CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE
JETANIA

WARIM


Lasun Vesrak was equally as large as Garget Ranev and even more rooted in honor and tradition. There wasn’t a wolf among any of the Mountain packs who did not know who he was, for his word was his oath. Like Garget Ranev, Lasun was cut from the same mold when it came to a Mountain Alpha, and when he spoke, people listened. He would go out of his way to make you feel welcome and comfortable, but cross him in any way and he could become your largest nightmare. No Plains wolves even attempted to go into the area of the Vesrak Pack to attempt to claim one of their females. The Vesrak Pack was too high into the mountains to make the trip and almost always those Plains Alphas ended up disappearing to never be seen again.

When Garget contacted him, Lasun had gone into a rage at first, even throwing several large chairs out of the windows of his office in his own City Settlement of Avona high up in the Western mountains. He calmed almost immediately when Garget told him what had occurred and who had saved Anoria from the fate Juyno had planned for her and Taris. His eyes had only grown wider when Garget continued to explain who was now in Warim and that he needed to come here without delay. It had taken him and his mate Issna Vesrak only ninety minutes on the Overland Tram that connected all of the Mountain pack settlements within the many different mountain ranges and the trip allowed him to regain some of his calm demeanor. His wife and mate of nearly thirty thousand years had that affect on him, as she was the glue that kept his more volatile nature from exploding outward, and it was she who had explained to four of their six sons that they needed to remain in Avona. Their father’s rage would more than compensate for their own she had told them, and they needed to remain calm. It was well known that in the city of Avona that in order to get near Anoria Vesrak, you had to go through her brothers as well as her father. A gauntlet that very few would survive. It also raised suspicion among the spies of Osrod Aspion as well, especially when they saw Lasun depart so quickly with his wife headed for Warim. Word was quickly sent back to Osrod in the capital almost immediately after Lasun departed his city of Avona.

These were things that did not concern Lasun in the least once the large man saw his only daughter laying on the medical bed and smiling at him when he entered with her mother. He did not recognize the others in the room with her, two Alpha females and a young Alpha male, but he could not deny the pureness of their wolf blood that was for certain. He knew instantly that none of them were pureblood wolves, but the blood within them was as pure as Lasun had ever smelled before, purer than even King Osrod himself. None of that mattered after an instant and he moved up beside the bed with is wife and mate Issna, coming to stand beside where Taris Ranev stood close to Anoria’s head and held her hand tightly. 
Lasun Vesrak was no fool, even as rooted in tradition as he was, and he knew his only daughter was different the moment she came into this world wailing like a banshee. She had been a surprise for him and Issna, but a hugely welcome one for both of them after six proud sons, and he knew things would be different going into the future the moment her ice blue eyes, so much like his own, had settled on him when she was just hours old. 
Anoria Vesrak’s beauty was unrivaled in Avona and more than one Alpha had expressed an interest in her as she grew, but Lasun and her brothers had quickly shut that down. He loved his only daughter beyond any emotion he had ever felt, and he denied her nothing, much to the chagrin of many of Avona’s elder wolves. Her older brothers protected and looked after Anoria viciously, as did their own wives and mates. When Anoria announced that she wanted to join the Black Watch, Lasun Vesrak had supported her decision whole heartedly, as had his wife and mate. Anoria had shared with him many secrets as she had grown, secrets that daughters do not normally tell their fathers, and Lasun knew of her visions about Taris Ranev and their future together with the young Alpha who would eventually claim them. The intensity of her emotion and how she explained it all to him made Lasun embrace this way of thinking and he began to change even his old ways. He trained her in ways that even Mountain pack females did not train and he began to communicate more and more with Garget Ranev until the two men had become very close friends. He also discovered that Taris was no different in her actions with her father Garget than Anoria had been with Lasun, which as far as Lasun Vesrak was concerned only sealed his belief about the future.

Lasun took Anoria’s hand as she reached for him and he pulled it close to his scruffy, bearded face and kissed the back of her hand. 
“Pen brol frinna alvva.” Anoria told him with bright, ice blue eyes. “Marde.” (I am fine papa. Truly) 
Lasun noted quickly that her scent was saturated with the scent of an extremely strong Alpha wolf. A honey melon and mint scent that mixed with hers openly. He glanced at Taris beside him and detected the same thing. That scent filtered within them in such a way as to tell any wolf in the area that they had been chosen and no one was to come near them if they valued their physical wellbeing. The Alpha that did this was stronger than any of the young Alphas he had smelled before in Avona, strong and pure. He snapped his head around and looked at the brownish, red haired young man behind him. He was standing beside the dark red haired young woman and the Queen that Garget had told him had come. 

Lasun turned to fully face Calyb Leonidas. “You… you are the one who stopped Juyno Aspion’s foul actions?” Lasun asked sternly.

Anoria’s face twisted into one of concern. “Alvva reyna.” She spoke quickly. Taris took her hand tightly and shook her head. (Papa please)
Calyb Leonidas remained standing before this Alpha wolf, a man who was even larger than his own father physically. He nodded his head slowly even as his heart raced with anxiety. He was able to hide this well enough with his etheric ability, making it seem to Lasun Vesrak as if this young wolf did not fear him in the least. Lasun stepped closer to him now, staring at him with his own ice blue eyes and the only thing that Anoria had inherited from him. Everything else about her looks was her mother, which Lasun often times thanked the gods for, causing his wife and mate to laugh at him for. Lasun Vesrak sensed a powerful warrior’s blood within this young Alpha, but tempered by a scholar’s blood. He did not flinch from his gaze, did not show his inward self and this impressed Lasun Vesrak more than anything.
“I… I owe you a debt I can never repay young Alpha.” Lasun spoke calmly surprising even his wife and mate.

Calyb Leonidas was a young Alpha he knew, and he was a half breed, which obviously these Lycavorians were not used to, but his father’s blood was dominant as his mother often told him happily and he should embrace that. He was a Leonidas and even though he was inwardly shaking with fear, he rose to his full height of five foot ten and met Lasun’s eyes.
“There… there is a way sir.” He spoke. 

Lasun admired this young wolf’s bravery and he nodded his head. “Speak then.” He told him.

“I would ask… I would ask that you allow me to court and claim your daughter as my wife and mate.” Calyb blurted out the words, Retta beside him and filling her twin with her own newfound confidence and feeling his heart and mind racing. Retta knew Calyb did not yet understand the overwhelming attraction to both of these young women, but soon that would no longer matter.
Lasun Vesrak glanced back at Anoria, her beautiful features beaming in happiness as she clutched Taris’ hand in one of her own and her mother’s hand in the other. He turned back to Calyb. “My daughter is… she is very special young wolf.” Lasun spoke. “She has been special since she came into this world screaming at all those around her.”

“Papa!” Anoria exclaimed in embarrassment.

Calyb looked at her and Taris, his own blood burning within his veins for both of them, and only Retta’s calm resonance helping him to control it and hold it down. He turned back to Lasun. 

“She and Taris Ranev are one and the same, sir.” Calyb spoke softly. “Two who are one. My blood… my blood burns for each of them equally… as if they are one. You know this sir, I can see it in your eyes.”

Lasun Vesrak nodded his head, impressed by his actions and his words. A warrior poet it appeared that this young Alpha Calyb Leonidas was. Lasun knew deep within his heart that no other could love and defend his daughter and Taris Ranev more than this young Alpha before him. He would burn worlds for them and he would heal their wounds should the need ever arise. And he would never cast them aside.

Lasun tilted his head to the side. “You are very young Calyb Leonidas.” Lasun spoke slowly. “But you have the spirit and the heart of a warrior and a sage ten times your age. How is that possible?”
Calyb didn’t hesitate. “I have the blood of my father within me sir. And the blood of my mother. That is all I need. That is all I am.”

Lasun glanced at Anja who had so far remained silent and he turned back to Calyb. “So it would seem young wolf. So it would seem.” He turned and looked at his wife and mate. “What does my beautiful Issna say to this young Alpha’s request?”

Lasun watched his wife and mate, as she looked quickly to Anoria and then Taris. Issna Vesrak was a female Alpha wolf who had stood beside him for more years than he could remember and never flinched. A woman who had given him six, strong and proud children and raised every one of them in the same fashion. A female wolf who was the only one who could stir his blood because of her endless beauty and intoxicating eyes. He watched her dark eyes meet his and she nodded her head. 

“I approve.” She stated simply.

Lasun nodded his head and turned back to Calyb. “Impressing her is far more difficult than impressing me and you have done this. You have our permission Calyb Leonidas.” Lasun stepped closer looking down into his unwavering eyes. “Love them as you have never loved anything before young wolf, and you will discover what I did the moment I took her mother as my mate, they will make your life worth living.”

Anoria’s ice blue eyes filled with tears at her father’s words, as did Taris’ for it was almost exactly what her father had told Calyb not thirty minutes ago.

Calyb looked at them both and Lasun could see that devotion and love in those green hazel eyes. “That will never be an issue for me sir.” Calyb spoke looking back to him. “I will treat them and love them as my father does my mothers. Utterly and without fail.”
Lasun saw Anja’s chest swell in pride behind her son and he nodded his head. “Then so be it.” He spoke. “When… when will she be able to leave this place Queen Anja?” He asked looking at Anja. Garget had already told him everything about this fiery haired Queen and what she was capable of and he had been looking forward to meeting her, just under different circumstances. “I hate medical facilities.”

Anja smiled at him and motioned to Calyb. “My son is her doctor Lasun Vesrak.” She replied. 

Calyb smiled and looked at Anoria and Taris. “She will remain here overnight.” He stated formally. “Her injuries are healed but I want her to rest. I will stay with her through the evening with Taris. You are welcome to return at any time but I’m sure you are interested to meet my father.”

Lasun nodded his head. “Indeed.” He held up his hand. “Do not claim my daughter in a hospital room Calyb Leonidas.” He stated seeing Calyb turned a bright red in embarrassment.

“Lasun Vesrak!” Issna Vesrak exclaimed aloud.

Anja couldn’t help but laugh and she stepped forward to take his arm. “Come this way Lasun.” She told him. “I will take you to see Martin. He and Garget are close by.”

Issna glared at her husband as he turned but she could not be mad at him for very long as she saw the twinkle in his eye. “I will remain as well Lasun.” She spoke to him. “For a time anyway.”

Lasun look at Anoria a last time, saw her beaming face and knew he had done the right thing. He nodded his head and then looked at Anja. “I wish to see the scum that did this to my daughter.” He spoke.
“Lasun!” Issna looked at her beloved mate. “Do not make things worse my love.” She told him. “Promise me.”
Lasun stared at her for a long moment and then nodded his head. Anja took his arm and led him out of the room.


Garget was standing outside the lone room at the end of the corridor, the glass partition allowing them to look into the room unhindered. He turned when Anja walked up with Lasun and he bowed his head to her.

“Queen Anja.” He stated formally.


Anja shook her head with a smile. “I have already told you about that Garget. However it came to be, we are family now. Retta and Lazar, Loras in the future hopefully. As family we do not stand on formality. Please.” Anja told him. “Besides, we are your guests here and we are not your King and Queens.”


Garget shook is head quickly. “That is where you are wrong.” He spoke confidently. “But that is a discussion for another time I suppose.” He said. He quickly held out his hand to Lasun who took his forearm without question. “It is good to see you again old friend.”


Lasun nodded his head. “Thank you Garget.” 


Garget shook his head once more. “I did nothing.” He replied. He looked at Anja again. “They are down the adjoining corridor in the large conference room Lady Anja, though I am sure you can find them.” He said motioning with his hand down a separate corridor to their right. “I will bring Lasun along shortly. We have some things to discuss first.”


Anja nodded her head and looked at Lasun. “We will see you again Lasun Vesrak.” She told him. “It has been a pleasure to finally meet you.”


Lasun bowed his head to her. “More for me Lady Anja.” He told her. “More for me.”


Anja smiled and headed down the corridor as Lasun stepped up beside Garget. His eyes followed Anja for a short time and then he turned back to his friend. “You were not joking when you said she was tiny Garget my friend. And this is the one who made Lazar and Rhaos look like children?”


Garget grinned and nodded his head. “And a detachment of my own men when they arrived here.” He said. “Do not let her size fool you. She is more vicious and cunning than I have ever seen from a female wolf before and I imagine her fellow Queens are no different. Do not underestimate her.”


Lasun grunted. “I do not intend too. The smell of the Alpha within her blood alone would give any man pause if he had half a brain.” He turned and looked fully at Garget Ranev. “What happened my friend?”


The two men had become as close as brothers over the last decade because of their two daughters. As with Lasun, Taris had shared everything with her father, opening his eyes to things he would never have considered before. Knowing what their daughters would share in the future and with whom, this had brought the two men closer than anything had before then. Among the Mountain Packs it was well known that in the last decade, the two men had stood together on every issue that had come up and they had not wavered. Garget Ranev and Lasun Vesrak had become synonymous with each other and if you angered one, you automatically angered the other. And no one wanted both of them aligned against them.

Garget looked at his friend. A man who had replaced his lost brother Warim in his eyes. They were only five years apart in age anyway. “Taris and Anoria went into the mountains last night. She has a cave under a waterfall. A retreat of sorts for her. They went there to be together and…”


Lasun nodded his head knowingly. “Our daughters have always been different Garget. They have changed us both in many ways. We have known for longer than they have that they would be together. That is not something I will ever question.”


“Then you see the love they carry for each other in their eyes?” Garget said. “And for Calyb Leonidas.”


Lasun nodded his head slowly. “He is a half breed and yet his aura burns brighter than most of the Alphas in my Pack.” He said. “I cannot deny that, nor can I deny what I see in my daughter’s eyes when she looks at him. Or Taris’ for that matter.”


Garget nodded his head. “Nor I.” He held out the data pad to him. “Juyno had this on him.” He spoke as Lasun began reading. “The birth registry. He knew Taris would be in Phase at this time and he purposely came up here for her. He did not know that Anoria is a member of the Black Watch and that she would be here as well. And he certainly didn’t know she would be with Taris.”


Lasun looked at him. “These files are supposed to be confidential Garget.” He hissed.


Garget nodded his head. “When have you ever known Osrod to abide by rules that he himself sets?” He spoke. “This however, this stinks of his upaee Queen Secha. Juyno’s mother. She is devious and she hates the Mountain Packs for some reason that we have never been able to determine. Especially Loras. Her treatment of Loras when she was a Queen should have been all the knowledge we needed.”


