across the small distance and kissed her hard on the lips, grasping her face in her hands while she did so. Anoria delighted in the kiss and she smiled as Taris drew back after a moment and she looked at her. “I love that you are a female wolf.” Taris spoke. “And so will the man who will claim us as his own.”


Anoria’s smile grew wider and she nodded her head. “Yes, he will.” She agreed.


Taris smiled at her. “Hurry!”


“… got them!” Juyno hissed as his blood grew hotter with the scent of Taris Ranev and the other female in his nostrils.


“They are moving!” Datet Torkin snarled. He was another of Juyno’s friends dating back several years.


“Taris Ranev is mine!” Juyno spat. “The rest of you can fight over the other female, but Taris is mine!”


“We need to catch them first!” Karcon Perest spoke now. “They are running!”


Juyno hated that Sitos had remained behind to try and coax Garget to release his younger brother, but he was stuck with what he had. He broke into a run first, moving ahead of Datet and Karcon easily, his mind a single focus now. He had Taris Ranev’s scent, and it was so very sweet indeed. He was going to catch her, he was going to pulse her until she submitted to him in a blind, submissive fervor and then he was going to make her his while he fucked her for hours right here in these very mountains that her father thought he controlled.


Juyno turned to the third member of their group. “Delris! Get in front of them! Turn them back towards us! Go!”


The young man nodded and shifted into wolf form and sprinted off into the trees. Juyno looked at the others. “Follow me!”
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Garget Ranev was a large and older Alpha. He was the most senior male wolf of the

Ranev Pack and the one who was first to endorse Loras when she became Matriarch to all of the Mountain Packs on Jetania. Garget loved his younger brother Warim and that loved extended to Loras when she became his mate. Garget had always suspected that Loras did not truly love his brother, that something he did not really understand held her back, but she was the ideal Alpha female and mate. She honored and she respected her mate Warim with no hesitation and she genuinely seemed happy in his company and his embrace. Garget had always respected Loras for this, and she may have even cared enough for his brother to live a life of contentment with him.

That was not meant to be and Osrod Aspion was responsible for that. 

His actions had put Loras in a position that she did not want to be in. A position that was thrust upon her, but one that she did not turn away from as most others would have. Given how everything was beginning to happen all around them, Garget Ranev now knew that Loras had been meant for much greater things. Things he did not quite understand, but things that he now accepted deep in his heart were the way events were ordained to happen. The arrival of the half breed Queen Anja was only the first of these things and in the last two days his respect for Anja Leonidas had grown by leaps and bounds. Though obviously much better educated than Garget and others around her, Anja treated them all with respect and friendliness. She did not have to given what Osrod’s fool soldier had done, but she did nonetheless. As did all of those with her. They had already begun to sit in the Mess Center and talk of things that could be. Garget knew events were changing quickly, perhaps more quickly than anyone really knew, but so far he was not frightened of those changes. It could only mean good tings for his people.
Garget Ranev was nearing thirty thousand years of age and had the battle scars and the experience to prove it. In the shadows of the rising sun, as the brightness began to chase away the night, his keen wolf eyes detected the figures standing by Anja’s ship openly. They did not try to hide their presence as he saw others moving in and out of the ship. He had given strict orders that no one was to enter her ship without his permission and only after he had obtained Anja’s consent. She had relented yesterday and allowed two of his most gifted engineers to tour the ship and to say that they had been overwhelmed was an understatement. Having his men enter that ship without his approval would not look good and it caused his anger to flare, until he saw one of the figures turn in the brightening light. His eyes grew wide as he realized that none of these figures were wearing the uniform of his people and this cause Garget Ranev to go into combat mode.

Garget lifted his arm and brought his wrist to his mouth. “Priority Alert!” Garget hissed in to his COM unit. “Intruders on the landing platform! Ready Security Detail respond to the east entrance! I will be waiting!”

“RSD Commander acknowledges! We will be there in two minutes!” The male voice answered.

Garget Ranev smiled in approval and his eyes changed and his wolf fangs extended. However Osrod Aspion had found this secret base, those he had sent would not live out the day to inform him of what they had discovered. 
Those were the thoughts that had been running through his mind only moments ago. Now the only thoughts running through his mind was how he felt as if he was a newborn wolf who knew nothing and how he was going to keep from dying. His men had arrived and they stupidly exited the interior of the base from the west entrance, directly in line of sight of the rear of the ship. They were charging across the platform and Garget had risen to rush forward and stop them when he was ripped from his feet and propelled through the air towards the lone figure at the bottom of the ramp. Garget suddenly found the large hand of the silver armored figure wrapped securely around his throat and holding his six foot four body off the ground as if he was a mere child. Out of the corner of his eyes he saw shimmers of light all around him and he heard the grunts of pain from his young soldiers as they were beaten down and their weapons taken from them with speed and ease unlike anything he had ever seen before. Whoever these people were they had disarmed his men before most of them had even realized what was happening. These were not Osrod’s toy soldiers Garget thought briefly, these were professional soldiers who knew what they were about. 

Garget watched as behind the silver armored figure he saw the day light shimmer three more times and then three additional figures appeared, two armored in black and one armored in black and shimmering gold. All of them were wearing strange helmets as they appeared behind the man now holding Garget twelve inches off the ground with his hand.

Andro looked around casually, his near glowing azure blue eyes taking everything in, and his Nehtes in his fist. Garget’s eyes grew slightly wider when he saw Andro’s lips part to speak, revealing the viciously long and savage looking dual wolf fangs. They were longer and thicker than those he had seen on Anja, but they were utterly unmistakable.
“We are secure father.” Andro spoke clearly. “Carisia and Lu'ria report no one else in the immediate area. Uncle Atropos and Calyb are on the perimeter of this facility with a complete Durcunusaan detachment.”
Martin Leonidas was not in a very good mood after stewing over what Chiron and they had spoken of less than an hour ago and he let his eyes scan the area and see for himself that indeed Denali, Dorian, Laren, Lisisa, Fedor, Jomann, Sheva, and Onera had taken care of the twenty other Alpha Lycavorians that had come rushing out of the interior of the facility straight for the ramp of the STRIKER. It had not been done gently either as he could see at least half of them that were not getting up any time soon. Sheva and Onera were particularly deadly with their vampire speed and the brief thought that his son had chosen his wives very well flashed through his mind. And for the first time, Yuri flashed within his mind and who she had become now. If this is how she trained and schooled her children now, perhaps Martin should have done more to save her all those years ago. He let that thought go quickly however as he turned back to look at Garget. His children could sense the anger within his aura and his resonance and they were feeding off of that as well.
Martin looked intently at Garget, his own dual fangs now fully extended and his usually dark brown eyes now changed to the yellow gold of his wolf persona. “The women and men that were on this ship?” Martin asked Garget. “Where are they?”

