CHAPTER SEVENTY

JETANIA

SPARTAN’S SOUL


“Jaban!” Danny barked as he came to his feet. He could feel his brother within him, feel the rage and hate within him and Androcles. Anuk, Kesyla and Nayeca watched him with wide, worried eyes as he spun around and faced the Lycavorian Captain who had commanded his ship since its commissioning. “Something is going down on the surface! Report!”


“The ARIZONA just launched six squadrons!” Jaban exclaimed in return. “I am ordering our fighters to launch as well! First Echelon is moving into position and Second Echelon is spreading out to cover our flanks! Armen had just ordered the Durcunusaan Ready Detachment to deploy under Spartan Crimson Protocols!”


Anuk stepped closer to her husband and reached up to touch his arm. She could sense his unease and concern for Daniel never held back from her or Nayeca. “Daniel what is it?” She asked softly.


Danny turned to face her, his ebony skin tense and Anuk reached for his face as Nayeca and Kesyla moved closer as well and put their hands on his arm. “I don’t know.” He answered her instantly. “Something is happening on the surface and whatever it is, Andro and Martin both just went ballistic.”


Anuk and Nayeca knew their husband as well as they knew themselves and his love for Martin was absolute. Kesyla was discovering this as well now, as Anuk and Nayeca often spoke of what the two men had done in the years before. Daniel had blood brothers from his parents that he loved, sisters too, and Martin had half siblings from Gorgo and Riall, but Martin had been and always would be Daniel’s one true brother. Their bond had been forged through the fire of combat and so much more that others would never understand, and now that bond of brotherhood would never be torn asunder. Both Daniel’s and Martin’s brothers and sisters accepted this and relished in it, for they had had many times through the last years just sitting with Daniel and Martin and listening to them tell stories of their adventures together.


“Trust in your fervon Daniel.” Anuk told him. “Do what we came here to do, just as you and Martin discussed. He is not alone Daniel our love. He is never alone.”

Danny met her cerulean blue eyes and calmed instantly as both Anuk and Nayeca pulsed him with their female wolf auras. Kesyla was still learning how to use her wolf aura but she added her own developing aura to theirs and he looked lovingly first at Nayeca’s amber colored eyes and then at Kesyla’s dark eyes and he nodded his head.


“Jaban?” Daniel spoke turning to look at him.


“General?” The man answered.


“Let’s stick with the plan!” Danny said confidently. “Martin can’t talk to the douche bag on the station, so we’ll talk to him instead. Open a channel and get me whoever is in charge over there.”


“What do we tell them?” Jaban asked with a crooked smile.


“Tell them if they do not stand down in the next twenty seconds, I’m going to blow that station and every ship in this system right straight to nubous oblivion.” Danny spoke. 


Jaban’s smile grew ever larger. “COM Officer!” He shouted. “Find the channel they are on and let’s say hello!”

COALITION MILITARY COMMAND STATION

“Coya… talk to me!” Ristan barked aloud.


“Multiple contacts sir!” She cried out from her station. “Sensors are detecting over two hundred ships Colonel!” Her hands were moving across her sensor consoles with speed and efficiency, but her heart was racing out of control to be sure. “Sibfla! Some of them are huge! Four thousand meters at least! Unknown power signatures, but definitely Quantum based!”

“Colonel! We are also picking up dozens of smaller contacts leaving one of the larger ships!” Benic barked from where he stood beside Coya’s sensor station. “Fast moving sir! One man fighter ships of some kind!”


“Fighters?!” Ristan gasped. “Impossible!”

“Station defenses can’t track them, sir!” Benic announced just as loudly. “They are too fast and they are spreading out among the Home Defense Fleet!”


“The other ships are deploying as well!” Coya shouted. “Some sort of attack formation maybe!”


“What about that big fucker?” Ristan barked. “Tell me about that big bastard! What is it doing?”


Coya shook her head. “Nothing sir!” She answered. “Strange power emissions but it is remaining in stationary orbit. Sensors cannot penetrate the outer hull sir! Of any of the ships! It’s made from some sort of metal I have never seen before! Its current orbital position puts it directly over the Mountain Pack settlement of Warim.”


“Colonel! HDF Captains are screaming for orders!” Benic shouted. “Do they attack!”