Lasun shook his head. “I should have supported her openly Garget.” He admitted to his friend. “Seeing what she has done in these last years is amazing. How she has brought us all together and got us to work for the benefit of all our Packs. I should have… perhaps if I had been more vocal what happened with Warim would never had taken place.”


Garget shook his head. “Do not dwell on it Lasun.” He told him. “She has always known that you were behind her. And what took place is what destiny intended. My brother lived a full life and he died defending the woman he loved.”


Lasun met his eyes. “Loras was a loyal and devoted wife and mate to him Garget, but she did not truly love him did she?”


Garget shook his head slowly. “Warim knew this I think. Deep inside I think he knew Loras was meant for much greater things.”


“What did Queen Anja mean when she said Loras was to be a member of their family in the future?” Lasun asked. “Do you know?”

Garget shook his head. “It has something to do with the prophecy that I have not seen.” He replied. He looked at Lasun intently. “She does bear the same mark on her shoulder that the members of the Mard Revik’s family all have now. A wolf’s head. It is not as clearly defined as Lazar, for he has taken Anja and the King’s daughter Retta as his mate, but it is there. I suspect that it will appear on Taris and Anoria once Calyb claims them.” 

Garget reached out and touched the small control panel beside the window of the room. The opaque glass suddenly disappeared to reveal the inside of the room and Lasun’s eyes grew wider when he saw Juyno Aspion lying on the bed. 
“He will live unfortunately.” Garget said. “Another young woman like Queen Anja, a Hadarian as her species are called, she is the wife and mate to Anja’s mandri Kalis, she kept him alive. His sternum was fractured in two places, six of his ribs were broken clean in half and one punctured his lung. His skull had a minor fracture and his jaw was broken in three different places. Serale, that is her name, she made sure to treat the more severe of his wounds, but she left the others to be worked on by our medical people.”


Lasun could only stare at Juyno in shock. His face was still heavily bruised, and very swollen. His jaw had been reset but the bruising from that was very obvious as were the two pins in either side of his cheek that held the thick bone together now. It would heal, but as with all Lycavorians, their bones were so tough and thick, it would take time for the injury to heal fully. He looked at Garget with wide eyes.


“You… you are saying that Calyb Leonidas did this?” He asked in shock. “Juyno Aspion is… he is at least six inches taller and sixty pounds heavier than him.”


Garget nodded his head as he looked back to Juyno in the bed. Juyno’s right hand was secured to the bed frame with flexible cuffs, but even still, Garget had two of his men in the room with him. 

“I said as much to myself. He killed one of the others with Juyno and crippled another. He would have killed them all had not his father and brother arrived to stop him.” Garget said finally with a nod of agreement. “I have never witnessed such a thing in all my life. Once his father and brother were there, he went from savagely protecting them to healing Anoria in a split second. It is… it is this Spartan training that all of their people undergo Lasun. Even the King’s family it seems. I have never seen men and women move as they do Lasun. I do not know what this Spartan training regime consists of, but apparently they do not play at war as Osrod does Lasun. A painful fact that I believe he will discover very soon.”


Lasun Vesrak was silent for a long moment as he stared at Juyno Aspion on the bed. He wanted to kill the fool for injuring his beloved daughter, kill him in the most painful way that he could possibly devise, but he also realized that the severe beating that Calyb Leonidas had given to him would remain with him forever. A pain that his mind would never forget.


Lasun looked at his friend. “What… what is he like Garget?” He asked finally.


Garget met his eyes and smiled. “He is not what you expect Lasun.” He answered. “He is not what I expected. But there is no doubt in my mind that he is the Mard Revik.”


Lasun looked back to Juyno through the window. “Then everything… everything Anoria and Taris and the Oracle have been saying all of this time. It is truly real.”


Garget nodded his head. “Yes… it is.” He spoke. “Come my friend, you will want to meet him.”

Lasun snarled silently at Juyno’s still form before turning and following Garget down the corridor.


Lasun Vesrak had believed longer and more deeply in the prophecy than his friend Garget Ranev, primarily because of his now long dead parents. Anoria’s birth and everything she had told him while she was growing had only cemented this within his heart. Lasun knew that the same thing had happened to Garget when Taris was born and he discovered just how special she was, but Lasun’s faith had never wavered. He hadn’t really given much thought to how he expected the Mard Revik to be, but whatever conceptions he may have had got tossed onto the trash heap when he entered the room and saw him.


His wolf aura alone was enough to stagger Lasun in such a way that he paused for a long moment and gripped Garget’s arm, his eyes wide in disbelief. Never in his lifetime had he felt such an aura of power and dominance. Garget smiled at this reaction for it was no different than what he had experienced on the landing platform only a few short hours ago. Lasun could only gaze with wide eyes upon the one the prophecy said would come. He was tall, easily over six foot, but his body appeared as if it had been forged from granite. He was thickly muscled, far more so than even his youngest and strongest warrior, the shirt he wore doing little to hide the cut of his arms and his broad shoulders. His raven black mane of hair was shoulder length and now pulled into a tight pony tail at the back of his head. His beard and mustache was perfectly trimmed, his skin deeply tanned, telling Lasun that this was a man who did not stay inside very often. At the moment, the fiery red haired Queen Anja was in his arms, her own arms wrapped tightly around his narrow waist and her head pressed to his chest; the other, taller women on either side of her, all of them pressed up against him intimately. 
The female with the same hair color as the Mard Revik, as black as the darkest night, and almost blue in the dim light of the sun from outside the huge window of the lounge, was a pureblood Alpha female whose aura dwarfed any female he had ever seen in his lifetime, even his own beloved Issna. Her beauty was exotic and utterly surreal, and the color of her eyes unlike any he had ever seen before. This could only be the Mard Revik’s Anome, his Lycavorian soulmate as the prophecy foretold and Anoria had told him of from the Oracle’s teachings during her schooling among the Black Watch. The second female, with golden blond hair and four-inch-high pointed ears, was equally astounding in her beauty. Her deeply tanned skin was without a single blemish of any kind, so smooth and radiant. This could only be one of the elven Queens as Anoria had also told him of, both of them devastating in their beauty as all female members of their species were.
Lasun glanced quickly at Garget still unable to process what he saw and could obviously feel within the room. Garget nodded his head. “I know my friend. I know.” He spoke softly. “I felt just as you do not a few hours ago. I’m still getting used to it. Come.”

Martin had smelled them come into the room but he was ignoring them for the moment. The scents of three of his Queens filled his senses now and that is all that mattered to him as he nuzzled the top of Anja’s head once more. 

[Red, are you sure that you…?] He spoke within the shielded connection they all shared. Martin did not know if any of these Mountain Pack Alphas had any Etheric ability beyond the rudimentary use of it and he was not taking any chances.

Anja pulled her head away from his chest and looked up into his dark brown eyes. His mint scent combined with Aricia’s lavender and coco and For'mya’s orchid scent was heaven to Anja right now. It would be even better when Dysea, Bella and Cirith were back among them as well, but Anja was delighted at the moment.
[I’m fine Lover.] She answered him. [Really.]
[Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea Melyanna.] For'mya spoke now.

Anja shook her head. [No, For'mya. We discussed this, all of us. We agreed it needed to be done. We didn’t expect how it went down but the result was the same.]

[You getting beat to within an inch of your life was not part of the plan.] Aricia reminded her.

Anja looked at Martin. [I have a hard head as you have told me so often through the years.] She said with a brilliant smile. [It worked out Lover. I’m fine and we have the result we wanted.]

Martin lifted his hand and stroked her cheek watching as her eyes closed in bliss and Aricia and For'mya pressed closer to her as they felt it as well. [You are as obstinate as a Rock Spider too.] He told her.

Anja chuckled softly. [And just as deadly.] She offered.

Martin nodded his head. [That is for sure.] He agreed. [You are certain about this Loras and Lazar then?]

Anja nodded her head. [No doubt.] She replied to his question. [Loras and Lazar both have Mahanlo blood within them. Serale says that when Retta bit him, when they claimed each other, her pure Mahanlo blood proteins removed whatever was masking his. Ceale schooled Serale hard in blood proteins and such. She knows what she is talking about. Loras’ are still masked, as are her children with this Warim and probably her parents as well. There wasn’t time to do any tests on them before you showed up with an attitude.]
Martin grinned at her stern look. [My first plan was to kill them all and…]
[Let god sort them out?] Anja finished. [Carians Lover, that is so old.] She said with a laugh that Aricia and For'mya joined in on.

[He was going to do it Anja.] Aricia stated. [Andro stopped him.]
Anja smiled again. [Thank god. Our son has more sense than you sometimes you know. Not often… but sometimes.]

[Martin…] For'mya spoke turning her head slightly and seeing Garget behind him with the other Alpha.

Martin nodded his head. [Yeah, I smell them.] He looked at Anja however. [Can you find out for sure Red?]

Anja nodded her head. [Easily. Her parents might not be too happy about it if what you, Andro and this Chiron says is true.]

Martin nodded his head. [We need to know for sure. And if one or both of them have Mahanlo blood in them, they will already know we are here.]
Anja nodded her head. [True enough. I’ll get on it.]
Martin leaned over quickly and laid a blistering kiss on her and pulsed her with his aura before she could blink and Anja couldn’t help but whimper softly in delight as she kissed him back. She glared at him when he pulled away, her pulse racing.
[You had better plan on picking this up again soon Lover.] She snarled at him while gripping the front of his shirt.

Martin grinned and waggled his eyebrows. [I do.] He told her.

All three of them burst into soft laughter within their connection and Anja slapped his face lightly. [I’ll hold you to that big boy.] She told him.

[We will come with you Anja.] Aricia said. [We wish to meet this Loras. Her role in our family is only just beginning. And this young Alpha who has stolen the heart of our daughter intrigues us.]
Anja took their hands. [You will like him.] Anja said as she began to lead them out of the room. [He reminds me of Isra in his demeanor, and for a young Alpha, he is very handsome.] 

Martin smiled to himself and shook his head as he turned to face Garget and the other Alpha. The man was every bit as physically imposing as Garget Ranev, though a bit more grizzled around the edges. Martin’s eyes went wider when he watched Lasun drop to one knee and bow his head deeply.

“My… my Lord King!” Lasun spoke the words not really having any idea what to say or do. This was a moment that they had all dreamed of, but now that it was here, Lasun Vesrak had no idea how to act or what to do.

“Carians nirr uvenn!” Martin gasped aloud seeing Lasun look up to gaze at him. “Forn soas un joa ared!” (Gods get up. You bow to no one)

Lasun looked at him with wide eyes as he rose back to his feet. “You… you are the Mard Revik!” Lasun gasped loudly.


Martin nodded his head. “And as I told Garget not so very long ago, I hate that name.” He said. “You want the job? I’ll give it to you cheap!” 


Lasun looked at Martin stunned as Garget laughed loudly at his expression. “Lord Martin Leonidas… this is Anoria’s father Lasun Vesrak. He leads the Vesrak Pack from the northern mountains.”


“It is an honor, sir.” Martin told him. “And I apologize for what happened with your only daughter. That is not exactly the way my son Calyb wanted to meet her and Taris.”

“He… he knew he would find them?” Lasun asked stunned as he rose to his feet fully.


Martin nodded his head. “He didn’t tell anyone except his twin sister, but he knew.” He replied. “My children can be pretty closed mouth when they want to be.”

“He saved her from a fate…” Lasun’s eyes were wide still and he could only gawk at Martin in disbelief. “He saved her from being taken against her will and perhaps even her life.” He said finally. “He… he boldly asked for my permission to claim her not a few minutes ago. He does not lack for confidence that one.”


Martin smiled and nodded. “That is my fault. I have raised all of my children to go after what they want and let nothing stop them. I am sorry about that.”


Lasun shook his head quickly. “You should not be sorry My Lord. He shows more about what it means to be an Alpha of our people than most of the purebloods on this planet and he is only half Lycavorian. My mate Issna and I gave him our blessing. He was able to impress my mate Issna in mere minutes. That is something it took me a year to do when I first claimed her.” He spoke proudly. “My daughter Anoria is… she is like Taris and she has always been special. I do not try to understand most of it but…”


Martin nodded his head in understanding. “I do know the feeling Lasun Vesrak. May I call you Lasun?”


Lasun could not believe the question and he nodded instantly. “Of course My Lord.” He looked at Garget then and then back to Martin as if something had just occurred to him. “My Lord, how are you here and King Osrod knows nothing?”


“The ship I arrived on is in orbit over Warim at the moment.” Martin replied.


“Orbit?” Lasun gasped his eyes wide. “His men would be all over Warim by now if they saw your ship in orbit!” 

Martin smiled and shook his head. “It’s hidden.” He said.

Lasun looked confused. “You mean like the stealth mode on our ships?” He asked finally.


Martin nodded his head. “In a manner of speaking yes. We call them Shrouds. And trust me, King Osrod numb nuts, or whatever his nubous name is, he won’t know it’s there until I want him too.” Martin brought his left arm up and looked at the small display on the Pralor wrist computer Murano had given to him some time ago. It was linked directly to his P1 and made so he did not have to carry the P1 wherever he went. He had only just starting wearing it and it was growing on him. “And that will be in about six minutes, give or take a second or two.”


Lasun blinked quickly. “I… I don’t understand.” He said.


Martin nodded his head. “Many years ago, this fool’s ancestors took something from my staania and I want it back!”

Lasun looked even more confused. “Your staania?” He asked. “How is that…” His ice blue eyes opened wider when the realization hit him. “You speak of those who came before you?” He gasped. “The ones from the great ship?”


Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”


“I can’t… I remember her… Dynina!” Lasun almost yelled. “Her name was Dynina!”


Martin nodded again. “She is my grandmother.” He said. “This fool Osrod’s grandfather, or father, I don’t really give a shit which one to be honest, they took something that belonged to her and they kidnapped people that followed her and I’m pretty sure they are now dead. I want that material back and I want justice for them.”


“I did not know that they took anyone?” Lasun gasped looking once more to Garget and then back to him. “We avoided contact with Osrod’s grandfather and father in the beginning. My parents, Garget’s parents, Loras’ parents, none of them, they wanted nothing to do with him or his rule. They were the ones who took our ancestors from Ventori and did not allow them to go back. When this finally came to be fully known they brought us up here into the mountains away from the Plains Packs.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yep, they did that too.”


“It is why we came into the mountains and formed our own Packs.” Garget spoke now. “You say they took something from your staania… this Dynina female?” Lasun asked him.