Garget was trying unsuccessfully to claw at the hand that was now firmly seated around his throat. The grip was like a vise with power unlike any he had felt before in his life. The wolf aura radiating from the man that held him dwarfed all others he had felt in his lifetime and nearly all of the others around them were unquestioned in their supremacy. Garget Ranev had never felt such an aura on a fellow wolf in all his life. Not even King Osrod radiated such an aura at his peak and for the very first time in his life Garget felt fear begin to creep into his veins. 
Garget was old enough to have read the Ancient Scrolls and he knew all about the sacred Prophecy of the Oracle.

One day Alpha wolves would come.

Alpha wolves who descended from the original homeworld of their people far away in the stars. A world long thought to be nothing more than a myth. Alpha wolves who would be more powerful than anything anyone had ever seen. Among them would be the Taviruos of the Mard Revik.

Vada Revik rie Arve.

A King with eyes of yellow gold and dual fangs that would cause fear to grip even the bravest warrior. Dual wolf fangs that only the bloodline of the Mard Revik would bear. Garget felt the man pull him closer to his face, those eyes holding him in their grip like nothing ever could, even as he tried to get his fingers under the iron like grasp that held his throat and was slowly choking the life from him.

“Pen gur toer quvor ared cova daanth.” Martin Leonidas snarled angrily, Garget’s eyes going even wider as he spoke with such natural fluency in their language. “Vada channes lon intus oia allon endra. Cingola wen hnes?” (I will only ask one more time) (The women that were on this ship. Where are they?)
“I… I do… do not know!” Garget managed to choke out the words for he did not know where Anja and the others were.

Martin drew him closer still. “You see the three men behind me?” Martin growled at him. “The older one is Murano. You took his wife and daughter! The young man beside him is my son Deion! Murano’s daughter is my son’s wife and mate! My son wants her back! You took my daughters… and you took my Queen!” Martin hissed at him angrily. “You see the two women behind me?” Garget cut his eyes to see the two females standing at the top of the ramp of the STRIKER. One with striking raven black hair and eyes just like the third young man who stood behind the monster holding him in his grip. The other had four-inch-high pointed ears and golden blond hair. “They want their fellow Queen back! The others you see around you are her children! You will return them to me unharmed and you will do so now! My son and Murano, my Queen’s children, they do not have any patience at all right now. Too many people have been trying to hurt them for too long. Patience left me a long time ago when it comes to my Queens.”

“Queen… Queen!” Garget gasped aloud as he felt that grip lessen ever so slightly from around his throat. “You… you speak of the red haired, half breed female Anja! The one… the one with a sharp tongue!”

“My mother is no half breed!” Androcles shouted in savage anger as he stepped forward, closer to his father.

Martin’s eyes narrowed in anger. “She is my Queen!” Martin almost screamed. “And I want her back! Do not make me ask again old man!”

“I do… I do not…” Garget once more had trouble getting the words out around the fingers that continued to clench tighter around his skin.
Martin’s snarl of savage anger cut off his words and he brought Garget’s face to within an inch of his own, so much so that Garget could see the lips peeled back in barbaric savagery and saliva dripping from those cruel looking fangs. Close enough to see that those two eyes were like glowing suns up close and held within them nothing but painful death.

“Let me be clear old man!” Martin growled once more. “I know every divine inch of her body like I do my own! Every single strand of her hair! Every freckle that dots her skin! For this Queen, I will spill however much blood I need too. For this Queen, I will shatter and crush however many bones I need too. For this Queen, I will burn whole worlds to fucking ash! For all of my Queens I will bring death incarnate and unleash its wrath upon whoever would do them harm! And now… now old man, I will start with you!”

Martin Leonidas did not see the look of complete love and devotion that passed between Aricia and For'mya at his words. Given what Dynina had told them on Ventori, about who their beloved mate truly was and what was within him, what she had told them about Anja, what he had just told this man was as completely truthful as possible. And neither Aricia nor For'mya disagreed with Martin’s stated course of action when it came to Anja if she was not returned to them.

How could they when they felt the same way.

Garget Ranev’s eyes nearly exploded from his head as he saw massive wings spread from Martin’s back. Huge, metallic like wings that spread out fully and were nearly ten meters across behind him. Garget felt his large body lift higher and he closed his eyes in preparation for being slammed to the hard earth beneath him without mercy or reprieve. His last thoughts were of his beautiful wife and mate and what they would miss after discovering Anja and what the future could have held.

“MARTIN LEONIDAS!” 

Anja’s distinct voice carried across the expanse of the landing platform like a shot out of the dark and Martin’s head instantly snapped around to the side. He saw her Persian red hair flailing about behind her as she ran towards him and without thinking for an instant he tossed Garget aside like so much trash.

Martin reached out with his hand and engulfed Anja within the grips of his Etheric power and quickly pulled her towards him. Anja had been prepared for that however and she lifted her upper body straight as she felt his warm embrace. Her jade green eyes grew wide as she saw those wings, but then they focused on his face and she was in his arms. Anja nearly cried out in blissful relief as his arms closed around her and he held her off the ground and laid a kiss on her that set her senses and her body on fire.

Neither of them saw Androcles and Deion break for Retta and Mari first and then the rest of the Leonidas clan followed suit. Murano met Tobia half way and scooped her into his arms without hesitation, tossing aside centuries of Praetorian training at hiding his emotions and kissing her in such a way that it stole Tobia’s breath away. Deion had lifted Mari in his arms, losing his balance and falling to the ground while cushioning her against his body and now he pinned Mari to the hard ground and was nuzzling her neck furiously while her hands held his head in delight.

Loras, Lazar and Rhaos stood to the side with each other as they watched this reunion and after today none of them would ever deny the emotion that radiated from this family. It was exposed for all to see right in front of them. Retta was swarmed by Lisisa, Eliani and Nara as Androcles released her and moved to embrace Kalis and Serale. They heard the soft squeal and turned to see Tir'ut unwrap the shadows from around his body with Normya in his arms. Zarah and Lucia were right behind him with Radem between them and suddenly it had turned into a full-blown family reunion right there on the platform while so many strangers looked on in stunned disbelief.

Anja simply stared into those beautiful yellow/gold wolf eyes as she stroked Martin’s bearded cheek and felt his aura swarm around her with undisguised and unashamed love and devotion. Her body was alive with wonderful sensations, her own eyes changed and her dual fangs exposed.

“Carians I have missed you Lover.” Anja finally gasped aloud.

Martin didn’t care who saw him and he nuzzled the valley between her large breasts and up her neck and throat and Anja hummed in delight. “Tell me you are ok Red.” He said. “Tell me you…”

“I’m fine Lover.” Anja stopped his words. “So much better now that you are here, but I am fine. These people are not enemies to us Martin. They helped us and…”

Martin kissed her once more, silencing her words and Anja didn’t resist. She never could when it came to his kisses. He could curl her toes with just a simple kiss and he did so again in front of everyone even as he lowered her to the ground and then Aricia and For'mya were there, pulling her into their embrace even as they too showered her with kisses of deep love and total affection.   
  