Ristan’s eyes went wide. “Attack!? Attack what!? Fuck no!” He screamed. “Do they see what is around us?!” Ristan whirled around. “Get me King Osrod! Contact Ground Command! Do it now!” He barked at the COM officer.

“Colonel!” Coya shouted. “Colonel I am detecting two smaller ships maneuvering in the atmosphere above Warim! Some kind of transports I think!”


“Nubou!” Ristan snarled. “They have already landed troops! Activate all planetary units! Bring defenses online! We…”


All of them heard the pop on the internal speakers within the command center and they looked up as the deep, male voice echoed all around them. “I would not do that if I was you.” The voice spoke. “Not if you want to be alive thirty seconds from now!”


“Colonel they have tapped our COMs!” The COM officer rasped out the words. “All of our secure channels are compromised!”


Ristan’s eyes were wide. “How is that possible?” He gasped.


Everyone nearly jumped out of their chairs when the intense flash of white light erupted in the center of their command center and then they were staring at the image of the tall, ebony skinned Lycavorian. His short black hair was neatly cut, the thin beard and mustache neatly trimmed and groomed. He was easily six and a half feet tall from what Ristan could determine and he was without a doubt an Alpha wolf. His dark eyes were bright though and his long wolf fangs were fully extended and exposed for all to see.

“What… what is this?” Benic gasped in shock.


“It’s… it’s some sort of holo transmission!” Coya gasped in reply to his question. “But the power needed to…”


“Colonel Ristan!” Another voice yelled now. “Destroyer Four One Three is powering its weapons and preparing to fire on…!”


“No!” Ristan screamed out the word.


It was too late however as they saw the COLS ship alter its course slightly and unleash a full barrage of its missiles and beam weapons upon the SPARTAN’S SOUL. The man in the holo transmission staggered only slightly in the transmission, obviously onboard the ship they had just fired upon and his face took on an immediate expression of anger and disbelief. 


“Wen forn nubous neshy lae?!” The man snarled viciously. (Are you fucking kidding me)

“No! Wait! We…!” Ristan began to shout the words but it was already too late as they watched the large Lycavorian turn in the transmission.


“Target that pathetic bucket of floating fucking bolts and blow it out of the stars!” Danny growled.


The Command Crew of the MCS could only watch and listen in horror as voices in the background of this new ship responded instantly.


“Main starboard batteries six through fourteen!” The voice out of their view barked out the order. “Target the enemy ship and fire!”

Ristan and the others on the MCS could only watch in stunned shock as one of the largest ships outside of the behemoth in orbit above their planet, fired nine beams of intense white light that crossed the distance from them to the COLS Destroyer in the blink of an eye. All nine of the MK9C Type 1 Alpha Series Batteries, as well as those remaining on the ship, had been upgraded to fire Quantum Particle Beams much like those weapons that armed SPARTA'S WRATH. The SPARTAN’S SOUL was part of the first stage of a massive refit going on back home that Martin and Ben had approved several months ago, and which would eventually see every ship within the Union military armed with such weapons as long as they were powered by the newer Hypermatter Fusion Drives. The Hypermatter Fusion Drives were a step down from the Quantum Resonance Reactors that powered the new ARIZONA-Class ships, but they vastly improved the ships being refitted. While they were no where near as powerful and devastating as the pure Quantum Beam Arrays on SPARTA’S WRATH, or the arrays on the ARIZONA class ships, but they were certainly much more powerful than anything that COLS possessed. 
By roughly a hundred-fold.
The six-hundred-meter-long COLS Destroyer that had stupidly fired on SPARTAN’S SOUL really had no chance at all. The QPBs, as they had affectionately been nicknamed by the crews of the refitted ships, punched right through the lightly shielded COLS Destroyer and blew huge, gaping chunks out of the COLS Destroyer’s hull as if it was made from glass. Massive internal explosions could be seen even with the naked eye from the MCS and Ristan and the Command Crew could only gawk in terrified response as one of their newest and most modern fleet ships was erased from existence in the single blink of an eye.

“Son vada carians!” Coya muttered softly, but loud enough that her voice unintentionally carried across most of the Command Center. 

Ristan was staring at the figure of the Lycavorian in the transmission and his eyes went wide when he spoke next.
“Admiral Lorian are you monitoring?” Danny spoke.

“Affirmative General.” Manda’s voice replied instantly.