“It was advanced equipment of some kind. When my staania refused to give it to them freely, one of them tried to take her as his mate against her will. That didn’t go very well for him. She bit his nor off.” Martin told them. 
Garget and Lasun looked at one another with wide eyes. “Then it is true!” Garget gasped aloud.

Lasun nodded his head. “There were rumors that something of this nature happened. We never really believed it, but Osrod’s grandfather, he died shortly after due to some infection that he supposedly caught.”

Martin grinned. “Infection my mida. My staania probably did something to him that she won’t even tell me. She can be vicious.” 

“So it would appear.’ Lasun said nodding his head approvingly. “You say they took something from her?”

Martin nodded his head. “Equipment that they didn’t understand then and they probably still don’t, since we have detected nothing to indicate they were able to engineer anything from what they took.”


“You can detect this?” Lasun asked stunned.


Martin nodded his head. “Yes. We know right where he is keeping it too.”


Lasun blinked quickly once more. “How… how do you intend to get it back My Lord?” Lasun asked. “Osrod is many things but he is no fool. He is much smarter than his father and grandfather and many would say he is a better leader, his arrogant faults aside of course. He has proper security all over the place. His men are well trained and loyal to him.”


Garget nodded his head. “He has done many things his father and grandfather would not have done.” He said. “Things that have angered many of those older Plains Pack elders.”


Martin’s expression was void of any emotion. “Nubou hel.” Martin hissed angrily. (Fuck them) “I don’t particularly care what he is. To me he is a little piss ant dictator and in about four and a half minutes now, I am going to take a massive shit all over his little parade.” Martin’s face took on a smile that grew even wider. “And his security people have never met my son or his siblings and friends. They are an odd bunch, but they have attitude! You know how young people are. You want to watch? It will be a good show.”

“What do you mean?” Garget asked confused.

Martin lifted his wrist up to his mouth. “Armen… you have my location locked?”


“Affirmative King Martin.” Armen’s voice replied. “And the two individuals with you.”


“Bring us right to the bridge Armen.” Martin said. 


“Stand by.” Armen said. “We have also received a transmission from Colonel Thoti King Martin.”


Martin blinked not expecting that. “Go.”


“Martin...” Martin noticed how Armen did not say King before his name this time and this caught and held his attention. “Colonel Thoti has taken Lorendo and his ship into custody. Lorendo is injured but alive. Thoti will be arriving in the morning.”


Martin grinned at this information. “Well how bout that?” He quipped. “Things are looking up. You ready Armen?”


“Teleporting now.”


Lasun opened his mouth to ask the question when his eyes grew wide as the orange hued light engulfed all three of them and they vanished from the conference room.

SPARTA'S WRATH

ORBIT OF JETANIA

HOLDING POSITION OVER WARIM


Garget and Lasun had both dropped to the deck instantly after arriving on the bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH, their bodies tingling and both of them feeling nauseous. Their stomachs were doing flips in their body and they looked up at Martin staring down at them with a grin.


“Sorry about that.” He said. “It’s the quickest way to move around without waiting for a ship. The nausea will pass in a few seconds. It takes getting used to, but after three or four teleports it goes away.”


“Carians!” Garget almost bellowed as he rose to his feet and he and Lasun steadied each other. “That was…” Garget Ranev didn’t notice the four Durcunusaan soldiers who waited in the shadows of the bridge, their sole purpose was to protect their King. This had been Armen’s doing, an extra precaution against those who would try to harm Androcles’ father and the King. He determined that it was probably unnecessary, but he had four of them come to the bridge to take positions regardless. Had either Garget or Lasun tried anything, they would have been dead before they could act. 

Garget’s words ended in his throat when he saw where they were and his eyes went wide. 

“Nubou lae!” Garget Ranev almost shouted causing Lasun to shake his head and look around, his own eyes going wider.

“Saoi sibfla!” Lasun echoed Garget’s words and Martin laughed at this as the two men looked around.


“Welcome to my son’s ship SPARTA'S WRATH.” Martin told them. “It can be a little overwhelming at first.”


Garget turned slowly in his spot his eyes never having seen the likes of what he was seeing right now. “By the gods!” He gasped once more. He took in the many computer stations and the large number of men and women who were not Lycavorian as they went about their duties without giving the two men a second glance. He saw many with ears like the elven Queen he had seen on Jetania, and still more that had reptilian like skin and several that had feathers covering their entire bodies.


Lasun finally turned back to Martin as Garget’s eyes continued to sweep the bridge. “This is… this is one of your ships?” He gasped.


Martin shook his head. “This ship is one of a kind right now.” Martin said. “Hopefully we’ll either discover and find more of them or build them ourselves.”


“Given the current status of Dreamland and Admiral O’Connor’s imagination, the odds are that you will begin building them within a year King Martin.” Armen spoke from just behind Martin. “I estimate you will complete construction within six months because of the Worker Drones and the ingenuity of Union engineers.”

Martin smiled and turned to look at him. “Really?” Martin said surprised at that. He would have to have a talk with Ben on that. “Wow… that’s good to know.” He turned back to Lasun and Garget. “This is Armen. He is the ship’s Avatar and Commanding Officer.”


Lasun and Garget stared at the towering Avatar with wide eyes. “He is not… he is not…” Garget managed to rasp out the words.


Armen nodded his head as he stepped up beside Martin now. “You are correct Garget Ranev… I am not a living individual. The closest definition that you would understand is that I am an advanced cybernetic lifeform. An AI if you will, though that term is rather limited in its description.”


Martin looked at Armen and smiled. Since the day he had discovered Avi on Lycavore, Martin had never considered him anything but alive. He felt the same way towards Armen as well, as did his son. He didn’t know what it was, but they just considered Armen and Avi and the Worker Drones something more than what others did. It also explained Andro’s obvious affection for the Worker Drone Alpha Nine. The spider like Alpha Nine was always around him whenever Andro was on the ship. Martin had discovered that the Avatars and Worker Drones each had their own quirks, which to Martin and his family were almost like personalities, and it made each of them unique.

Martin looked at Lasun and Garget and motioned to what appeared to be a plain bulkhead of some sort. “You’ll want to see this.” He said. “Armen?”


Armen nodded and turned his head. “TO, please lower the Ducorsis armor around the bridge view windows.”


The elven male nodded his head from across the bridge and his hands flew over his duty station. “Ducorsis Armor retracting.”


Lasun and Garget watched with wide, stunned eyes as the strange bulkhead in front of them suddenly shifted and they watched as armor of some kind retracted away, exposing a view that neither of them had ever seen before in real life. They had seen pictures of course, pictures of Jetania from orbit that others had shown them, but neither of them had ever experienced it themselves in their lifetime and it was sobering to say the least.

“Son vada carians!” Lasun was able to mutter as he and Garget stepped closer to the clear view window. It was nearly floor to ceiling they saw and though fear gripped them at the exposure, both of them were too overcome with disbelief and awe to keep from moving. It did not seem to bother anyone else and they quickly determined that they were safe and they simply stared out on the greenish, purple surface of Jetania.


“Pretty awesome huh?” Martin spoke from behind them. “I was pretty much the same way when I first saw my planet from space.”


Garget turned to look at him with wide eyes. “You?” He gasped.


Martin nodded his head. “I was actually born in space.” He told them. “On a cruiser to be exact. A much smaller ship than this to be sure, but still in space. I didn’t know that until much later in my life but that is a story for another time.”


Garget turned back to the view window and he could see the many Coalition ships in orbit around Jetania as well as the massive space station that was their primary ship building facility and military headquarters.


“I have… I have never had a desire to leave the surface.” Garget said softly. 


“Nor I.” Lasun agreed.


“They… they cannot see us?” Garget asked in disbelief.


Martin shook his head. “No. I’m guessing that our Shroud technology is probably two or three thousand years more advanced than the stealth capabilities of Coalition ships.” Martin said looking at Armen.


Armen nodded his head. “That is reasonably close.” He answered.


Martin turned back to Garget and Lasun as he watched Lasun reach up and place his hand against the clear view window. “Gods!” He muttered to himself before looking at Martin. “This is… this is what my daughter Anoria tried to describe to me from one of her… one of her visions. Or dreams. She was so detailed in what she was describing. She said that this was… it was normal. How…?”


Martin nodded his head in understanding. “I’m going to take a wild guess and say that is because of my son Calyb.” He told them. “The Etheric realm is quite infinite and often times we cannot explain things fully. I would guess and say that your daughter and Taris were seeing the future in their dreams. What they knew was coming. They saw my son Calyb, perhaps even through his eyes.”


Garget looked at him now. “You speak of our ability to talk using our minds. This Etheric ability. No one among our people on Jetania is very good at this. It is a simple tool for us. It is hardly used at all.”


“Hopefully that will change.” Martin said.


“How?” Garget asked.


Martin nodded again. “We call it Mindvoicing.” He told them. “The ability to use the Etheric realm. My people… our people…” He amended that statement. “Those of us who came from Lycavore, or are descended from those who came from Lycavore, we use it far more than the Lycavorians here on Jetania. Perhaps you did not have those who could teach you how to use it fully as we did. The people that brought Lycavorians to Ventori and then here to Jetania, they took your ancestors from Lycavore before we fully learned how to use it. They did not realize at the time what they were doing, but they are good people and were only doing what felt right to them.”


Lasun looked at him. “You have seen them?” He asked. “The ones who brought our people here?”


Martin nodded his head. “Their descendants yes.” He answered. “That is also another story for a different time.”


Garget shook his head quickly. “Argh!” He gasped. “So much… so much that we have never believed could exist and suddenly we discover that it does exist!”

Martin smiled. “Believe me Garget Ranev… I have been through what you are feeling.” He told him. “It does get easier.”


“Ninety-seven seconds King Martin.” Armen broke in and Martin nodded.


Lasun looked at him. “What… what happens in ninety-seven seconds?” He asked.


Martin smiled and motioned to the massive station in the distance. “King Osrod numb nuts is going to find out just how small he really is in the grand scheme of things.” Martin looked at Armen. “Armen… split screen it and put up the facility from the PREMONITION feed next to the exterior view.”


Armen nodded and blinked his eyes several times. Lasun and Garget moved back in surprise when half of the large window changed to a view of a large building. His eyes went wide as he recognized it. 


“That is the main Research and Development Facility in the capital!” He exclaimed. 


Martin nodded his head. “It’s also where they are keeping what Osrod’s grandfather took from my staania. My son is getting ready to retrieve it.”


“Retrieve it?” Garget gasped looking at him. “Martin… that building is guarded by over tow hundred of Osrod’s most loyal soldiers! They are the best trained and heavily rewarded for their loyalty.”


“Over two hundred?” Martin asked. “Really?”


“You said your son is going to retrieve it?” Lasun spoke now. “Does he have a large enough force? If they do not assault without a full battalion they will not succeed.”


Martin smiled. “He doesn’t have a full battalion.” He spoke. “I think he has…” Martin looked at Armen. “What is it Armen? Sixteen?”


Armen shook his head. “Fifteen King Martin. Commander Torian still has not returned to duty yet.”


Martin nodded and looked back to Garget and Lasun who were staring at him as if he was insane. “Fifteen.” He said. “He’s got them outnumbered.”


Garget looked back to the screen and his eyes narrowed. “This is real time.” He finally spoke. He turned back to Martin. “You have a ship watching this facility don’t you?”


Martin smiled. “Sitting about five thousand feet above it.” He answered. 


“What are you waiting for?” Lasun asked him now. 


Martin’s smile grew wider still. “I’m waiting for my fervon.” He replied. “He loves to make flashy entrances.”

PREMONITION 

FIVE THOUSAND FEET ABOVE COALITION RESEARCH FACILITY


Androcles rested on one knee between Sadi and Ne'Veha as they held the ship perfectly motionless and waited. His azure eyes were watching the facility below with keen interest, but he smelled and sensed Carisia and Lu'ria come up behind him. Both of them placed their hands on his shoulders affectionately and he turned his head first to kiss Carisia’s hand and then to the other side to kiss Lu'ria’s knuckles.


“How much longer?” Carisia asked.


Sadi looked up at the instruments above her quickly. “Forty-nine seconds.” She replied.

“I hate waiting.” Lu'ria commented.


Andro nodded his head. “As do we all.” He stated in agreement. “SirsanGai… you have the location locked?”


Ne'Veha nodded her head from the co-pilot’s seat. “Four levels down. Main elevator lifts to that level and then an immediate right out of the lift. A hundred and thirty meters down the corridor. It is in some kind of vault, but our sensors can penetrate it, so I’m guessing it is not as secure as they think. Whatever they have hidden in there, it appears to be Pralor in nature. Some kind of power source if the readings are accurate.”


“Technology wise they aren’t even close to us Duan Enylar.” Sadi said turning her head slightly to look at him. “All of the time they have been out here and they have only advanced to this level of technology? It just doesn’t seem right.”

Andro nodded in agreement. “Unless someone or something was holding them back.” He stated. “Pralor power sources are not 

“Twenty-three seconds.” Ne'Veha called out.


Andro nodded his head. “We move exactly one minute after Uncle Danny enters the system. They will be at the peak of confusion and…”


“Andro!” Deion’s voice caused Andro to turn and he saw him entering the cockpit with Mari close on his heels holding her P9. “Fervon… you need to see this!”


Andro turned fully and rose to his feet as Mari moved up past Deion. “The Avatar Chiron was able to do a massive upload of information to all of our P9s Andro. I have been going through some of the new information and…”


Andro smiled for he could tell she was excited. “Mari… just spit it out.” He told her with warmth. “You do not need to explain anything to me.”

Mari met his eyes. “One of the archives uploaded was a database of all the bloodlines of our people from Cerath and Lycavore. I was playing with the port lateral sensor array, having it do a random sweep as we have been holding position.”


“Ten seconds Andro.” Sadi called out.


Mari moved closer to him. “Andro… the sensors have detected half a dozen individuals in the city below with the Arhtai Pack bloodline. Two of them are in the facility we are about to attack, and if these readings are accurate one of them is pure Arhtai bloodline. No mixture at all.”


Andro’s eyes went wide. “What?!” He gasped.


“That’s not all!” Mari continued. “I have detected fourteen that are at this very moment in Warim and closing on the position of your mothers and Loras Ranev.” Mari saw his azure eyes go wide at this information. “All of them are pure Arhtai bloodline as well.

“Time’s up everyone!” Sadi called. “Daniel is here!”


Father! You have to help her! Achilles’ voice thundered within the Etheric realm. He really needn’t have bothered for Andro’s decision was easy enough for him to make and he spun around. 
“KertaGai! Back to Warim! Now!” He almost yelled.