Martin looked around and saw his family all around him as they were reunited and the only thing that flashed through his mind was that he was still not done. The reunion was not yet complete, and it wouldn’t be until he rescued his Tenna Kelia and reunited her with her mother and the rest of her family. Martin turned then and looked at where he had tossed Garget and without pause he stepped over to him and held out his hand as his wings retracted into the back of his Onkmeti Naami armor, the Onab words coming more easily to his lips as the hours went by and his mind absorbed so much knowledge. 
Garget stared up at Martin, his own hands holding his throat and his backside hurting from where this man had tossed him with such ease. Whatever Rylin had told him about the Mard Revik through the years did not do this man before him justice. This Alpha wolf reeked of power and confidence that Garget had never experienced before. His aura pulsed like it had a life all its own and the supremacy he felt from within him was beyond any question or doubt. 

Martin saw his hesitation and slowly knelt next to Garget still holding out his hand. “It appears that I have acted too quickly out of passion and concern for my Queen.” Martin told him. “For that, I apologize to you…”


“Garget. Garget Ranev.” He replied.


Martin extended his hand out further. “Then take my hand Garget Ranev and let’s see if we can’t start over.”


“You… you are the Mard Revik!” Garget gasped aloud.


Martin nodded his head. “That is what some call me, yes. Personally I hate that name but it can’t be helped.” He answered. “Today however, today I was just an Alpha wolf who loves his mate and wanted her back.”


Garget heard that and didn’t hesitate as he thrust out his own hand and took the offered one. Martin pulled him to his feet with confidence and strength and though Garget was taller than Martin by two inches he felt somehow shorter.


“I… I know this feeling.” Garget spoke as he looked at Martin once he was fully on his feet.


“Forgive me for my actions.” Martin told him. “I should have contacted Anja and told her we were here but we received some disturbing information not long ago and I thought she that would be in danger. My children and friends too. I acted without thinking.”


“You acted as any Alpha would.” Garget told him honestly. “I… I cannot fault you for this.”

Martin shook his head. “You could… but I thank you for not doing so regardless.”


Garget stared at him for a long moment not truly believing that the Mard Revik stood in front of him. He seemed so normal to Garget, an exceptional specimen of an Alpha wolf to be sure, but normal nonetheless. He was thickly muscled, his beard and mustache neatly trimmed but his shoulder length black hair somewhat untamed and wild. His scent and aura radiated raw, unrefined power and it had a wildness that Garget had never smelled before. 


“You have questions?” Martin asked him.


Garget shook his head in disbelief. “You have… you have no idea.” He answered finally.


Martin smiled at him. “Oh, I bet I do.” Martin told him. “I have just as many as you do. What do you say we try and find some of those answers together?”


Garget Ranev smiled and nodded his head. “I believe I would…”


The single crack echoed over the horizon and turned the heads of everyone as it rumbled across the landing platform. It was easily distinguishable and Martin instantly tapped his jaw activating his implant.

“Atropos report!” Martin snapped.


“Nubou!” Atropos’ voice echoed in the COM. “We are six klicks northeast of your position Martin! Calyb has been acting…”


“What?!” Martin barked as Anja moved closer to him grasping Aricia’s and For'mya’s hands.


“Ever since we left the STRIKER.” Atropos spoke now. “The mountains are saturated with the scents of two strong Alpha females well into their first Phase. Calyb has been… he has been unusually agitated since we landed. Their scents are affecting him more than they should for some reason! The moment the shot rang out he shifted and bolted in the direction of the echo. He moves with purpose Martin! Deadly purpose! Jeru and Mara are following him above the trees but they will not answer me either!”


Martin looked at Garget. “Two females in phase in the mountains? Is that normal here?” He asked.


Garget’s eyes went wide. “Taris!” He exclaimed. “My only daughter Taris! She and her friend Anoria… they went into the mountains to Taris’ cave last night!”


“Sir!” One of the soldiers that had only been slightly injured barked from behind Garget. They turned to see Kalis beside him, with Serale healing his injuries. “Juyno Aspion and his cohorts departed into the Dahok Mountain range this morning.”


Garget hissed viciously and his fangs burst forth form his gums. “Argh!!” He screamed. “That scum is hunting them! I will kill him for this if he has hurt her!!”


“Hunting them?” Martin asked the question to no one in particular, aghast that this would be going on if what Garget’s words implied was actually taking place.


Anja stepped up to Martin now. “Lover you have to do something!” She spoke urgently.


“Atropos can you catch him!” Martin snapped into his COM.


Impossible Martin! Atropos answered instantly within Mindvoice, shocking all those who stood around Martin for none of them had ever heard it used with such power and clarity. No matter the why of it now, the natural Etheric ability within all Lycavorians came rushing to the forefront now for Garget and so many others around him. The Etheric power just from this one family could stimulate an entire city and that is just what it was doing. Anja, Martin and the others knew from the tone of Atropos’ voice that he was running full out in wolf form as hard as he was able. Even in wolf form the implants were still present and they could still hear as they would as if in human form. I could not catch up to him on my best day! He is too fast and too strong! He is one of your sons Martin!

 Jeru! Mara! Martin screamed out into the Etheric realm even as Retta and the others moved closer. He turned to Retta. “They aren’t answering Retta!”

They will not Martin. Torma’s voice echoed now. They are focused on Calyb and will not deviate from his side!


Torma how far! Martin asked.


Five kilometers from your current location!


Martin turned to Anja. “Get everyone on the STRIKER Red!” He shouted. “Go! Go!”


Martin it is too late! Isheeni’s voice spoke now. Calyb… Calyb is upon them!

“Fuck!” Andro’s voice echoed and eyes went wide as his wings exploded from his armor and he launched himself into the air in the direction of his brother. Martin wasted no time and was behind his son in an instant.

“With me now!” Anja screamed as she grabbed Garget’s hand. “Now!”


“Anoria help me my love!” Taris cried as she tried to pull her lover along the ground.


“My leg!” Anoria screamed in pain. “They broke my leg!”


They had managed to stay in front of Juyno and his friends and had almost reached the hidden cache when the single shot rang out and Anoria stumbled forward with a cry of pain and rolled to a stop. Taris thought she had just tripped and fallen and stopped to turn and grab her lover’s arms. Anoria’s words caused her eyes to go wide and she glanced down at Anoria’s left leg. Blood was gushing from the hole in her thigh, the bullet having snapped her thigh bone before exiting.


“Carians!” Taris gasped as she moved to her leg and began to apply pressure to the wound. Her Lycavorian healing system was already working but she was losing blood fast.


“Leave me!” Anoria rasped out the words through clenched teeth and the pain. “Leave me Taris!”


“Never!” Taris hissed.


“Don’t let them… don’t let them take us both!” Anoria pressed her. “Leave me!”


Taris looked at her face, twisted in a grimace of pain. “I will not leave you! I have just found you!” She cried out again. “No! Never!”