As far as anyone within the Union military was concerned, Daniel Simpson was the third most powerful man alive when it came to giving orders, behind only Martin and Fleet Admiral Riall. His orders were acted upon without hesitation or question no matter where he went, and while like his mard fervon, Daniel hated such unflinching loyalty, he knew exactly how to use it when it was needed.

“Manda, prepare to clean out this system.” Danny spoke angrily. “On my order, you and your ships will begin exterminating every one of these ugly ass ships until none remain. Is that order clear?”

“Crystal.” Miranda answered from the bridge of the ARIZONA. “Establishing all primary and secondary targeting solutions as we speak!”

“Wait!” Ristan screamed as he stepped towards the transmission. “Wait!”

Danny’s eyes turned to look at him. “You got something to say midaeus?” He growled.

“We did not… I did not order that!” Ristan pleaded. “The ship’s… the ship’s captain acted on his own!”

“So, you don’t have control of your own ships?” Danny snapped. “A better reason to kill them all and then we won’t have to worry about them doing something stupid!”

“No!” Ristan screamed out the words. “We… we surrender! We surrender!” His words caused most of his Command crew to turn and stare at him in shock.
“I don’t want your surrender!” Danny snarled now. “We didn’t come here to conquer or invade igord!”

Ristan’s eyes were wide. “What… what do you want?!” He gasped.

“I’ll give you ten minutes!” Danny snapped. “Order every one of your puny little ships to power down their weapons and engines! Nothing but life support active! If you don’t, then in ten minutes and one second, we are going to kill them all! Including that fugly station you are standing on right now!”

Ristan looked at him with wide eyes. “I have… there are almost ten thousand men and women on this station!” He gasped. 

“And their blood will be on your hands! Just like those fools on that ship!” Danny barked loudly. 
“I must contact my… my King!” Ristan declared. “He is on the surface and…”

“Don’t push me asshole! My patience is really thin right now because your fool people have already attacked my fervon and his family on the surface of your stinking planet! Your people have attacked our King and three of his Queens! Our family! That means every one of my people up here right now wants to rip you and your silly toy ships a new asshole the size of Mount motherfucking Rushmore! Ten minutes! That is how long you have to decide if you live or die!”

The transmission ended and the holoimage disappeared from the open area in the MCS leaving the entire Command crew stunned in to silence.

Ristan turned quickly. “Get me Ground Command!” He screamed. “Get me King Osrod! Now!”  
SPARTAN’S SOUL


Danny turned from the now ended transmission and looked at Jaban. “That convincing enough?” He questioned.


“Sibfla General!” Jaban answered. “It scared the piss out of me.”


Danny cursed under his breath. “How many on that ship?” He asked after a moment.

Jaban sobered quickly and his smile vanished. “Sensors indicated eighty-seven General.” He replied. “Daniel… you did the only thing you could do.”


Danny met his gaze and slowly nodded his head. Captain Jaban Velat had turned down four promotions in order to remain in command of SPARTAN’S SOUL in the nearly thirty years since it was brought into service. Command of the Flagship for Daniel Simpson was status enough for any older Lycavorian such as himself. He was happy, his wife and mate was happy, and they had built a family on this ship that included not only their own children, but every one of the crew. Through the years Jaban had become one of a handful of men and women within the Union who would dare call Danny by his given name. It was something that Danny all but demanded of the much older man and they had grown close through the years. Jaban did not normally refer to Danny by his name in front of the crew, but now it seemed like a good idea, and it had the desired effect even though Daniel’s wives and mates were also on the bridge.


Danny took a deep breath and nodded his head. “Talk to me.” He finally spoke.


“Armen began transmitting the moment we entered the system.” Jaban replied. “We have been getting all of the information that he was able to scan since they arrived. Public channels. Military channels. Defenses. Everything.”


“Threat?” Danny asked.


Jaban shook his head. “Minimal.” He answered. “Their weapons didn’t even scratch our shields. Hopefully they’ll take that into account.”


Danny moved to his Command chair which rested right beside Jaban’s chair in the center of the bridge. He tapped a button on the armrest and instantly a holoimage of Miranda came alive a few feet to his left. All Command Ships of the fleet were linked in such a way so that the commanders could instantly talk to one another. He turned to face Miranda’s image fully. She was also sitting in her command chair on the bridge of the ARIZONA while activity was high all around her.