Sadi and Ne'Veha didn’t hesitate for a spilt second. They knew their beloved Androcles too well.

“SirsanGai! Full power to thrusters and main engines!” Sadi screamed as she yanked the PREMONITION into a gut wrenching turn over the city and the ship leaped forward as if shot from the barrel of a gun when Ne'Veha jammed the ship’s engines to full power. 

None of them realized that such a burst of power would send shudders reverberating all over the immediate area and even though they were five thousand feet above the facility, the sound and backwash from engaging the PREMONITION’S Pralor engines at such a low level was felt by everyone on the ground. Nearly two dozen men and women who were standing outside the facility or preparing to enter it staggered under the immense rush of air and the thundering sound of the ship breaking the sound barrier within half a second. Eyes lifted to the sky to search for what had caused something none of them had ever experienced before but they saw nothing.

Nor did they realize that one set of those eyes belonged to a pureblood female wolf of the Arhtai bloodline.

And she knew something was going on immediately.

Secha Aspion began heading back to where she knew her foul husband would be as quickly as her legs could carry her.
JETANIA 

MILITARY COMMAND STATION


It was truly a marvel of engineering for the Lycavorians on Jetania. The station had been built entirely from scratch while in space and had taken a full decade to complete. Now, fully ten years later, it stood as a bastion of the Coalition’s military and their superiority. Or it did for them anyway. It was the single largest undertaking the Coalition had ever completed, and now the station, known simply as the MCS, was the heart of the Coalition military. The MCS was sixty-one levels and the cone shaped station was nearly half a mile across at it widest point. Ten thousand men and women called the station home, while hundreds more shuttled back to the station day after day for their duties. The MCS was the crown jewel of Coalition technology and might and to be able to work aboard the station was a significant boost to the influence you brought to your Pack. The Alpha who now commanded the MCS was an older wolf from the Plains Dohon Pack. They were the third largest Plains Pack behind the Aspion and Jemor Pack and he had worked very hard to secure this position for himself and his Pack. He had held this command for the last forty-seven years, and the Dohon Pack had benefited greatly from his position. He was well respected among the different Packs and held great influence with them. While his father was their Pack leader, Ristan Dohon was looked to as a leader and even his father sought his council at different times. This was something that Ristan provided willingly for unlike other Alphas in his position, he loved his parents, siblings and his wife and mate without hesitation. Ristan had been mated to the same female Alpha wolf for going on a full millennium now, which was almost unheard of among the Plains packs, and she had given him seven strong and proud children in that time. He was not concerned for another Alpha taking his mate from him, the last two who had tried ended up very dead. He had killed one while his wife had castrated the other and left him to bleed to death in a fit of anger at his actions.  


Coalition Colonel Ristan Dohon sat in his command chair within the MCS’s Operations Command Center now. This massive room was the nerve epicenter of the entire station. Over a hundred men and women worked within the OCC, all of them monitoring their duty stations. Incoming and outgoing ship traffic, standard orders to all of the Coalition ships that were out of the system, overseeing the refit and upgrade of the nine COLS cruisers currently docked to the station. It was the very heart of the station and the surrounding system, and it was here that they received the first warning.


Ristan looked up from the data pad he was reading from the previous logs of the night before when the insistent chirping began sounding from one of the consoles across the center. He remained calm as his Second Officer moved smoothly to the station where the young female wolf sat, her hands flying across the computer station in front of her. No one who worked on the station and in particularly on the shift that Ristan ran was new or unknowledgeable. All of them were the best at what they did and had finished tops in their respective fields in order to be here on his command shift. His eyes narrowed when the young woman looked at his Second Officer Benic Uchea and shook her head quickly. Ristan rose out of his chair.


“Something Benic?” He asked.

Benic turned to face him from across the room. “It doesn’t make any sense sir.” He spoke quickly.


“What doesn’t make sense?” Ristan asked him.


“Sir we…?” Benic began to speak but stopped himself.


Ristan shook his head just as quickly. “The politics of the Packs remains on the surface of Jetania!” Ristan spoke. “I have always demanded this from all of you! Up here we are all equal no matter our bloodlines. I will not have it any other way Benic, you know this.”


“Yes sir!” The man spoke.


“Then talk to me man!” Ristan insisted.


Benic looked at the young woman. “Tell him Coya.”


“Sir!” The female spoke now rising to her feet. “Station sensors just detected a massive spike in Quantum Matter Particles throughout the entire planetary system!”


Ristan looked confused. “Quantum Matter Particles?” He questioned. “How is that even possible Coya? My knowledge says Quantum Matter Particles are only theoretical. How are our sensors able to detect something that doesn’t exist?”


The female nodded as she glanced at Benic and he nodded is head. “Tell him all of it.” He spoke.


“Tell me what?” Ristan asked.


“Sir, the last software update from the main Research Facility on the surface contained theoretical work on Quantum Mechanics. Something our scientists worked up quickly sir. It is designed to allow our sensors to pick up what our scientists thought would be what Quantum Matter Particle fluctuations along all spectrums of space.”


Ristan moved closer to her from his chair. “They added theoretical software updates to our equipment without informing me? When did this happen?”


“King Osrod ordered it done after Captain Nasso’s encounter with the new Lycavorians in Sector fourteen, sir.” Benic replied now, regaining his composure. “I instructed Lieutenant Coya to let it run in the background with the other sensors and to ignore it. They based their work on only one report Colonel and…”

Ristan nodded his head. “And Nasso is known to be notoriously ignorant.” He finished the sentence for him. “But Gomar is one of the finest Sensor operators that we have. Him I trust and this was his conclusion as well correct?”


Benic nodded his head. “Yes sir.” 


“And now there is a spike in these… these Quantum Matter Particles?” Ristan asked the young woman as he moved fully up next to her. 


Coya nodded her head. “Almost identical to the readings that Captain Nasso’s ship was able to detect during his encounter sir. Just before those ships jumped away they were able to detect massive Quantum Matter Particle fluctuations. I have been reviewing the logs since copies were made and sent out to all ships and commands. They were… they were very impressive sir.” She told him almost shyly.

“How large is massive Coya?” Ristan asked her knowing that Coya was one of the brightest stars on the MCS in her work.


“A five hundred and sixty-three percent increase sir.” She answered instantly. “More than five times the levels found within normal space.”


“So these ships… Coya are you telling me that these ships have working Quantum Matter Propulsion drives?” Ristan gasped.


Coya nodded her head. “That is what the data suggests sir.” She replied. That also implies that they have Interstellar capability and carians knows what else. Technology like this is at least a thousand years ahead of ours, probably more to be honest.”

“This was not in the security briefings given to us after Nasso encountered these new Lycavorians!” Ristan almost shouted. “We need to get that full briefing from Nasso and we…”


The entire Command Center erupted in chaos then as alarms began to sound all around them and red flashing lights began to come on in different locations. Another Lycavorian stood up from his chair and looked at Ristan.

“Colonel!” The man shouted. “Colonel… unidentified ships are jumping into the system sir!” He almost screamed as he was staring at his sensor screen. “They are all around us sir! Over a hundred ships of unknown origin!” His eyes grew even wider if that was possible. “Colonel… son vada carians! Another ship just appeared sir! It is already in orbit of Jetania and it is…”


“What damn it!” Ristan shouted at him.


The man looked at him. “Colonel it is even larger than the station we are on right now!” He gasped aloud.


Ristan felt his heart slam in to his chest. “Coya!” He almost snarled. “Get on it girl! Tell me what is going on! Benic bring the station and the fleet to full alert! Issue Epsilon Order Four Three! Prepare to defend…”


“Colonel!” The COM officer screamed from his station. “Colonel we are receiving an open hail from… from one of the ships sir!”

SPARTA'S WRATH

Lasun and Garget could only gaze out the view window in utter astonishment as they began watching ships appear all around the MCS and the Coalition Fleet ships that were in orbit. Huge ships that looked every bit as dangerous as they did impressive. The smallest one that they could see was equal is size to the largest COLS cruiser and they watched as the ships began to maneuver in a very direct fashion, quickly surrounding those Coalition ships that were in orbit. Their eyes grew even wider as one of the huge ships that they saw began to spew what could only be small fighters from either side of its superstructure like angry bees from their nest.


They heard a soft pop as if someone had turned on an intercom and then the booming male voice filled the bridge where they stood.


“Honey! I’m home!”


They turned as Martin laughed softly and shook his head. “My brother.” Martin told them.


“Incoming transmission from SPARTAN’S SOUL!” The voice announced on the bridge.


Martin’s eyes grew slighter wider at this and he nodded to Armen. “Let’s see it Armen.”


“COM officer, main holo disc!” Armen ordered.


“Transferring!”


Martin turned to the small holo disc in the center of the bridge and Garget and Lasun followed suit as the disc flared to life and almost instantly cleared. Martin felt genuine warmth and happiness fill him when he saw Daniel’s tall figure on the bridge of his own ship. He didn’t know how, but someone must have released the LEONIDAS IIA-Class Strike Cruiser from its duties on Earth. This was Danny’s personal ship and his home away from home. Martin could make out with his eyes the ARIZONA and at least nine other LEONIDAS IIA Class ships with the SPARTAN’S SOUL, not to mention upwards of at least a hundred other Union warships. He smiled when he realized his brother was not taking any chances and brought the most firepower with him that he could without leaving Ventori undefended.

Danny met his eyes in the transmission. “I heard you were throwing a party so I brought the party favors.” Danny spoke with his trademark smile, exposing his brilliant white teeth and his long wolf fangs for all to see. Garget Ranev and Lasun Vesrak looked at one another for they were thinking the same thing it seemed. This man was easily their equal in height and he had far more muscles than they did. He was utterly huge.


“Bout time you showed up!” Martin quipped.


Danny nodded his head with a smile. “You know me fervon… I do like to make an entrance.”


Martin saw Anuk and Nayeca step into the transmission with Kesyla between them. “Do not let him fool you Martin…” Anuk spoke. “He has been like a child since the SPARTAN’S SOUL came to Ventori two days ago.”


Danny nodded his head. “Yeah… that means I don’t have to leech off of you anymore. I got my own ship back now. We got way better food and the sleeping arrangements are much more to my liking! If you get my drift fervon…” Daniel told him waggling his eyebrows.

“Daniel!” Nayeca admonished him with a sharp intake of breath and a slap that struck the back of his head lightly.


Lasun and Garget stood there in shock as Martin burst out laughing. This man, this Alpha wolf was speaking to the Mard Revik of their people as if he had not a care in the world and Martin was allowing it. They watched him step closer to the transmission.


“Ventori?” He asked Danny.


Dan nodded his head quickly. “Admiral Ceneu did some maneuvering of the CFGs and he released SPARTAN’S SOUL and her entire CFFG to us out here. He said they were standing around doing nothing anyway. I left the 2nd SED on Ventori and only brought Manda’s and my Fleet Groups. I figured that would be enough. The ARC ROYAL is returning with Dysea, Bella and Cirith; they should be arriving in the morning. Ventori now has a full SED on the surface and upwards of four hundred ships guarding them fervon. Ceneu even sent a detachment from the 1st Elven Engineering Division. Nalmos and the other Justices are working really fast and the Tasmor are jumping in right alongside them. Nalmos has offered them a permanent place on Ventori for those who wish to stay, and Saydia already has about a thousand of her best Tasmor engineers on Ventori working with our folks and preparing to rebuild Jorlari for starters. They will branch out from there.”


“You have been busy.” Martin spoke with a smile.


“Who says I can’t get things done without you?” Danny snorted playfully. “All of the adolescent dragons are on the surface and Syrilth chopped several of her best instructors from Dragon Mountain. They arrived with SPARTAN’S SOUL and are having a blast teaching them.” He told him. “Carina and Moneus are coordinating everything from Manne.”


Martin stepped closer to the transmission still. “Danny we have… we have learned quite a bit.” He said softly.


“I’m assuming some of it has to do with the tattoo that now mars my beautiful and flawless skin.” Danny spoke with a grin, even as Martin saw Anuk and Nayeca roll their eyes and Kesyla laughed softly. “Pablo saw it and about shit his pants over the detail.”


“Who else?” Martin asked him.


“Our whole team fervon.” Danny answered him. “Anuk, Nubian and Kesyla have it now. Moneus as well.” Danny looked intently at the man that he called his brother without question. “Shri’a deployed with SPARTAN’S SOUL and she has it too.” Danny told him meaning his oldest daughter with Nayeca. “I haven’t spoken with Anton yet but if Moneus and Shri’a have it then I’m assuming he does too and our little ones on Earth. What does it mean fervon?”


Martin nodded his head slowly. “It’s a long story aur mard fervon and I got a feeling the parts we haven’t heard are not going to be pretty.”


Danny nodded his head knowing what he meant. “They never are Marty.” He agreed with him solemnly. “We’ll get through it Martin. We always do.” He told him. “Now, you told me I would be able to kick someone’s ass! How bout that?”


Martin grinned at him as his spirits began lifting. “Hold that thought. I have a call to make.”


“Well hurry it up old man!” Danny barked. “Captain Jaban tells me we got a new refit and I want to try out some of the new toys!” He said referring to the man who commanded SPARTAN’S SOUL for him and had for the entire time Danny had been in charge of the 2nd SED.

Martin chuckled. “Stand by.” He said turning to Armen. “Andro should be hitting that facility right about now Armen. Open a channel to this station and let’s talk to whoever is in charge.”


FATHER! Andro’s voice exploded from within the Etheric realm like a blast from a fog horn, causing both Lasun and Garget to reach for their heads in pain.


Martin’s eyes grew wide and concerned, for his oldest and most experienced son never acted out of emotion as he was doing now. 


Andro! What is wrong?!


Mari has detected fourteen individuals with Arhtai bloodlines within Warim! They are closing on mother’s position right now! Loras and Retta are with them father! As are Sarlana, Nilantha and staania Dynina and Reva’s Sphere!

“Nubou lae! Henes wen cuia morg Loras niob! They must have detected the Mahanlo blood in Lazar! Shit! They will find out that Reva is…” Martin gasped aloud. (Fuck me. They are going after Loras now!)


We are twenty-eight seconds away father. Andro told him. 


Martin Leonidas snarled angrily now. Kill them all keto! I don’t care how! I will meet you there! Martin turned instantly to Armen now. “Prepare to send us back to Warim Armen! Have Danny handle these ass hats up here! Tell him what is going on! Have Chiron tag Loras’ parents and her children with Garget’s brother! I want them covered by Durcunusaan in two minutes!”