“Midaeu! You hit her!” the male voice shouted and they both turned to see Juyno Aspion and the other three males break through the thin trees into the small clearing.

Taris turned to face them quickly while drawing her Black Watch knife, preparing to defend them both for as long as she was able. 


“Stay back!” Taris snarled at them as her eyes changed and her wolf fangs burst forth.


Juyno looked at her now, could smell her potent female scent and how the fever within her was acting. His own blood began to burn slowly as he was affected by her female aura, but there was something different about it. Taris Ranev was in Phase yes, but her aura was not reaching for his as it should be. He needed to move quickly in order to take her.


“Taris is mine!” He snarled as his eyes changed and his fangs extended. “Treat the other upaee and you can fight over her, but Taris Ranev is mine!”


Juyno turned back to look at her and he unleashed his full male aura upon her, expecting her to drop the knife and become instantly submissive to him, wanting him to take her. His wolf eyes grew wide when he saw what happened.


Or more importantly, what didn’t happen.


Taris Ranev’s eyes grew even wider than Juyno’s when nothing happened. She could feel his powerful aura washing over her, surrounding her, but nothing was happening. She glanced at Anoria, her blue eyes just as wide as she realized that Juyno Aspion’s aura was having no effect on either of them.

Juyno moved closer to her, acting on pure instinct now. “Submit to me!” He growled as he watched her bring up the knife close to her chest prepared to fight him. He pulsed her as hard as he could, focusing his aura completely on her and still Taris did not lower the knife. “Submit to me Mountain Pack upaee! Don’t make me force you!”


Taris snarled at him, exposing her long fangs and not understanding why she was not doing exactly as he said. His aura should be causing her to become so aroused and willing that she would have accepted him anything he did to her by now. It didn’t however. She could feel his aura swarming around her, trying to force her, but it was not having the desired effect and she did not know why.


“I… I will kill you first!” Taris stammered out the words in pure anger but instinctively meaning exactly what she had just said. She heard the others laugh as they heard her words and she glanced at them. As long as she held the knife none of them were brave enough to approach her beloved Anoria and Taris had no intent on going down without a fight.


Anoria suddenly gripped her arm painfully. “Taris!” She exclaimed. “Taris, do you feel it?”


Taris’ eyes were wide as she did indeed feel it. The new Alpha wolf aura was reaching for them, cascading over both her and Anoria with supreme power. The pungent scent drifted to their senses now and both of them gasped as they smelled the sweet, wildness of the honeydew mint.


“Taris!” Anoria almost shouted. “Carians Taris my love! He is here!”


Juyno Aspion blinked in shock as he watched something else affect both of them. He could see their bodies reacting to another male aura that had interjected itself upon them, and they were reacting to that aura as they should have been reacting to him. Their skin became flush and he could see the nipples on Taris’ medium sized breasts suddenly become erect and aroused. Juyno could sense this new aura and his head twisted around trying to pinpoint the location of this new Alpha. He was easily superior to him, Juyno could detect that right away, and he turned back to look at Taris. He needed to get to her first. He needed to take her first so that this new Alpha would have no claim to her. Juyno Aspion took three strides toward the unsuspecting Taris Ranev and that was as far as he got before his own eyes grew wider still and he turned quickly to the side at the smashing of the brush and small trees to his right.


The savage roar of the wolf that burst from the tree line to his right was unlike anything Juyno had ever heard. His eyes exploded open when he saw the size of the russet furred wolf as it leaped from the trees, its lips curled back in a vicious snarl, revealing razor sharp dual fangs unlike anything Juyno had ever seen before. This Alpha wolf was easily as large, if not larger than him and he froze in his spot unable to decide what to do. 
Those two seconds almost cost him his life.


Calyb Leonidas was not as large as his pureblood brothers Andro, Denali or Deion, but he was just as large as any normal pureblood Lycavorian in most cases. Two and a half feet at the shoulder and nearly two hundred and sixty pounds of pure muscle and bone. His father’s blood was dominant within his body and Calyb Leonidas had embraced his Spartan upbringing more so than his twin sister Retta. He had finished his accelerated Agoge onboard SPARTA'S WRATH with the praise of his instructors. Having Androcles there to instruct him in arts that were not normally taught made this possible and Calyb had gotten excellent referrals from all of those Andro had chosen to train him and Retta along with Deion and Nara. These were men who had helped to train his father all those years ago and they did not hold back with a son of the King. 
Calyb Leonidas also did not hold back. He was just as powerful as his sister Retta when it came to the healing abilities that all Hadarians had, but he also liked to fight. His Hadarian blood was purer than any Hadarian boy his age, and his healing skills equaled a Hadarian healer three times his age. Calyb Leonidas was one of the few exceptions to the rule that Hadarian males were not as powerful when it came to healing. All of that didn’t matter to Calyb right now. At this moment Calyb embraced his Spartan blood like never before. The moment he had left the STRIKER, the scents of the two females was pulling at him. 

Delicious chocolate almond and sweet, fresh Daises.  


The two scents combined were driving him mad, enflaming the Alpha blood within him like nothing ever had before. He was his father’s son for sure and now Calyb Leonidas wrapped that around himself like a badge of honor as he acted. He acted as his father and brothers would have acted if anyone threatened their wives and mates. Calyb was not as thickly muscled as his father or brothers, but his two hundred and ten pounds was exquisitely cut and defined. His five foot ten body was ripped in the fashion of a gymnast from the old times on Earth and he held nothing back now.

Juyno could only stare in open mouth shock as he watched the huge, russet colored beast shift in mid jump and then the two booted feet smashed into his chest with the force of a falling mountain boulder. Juyno’s body rocketed away from where Taris and Anoria lay, several of his ribs snapping like dry timber as Calyb’s two hundred and ten pounds struck him center mass. He flew through the air until he impacted the thick trunk of the tree ten meters away and he slumped to the ground at the base completely dazed and unable to act. Calyb didn’t stop moving as his Nehtes appeared in his hand and it extended in the blink of an eye. His momentum carried him right up to where Juyno had landed and Calyb lashed out with his armored fist, smashing it twice across Juyno’s stunned face in quick succession, Juyno’s nose instantly crushed under the powerful blows and his head rocking back to smash against the base of the tree painfully. To add insult to further injury, Calyb brought his extended Nehtes up, twirled it gracefully in the air three times and then brought the blunt end down across Juyno’s face. The savagely powerful blow shattered his jaw with a loud pop that carried across the small clearing like a gunshot and Juyno dropped to the dirt and his eyes rolled into the back of his head as blackness washed over him.


Calyb Leonidas spun around to face the others, Taris and Anoria watching with wide, adoring eyes as they saw him snarl viciously, those green hazel wolf eyes open wide in horrific anger and his dual wolf fangs fully extended. Without a split second’s hesitation he fell upon the other three males without mercy or thought. Calyb was a Lycavorian Spartan and a Prince of the Union. He was his father’s son. He allowed his training to guide him and he did what any Spartan would do when outnumbered.