“Manda?” He spoke.


“I’ve deployed my Wing into Attack Formation Gamma.” She answered him instantly meeting his gaze in the transmission. “Steven is now airborne with six full squadrons keeping them honest. For the most part none of their ships are moving. Long range sensors are showing an additional nineteen COLS ships that have turned around and are heading back this way.”


“How soon before they get here?” Danny asked.


Miranda shook her head. “Not soon enough to change the outcome Daniel.” She told him. “Nineteen hours even at their best speed, and that is factoring in how often they can jump.”


Kesyla Simpson was still a new wolf and was still learning different things. Her love for Daniel, Anuk and Nayeca was beyond question, and she simply adored being able to shift her form and see and sense the world from her wolf persona, but she was still half Pralor and the benevolence of her people caused her to step forward before Anuk or Nayeca could stop her. She had not yet fully come to understand the mentality or the Spartan nature of the Lycavorian people she was now living among. No one faulted her for this for she was learning fast with so many helping her.


“Daniel, you cannot…” Kesyla began as she stepped up to him. “They cannot stand against us. Destroying their…”


Daniel met her dark eyes and smiled at her warmly while Anuk and Nayeca stepped up to her on either side and attempted to interrupt her. Daniel reached up and caressed her flawless cheek and pulsed her with a fraction of his male aura. He saw Kesyla’s eyes close briefly in bliss and she reached up to put her hand on top of his where his skin touched her cheek as her eyes opened again. Daniel stepped close to her, towering over her five foot six body, and he leaned over to kiss her ever so softly on the lips. 


“You worry too much.” He said softly.


Kesyla looked instantly embarrassed by what she had said, but this quickly passed as Anuk and then Nayeca wrapped their arms around her waist and drew her tightly to them. Kesyla should have known better and the look on her face said as much. Warriors without equal they may have been, but these men and women were not butchers.

“Carians. Forgive me.” Kesyla said softly.


Danny shook his head. “For what?” He said softly. He leaned over once more and kissed her again softly, a kiss that she returned and he let his fingers drag along her jawline as he had discovered she liked so much. Daniel smiled at her lovingly once more and then turned back to the image of Miranda. “Manda, you got your targets?”


Miranda nodded her head. “Each of their ships has a central power distribution core in roughly the same location. A low power laser will cut right through their hulls and destroy it. Main power on all the ships will be kaput and their backups will kick in. The only thing they’ll be able to power is life support and sensors. Zaala says their back-up generators can’t handle anything else.”


Daniel nodded his head. “Casualties?” He asked.


“Unless they are standing right next to the power core when the laser hits it, low grade electrical burns, if that.” Miranda answered him. “It’s about as non-lethal as we can get Daniel. It will take us three minutes to retune our main batteries.”


“Do it!” Danny ordered. “Jaban?”


“Already on it.” Jaban echoed.


“Good. Now, someone get me a report from the surface!” Danny snapped. “And please tell me that our family and friends are ok. If not… all bets are fucking off.”

JETANIA
CAPITAL OF DRINDA

COLS MILITARY COMMAND CENTER   


“Talk to me!” Osrod Aspion roared as he entered the MCC. He was not in a very good mood at all and everyone in the MCC Operations Center knew it. 
The Duty Officer had interrupted his time with Nitona and right now he was not a happy person. Secha kept his other Queens so busy at times that Osrod finally determined that she was doing it on purpose. Secha could be a colossal upaee when she wanted to be, more so towards Nitona than the others. Nitona was half Mountain Pack female. Her father was a Plains Pack Alpha who had claimed Nitona’s mother long ago. Her mother’s Mountain Pack had refused to acknowledge the union, but against their wishes, Nitona’s mother had escaped with her father for she was truly in love with him. Nothing could really be done about this since she had gone willingly, and they soon began their life on the outskirts of Drinda. Nitona’s father was a well-respected Alpha who held a good amount of influence among his Pack. He treated Nitona’s mother like a precious gem and as time passed, their love for each other grew even stronger. Nitona’s mother also clung to her Mountain Pack upbringing, which did not make her any new friends at first, but over time this attitude and her commitment had earned her equal respect and influence and soon her status had grown within Kochar Plains Pack to the point that she was now considered sacrosanct among the Kochar Pack. Over the many years, the Kochar Pack had become more and more aligned with the ways of the Mountain Packs and while they did not follow all of their traditions, the Kochar Pack was as close as you could get. Nitona had seven older brothers and three older sisters, making her their youngest child, but certainly the most rooted to the Mountain Pack way of life like her mother. All of her siblings adhered to many of the Mountain Pack ways and their father encouraged this without question. 