Armen didn’t blink. “Understood.” He told him closing his eyes. “Activating teleport!” The orange white light flared on the bridge once more and then Martin, Lasun and Garget were gone as they had appeared. 
Armen didn’t hesitate and he turned. “Burst General Simpson and inform him of what is happening! He is to act accordingly! Chiron are you monitoring?”


“Affirmative.” Chiron answered from another portion SPARTA'S WRATH. “I am already marking their locations Armen.”

Armen activated the internal ship Com with a simple blink of his eyes. “Durcunusaan Ready Detachment report to Teleport Bay three! Prepare to deploy under Spartan CRIMSON PROTOCOLS! Chiron is sending you your targets! Secure at any cost! Secure at any cost! This is no drill!”


“I will guide them Armen.” Chiron spoke once more. “Command the ship my… my friend. That is your duty now. Mine is to safeguard our… our family.”


Armen didn’t blink. “Understood!”


Chiron did not stop however and Armen heard his next commands. “Commander of the DRD, this is the Avatar Chiron! I am sending the locations of your targets to your personal data pads! They are in four different areas of the city below! You are to secure their safety at any measure!”


Armen heard the next words with no hesitation.


“Commander Chatai acknowledges!” The stern voice answered. “We will be off ship in twenty-seven seconds!”


Armen turned to his XO. “Begin powering weapons!” He ordered quickly. “And prepare to launch all APOC Drones in support if Admiral Lorian’s fighters come under attack of any kind!”

JETANIA

WARIM 

The Warim Flower Atrium was well known on Jetania for it was the only facility on the entire planet which had every known type of flora living under one facility. The aroma of hundreds of different species of flower filled the entire massive building. The interior of the Flower Atrium was broken up into several different sections, all under the main stadium sized rotunda. The huge ceiling was broken into four different glass sections that allowed the sunlight and the moonlight to enter freely. Students from the many different Mountain Pack schools had gathered the huge assortment of flowers from every corner of the planet and brought them here. Dozens of them were right now working within the massive facility caring for the different species of flowers, many of which were very rare and needed precise care in order to flourish away from their natural habitat.


Loras Ranev was very proud of the work put into this facility and those who cared for all of the flowers. There was a full-time staff, but most of the work was done by students from all across the different Mountain Packs who came here for two month stints at a time. Learning the flora of Jetania was one of the many required courses for all Mountain Pack children, for it brought them all much closer to the landscape and therefore their own instinctive nature as wolves. The school system had been centralized for four decades now thanks to Loras’ hard work and all of the Mountain Packs had seen the performance and skills of their children nearly triple in that same time.

Loras had decided that there was no longer a reason to hide who was among them any longer. It would begin seeping out into the general populous and better that their people saw and felt it for themselves then let rumors and innuendo run free. 

The first place she decided to take them was the Flower Atrium.


Loras came here often when she could not sleep at night or she wanted to calm herself. The smell of the flowers soothed her and help her to think. Right now she was walking between Anja and For'mya and holding their hands tightly as she led them deeper into the main Atrium, the center of which was backstopped by a beautiful water fountain and surrounded by dozens of comfortable benches for students or anyone wanting to study or think in a serene atmosphere.

Loras Ranev, for the better part of her young life so far, had always felt out of place and different. Her mother and father kept telling her it was her imagination and to drive herself forward always. Her parents doted over her and her only remaining brother and sister. Her three other brothers had been killed through the many years since coming here to Jetania, all of them from natural causes on hunts. Now however, now Loras felt peace and family filling her like never before and it radiated from these women all around her. Aricia walked just behind them, her hands holding Lazar’s arm as Retta walked on his opposite side. Lazar had always hated coming here as a child, but now he too seemed at peace and genuinely happy and Loras knew it was because of Retta. These three women were like one person Loras thought as she walked with them. Ever since she had been within that Etheric transmission, her own Etheric awareness had increased ten-fold and it was continuing to grow stronger just being around them. She could sense their connection to one another and how their resonances mingled so flawlessly with one another. Loras could also feel Achilles’ Etheric resonance within her, echoing ever so softly in the background. He had not spoken or reached out to her since calling her wife, but he was there Loras was certain.


Nilantha had been utterly overjoyed to meet the second Darastrixi female, a prophet of some kind among her species she came to realize, and the much older Lycavorian woman walked with both of them as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Loras also realized that this was the leader of the Lycavorians who had come to Jetania so very long ago and who Osrod’s grandfather had tried to force himself upon. She was a powerful Alpha female, more so than any Loras had ever felt with the exception of Anja and her fellow Queens. The knowledge that so much existed off Jetania than what Loras had originally believed was a sobering fact to be sure, but surprisingly Loras was absorbing all of it easily. It was almost as if she knew that it was there deep within her but it had remained hidden for so long. She was coming to understand the why of it, her true bloodlines, something her parents had withheld from her for reasons that she did not understand as of yet, but she would certainly question them about it when she saw them again later this evening.


Loras did not know what to make of the odd shaped floating sphere that followed the two women Dynina and Sarlana around, never moving very far from them, but she was beginning to realize that there was so much more going on that she did not know or understand. Loras didn’t care about that right now, what filled her with happiness was the sensation of family and the utter peace that gave to her. It was what she felt when with her mother and father, but so much more intense and focused. 


It was For'mya who finally broke their silence as they walked and took in the hundreds of beautiful flowers within the Atrium.


“We have several places like this on Elear, the planet I was born on.” For'mya spoke as they moved into the center of the huge Atrium. “None of them are as large, but they are places of peace and reflection. What you have done here is amazing Loras.”

Loras smiled as they all stopped and gathered in near several benches. “All of the Packs send their children here at some point. It is required. It helps to teach them about what it means to be Lycavorian. It is how we have remained so close to our instincts.”


“And this is what sets you apart from the Plains Packs?” Dynina asked her. 


Loras nodded her head. “Unfortunately, yes.” She replied. “The Mountain Packs have remained much closer to our natural instincts than those among the Plains Packs. They are not bad men and women, in fact many are hard working and follow a code of honor, but they have allowed technology to move them away from who we really are as a people.”


Dynina nodded her head. “We sensed this when we first arrived all those years ago.” She spoke softly. 


“It has not been easy for sure.” Loras said. “As much as I hate…” Loras stopped and took a deep breath to calm herself. She felt Lazar pulse her with a son’s love and she looked at him and smiled. “As much as I dislike Osrod, he is much better than what his father and grandfather were. At least he listens to reason and he is smarter than they were. He seeks compromise more than conflict among the Packs.”


“Most of the time.” Lazar agreed.


Loras nodded her head. “Yes… most of the time.”


“And what his son Juyno did?” Dynina asked. “This is allowed?”

Loras shook her head quickly. “No!” She exclaimed. “Juyno stepped far beyond his station. Mountain pack females are prized among the Alphas on Jetania for their beauty and their intelligence. It is why we allow the Plains Pack Alphas to do this. In a way, it was our attempt to change the Plains Packs from the inside.”


“If a Plains Alpha claimed a female from the different Mountain Packs then they…” Anja began to speak.


Loras nodded her head. “They would be subject to our laws and our rules.” Loras spoke. “Through the centuries those Plains Alphas who have succeeded in claiming one of our females who were in Phase, most of them have become part of our society seamlessly. There have been some who were denied their claim by the female’s parents or Pack, but for the most part, these unions remain solid and stable and the males have come to live among the Mountain Packs.”


“You do realize that our Martin will not let this continue.” Aricia spoke now from beside Lazar. “He will not allow males to hunt females in the hopes of claiming them. If they wish to claim a female then they should court them and show them how interested they are. How good a husband and mate they would be?”


Loras nodded her head. “I agree Aricia.” She said. “But changing centuries of how we do things is not going to be easy.”


“It never is.” Sarlana spoke now. “It never is.”


“As much as I do hate my father…” Lazar spoke now. “This is not something that he would allow. This is Secha’s doing.”

Retta knew who this woman was from swimming within Lazar’s thoughts the night before. They had spent several hours as Retta had shown him the delicate intricacies of Etheric communication and what they could do. Lazar had been fascinated and wanted to learn more and more and he opened himself to Retta as he had never opened himself to anyone. In those few hours he had seen things and felt things that had brought him closer to the young woman who had claimed his heart then he ever thought possible.


“Juyno’s mother?” Retta asked him.


Lazar nodded his head. “She is a upa…” Lazar stopped quickly and looked at his mother in embarrassment. 


Loras smiled at her son. “She is a upaee. Secha is the First Queen of Osrod.” She finished for him. “She is the one who holds the most power and influence of his four Queens. None of the others comes close.”

Lazar chortled in disgust. “She treats them like they are beneath her. They must do everything she tells them or she will make their lives miserable.”

Loras nodded her head. “She held such distain for me while I was Osrod’s mate and I never knew why. I tried to reach out to her but she rebuffed my attempts at every turn. I just accepted it finally. I was glad to be rid of it when I was released back to my Pack and Warim Ranev claimed me. But she always treated Lazar with equal distain for some reason. She is just… she is just an evil woman.”


“Evil how?” Dynina asked now, her interest peaked.


Loras shook her head. “Rylin could tell you more. She knew her better than I ever did. She had to work with Secha on different Pack issues and was always complaining about her inflexibility and vehemence toward the Mountain Packs, my parents and Lazar more often than not once I was claimed as killed with Warim. I guess her hatred of me carried over to Lazar and my parents.” Loras looked around now. “Where is Rylin by the way Oracle? I have not seen her all day.”


Nilantha met her gaze. “She told me she had some Pack business to complete before the Mard Revik came to the surface.” She replied. “That was late last evening. I have not seen her since then.”


“She should be here.” Loras spoke. “She…”


All of them heard the yelps of surprise and fear and they turned to see over a dozen heavily armed men rushing forward towards them with weapons out and leveled at them. Lazar instantly stepped in front of Retta, pulling her behind him with one arm while reaching for his mother. Anja and For'mya had already stepped in front of Loras as Aricia’s hand dropped to her thigh and she snatched her Nehtes from its place there.


“Don’t!” The female voice boomed within the Atrium as half a dozen young Lycavorians were pushed and shoved towards the center of the Atrium and Loras’ eyes grew huge when she saw Rylin leading the men doing the pushing and shoving with a hand weapon. 


“Rylin!” Loras gasped.


Nilantha’s eyes were equally as large in shock. “Rylin what is the meaning of this?” She demanded. “What are you…?”


Rylin lifted the hand weapon and the booming noise echoed in the Atrium as the single shot struck Nilantha in her chest and flung her body back several feet to the floor, her blood beginning to soak the clothes she wore and leak onto the floor.


“No!” Sarlana screamed as she dropped to the floor beside her.


Rylin pointed the weapon at Aricia now. “I always hated that foul, inferior woman! Drop it and kick it away from you!” She snapped viciously. “Or I will kill every one of these pitiful students!”


Aricia’s azure eyes moved between the six men now holding the four young females and two males on the floor, their rifles shoved against their heads. Aricia opened her hand and let the Nehtes drop to the floor and she kicked it aside. Rylin motioned to Anja and For'mya. “Now you two half breed bitches! Drop your weapons and kick them away from you!”

“Bitches?” Anja hissed in anger.


“Rylin! What… what are you doing!?” Loras screamed out.


Rylin looked at one of her men on her left holding the young blond female wolf. “Kill that one!” She snarled.


“NO!” Anja and Loras screamed together just before the man pulled the trigger on his rifle and sent a single shot into the back of the young woman’s head. Her body slumped to the floor amid the wails of fear from the others. The single shot had been instantly fatal, covering the floor around her body in blood and brain matter.


“Do it now!” Rylin screamed as she looked back to Anja and For'mya.


Anja and For'mya slowly took out their Pralor Particle Magnums, both of them cut down in size to fit their smaller hands and they tossed them to the side, away from their bodies. 


“Now that knife you carry too upaee!” Rylin barked out looking directly at Anja.


Anja reached behind her and removed the R14 Hybrid fighting knife from its hidden location at the small of her back and she tossed that to the side as well.


“Rylin what have you done?” Loras shouted now as she moved forward towards her. Lazar grabbed her arms and held her in check.


“Mother no!” He shouted.


Rylin looked at her. “What am I doing?” She snarled. “I’m making something right! I’m going to kill what it has taken us over a million years to finally discover!”

“What are you talking about?” Loras cried now as she looked at the body of the young female wolf. “She was… she was just a child! What have you done?”


“I’m going to finish what we started all those years ago.” Rylin snapped. “We let your parents escape! We don’t know what he did to hide them, but we knew they had escaped! First to Ventori and then here! Now I am going to finish the job we started!”


“I don’t know what you mean!” Loras barked savagely. “Why are you doing this? She was innocent! You murdered her!”


Rylin looked at her surprised now. “You don’t know?” She gasped. Her laughter was meant to be condescending and it was. “Your parents never told you did they?” She snapped. “You don’t know what you are?”


Loras’ eyes widened suddenly and Rylin moved a little closer, but the hand weapon never wavered. 


“You do know.” She hissed. “Or you have some idea don’t you? She revealed some of it to you didn’t she?” Rylin barked motioning with the weapon at Nilantha’s limp form, now in Sarlana’s arms as she continued to bleed and she and Dynina were trying their best to stop it and keep her alive.


“You… you are speaking of the prophecy.” Loras said.


Rylin laughed bitterly. “The Prophecy! What a joke! You! Your parents! Your children with that fool Warim! All of you! You are the last of a dead bloodline! When I kill you, we will be able to finish the job we started so many years ago and we will finally end what remains of your stinking family on Koltar Four! Then my pack, the Arhtai Pack, we will rule our people!”


“The Arhtai Pack!” 

Reva’s voice echoed loudly now in the Atrium as Rylin saw the strange sphere move forward slightly and she shifted her weapon towards it, her eyes widening. “What is this?” She snarled.

“What has the Arhtai Pack done!” Reva barked angrily for she could not smell the woman’s scent in her current form. Once more she cursed her metal body silently, regretting that she ever agreed to this.

“Reva no!” Aricia snapped.

Rylin’s eyes went wider now. “Reva?” She gasped aloud.

“Who are you?” Anja snapped now as she came up beside Loras slowly and gripped her arm. She, Aricia and For'mya could feel them now. Both of them were so close. Anja needed to keep them talking for a few moments longer.