Calyb attacked without hesitation.


As he glided easily into range of the other three males, all of them unmoving in shock, Calyb brought the blunt end of his Nehtes around again in a mighty swing directly across the face of the closest male. This blow crushed his cheekbone and fractured his eye socket while physically flipping his body end over end, until Delris landed three meters away unconscious and out of the fight. Calyb felt the presence of Andro and his father then, even as he brought his Nehtes up and delivered a devastating forward thrust that perforated the chest of the second male completely. The spearhead of the Nehtes exploded out between his shoulder blades neatly, cleaving the heart of Datet Torkin completely in two as the Nehtes impaled him clean through. 


Calyb didn’t hesitate and wrenched the Nehtes back as the body of Datet dropped like a limp noodle and then he was bringing the blunt end of the Nehtes around once more to deliver a blow that would have crushed Karcon Perest’s head. The young Alpha stood there with wide eyes, still unable to move to avoid the blow that would have certainly split his skull open like a melon. Calyb blinked suddenly when the rush of wind hit him and the end of his Nehtes stopped as if it had hit a wall, three inches from the right temple of Karcon’s head. 
Calyb blinked once more as his father’s scent filled him and then he realized that it was his father’s armored hand that had caught the end of the Nehtes, stopping it from the killing move.

“No more keto!” Martin hissed loudly.


“Medwan?” Calyb muttered, his grip on the Nehtes lessening when he smelled his father and then his brother as Androcles landed only a meter behind him.


Martin held the Nehtes in his fist and he watched as Karcon, eyes wide in fear, fainted right there, the front of his pants quickly soaking with liquid as he voided his bladder. Martin ignored the scent of urine and turned to face his son fully.


“You have done your duty Spartan.” Martin told him firmly. “Now go to those who need you. Those who are yours.”


Calyb blinked once more as the bloodlust drifted away from him completely and he turned his head to gaze upon Taris and Anoria. His blood surged once more, but not for battle this time, it surged with desire and devotion. Calyb released his Nehtes instantly and was beside Anoria in four steps, both of them still looking at him with wide, adoring eyes. He practically ripped his Spartan helm from his head as he looked at her injured leg and reached for it without thought. Calyb looked up into her stunning ice blue eyes as his hands wrapped around her thigh.


“Be still now.” He spoke softly.


Taris and Anoria were trying their very best to maintain their composure, Taris having shifted under Anoria to provide her support and Anoria’s upper body was now in Taris’ lap. Calyb’s aura was swarming around them now with devotion and ardor, but doing so in a way that left them shivering in delight and completely in command of their emotions. Their blood was also on fire, burning in a way neither of them had felt before and it was because of this devastating young Alpha that was before them. The young Alpha that would claim them both and make them scream his name to the heavens. That two other Lycavorians with huge wing spans extending from their backs stood only a few meters away did nothing to draw their attention away from Calyb.

“You… you are…” Anoria stammered out the words but could not complete them as Calyb lowered his head next to hers in that instant, pulsing her with his aura in a way that made her senses scream out in bliss as he nuzzled her cheek and jaw firmly making his intent known. Anoria gasped and then he was kissing her fervently. The pain in her leg vanished as her senses went into overdrive and she reached up to grasp his head. He pulled away too quickly as far as Anoria was concerned but her heart raced in happiness when she saw the reason for this. When he pulled away from her, Calyb did the same thing to Taris who was watching with wide eyes. She too inhaled sharply in utter enchantment as he nuzzled her in exactly the same way, her hands going up to shoulders briefly before he pulled back and laid a kiss on her that caused her to whimper in utter bliss. Calyb pulled back reluctantly from Taris and looked at Anoria once more.


“Remain still and I will heal you.” Calyb spoke once more. “It will only be a moment, but you will feel warmth in your leg. Take Taris’ hand Anoria.”

“You… you know our names!” Anoria gasped in disbelief.


Calyb smiled at them both, his young face becoming bright and more handsome than any Alpha wolf either of them had ever seen in their short lives. “I know… I know I will make you mine.” Calyb told them. “Both of you. And I will do this soon. But now I must heal you.”


Calyb bent to do his work, not seeing his father collapse his Nehtes and turn to look at Andro. They could hear the STRIKER approaching fast as Andro dragged the body closer to them and dropped Juyno’s limp form to the ground.

“This one lives.” Andro spoke. “Though he will regret this day ever occurred when he wakes up.”


Martin looked at the three bodies to his right and then back to his son. He could not help but feel a modicum of pride at what Calyb had done. He had waded into a battle outnumbered and he would have killed three of the four attackers had he not stopped him.


“This is probably not good.” Martin spoke as he looked at Andro. He looked skyward between the breaks in the trees above them as the STRIKER came to rest on the ground not far away. Torma, anything else in the area?

No. No other Lycavorians for several kilometers. 


Jeru… you had better get down here. Martin spoke. Calyb will need you soon.


King Martin I…


Martin shook his head quickly. You did what any Bonded Brother would do Jeru. You remained with your brother. Now get down here. Mara, Retta is landing in the STRIKER.


Andro looked at his father. “He acted as you or I would have acted father.” He spoke calmly. “I am… I am proud of him.”

Martin nodded his head and met Andro’s eyes. “So am I. Damn proud!” Martin said quickly. “I don’t care about that Andro.” Martin continued. “They got what was coming to them for doing what they were trying to do. I’m more concerned about who they are.” He looked down at Juyno’s limp form on the ground. “They are not Mountain Pack for sure.”


“No, they are not!” Garget’s voice echoed behind them.


Martin and Andro turned to see him pulling Taris to her feet and embracing her tightly in his arms. She was returning the embrace, burying her face in her father’s chest as the tears came now. Garget held her for several moments before whispering to her softly and she returned to the ground beside Anoria as Calyb continued to work on her leg. They watched as Retta was the first to reach her twin after leaving the ship, and she dropped beside him to assist while Anja dropped on his opposite side. Martin chuckled inwardly, but did not show it. This young female had three of the most powerful Hadarian Healers alive working on her. There wouldn’t be even bacteria left within her body when they finished.

Martin cut his eyes and saw Atropos shift into human form as he appeared out of the trees with the Durcunusaan detail all around him. “Atropos give me a perimeter!” Martin barked out the orders. “No one in or out! And make sure there are no more of these midaeus out in the woods hiding! If there are, they more than likely shit their pants after seeing Calyb clean the clocks of these igord and they are running or hiding!” Atropos nodded without hesitation and turned to began issuing orders after briefly taking in the damage Calyb had wrought and feeling pride swell within his own chest for his mandri’s actions.


Garget moved up beside him and Andro now, his eyes wide in disbelief. “He… he attacked four of them and killed two!” He gasped in disbelief.


“He would have killed them all if I hadn’t stopped him.” Martin hissed softly, but not in anger Garget saw.