The day Osrod had seen her in the Drinda markets he knew he had to have her. Her surreal beauty was nearly equal to that of Loras Ranev with her flowing red hair and enticing blue eyes and her sweet scent was nearly too much for him to be around. Nitona quickly caused him to forget all about Loras and even though she was his youngest Queen in terms of years, Osrod favored her over Secha and the others by far. Her body was lithe and muscular in a lean way and she kept herself in superb condition. He hated having to sneak around his own home in order to be with her for any length of time, but Nitona certainly made it worth it. She was not docile by any means, always demanding his attention when they were together in bed and very willing herself to return that attention to him. Even her fear of Secha discovering them did not keep her from seeing him whenever they could manage it. Osrod knew Secha could be a very vindictive bitch, and he always took extra security precautions when meeting Nitona in order to keep her safe from Secha’s wrath. Osrod Aspion did not know how to explain it to himself let alone anyone else, but he was a different person when in Nitona’s arms, and this made him feel good about himself.
Osrod did not care very much for the mother of seven of his children. Secha was arrogant and rigid in her ways, and she treated him like he was beneath her. Secha however, she was incredibly smart, and she knew things that others did not, and Osrod normally let her advise him in many different matters. Osrod’s father had arranged the marriage and union between them without ever really telling him why it was so important, but Osrod did not care at the time. She was a beautiful wolf with a slightly odd scent, but she was definitely a trophy wife and mate, and at that time that was all he cared about. Secha took care of herself physically and her beauty had not faded over time, but even in the beginning Osrod knew there was something different about her that put him off. 

Secha Aspion was not the most inventive female in their bed, in fact she was downright boring, nothing like Nitona, but she was dutiful. Osrod also knew that she could be very cruel to those she saw as a threat to her, and he had heard rumors of her wrath towards young females or even others who had gone against her will. Even his other Queens, Risi and Braaha had suffered her anger at different times. 

Nitona he shielded as best as he was able however, and she remained docile to Secha as the senior Alpha female, though it was hard for her. Today had been planned by the two of them for weeks. Secha would be at the main Research Facility all day, for she was in charge of most of the scientific research done by their people. Risi and Braaha were going to be out of the city for a few days visiting their families, which left Nitona in the palace alone. They had fallen into each other’s arms happily, eagerly anticipating their hours together, but it wasn’t to be. After only a few passionate moments, their time together had been shattered and the Duty Officer came calling. Nitona had soothed his anger at the interruption with her touch and warm voice, promising even greater pleasures in the future. Today he needed to be King, she had told him before he had left her.
The MCC’s Commander, a man with the same rank and status as Ristan stepped forward. “My Lord, just over four minutes ago, two hundred and sixty-nine unknown warships jumped directly into our Planetary Defense Grid without any warning!” The man spoke calmly. He was much like Ristan in that he was older and had seen many battles. Not much rattled him now and he was loyal to his people and his Pack. “We never saw them coming sire. At the exact same time that they appeared, the ship Captain Nasso reported encountering on patrol also appeared, already in orbit and directly over the Mountain Pack Settlement of Warim! The remaining ships match the configuration that Captain Nasso put in his report!”

Osrod looked at him with wide eyes. “What?” He gasped. “How is that possible? How did they get inside our defense grid?”

“We don’t know My Lord.” The Colonel answered him. Teech Rilton knew his King and how he thought. Osrod Aspion wanted facts and he wanted them up front, with no rensibfla. He sometimes did not make the best decisions with those facts, often times taking Queen Secha’s advice over his military advisors, but as far as he was concerned Osrod was a decent leader and he knew they could do far worse. “Their Stealth technology is apparently far more advanced than we first thought.”