“Why does it matter to you bitch!” Rylin barked. “When my mother Secha discovers what your foul offspring did to Juyno she will make sure that you and he do not live out this day!”

“Secha?” Loras gasped in disbelief. “Your mother?!”

Rylin nodded her head. “Yes, my mother.” She answered.

“How is that…? Who are you people?!” Loras screamed.

Rylin smiled now. “I truly liked you Loras. I did.” She spoke. “So, I will tell you what you wish to know. My real name is Roeza Arhtai. I was sent to Ventori with my mother to kill your parents! To kill them do you hear me! You have no idea who your parents truly are do you? A pity. They were well hidden from us though; our bloodline detectors could not find them. Whoever hid their bloodline did so with technology we did not have. Before we could discover who they were, Osrod’s fool grandfather showed up and took all of the Alphas from Ventori and brought them here. We came as well obviously, for our mission was not complete. All of this time and you have been right under our noses. My mother will not be happy with herself about that but she can take solace in the fact that you will be truly dead.”

“How did you discover who she was?” Anja asked now.

“My equipment began to go off the moment Lazar’s bloodline was revealed. It very was simple to trace after that.” Rylin answered her. “I really had no idea until his true bloodline was revealed.”

“You have this device with you now?” Anja asked her.

“It never leaves my presence.” Rylin snapped. “Why should that matter to you in the least half breed? It is none of your concern!”

“Really?” Anja pressed her. “Have you checked it lately?”

“I do not need to check it!” Rylin barked. “It is foolproof!”

“Then I don’t suppose you know why, all of a sudden, that Lazar’s true bloodline set off your little toy?” Anja questioned her.

“I don’t need to know why!” Rylin snarled at her. “What difference does that make? I have discovered what I needed to discover!” 

“So it was designed to detect the Mahanlo bloodline?” Aricia asked now, knowing where Anja was going with her questioning and feeling them getting closer by the second.

“Do not mention that vile name!” Rylin screamed at her. “Never mention that name!”

“You are far older than your scent tells us you are.” Aricia continued. “Aren’t you?”

“You have no idea you small child.” Rylin spoke. “My mother is even older!”

“What is her real name?” For'mya asked now.

“I will tell you only so that you will know who it was that ordered the death of your bloodline.” Rylin answered. “My mother’s real name is Sama Arhtai.”

“Sama!” Reva announced once more. “Sama Arhtai!?”

Rylin glared at the sphere once more. “What is that infernal thing?” She screamed.

“I knew Sama Arhtai.” Reva spoke moving closer once more. “She was a spoiled little child who thought the world owed her everything!”

Rylin made the mistake of leveling the weapon she held at the sphere and she pulled the trigger twice in quick succession. Both rounds impacted the sphere’s outer shell and ricocheted wildly off into the distance. Rylin’s eyes went wide at this.

“Do you think your puny weapons could penetrate Onkmeti Naami armor you fool girl!” Reva’s voice barked out angrily now.
Rylin’s eyes grew wider still when she heard that. “Onkmeti Naami armor!” She gasped. “That is not… that is not possible!”
“You cannot hurt me foolish girl!” Reva bellowed. “Now… you will tell me what you have done to my family or I will rend your flesh from your body until you scream in agony?!”

“Family?” Rylin gasped in horror.

Aricia smiled slightly. “You speak to Reva Mahanlo.” She spoke clearly. “Her body is in our ship above this planet and her mind occupies this sphere you see. Your so-called bloodline detector did not work so very well as you thought. It has not shown you who we are.”

“You?!” Rylin shouted. “What do you mean?”

“You should probably check your toy.” Anja stated as she gripped Loras’ arm tighter and prepared to act. She could see Aricia and For'mya’s bodies beginning to tense.

They watched as Rylin grabbed for something in her clothes and she pulled out the small square device. Her eyes grew wide as she saw the flashing green light on the small box and she pressed a button on the box device and they could all hear the solid, whirring alarm sounding. Rylin looked up with wide eyes.
“Impossible!” She rasped out the words.

“Rylin, what is it?” One of her men asked.

“The only reason your little toy detected Lazar’s true bloodline is because my daughter bit him when he claimed her!” Anja snarled at her. “When she bit him, when Lazar bit her, the pure Mahanlo blood within Retta destroyed whatever was masking Lazar’s blood from your little scanner there!”

Sarlana lifted her head now and looked up towards the glass ceiling, her emerald eyes wide in disbelief. “Ithquenti!” She spoke in Darastrixi. “I can… I can feel him! He is… they are here!”

Aricia’s azure colored eyes began to glow and she smiled. “You wish to discover those with Mahanlo blood woman?!” She barked now. “Then you should probably meet those two men descended from the purest of all Mahanlo blood to have ever lived! From Daniho Mahanlo and Ashten Mahanlo themselves!”

Anja grabbed Loras then on one side and For'mya on the other. “You are well and truly fucked now forn upaee!” Anja shouted.

Rylin saw the shadow on the floor and she had enough time to look up and see blackness blotting out the sun from above before the glass ceiling of the Flower Atrium exploded in a shower of glittering slivers and hell opened its doors.

PREMONITION

“Where Mari?” Andro demanded as they stood by the open ramp and looked upon the many buildings below them. Sadi had deactivated the Shroud Shield and now hundreds upon hundreds of heads were looking above them at the ship. 


Marti held her P9 up and tapped on the screen. “There!” She barked. “That large building with the glass ceiling Andro! Sadi… come five degrees right and two hundred meters north!” Mari snapped into her jaw Implant.


“Five degrees!” Sadi’s voice replied.


Marti looked down out of the open ramp. She had never had a fear of heights before and after Deion had taken her as his wife and mate, claimed her and then turned her, that slight fear became even less. She had ridden on Jeru several times and the feeling was absolutely glorious.


“That’s it!” Marti snapped looking at Andro. “Right below us! You mothers, Sarlana, Dynina and this Nilantha. Loras, Retta and this Lazar person as well.” Mari’s eyes opened wide. “Carians Andro, those wolves just entered the main facility where they are!”


FATHER! Andro screamed out within the Etheric realm.


I’m tracking your mother’s scents keto! His father’s voice answered instantly and Andro could tell he was running full out in his wolf form by the tone of his words. But Armen sent us back to our former location! We’re moving but still two or three minutes away! Garget Ranev is leading us to the west entrance of this place!

Father we are…

Blood before all else my son! Martin spoke clearly and without fail. Blood before all else!
Andro took a deep breath. So it shall be. He spoke before turning and looking at Jomann who was never more than three meters away from him now. He could see his siblings and Kalis all looking at him, Dorian and Laren closest to where Jomann stood.
“I know that look!” Jomann screamed at him over the wind and the sounds of the ship’s engines.

“Secure the entrances!” Andro barked out the orders. “No one in nor out! Kill them if they give you trouble.”
“Andro you…” Jomann began to speak but he was already turning to where Sehri stood beside Carisia and Lu'ria. 

“Duan Gai!” Andro hissed. “I need you.” Sehri didn’t hesitate and stepped up beside him. “Do you trust me my wife?” He asked reaching up to stroke her cheek.

Sehri’s answer was to wrap her arms around his waist. “Always!”

Androcles pulled her body tighter to his and he looked at Elynth now. “Sister! Follow me out and cover my mothers!”

“Andro no!” Jomann screamed once more but it was far too slow as Andro sprinted to the rear of the ramp and just stepped off into nothing. Elynth didn’t hesitate in the least and she followed her Bonded Brother out the rear of the ship seconds later. “Shit! Shit!” Jomann snarled. “Sadi! Put us down! Put us down! I don’t care where!”

Like her love for him, Sehri’s trust in Androcles was absolute. She clung to his waist even as she felt no ground beneath her feet. A slight jerk caused her tightly shut eyes to fly open and she saw those wings extend from his back. She looked down once, saw the brilliant glass ceiling approaching them at terminal velocity and Sehri simply closed her eyes again and buried her face in his armored chest. Amazingly, the gold plated and scale like armor was not as hard to the touch as she first thought it would be seeing him wearing it. Sehri had time to look up once, saw Elynth’s massive form above them and then she heard the shattering of glass. Andro projected into her thoughts what he was going to do and Sehri nodded without hesitation. These last days and weeks training with Carisia and Lu'ria had improved her confidence to new levels, not to mention her unarmed skills, but Sehri knew where her power resided and that is what her beloved Androcles wanted her to use. 


She felt Andro pulse her madly with love and then Sehri pushed away from him and fell backwards. She executed a back flip and within seconds she landed cat like on the floor below, a hundred meters from the now shattered glass ceiling. Sarlana and Dynina were clutching Nilantha, while Retta, For'mya and Lazar were only two feet away, all of them looking at her with wide, astonished eyes as she brought her hands together, called on the added power that her new Bonded Brother Marux projected to her lovingly and without question from the ship above and the bluish Etheric shield exploded into existence around all seven of them.

Rylin could only watch with disbelief as she saw the two huge figures smash through the reinforced glass ceiling as if it was paper mache. One of them was a huge Darastrixi dragon like from the stories of Cerath her mother had told her as child. Large and small pieces of shiny glass rained down on them like a hail storm, but most of them had been shattered into such tiny pieces they did no harm.


“Kill them!” Rylin screamed now. “Kill them all!”


Rylin watched as her men, all young warriors from the Arhtai Pack sent here many years ago, raised their weapons and open fire. 


All for naught and far too late.


Rylin’s eyes grew even wider when she saw the dragon’s body up close, now armored in the black scaled and gold armor, as she wrapped her massive wings around Nilantha and the others even though Sehri had erected an Etheric shield that no weapon could pass through. Andro was taking no chances however, for the moment he touched the ground his own wings scooped his mothers Aricia and Anja and Loras together and pulled them close to his body as his wings wrapped around all of them tightly. The sounds of the projectiles striking his armored wings and his back were distinctive and loud as the thunderous roar of the weapons deafened anyone in the general area. 

Loras Ranev could only stare in open mouthed shock at Androcles’ face, sandwiched between Anja and Aricia as she was. His glowing azure eyes were brighter than any eyes she had ever seen before except for…


Loras gasped as she realized who this was. This was Androcles. This was the most powerful of the Tarivuos for the Mard Revik. 
This was… this was Achilles father! His eyes were the giveaway. Azure blue in color and right now nearly glowing in intense emotion. Achilles had two different color eyes in the picture of them she had seen on Nilantha’s ship, one an azure blue like his father before her and the other a dazzling jungle green that could only have come from his mother. This man was his father, so tall and so very powerful. His Alpha male aura reeked of confidence and power that no wolf had ever had before. This was the father of the man who would one day claim Loras and love her until she could not stand it anymore.

She watched those glowing azure eyes turn and settle on Aricia and Anja as the firing began to slacken.


“Mothers!” Andro hissed.


“We need her alive keto!” Aricia told him.


Andro’s eyes narrowed in undisguised anger. “She has tried to kill you!” He snarled. “I will not offer mercy!”

Anja reached up and placed her palm flat on his still bear cheek. “Alive Androcles.” She spoke. “She has answers we need!”


Androcles took a deep breath and nodded his head and Loras Ranev could only gaze at him in unmitigated awe as she watched more of the gold, black scale armor extending around his neck and head in the shape of a helmet with simple slots for where his glowing azure orbs were and one for his mouth, where his savage looking and long dual fangs were now exposed. It finished with a cowl like hood that did nothing to hide the glow of his eyes. To Loras it was the most frightening thing she had ever seen in her life.

Sister! Andro barked out the single word etherically, Loras hearing it easily and her eyes going even wider.


I have them! Now Andro! The female voice barked back.


Loras could only watch then as those wings, wrapped so tightly around her and his mothers, began to unfurl and extend out to the sides to their full diameter across. Fully eight meters across to be certain. She did not see the huge dragon shift from behind her, but then an even larger wing was wrapping around her, Anja and Aricia and urging them back.


Androcles turned slowly to face Rylin and the men with her, his wings arching upwards above his back, and seeing their faces widen in disbelief that he was not in the least bit injured. The only sound in the massive chamber was the constant and unnerving sound of the small device in her hand and its solid alarm going off. Rylin lifted the small blood detector device, a tool devised by Arhtai Pack scientists and her eyes grew wide in utter disbelief as she saw the once blinking green light turn suddenly a bright, solid green as she held it towards Androcles. 


“Son vada carians!” She gasped looking at Androcles. “It cannot be! You… you wear the Arwa rie Vada Tarivuos! That… that does not exist! It is only a myth!”

Andro stared at her with unrepentant hate. “A myth to you perhaps!”

“You… you bear the blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo within you!” Rylin gasped once more. “That is not possible! They are dead!”

“And now I know what the scent of Arhtai Pack traitors’ smells like!” Androcles snarled angrily. 
He reached up slowly and gripped the hilts of Saar and Cana, wrenching them off the front of his armor from where they had resided in slightly recessed slits in his chest armor. As the intricately carved blades, forged from pure Dragon armor to razor like sharpness, burst from Flat Space, they were now encased in a bluish light of pure Etheric energy.
Rylin knew immediately that something was very wrong here. Before her stood an Alpha Wolf of astounding power and aura; a wolf with the blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo in his veins. Pure wolf blood different from anything she had ever smelled, blood that surged with immense power unlike anything Rylin had ever felt before. Pure Blood she had only smelled once in her lifetime and that was when they had put Kelia Mahanlo in stasis. Her pure blood had sent chills down her spine at the time. 
When the Blood Detector was going off for Anja and the others Rylin thought perhaps that it was just some kind of malfunction, but this now, this was no malfunction. 

Rylin turned her head to the side, sensing something else. Something was getting closer to them. Something that was wrapped within pure rage and power. Her eyes grew even wider when she realized it was another Alpha Wolf that dwarfed even this monster before her in power and aura and the pureness of its blood. Rylin turned back when she heard one of her men laugh.

“The fool brings swords to fight us!” He growled confidently as he slammed in a new magazine into his weapon and lifted his weapon.

“Vada voray rie Cerath coi dangua niob!” Androcles growled menacingly in a loud voice that only Reva’s sphere reacted too. The single bright light on the face of the sphere focused entirely on Androcles as he spoke words she had not heard in millions of years. “Una coi vada daanth rie toniru!” (The snow on Cerath is melting now) (It is the time of Reckoning)
“How?” Reva gasped out the single word.