“Why did you?” Garget asked.


Martin met his eyes but it was Andro who answered. “My brother… he has never had to kill before. He is a healer first, a warrior second. When he realizes what he has done…”


Garget shook his head. “He saved my daughter and Anoria from being taken against their will.” He stated. “I am… I am forever in his debt.”


“Garget what happened here?” Martin asked him. “What was all this about?”


Garget looked almost ashamed and he glanced at the ground quickly. Martin looked at Andro and motioned with his head. “Keto… get your mother to take care of this asshole. But not too much. I want him to feel pain when he wakes up for what he has done.”

Andro nodded his head as he retracted his wings and turned to move where his brother knelt between his sister and mother. He lowered his hand to Calyb’s shoulder and saw his brother lift his head and look at him.


“Fan aden fervon. Fan aden.” Androcles told him softly. “Mother… father wants you to treat the fool who started this.” He spoke looking at Anja.


“Fuck him! He opened this dance now let him wallow in his pain for now!” Anja snapped. “She comes first.”


Andro knew better than to argue with his mother and he turned to see Kalis and Serale moving up beside him. He grasped Kalis’ hand tightly and they embraced forcefully for a short moment before he looked at Serale. “Serale… could you…”


Serale nodded her head and lifted the medical bag in her hands. “I will see to the fool.” She spoke.


“Just make sure he doesn’t die Serale.” Andro told her. “Leave him to endure whatever pain he will have when he wakes but make sure he doesn’t die.”


“With pleasure.” Serale spat before heading toward where Juyno’s unconscious body rested between two Durcunusaan, next to Karcon’s limp body.


Andro pulled Kalis to the side as Aricia and For'mya settled to the ground beside Anoria and Taris. “Talk to me chrora.” He said softly.


“…is vile yes, but we have allowed it in order to keep the peace.” Garget was explaining to Martin where they now stood away from the others by the edge of the clearing. “Fools like this almost never succeed King Martin, our females are too well schooled in the mountains and how to move around.”


“Almost?” Martin asked.


Garget nodded his head slowly. “Some have succeeded through the years, but most do not stay mated for very long to our females. The Packs and families put an end to that quickly. There have been some that have been approved of by the families of the females and they are allowed to remain. They have become loyal to the Mountain packs through the years and have come to hate where they came from after being exposed to our life here in the Mountains.”


“It’s wrong!” Martin hissed angrily. “It’s nubous wrong and I won’t allow it to continue for a moment longer!” Martin looked at Garget and the much older Alpha took a step back when he saw the look in those yellow gold wolf eyes. “Our females are not trophies to be fought over or fucking hunted! If they wanted one of the Mountain pack females, they can do what normal wolves do and court them. Impress them in other ways and allow them to make their decision!”


“This is not something that we…” Garget began to defend himself but Martin shook his head and reached out to take his arm.


“I do not blame you Garget.” Martin told him. “Don’t think that. You and the other Pack leaders have only done what is necessary to keep the peace. Civil war solves nothing.”


Garget shook his head in agreement. “No… it does not.” He said. “But this… this has never happened before. Juyno Aspion stepped far beyond his station with his actions this day. Anoria’s father Lasun Vesrak is not going to be pleased in the least.”

Martin glanced over to Juyno’s inert form and saw Lazar standing over his half brother. He turned slightly to gaze at the young Alpha and Garget saw where he was looking. “Lazar.” Garget spoke. “He is…”


Martin nodded his head. “I know who he is.” Martin said. “He is the Alpha that claimed my daughter.”


“King Martin… Lazar is a fine wolf.” Garget said quickly thinking he needed to defend him. “He is not like his father or his half brother. He…”


Martin turned back and looked at Garget. “My daughter would never have allowed him to claim her if he was anything but.” He said proudly.


“I can introduce you and…” Garget spoke.


Martin shook his head. “When he is ready.” Martin said. “I trust my daughter Garget, just as you trust yours. There is a whole lot going on and I have a feeling things are going to get very interesting very soon.”


Garget nodded his head. “I will need to inform Lasun of what has taken place.” He said. “He will come here and he will demand Juyno’s head no doubt! Anoria is his only daughter as Taris is mine.”


Martin looked at him. “Then I guess it is up to you and me to make sure events don’t spiral out of control.” He said. “I’m trying to put my people back together Garget, not see them ton apart by civil war.” Martin began to walk towards the STRIKER but Garget did hear what he spoke under his breath.


“There will be enough war to go around soon enough.” 

PAKAR SIX

UNKNOWN SPACE


He had not felt such happiness within him in more millennia than he cared to recall. This surpassed even the joy he felt when Acki gave birth to each of their children because of what it meant to their people. To the Kirek Pack. To all of them. he had gathered the senior members of the Kirek Pack in the large, secure conference room to inform them of what was taking place. He did not expect a second message to arrive so quickly and he certainly did not expect the content of the message or who had sent it. Kesas had not heard the name Chiron in over two million years. The Avatar that had become Daniho’s constant shadow had left with him or so he had thought. The message had been short, but very much to the point, and the hidden threat aside Kesas Pengot had erupted in hysterical laughter the likes of which none of them had ever seen before. Mixed in with that laughter were the tears of joy that washed down his face without regard for who saw them. the laughter had gripped him for several minutes as the other Kirek Pack leaders and the Lords of the smaller Packs that had broken off and formed under the Kirek Pack leadership sat around the huge table. Nine men and women, among them Lylor’s only surviving sibling, and the one who had led the Kirek Pack from the day Lylor had been put in stasis.

Aryera Kirek.
  

She was a wild and passionate female Alpha, a woman who loved her mate unashamedly and every one of her thirteen remaining children. She would just as easily throw down in a fight with the fool who challenged her as she would sit across a table from you and be diplomatic. Kesas, Lylor and Kelia aside, Aryera was among the oldest of their people behind them, having survived the Ten Thousand Year War and not starting her life with her mate until they had departed Cerath. She also harbored a great hatred for the Arhtai Pack for three of her children had fallen during the purge of the Mahanlo bloodline and another in the mission to rescue her brother and her niece and nephew. While his son Caylt handled Internal Security, it was Aryera Kirek who commanded the few fighters that the Kirek Pack could field now. While everyone could hold and weapon and fight, only a few were actually part of a regulated military. Along with herself, Aryera’s son Tiag and Kesas’ daughter Yasha, the three of them trained their five thousand soldiers hard every day and they spared nothing in the way of time and effort to keep them on the razor’s edge.


Aryera was also the only one of them with contacts among the Nenay Pack. Through her contacts they had discovered that Yatia Arhtai had forged an elaborate lie to feed to the leader of the Nenay Pack. Ranol Nenay was no fool and neither was his wife and mate Gara. It was not known what exactly was told to them for them to turn on Lylor and Kelia, but Kesas at least now knew that none among the Nenay Pack took part in killing any of Mahanlo blood and most of them remained out of the fighting against the Kirek Pack. Those that chose to fight against the Kirek Pack were summarily banished from the Nenay Pack and this is part of the reason why Yatia exiled the Nenay Pack to Anlar Prime.    