Osrod moved to the main plot board and his eyes grew wide as he saw the number of red colored ships now, in and around his planet. And some of them were massive, easily dwarfing even their largest and most powerful cruisers. No foreign ships had ever gotten this close to Jetania in as long as he could remember. They were always seen coming and met before they ever got close to the Coalition’s home world.
“They initiated contact with Colonel Ristan on the MCS my Lord, but…” Teech began but Osrod looked at him when he stopped. 

“What?!” Osrod demanded.

“One of our Destroyers sire.” Teech spoke. “Most of the crew was on shore leave and the Captain of the ship was meeting with other senior officers here on the surface. His First Officer was in command and he fired upon one of the unknown ships.”

“He fired on them!” Osrod almost screamed. “Is he stupid! I want him arrested and…”

“He is dead sire.” Teech told him shaking his head. “The ship he fired upon unleashed one volley King Osrod. And it was not even a full attack from what our sensors could see. Nine of their main batteries, out of the nearly one hundred that we think they could have used. The ship was obliterated completely. No survivors.”

“Carians!” Osrod exclaimed.

“They spoke directly with Colonel Ristan my Lord.” Teech told him. “He is standing by.”

Osrod nodded his head instantly. “Put him up!”

Osrod turned to the massive main monitor in the room and watched as the picture of the man he knew and had appointed to command the MCS came onto the screen, fluttered and then cleared. Osrod knew something was wrong right away when he saw the harried expression on Ristan and the look of concern in his eyes. Osrod knew instinctively now was not the time to play hard ass King.
“Ristan… talk to me.” Osrod spoke with more calm than he actually felt.

“They appeared out of nowhere my Lord.” Ristan answered. “They jumped right into our Planetary Defense Grid with no warning and exacting precision. They appeared between and all around our ships in orbit as if it was the most natural thing in the world.” Ristan reported to him quickly. “They have nearly a hundred smaller craft, fighters I believe, swarming all around our ships and my station. 
“Fighters!” Teech exclaimed. “That is what they are? We thought they were drones of some kind!” 

Ristan shook his head quickly. “They are definitely fighters! And whoever is flying them is very well trained. They are extremely fast and maneuverable and our guns cannot track them. We’ve detected at least two, possibly more, transport sized ships moving within the atmosphere above the Mountain Pack settlement of Warim as well.”

“Warim! Are you certain?!” The female voice echoed now and all of them turned to see Secha strode into the center as if the world revolved around her. Osrod cursed under his breath but turned back to Ristan.

“Yes, my Queen.” Ristan answered. “It appears they already have forces on the ground there. We don’t know how many or what their purpose is.”

“They are Lycavorian Ristan?” Osrod asked next.

Ristan nodded his head quickly. “Yes, my Lord. Alphas. At least the one who spoke to us was an Alpha. We saw other species on the bridge of his ship, some unlike anything I have ever seen before, but most were mainly Lycavorians.” He answered. “He was… he was a matus brutu ronnus. And after our ship fired on him he was rezza.” (Big black bastard)
“Osrod… you must find out what is happening in Warim.” Secha spoke now. 

Secha Aspion was a beautiful female Alpha, with long dark blond hair, bright dark eyes and a figure that still turned the heads of many male wolves within COLS. She was of medium height, with large, firm breasts and long legs. Most who were around her on a regular basis, especially those within the military branch of COLS, hated the woman. She was arrogant and looked down on all of them as if they were insects.

“Why?” Osrod demanded.

“Something happened at the Research Facility as I was leaving.” Secha told him, moving closer. “A boom of some sort and then a massive rush of air. Like a ship was leaving the area very quickly. It knocked many of us on the ground about strongly, and it was heading in the direction of Warim.”

“You saw nothing my Queen?” Teech asked.

Secha shook her head. “No, but you have said yourself that their Stealth technology is far better than our own. It had to be some sort of ship that low to the ground.” She told him. “What else could it be?”

“The Alpha that spoke to us…” Ristan began again. “He was definitely in command, at least of the ships up here, and he said that we had attacked their King and his family on the surface!” He told them. 

“Attacked them?! On the surface!!” Osrod exclaimed. “What is he talking about?”
“Our son is in Warim Osrod.” Secha spoke now with a touch of concern in her voice.

“My Lord… he gave us ten minutes to power down all of our weapons in orbit.” Ristan spoke. “All of our ships are to go to Life Support only and the MCS is to power down all weapons and sensors.”