Androcles lifted his arms and threw Saar and Cano with all of his considerable wolf strength in either direction, the swords rocketing off on a curved path with a bluish trail behind them. Rylin and her men could only stand there frozen in utter shock as Cano and Saar, guided by Androcles’ will, moved with blinding speed and curved inward, and then whipped along in front of the fourteen men, cleaning slicing through the rifles each of them held and severing them in two pieces. As the pieces of the rifles clattered and dropped to the floor, Cano and Saar returned to Andro’s hands and he quickly willed them away back into Flat Space, returning the hilts to the recessed slots on his armor. This… this he would finish with his bare hands.
“Kill them!” Rylin screamed once more staring at Androcles with real fear in her eyes now. Real fear surging through her veins. “Kill them now! Something else approaches!”

None of them understood the smile that split Andro’s face under the helmet, exposing the dual wolf fangs of his Mahanlo bloodline.

“NO!” Andro screamed out the single word before his massive wings lifted him ten meters into the air in a single, powerful motion.

Loras Ranev had been watching all of this from behind the edge of Elynth’s wing and her eyes went wide in sudden shock when those wings lifted Androcles into the air above them and the bright sunlight from the now shattered glass ceiling struck those same wings and for a single, heart stopping instant… 
…It appeared as if those wings were on fire.

“Aur carian!” Loras Ranev muttered loudly. (My god)

Vin gente vinn’ tryn ardus mornar mero shylon un vada darsam.” Loras remembered those sacred words she had spoken not so very long ago. “Mornar jen sha tor Androcles.” (He came upon fiery wings and he brought death to the unjust. And his name was Androcles)

“Brace yourselves!” Elynth screamed out openly as she tightened her wings around those she was protecting, adding the armored protection of her wings over the top of Sehri’s Etheric shield. “It is about to begin!”

Androcles paused for a single moment at a height of ten meters, those in front of him frozen in shock at what he had just done. He lifted his armored right fist, channeled all of his combined Etheric and Dahakoan power into that fist as Murano and Sarlana had taught him, as his grandfather Sumar’s Tomes had taught him, and then with a mighty downward thrust of his wings he drove himself back to the floor and rammed his fist into the steel and concrete with everything he had within himself.

The steel and concrete floor shattered like delicate glass from the impact, the entire floor buckled upwards and then began to race at Rylin and the fourteen men around her like an out of control tidal wave. Rylin and those with her were launched into the air with devastating Etheric force as the buckled floor rose up and slap them about like so many rag dolls. The follow-on shockwave of the Etheric move continued on and blew out two full sides of the Flower Atrium building, opening the inside of the facility to the bright sun and open air of the city of Warim and terrifying hundreds of onlookers who were rushing towards the facility at the first sound of gunfire.

Elynth drew her head back now and retracted her wings from around her charges. She looked at Aricia, Anja and For'mya, now inside Sehri’s Etheric protection and her next words were spoken almost as if in apology.

“Now… now you will see what we never wanted you to see.” Elynth told them. “Forgive us for what we must do.”

Aricia opened her mouth to respond but Elynth was gone, leaping into the air with powerful grace. 

“By the gods!” Anja muttered softly and Aricia and For'mya turned to where she was looking.

If the six Queens of the Lycavorian Union had thought they knew their oldest son before this day, today they were going to learn just how much about him and his father that they did not know and would probably never understand as they watched Androcles fall among five of the assassins a hundred meters away, half of them still inside the Atrium, the others now outside from the force of the Etheric wave, as they were staggering to their feet.

Androcles Leonidas was many things to many different people.
He was the epitome of a Spartan Warrior. Brave and laconically fearless.

He was the harbinger of death to his enemies, almost as feared as his father among the opponents of their people.

He was Soul Slayer.

He was a beloved husband and devoted Alpha mate to six, breathtakingly beautiful young women who held his very heart and soul within their grasp.

He was a loving and trusted brother who his siblings could share anything with and they knew without question that he would defend them and stand with them to the bitter end no matter what that was.

He was a dedicated friend and ally to those he called friend and to those who called him friend, for they knew he would never leave them or betray them in any way.

And most importantly, he was his father’s son.

He was all of these things proudly.

Today however, today Androcles Mahanlo Leonidas was simply a son.

A son that, like his father, had now reached the end of his patience and tolerance towards those who would inflict harm to his family. And most especially to the women whom he called his mothers.

The first Arhtai Pack member to stagger to his feet, died without ever knowing what truly happened to him. Androcles simply stepped up behind him, his black scaled armored wings still fully extended from his back and shoulders, grabbed the man’s head in his hands, twisted his body around until the man was doubled over backwards and then Androcles snapped his neck like the proverbial twig. He dropped his twitching body before the life had fully left the man and was upon the next two men as they turned to face him with dazed eyes. 

These two men made the mistake of trying to draw the side arms that they carried and bring them up. Andro grabbed the wrist on the man on his right, shifted to his left with blinding speed, wrenching the man’s arm upward and hearing his screams of agony as his arm bent at the extremely odd angle and his forearm broke in two with barely any effort and the stark white bone tore through the muscle and flesh of his arm as he dropped the hand weapon. Androcles released that arm, as he was close to the man on his left in a near squatting position, and he drove his armored fist directly into the man’s exposed sternum, adding his Etheric power to the devastating punch. The Arhtai Pack’s soldier’s eyes bugged out of his head as he felt the intense and excruciating pain of seven of his ribs being crushed into tiny slivers. The crunching of those bones was ghastly and very audible, as half a dozen of those slivers tore through his lungs and heart and blood spewed from between his lips, his eyes open wide in horrific pain. He had time to blink in surprise before Andro’s second punch, again aided by Etheric power, smashed into his exposed throat, utterly crushing his larynx. The force of the punch to his throat also carried enough kinetic power in it to completely destroy half a dozen of his neck vertebrae, pulverizing them almost into dust at the force used. 

As the man began his death drop to the floor, Androcles whirled on the man with the shattered arm and with a roar of unsustainable savagery and anger that drowned out his own screams of pain, Andro grabbed his head with both of his hands and drove his armored helmet directly into the man’s face. His screams ceased instantly as that armored forehead shattered his nose and drove a dozen now devastated pieces of his nose cartilage directly into his brain. Two shots rang out as Androcles allowed the body to drop from his hands and the faint cries of his mothers’ horror reached his ears as both of those rounds struck him directly in his helmeted head. 
Onkmeti Naami was made to not only be resistant to projectile weapons, but it also was made to be pliable. The force of such rounds impacting the armor was distributed throughout all of the armor so that it was barely felt by the wearer.

The Arwa rie Vada Tarivuos, as the myth Rylin spoke of, did its job magnificently this day. (Armor of The Heralds)
Andro simply turned his head to look at the two men who held the side arms, their eyes wide in disbelief that their rounds had done nothing. They saw those azure orbs begin to glow even brighter and then they were ripped off their feet as Androcles lifted them with his right hand encased in the glow of his Etheric power. Their screams of agony began immediately as Andro closed his fist slowly and their bones began to pop and snap with unholy sounds as their bodies were literally crushed within their flesh. Andro sensed more of the Arhtai Pack assassins regaining their senses behind these two men, including the upaee Rylin. Androcles knew his father was almost here, could sense him almost upon them, and he would not let any of these monsters escape their justice. With an almost casual wave of his arm Andro sent the two men, now with most of the bones in their bodies shattered or crushed, sailing off to the side as almost an afterthought. They impacted the side of the fountain nearly thirty meters away from his mothers with ghoulish sounds of wet flesh, blood pouring from their eyes and mouths.
Androcles called forth his Etheric power once more and without even hitting the ground this time, he shoved his hands forward and unleashed an Etheric wave that caught Rylin and three other men in its power, lifting them from the floor once more and sending them careening out of control towards where Androcles felt his father approaching.

Screams of fright drew his attention and Andro whipped his head around as he saw six more of the assassins regaining their feet half in and half out of the blown-out Atrium wall. He could see dozens upon dozens of innocents looking on with horror and awe at what was taking place, frozen in their spots at the action, and Andro knew he could not allow these men to recover enough to injure innocent men and women. With a wolf roar of unmitigated savagery and rage, his dual fangs exposed for all to see, Androcles flexed his wings and propelled himself towards them with barely a pause.

Seeing Androcles leap further away from them and wanting to do what any mother would do with a child in danger, Aricia and For'mya both tried to get up and move through the Etheric shield that Sehri was holding around all of them. neither of them succeeded and both stumbled back.


“Sehri!” Aricia barked. “Let us through!”


Sehri looked up from where she was squatting beside Dynina and helping her and Sarlana to hold Nilantha’s upper body as Anja knelt beside her, the glowing white of her healing power coursing through Nilantha’s chest area.


“I cannot!” Sehri spoke calmly.


“You will let us through this instant!” For'mya barked now. “He needs our help! He is outnumbered and alone Sehri!”


Sehri allowed the small smile to split her face, Aricia and For'mya seeing the dual fangs that were the signature of their bloodline so prominently displayed.


“I love you both as Androcles’ mothers, but I act with his will and the will of Sadi and the others.” Sehri spoke slowly and confidently. “You are not to be put at risk for any reason. My shield stays in place until this is over.”


“Aricia! For'mya! He is our son and we know what he is capable of!” Anja barked from beside Nilantha’s inert body. “Martin is almost here! Let our son do what he was born for and help me with Nilantha!”


Aricia and For'mya made the decision instantly. Anja’s words rang true in their ears and both of them knew their son and their beloved husband and mate were never truly alone. Both of them moved to where Anja knelt.


“Lift her legs!” Anja spoke quickly. “The bullets did massive damage to her internal chest area and we have to keep her blood circulating there while I repair the damage!”


Sehri smiled once more as Aricia and For'mya complied. “As his beloved mothers, you know the truth within you. Androcles is never alone.”


As if to emphasize that very point, they heard to unmistakable trumpet of Elynth entering the battle beside her Bonded brother.


 They did not need to talk to one another to know what each other would do. This was something that they had never needed. They saw with each other’s eyes. They felt with each other’s emotion. They thought with each other’s minds. Elynth had leaped away from his mothers to curl around the interior of the Atrium above, waiting while her Bonded Brother easily dispatched the first half dozen assassins with barely any effort. 

Together they saw the others beginning to recover and the same thought that had crossed Andro’s mind went through her mind at the identical instant, prompting Elynth to act. As she saw Andro leap for the shattered remains of the Atrium wall with a commanding thrust of his wings, Elynth dove into the battle.
Their only thought now was to get away from the beast that was killing them. they had never seen or experienced anything like what was happening. Rylin had told them it would be easy to dispatch a few women then escape into the mountains to where their ship was hidden. A ship that would return them to the home they had been away from for far too many years. Until this very moment, none of them believed that they could fail.


They never truly understood how wrong they were.


The shockwave had sent them hurtling toward the now shattered wall of the Atrium and all of them had landed painfully. One of them had a broken leg he was certain, the lower portion of his right leg bent at an odd angle, but he was struggling to get to his feet.


“We must go!” Another shouted.


“Rylin is still in there!” the second barked out as he came to his feet.


“Nubou Rylin!” The man screamed. “That is not some simply pure blood in there! That monster is pure Mahanlo blood! He will carve us up and spit us out in pieces!”


“Rylin said that…”


The two men heard the screaming now and they turned to see the rabid Mahanlo Alpha grab the head of their cousin in his hands, their cousin’s arm twisted and broken in an odd direction, blood spurting form the wound. They watched that Alpha drive his armored head forward into their cousin’s face and the screaming stopped instantly and then that head turned slowly to look at them.


“Rylin is dead you fool!” The man screamed. “Or she will be soon! We must escape and inform Sama!”


“Help me!” The assassin with the crushed leg stammered out, holding out his hand.


“No… I think not!” The female voice spoke causing the two men standing to turn and their eyes went wide when they saw the Sphere with the glowing front white light. “Your doom is now upon you for attacking my family! The Reckoning is upon you!” Reva’s voice boomed out.

They heard the trumpet now and whirled around once more as they saw the armored form of the dragon dropping from above. The obsidian and gold armor shimmered in the sunlight, even reflecting off of the black scaled portions of Onkmeti Naami armor. They could only stare in unabashed horror as Elynth dropped on them, her right talon landing on their cousin with the crippled leg. They heard his screams of agony for a split second as Elynth’s four tons crushed his lower body with the ease of crushing a bug. They heard the crunch of his bones and the gurgling of his voice before all of that ended and they watched in horror as two of her four talons impaled the man on the ground beneath her foot. Blood exploded from his mouth as it opened in silent agony and they saw the life leave his eyes instantly.


Neither of them had time to act as Elynth leaned over and snatched the second one up in her forward arm like talons and with a savage trumpet of retribution, Elynth simply torn him completely in half, tossing aside his remains like so much trash. The three shots rang out, all three rounds expertly striking Elynth in the head. This gave her a moment of epic pause only because she had to stare at the man in disbelief at his final actions. He was holding the weapon at her with wide eyes, unable to fully comprehend that his shots had only focused the anger within Elynth to extreme portions.


“Fool man!” Elynth screamed the words to the shocked expressions of the man before her and all those who were watching and were within ear shot of her voice.


Which were hundreds.


“You attack the mothers of the Orwara Indalfrid!” Elynth screamed out once more. “You attack Mahanlo blood! My blood! You attack my Bonded brother! Now you pay the price for your foul actions!” (Crown Prince)


Elynth opened her maw, exposing her razor-sharp dragon teeth, and she let rip with a stream of flame tinged, superheated breath as intense as she could possibly make it. Her Etheric power, because of her connection to Androcles and because of the Dahakoan blood within her, allowed her to focus her stream far more than she had ever been able to before. As hundreds of men and women watched with wide, horrified and amazed eyes, Elynth simply burned the Arhtai Pack assassin to smoking ash in front of her. It took only seconds with the intensity of the nearly four-thousand-degree burst, but when she ceased, nothing remained on the blackened ground but that ash. 

“NO! You will not!!” 
Elynth’s head snapped around when she heard Androcles’ voice thunder above the sounds all around her.


Androcles landed right where he wanted, atop one of the assassins as he was trying to get to his feet. All two hundred and twenty pounds of his tightly packed, muscular form landed directly on the man’s back, crushing his spine and sending him back down with a scream of intense pain. 
The other two remining assassins turned to watch in horror as Androcles stepped off of the man, bent over slowly, lifted his head by his hair and then rammed his face back into the hard, broken surface of the ground with enough force to snap his neck with an audible pop and crush half of his skull and cease his cries of agony. He rose back up and stared at the two men, those glowing azure blue orbs terrifying them. Androcles knew instantly what they intended and his hands dropped to either side of his Herald armor. From recessed slots, much like those that held Cano and Saar, Andro took his two Dragon Armor forged Glaives and with a forward snap of his arms, he sent those two blades whipping forward.