Aryera Kirek finally rose from her chair and moved across the room to stand beside Kesas who had regained control of his laughter, clutching the data pad that held the message on it. Aryera saw the tears that streaked his face and her own dark eyes grew wider at this for she had never seen Kesas Pengot cry in all of her life.

“Kesas?” She gasped as she reached up to take his arm.


Kesas smiled and nodded his head. “I am… I am fine.” He told her. “In fact… I am better than fine.” He held out the data pad for her to take and Aryera took it and began to read, her eyes growing wider by the second.


Kesas turned to look at the others in the room and all of them gasped when they saw that he had been crying. Yasha came to her feet instantly and moved for her father but Kesas held up his hand. 


“It is alright fenneennum.” He spoke quickly.


Aryera took a few steps closer to him while she was reading, her own heart and pulse beginning to race out of control. “Kesas this…”


“Read it to them Aryera.” Kesas told her. “Everyone must know what it says, for this message marks the beginning of the end.”


“What do you mean Lord Pengot?” Tiag Kirek asked as he rose to his feet.


“All of you have seen the first message.” Kesas spoke. “Do any of you doubt the crest that we saw?”


“Impossible!” Marda Kirek spoke now. She was Aryera’s youngest sister and a mere two hundred thousand years old. “It was only after our Pack was exiled here to Pakar Six that you allowed all of us to view the Book of Knowledge King Daniho gave to you Kesas. It is the only one in existence and it is the only book that shows the future crest of the Mahanlo bloodline as prophesized by the Onab Seers on Cerath.”


“So we agree that the first message could have only come from someone with Mahanlo blood?” Kesas asked them all. “Regardless of the lies that Yatia Arhtai continues to spew.”

“Who else could know this Kesas?” Rothan Luas asked now. He was the Lord of the Luas Pack, the largest of the three Packs that had broken from the Kirek Pack but remained steadfastly loyal to them and the Mahanlo bloodline. He was also one of the few remaining Pack members who had fought the Iais'Kai and left Cerath with the Kirek pack.

“No one.” Aryera spoke now from beside Kesas.


“Yatia Arhtai is a upaee Kesas.” Another Lord spoke up now. “Are we certain that she is not the one behind this? Trying to cause us to act.”


Kesas shook his head firmly. “No. I know for a fact Daniho had no contact with anyone from the Arhtai Pack for at least three years prior to leaving Cerath. He left it up to Kelia and Lylor to arrange everything for the exodus. The Onab did not give Daniho this book until six months prior to everyone leaving, and he did not give it to me until they day we left Cerath. Yatia Arhtai certainly did not learn this from me, and as Aryera said, I told none of you until after we were banished here.”


“Is there any way to be certain father?” Yasha asked now moving up beside her brother.


Kesas met her eyes and then turned to look at Aryera. She looked up and matched his gaze. “There is one way.” She finally spoke.


“How?” Rothan asked. “If this… if this is true Kesas… it would…”

Kesas nodded his head. “It would change the face of everything we know.” He finished the statement.


“Then how do we discover is this is all true?” Caylt asked.


Aryera looked up and around the table. “We wake my brother.” She spoke confidently.


Everyone at the table came to their feet in shock and all speaking at once. Kesas left them rage for a moment and then held up his hand. “ENOUGH!” He bellowed.


This brought everyone to silence, though none of them returned to their chairs. Marda Kirek looked at Aryera in disbelief. “Aryera you can’t be serious!” She gasped. “How does that prove anything? We know what will happen if we wake up Lylor or his children. The spies that Yatia has among our own people will discover this the moment we unlock his stasis chamber. We know that they have placed their vile blood detectors all over Pakar Six. The moment that Lylor is awakened, they will see this on Koltar Four and she will know we have broken our agreement with her.”


“There is no agreement!” Aryera barked now. “She did this to keep Lylor from coming for Kelia which we all know he would do. He would have slaughtered hundreds of her Pack in order to retrieve his wife and mate! This is her way of controlling him and us! Of controlling the truth of what she did! It has been for millennia! And we abide it!”


“What choice do we have?” Marda exclaimed. “I am not… I was not alive to see this as you were sister, but I hate it as much as you do. We cannot stand against the Arhtai Pack! They outnumber us a hundred to one! More!”


Aryera softened her look instantly and nodded her head. “I know arande.” She said softly. “Forgive me sister.”


Kesas shook his head now. “There is nothing to forgive. Aryera is correct and so is Marda.” He spoke. “However… events have now changed.”


“Changed how father?” Caylt asked.


Kesas turned to Aryera. “Read it to them Aryera.” He said. “All of it.”


Aryera moved closer to the table and lifted the data pad. “The Prophecy has been fulfilled Kesas Pengot. Know that the descendants of King Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo live. The Mard Revik is among us. Mahanlo bloodline on Jetania in danger. Moving there to secure them.” 

Kesas heard all of them gasp at this information for only the people in this room knew of the actions he had taken so many years ago to preserve the Mahanlo bloodline. He held up his hand to keep their questions quiet for the moment and looked at Aryera. “Finish it Aryera.” He said.

“He bears the name Martin Mahanlo Leonidas.” Aryera continued even as she heard them all gasp again. “He is the reincarnation of Daniho and Ashten together Kesas. He carries both their blood within him and he wants…” Aryera stopped to compose herself as she read the message. “He wants his family back together.” She began again. “He does not understand why you do not reply to him or why his Tenna Kelia is not among you, but his message is clear now. He demands that you answer, as is the duty given to you by King Daniho. If you do not, he will come for you and…” Aryera stopped and looked at Kesas.

Kesas Pengot smiled and nodded his head. “All of it Aryera.” He said.

“If you do not, he will come for you and kick your fat ass. Then he will go and retrieve his Tenna Kelia and reunite his family no matter who he has to destroy. Knowledge of who and what he is has only recently come to him with the help of others Kesas Pengot, but trust me, his bloodline is true and he will come for you. He is a Spartan, as are all of his children and the men and women who follow him. Their equals in battle I have not found. If you believe in nothing else Kesas Pengot, then believe me when I tell you he will sweep aside all who stand in his way. He is more like Daniho than either of us could have predicted when we left all those millennia ago. Trust in me now as you trusted in me then. Chiron.”

Kesas once more could not contain his happiness and he gripped the back of the chair as he laughed once more. No one had ever seen him this way and they could only look at him confused.
“Chiron?” Rothan gasped as he looked at Kesas. “The Chiron?”

“Who is this Chiron?” Marda asked now. 

Aryera looked at her sister. “He was the Avatar the Onab built for King Daniho.” She answered. “He went nowhere without him. Ever.”