Osrod snarled for he did like to be given orders. “And if we do not?” He barked.

“He said he would order his ships to destroy our Home Defense Fleet and the MCS.” Ristan answered. “He was not making light of this sire.”

“Can we do nothing?!” Osrod asked now.

“My Lord, you can see the size of their ships.” Ristan spoke. “A full-frontal barrage by our destroyer with missiles and beams did not even scratch their defensive shields and they obliterated that fool in less than ten seconds. They have twenty-nine of the large ships in orbit now, sire. Each of them four thousand meters long or better. These ships alone could lay waste to our entire HDF. The other ships are not as large with the exception of the one that appears to be carrying these fighters, but I must assume they all have sufficient firepower to fulfill their threat.”

“You assume!” Secha demanded. “You say these are Lycavorians! They should bow to their rightful King! Did you demand that they do this?”

Ristan looked at her as if she was insane. “With respect Queen Secha…” Ristan spoke keeping his words controlled and even. “They say their King is already on the surface of our planet! Their largest ship is over twenty-one thousand meters long and it was completely hidden from our sensors until it chose to reveal itself! This happens to be the same ship that Captain Nasso’s report speaks of! You will forgive me my Queen, if I did not see the opportunity to negotiate from a position of strength!” Ristan finished his statement with an angry snarl.

Secha stepped forward, her own eyes changing to her wolf persona and her wolf fangs extending in anger. “You would do well to watch who you are speaking to Colonel!” She growled at him.
“I will be sure to remember that when my people and I are nothing but space dust!” He snarled right back unafraid of her.

“Enough Secha!” Osrod snapped at her causing Secha’s eyes to widen in shock at his reaction to her. “Ristan! You say they already have forces on the ground in Warim?”

“We know nothing for certain my King.” Ristan answered. “We detected ships in the atmosphere above Warim, and that big ronnus ship is holding station in a protective orbit over Warim. Other than that, we know nothing. Our agreement with the Mountain Packs does not allow our satellites to cover their settlements sire, as you know. And that big ship is somehow distorting what coverage we do have in the area.”

“Distorting how?” Osrod asked.

Ristan shook his head. “Unknown at this time sire. I have people up here working on it, but it seems to be some sort of low power disruption field. I have ordered ground forces into the area from the nearest garrison to compensate, but it will take them several hours to reach Warim using the Overland Tram system built by the Mountain Packs.”

“We will need their permission to disembark the Trams Sire.” Teech spoke now.

Osrod was silent for a moment and then nodded his head. “Ristan, do as this Alpha told you. Order all ships to power down to nothing but life support and…”

“Osrod you cannot bow to these unknown…” Secha began to protest but he whirled on her with anger, his own wolf eyes and fangs now exposed.

“I am King!” He bellowed. “Not you woman! I will not sacrifice our people in the name of vanity! Now be silent!” He turned back to Ristan. “Do as I order you Ristan.”

Ristan nodded his head. “As you order sire.”

“Which units are heading for Warim Teech?” Osrod asked.
“Ristan dispatched the 3rd and 9th Battalions of the Home Ground Regiment my Lord.” Teech answered.

Osrod nodded his head. They were men completely loyal to him and extremely well trained. “Monitor their progress and contact Garget Ranev. Instruct him that they will be entering Warim via the Tram and he will act in accordance with the Mutual Defense Pact that they signed and allow them to disembark and begin searching for this so-called King and his people already on the surface.” Osrod looked at Teech intently. “And find my son Juyno! He was in the city of Warim with others and I want to talk to him!”

Teech nodded his head. “Understood my Lord.”

Osrod turned and glanced at the Plot Board as Ristan’s image blinked off of the monitor above them. “Quietly activate all of our ground units and have them stand to Teech.” Osrod spoke to him calmly as he looked at the Plot Board intently now. “All sensitive material is to be secured and all Research and Military facilities are to go on full alert status as of right now.”

“Yes, sire.” Teech answered him.

“Prepare a full ground detachment for me.” Osrod snapped. “I’m going to Warim.”

“Sire, I do not recommend that!” Teech spoke. “We don’t know enough about…”

Osrod looked at him. “They are Lycavorians!” Osrod hissed loudly. “They will follow my orders as their King! I will deal with them if they do not!”