The man closest to him was the one to receive the full force of the attack. One Glaive simply curled inward and chopped his legs out from under him, easily slicing through his lower legs as if they were simple pieces of meat. As he was falling, unable to even scream out his agony the second Glaive slashed across his throat, opening a four-inch-deep cut that fountained blood at an explosive rate as what remained of his body fell to the ground minus his lower legs. The last assassin watched as those Glaives returned to Andro’s hands and he prepared to throw them again. He turned to run, fear gripping him, but he stopped instantly when he saw the towering Lycavorian in black and crimson body armor standing in his way, the large barrel of the wicked looking assault rifle staring at the center of his chest.

“There is no running from justice dog! Not today! Not ever!” Jomann snarled viciously from under his helmet, his own dual wolf fangs exposed for all to see. It had taken some time because of the pureness of his own just realized blood from another bloodline, but the Mahanlo blood within Eliani Leonidas was still as pure as it got, and he had watched as the dual fangs marking their family bloodline grew in over time until they were now part of him as well. 

Jomann would come to discover in the future that his love and desire of Eliani Leonidas and Brendi Faith was matched by only one other who bore the bloodline of Kirek within them. An ancestor he would come to regard as a second father in the years to come as he learned of his true Pack’s history and linage.

The Arhtai assassin looked quickly to his left and right and saw several others wearing this strange armor begin to make themselves seen through the crowd of men and women who were gathered. Men and women were quickly backing away from these armored figures, fear and awe in their eyes. Not one of these new figures had any sort of mercy in their eyes for him. His eyes grew even wider when he saw two individuals step from around the crowd of people, huge wings attached to their shoulders and backs and wearing the Arwa rie Vada Tarivuos. One was obviously female from the way the armor conformed to her lithe figure, and the other was male based on his muscular definition. Neither of them had an ounce of pity in their multi-colored blue eyes that stared at him without mercy.

He did the only thing that he could think of and he stepped to the side and snatched the small child from the Lycavorian mother who had made the mistake of being too close to him. He wrenched the screaming child into his hands and whirled back to face Androcles.

“I will kill the whelp!” He shouted.    


“NO! You will not!!” Androcles bellowed loudly. “Cowen!” He shouted as he looked up.

All eyes followed his and the Jetania Lycavorians now saw the large ship holding station directly above them with what appeared to be a ramp down in the rear. A huge man, definitely one that was not a Lycavorian, could be seen sitting on the ramp and holding a huge rifle and it was pointed straight down.


“I have him Andro!” Cowen Shan’s voice echoed in Andro’s ear piece implant.


Andro dropped to one knee instantly and reached out with his Etheric power, ripping the small girl from the man’s arms and pulling her across the ten meters that separated them into his waiting embrace. He whirled around to face away, his wings wrapping around himself and the small girl in case the man was good enough to get off a shot or two.

“Take him!” Andro barked.


It turns out the man wasn’t even close. 

The instant Cowen saw the girl leave his grasp, he was pulling the trigger. As Andro’s words echoed, Cowen fired one round. The large caliber, explosive tipped round entered just above the assassin’s right cheekbone, penetrated a quarter of an inch and then blew his head apart like an overripe melon.


“Perfect my love!” Sherice announced from beside him and she leaned over to kiss his lightly furred cheek as Jomann and Kalis rushed forward below towards Andro. Dorian and Laren also moved from either side of the assassin, their wings fully unfurled, Ryner and Ladur right behind them, causing men and women to scramble frantically to get out of the way.


Androcles waited for a split second and then rose back to his feet holding the small child in his arms. She was gazing at him in awe with wide blue eyes and he smiled down at her through the armor of his helmet.


“You are safe now little one.” Andro told her and he saw her smile and jump up to thrown her arms around his neck and squeeze tightly.


Andro smiled in returned and squeezed her gently as her mother rushed over to where he stood. She hesitated as she saw those huge wings unfurl even more but then Andro was holding her daughter out to her.


“She is unhurt.” Andro spoke. “I must apologize to you for what has happened.”


The young mother held her daughter tightly while she stared at the armored man before her with wide eyes. She saw Dorian and Laren move closer and then she turned back to Androcles.


“You are… you are the Tarivuos!” She gasped aloud causing everyone in the area to also begin to whisper in awe. “Vada Tarivuos rie vada Mard Revik!” (The Heralds of the True King)


Andro tilted his head and hundreds of gasps followed as they watched his armored cowl and helmet retract, as did Dorian and Laren’s. 


Andro shook his head slowly. “That is what we are called… yes.” He answered her. “Today however… today I am just a son of my father.”


“The True King is here!”  A voice echoed from the crowd as they pressed closer.


Andro felt his father within him and what was currently happening. He nodded his head but did not stop looking at the women. “He is here, yes. Though, at the moment, he is slightly busy dispensing justice to those who wished my family harm.” 



With that Androcles turned, his massive wings curling tighter to his back and shoulders and he made his way back into the now destroyed Atrium, Dorian, Laren, Jomann and Kalis directly behind him.


There was a god Rylin thought as she rolled over painfully on the ground from where that Mahanlo monster’s unearthly power had tossed her and two of the others a second time. Had she known what awaited her, Rylin would have wished for death.

She glanced back and saw Androcles tearing into the others of her Pack and the two men who had landed near her. She began to struggle to get to her feet.


“We must go!” She screamed out.


“Rylin! The others!” One of them men rasped out the words as he got to his own feet.


“They are dead now!” Rylin shouted. She turned and saw the maintenance door only a few meters away. “We must get away and inform my mother of what has happened! She must know that the descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo live! That they are alive and…”


Rylin was staring at the two men with her when she suddenly saw their chests explode in a shower of blood and flesh. She stood there frozen in terrible horror as their blood splashed wetly onto her chest and face. She could only watch as their bodies were lifted completely off the ground and blown back some half a dozen meters, huge, gaping holes in the center of their chests. It was only a split second but Rylin was able to see completely through their bodies to area behind them as large as the holes in their chests were. Their large bodies landed not far away unceremoniously and were still.

Rylin felt it then. The absolutely staggering aura of an Alpha wolf more powerful than any she had ever encountered in her long life. 
Roeza Arhtai was nearing a million and a half years of life now and she had seen much in that time. Her mother was even older, being only a few decades old when they left Cerath all those millennia ago. Roeza Arhtai had grown up hating the Mahanlo bloodline and all it stood for because of her mother Sama and her teachings. The Arhtai Pack history of the Purge of the Mahanlo Bloodline was well known within the Arhtai Pack, though very one sided in how it was told. The ensuing years after the initial purge where most of them were killed was taught in their schools on Koltar Four. Those following years were filled with small and violent pitched battles against the Kelia Mahanlo and the Kirek Pack until their moment had come and they had captured Kelia Mahanlo in a particularly vicious battle that saw the death of all but six of her children.
Rylin had happily volunteered for this mission with her mother to insure that the Mahanlo bloodline was truly gone and destroyed. They had no way of knowing about Daniho and Ashten and after so many years had passed without communication with them, it was naturally assumed that they had perished by similar means, since this had been the plan all along by the different Packs when they had left Cerath. 

Something must have gone wrong.

They were here now. Something must have gone terribly wrong and she needed to warn her mother so that she could get word back to Koltar Four.
Rylin had never felt such power within a bloodline before as she felt within that monster who was tearing through her men and her cousins. Kelia Mahanlo was the most powerful female she had ever felt before, the scent and aura of her bloodline terrifying to be around, but this man and the one she felt getting closer surpassed even that. Her blood detector had not stopped going off, the insistent noise driving her mad and she ripped it from her clothes and threw it as far away as she could as the bodies of her two cousins rested on the ground.

She needed to get away.

Rylin turned without thinking and began to run.

She got four steps before her head came up and she ran full tilt into the huge armor figure standing in front of her. Rylin hit the unmoving figure with such force it staggered her back and she fell on her ass, her eyes wide as she looked up. She opened her mouth to snap at the figure thinking it was another of her cousins and the words died in her throat at the sight before her.

The towering, muscular figure was adorned in dull silver Onkmeti Naami armor. It was unmistakable to those who knew what it was, and Rylin was one of those people. The silver scaled armor, black in some portions conformed to the figure before her like a second skin, the full helmet covering all but the smallest portions around his mouth and eyes. Rylin could see the savage dual wolf fangs that marked the Mahanlo bloodline and then she saw the yellow gold wolf eyes that gazed upon her with utter contempt and savage anger. She saw the head of the massive black furred wolf with yellow gold eyes adorned on the figure’s waist and the massive depiction of the dragon across the broad chest armor that glittered in the sunlight. And then Rylin saw the massive armored and dull silver scaled wings extend outward from the figure’s shoulders and back slowly and her eyes grew even wider in disbelief and horror.

Vada Arwa rie vada Mard Revik.

The armor that Daniho Mahanlo would not wear. The armor that many among the Arhtai Pack had searched for fruitlessly before leaving Cerath, just as they had searched for the armor of The Heralds. Everyone knew the Onab had created them, but no one knew where they had been stored. Now Rylin knew, for the figure before her was wearing it.

Rylin looked at the armored helmet, saw those eyes gazing upon her with intense hatred. “Vada Arwa rie vada Mard Revik!” She gasped finally, unable to really find anything else to say. Rylin saw Lasun and Garget appear from behind that huge wing span, their faces neither happy to see her or very friendly. “Garget! Lasun! Help me!” She barked out. “This… this monster’s men are killing…”

“BE SILENT WOMAN!” Garget Ranev screamed out the words shocking her into silence.

Garget and Lasun had not left the side of their King since returning from the wondrous ship above and in the few moments that they had been back on the surface running towards the battle, their King had etherically passed to them all that he knew had taken place in the past. The amount of information was enormous to say the least, and their Etheric ability was not as evolved as his own, but the connection he established to them as they ran beside the massive black wolf had been complete. To them he had shared all he had discovered, all of their history in these last few days and weeks and months. All of the questions he had as a boy growing up about who he was. What he was. He had shared it all with them and in doing so he had earned their undying trust and commitment.
Martin Mahanlo Leonidas stared down at Rylin’s shocked face, the anger burning within him as it burned brightly within his first-born son and the rest of his family. The intensity for him however was a hundred-fold for so many different reasons. He knew exactly what had taken place, every word that had been spoken, and every sorry bastard that Andro and Elynth had killed. This woman however, this woman was far greater a prize than anything he had yet learned and he had every intention of discovering all that she knew. 

As well as the upaee who was her mother.

“You and your mother have much to answer for Roeza Arhtai.” Martin growled out the words. “Vada voray rie Cerath coi dangua niob!” Martin snarled viciously in a loud voice that caused Rylin’s blood to go cold. “Una coi vada daanth rie toniru!”

Rylin heard the scream of absolute rage and her head whipped around as she saw the last remaining member of her cousins come rushing forward from the side door of the maintenance corridor. He was the youngest of those sent to Jetania and had been securing their exit out of the building. Rylin watched as Martin lifted his hand and she saw the body of her cousin wrenched from his running feet and then he was suspended beside Martin, that armored hand clenched around his throat and beginning to squeeze with greater strength. Martin wasn’t even trying hard as he held the young wolf twelve inches off the ground and he looked back to Rylin gazing up at him with wide, terrified eyes.

“You and your vile bloodline made one mistake!” Martin growled out the words to her. “One mistake or you might have succeeded in your nefarious intentions! That mistake will cost you and your pack everything! Including your lives!”

“No!” Rylin screamed just before Martin turned his head and looked at the face of the young man he held in his iron like grip. 

 Martin lifted his left hand and called forth his Etheric knife. It extended from his fist as Rylin looked on with horror and then he plunged it into the soft underside of the man’s jaw. His eyes went wide in horrific pain for a split second and then Martin solidified the Etheric knife as it was buried in his skull. Rylin could only watch in sadistic fascination as the young man’s leg twitched madly, suspended off the ground as he was by Martin’s right hand. This went on for several seconds until Martin withdrew the Etheric knife and his body was still. Martin Mahanlo Leonidas then channeled all his rage and hurled the body away from him with such force, it struck the wall ten meters away with a sickening sound of bones shattering and internal organs popping. Rylin still watched as the broken body fell to the floor then, all life gone from the still open eyes. She felt movement and turned her head quickly back as Martin squatted down in front of her and she watched fascinated still as the Onkmeti Naami helmet began to recede from his head exposing the still yellow old eyes and the bearded face of the…

…The Mahanlo Mard Revik. 
Roeza Arhtai lost control of her bladder then as she stared into the face of a long thought dead hero of the Lycavorian people. 

Daniho Mahanlo this was not, Rylin thought to herself in some obscure portion of her brain. No matter that he was an unmistakable descendant, this man was something far, far worse.  
  

“The Time of Reckoning is here.” Martin Mahanlo Leonidas spoke the words one last time before he sent his armored fist smashing into her face with enough force to snap her head down and watching as it bounced painfully off the floor and dropped her instantly in blackness.
It was Lasun that moved closer now. “My… my King.” He spoke softly as Martin stared at the woman’s limp body. “These words you speak. What… what do they mean?”

Martin rose to his feet slowly and looked at him as his eyes returned to normal. “I don’t know Lasun.” He said honestly. “I feel… I feel within me somehow that they were spoken a long time ago by my ancestor. In another place. In another time. Another war.” Martin said. 

Martin looked at Rylin’s inert form one last time before allowing his eyes to gaze out into the shattered remains of the Atrium building. He could feel the auras of his beloved wives calling to him like never before.

“We must get a handle on this before it gets out of control my friends.” Martin spoke turning to look at them. “This is not the way we wanted to greet our people here, but now we must regain control. Take her somewhere and lock her up. And have that scum Juyno Aspion secured with her. He does not deserve to be in a hospital.”

“We will see to it.” Garget spoke moving forward now.

Martin nodded his head and then flexed his wings out wide to the sides. “The Time of Reckoning is upon us.” He spoke once more. “And we will unite our people once more.”

Martin then launched himself into the air towards where he felt Aricia, Anja and For'mya and his wings quickly carried him away. 
Garget turned to Lasun then. “Lasun my friend…” He began.
Lasun met his eyes and nodded his head. “Our future just became so much brighter my friend.” He finished Garget’s statement. “So much brighter indeed.”