Kesas nodded his head. “He is also the only one who was present in the room with me and Daniho the day we left Cerath. He is the only one to have heard what Daniho told me that day.”

“Told you?” Yasha asked her father. “What did he tell you father?”

Kesas smiled warmly. “He told me that if I failed the Mahanlo bloodline he would find me no matter where in the universe I was and he would kick my fat ass. If he was gone, then he would make sure his descendants did it for him.”     

Kesas saw the realization on their faces as what the message meant and how it could have only come from who they thought long dead. Rothan could not remain standing and he dropped his large body back into his chair in stunned disbelief. 

“By all that we have held holy for so long.” He gasped out the words. “It is… it is truly happening! All we have hoped for… all we have wished for… it is alive Kesas! The hope we thought lost so long ago… it truly lives!”

Tiag Kirek saw the look on his mother’s face and knew that what she said was true. He moved to embrace her but Yasha beat him to it, wrapping her arms around Aryera tightly as Tiag then embraced both of them.

“The message said he is going to Jetania to secure his bloodline there.” Kesas spoke. “As you all know we sent the youngest son of Lady Kelia’s daughter Yarta to Ventori with his wife and mate after she was killed in the purge. She was of both Arhtai and Nenay blood. As we also know the Lycavorian Seed mission to Jetania found the Alphas on Ventori and took them to Jetania.”

“You used the Onab synthetic to mask their bloodline Kesas.” Rothan spoke once more. “How could they be in danger after all of these years.”

“There is only one way.” Kesas answered. “The synthetic proteins that the Onab gave to me were designed to mask the Mahanlo bloodline within them and whatever offspring they had. It would pass down within their bloodline to future generations. The only way to cancel out this masking is for someone of pure Mahanlo blood, descended from Daniho and Ashten, to have bitten the person whose blood was being masked while they were claiming each other in the act of mating. The injection of pure Mahanlo strands of protein would negate the masking effect completely.”
Aryera’s eyes were wide now. “Kesas… are you saying that a child of Daniho’s descendant has mated with one of the offspring from Kelia’s grandson?”

Kesas nodded his head. “Yes. Yarta’s son and his mate took the Pack name Athltin when they arrived on Ventori.” He replied. “His last message to me was just before they departed for this planet Jetania. Their cover was intact, but he was angry for having to leave all the Betas on Ventori. I instructed him to only take the emergency beacon and activate it only if he was sure that they had been discovered. He never activated it.”

“That would mean…” Aryera gasped as she realized what she was about to say.

“Sister… could it be true?” Marda asked her.

Aryera looked at her. “The Prophecy spoke of one who would carry the blood of three within her… and she would become the wife and mate to one who was the descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo and who carried the blood of eight within him. It is said the first-born son of the Mard Revik would be his father and he would be…”

“Ared rie arve Tarivuos rei vada Mard Revik.” Rothan spoke once more coming to his feet. (One of three heralds of the true king) “We all know the prophecy.”

“Thus their union would reunite our people for all time.” Aryera said.
Marda nodded her head. “Yes, we all know this.” She spoke. “Are you saying this female is on Jetania.”

Kesas nodded his head. “She is on Jetania and one of her children has become a mate to someone of pure Mahanlo blood.” He answered. “Which means he or she is no longer protected by the masking and if there is anyone from the Arhtai Pack on Jetania they will discover this. And who she is as well.”

“We know they sent members of their Pack to Ventori.” Aryera said.
Rothan nodded his head. “Yet we never could find out why.”

“I think we all know why.” Tiag spoke again. “They wanted to purge the Mahanlo blood everywhere.”

Kesas nodded his head. “You may be right Tiag… but if what Chiron says in this message is accurate and he was never wrong, then it will not matter anymore. If this Martin Mahanlo Leonidas is there, he will detect their true bloodline instantly by their scent. The masking was never meant to hide them from someone of pure Mahanlo blood. They will be safe.”

Caylt stepped closer to the table. “Father… I need to play oratos angyn right now.” He said. “Let us assume that everything we have just heard is all true. You said there was a way to know for sure but it involved waking Lord Lylor from stasis. Why?” (Devil’s advocate)
Kesas looked at his son. “Everyone touched by Mahanlo blood, will bear the crest of Mahanlo on their left shoulder. This includes anyone mated to one of Mahanlo blood; anyone turned by Mahanlo blood; anyone who is regarded as nathos by Mahanlo blood; or anyone simply chosen to be part of the future of the Mahanlo bloodline. All of them will bear this crest on their skin if the true descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo, of Reva Mahanlo, if they live and finally have awareness of who they are.” He replied. “It is the only way to be certain. Lylor will bear this crest on his left shoulder because he is the husband, mate and Anome to Kelia Mahanlo.”

This brought everyone in the room to silence as what Kesas said soaked in. Everything they had lived for, everything those that they had loved had died for, it all stood before them now.

It was Aryera Kirek who spoke the answer all of them were thinking. “We must wake Lylor.” She said plainly. “We can try our best to block the sensors, but we must know for sure Kesas. Waking Lylor is the only way. If he carries the crest then Reunification is upon us.”

Kesas nodded his head slowly. “All of you know what this means.” He spoke. “I have to believe what Chiron is telling us in this message.”

Rothan looked at Kesas. “Do we have the means to establish communication with this probe and then Chiron himself?” He asked.

Caylt nodded his head. “It is possible, yes.” He answered. “But it could also be picked up by the Arhtai monitoring arrays as well.”

“Do we know that for sure Caylt?” Aryera asked. “They have not detected these two messages to us have they?”

Caylt shook his head. “No. But that does not mean they can’t.”

Kesas shook his head. “They would not know of the Pralor frequencies that Lord Daniho chose before we left Cerath. That information was only given to Lylor, Kelia and myself keto. That is how Chiron is communicating with us.”

“Waking Lylor up is dangerous Kesas.” Rothan said. “As much as I want to wake him up, it exposes all of us to that upaee’s rinth.” (Bitch’s wrath) “Controlling Lylor Kirek if they have his beloved Kelia is impossible and you know that. And we would be hard pressed to stop our warriors from joining whatever mission he went on to get her back. Jorbhe… you would be hard pressed to stop me from going with him.”

Aryera nodded her head. “Rothan is correct Kesas.” She said. 

Kesas nodded his head slowly. “I know.” He said softly. “I just…”

“What father?” Yasha asked him touching his arm.

“I believe… no one could have known what Daniho spoke to me that day.” Kesas said. “I believe this is Chiron without question. I also believe that… if this is truly the descendant of both Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo, when they discover what has taken place here… what Yatia Arhtai and her pack are responsible for…”
Aryera nodded her head and stepped closer to him taking his hand. “They will come for blood.” She said softy.

Kesas looked at her. “Blood?” he said. “No Aryera… if this is the descendant of Daniho and Ashten and he has children already as Chiron’s message suggests… he will… they will come for far more than blood.”

Rothan nodded his head. “They will come for justice.” He said softly. 