Teech bowed his head quickly and then watched Osrod turn and strode out of the Center with a purpose. Secha turned and followed him quickly, trying to keep up with his longer stride.

The Colonel turned and watched as his Second Officer moved up beside him.


“Sir?” He asked.


“Issue the King’s orders.” Teech told him. 


“What are you thinking Colonel?” The younger mas asked him.

Teech met his eyes. “What am I thinking? You see these ships above us Captain. If they already have forces on the ground and we did not know this…” He paused and shook his head. “I’m thinking that things as we know them are going to change very quickly Captain. And many of us are not going to like those changes.” He said softly. “Do as the King has ordered now.”


“Yes, sir!”

WARIM MEDCIAL CENTER
MAIN MOUNTAIN PACK MEDICAL FACILITY

It was named for Warim Ranev, just like the city that bore his name. To honor his legacy and his deeds. It was the most advanced medical facility among the many Mountain Packs and all of the Packs were represented here and used the facility.
At the moment, the Warim Medical Center was surrounded by nearly one thousand of the Durcunusaan Ready Division and nearly a dozen dragons. A full Security Brigade of the DRD had deployed with SPARTA'S WRATH and most of them were on the ground now and providing full security to the building that held nearly all of their Royal Family. Torma, Isheeni, Elynth, Anthar and Miath sat atop the ten-story building keeping watch of the surrounding area, while Majeir, Jeth, Tharua, Aurith and Aradace conducted long, lazy flyovers of the city and the surrounding area, often times coming in low to land and quickly switch with Ladur, Ryner, Jeru, Marux and Mara. The brothers Caydren and Cinol had parked themselves on the exterior of the main entrance to Warim Medical Center and were sitting with a dozen Durcunusaan, intently watching the men, women and children who were very quickly gathering all around. Hundreds if not thousands of Lycavorians from Warim were surrounding the building on three sides as word quickly spread throughout the large city of the battle that took place in the Atrium and the news that the one True King and his three Heralds had come. Most were equally as amazed as they saw the huge dragons that now circled the city or were set up on the outside of the building. They were mythical creatures from stories that all of them had been told by their parents as children, yet now they were not so mythical any longer.  

The main lobby of the Medical Center was now a command post of sorts, Martin, Garget and Lasun standing in the waiting room as the portable holo disc in Martin’s hand held the figure of the huge black skinned Lycavorian they had seen on the ship.
“…fucking kidding me?” Martin gasped as Danny filled him in on what had taken place. “What kind of fool fires on a ship five times its size?!”

Danny nodded his head. “That is what I said.” He spoke. “I had to take the ship out fervon.”

Martin shook his head. “You did what any of us would have done Dan.” Martin said quickly.

“Well… it woke them up at least.” Danny said. “I gave them ten minutes to power down their weapons and whatever passes for shields, and they started doing that about three minutes ago. They had ships inbound from other sectors but apparently, they have stopped and are holding their current positions according to Manda.”

Martin nodded his head. “Leave things up there to Manda and Armen fervon. That is their business. I want you and the others down here with me. And bring Nubian and Anuk. Red could use some help here in their medical facility and I want Nubian to be here when Thoti brings that fat bastard Lorendo for a visit.”

“Problem?” Danny asked.

Martin shook his head. “You know how Anja is when she gets into a hospital. She wants to fix everyone. They are still dealing with problems that we got rid of a long time ago. I won’t go into the details since I didn’t understand much of what she said to begin with.”

Danny chuckled softly. “Good enough.” He told him. “We’ll join you in an hour.”
Martin nodded as the transmission faded and ended and he looked up at Garget and Lasun as he detected Anja’s honey scent getting closer. He turned when he saw her Persian red hair in the crowd of people and the Durcunusaan parted to allow her through. Garget and Lasun instinctively bowed their heads to her when she stepped up to Martin. 

“How is she Red?” He asked at once.

Anja nodded her head and put her hand on his broad chest with a gentle smile. “She will be fine Lover. She lost a lot of blood, but thankfully Dynina and Sarlana were with us. Between the two of them, they were able to guide me in repairing the damage the bullet did. She is resting now, Sarlana and Dynina haven’t left her side and Retta is watching over her. Reva’s sphere is with them as well.”

Martin breathed a sigh of relief and nodded his head. “Danny is coming down with Anuk. Knowing her, she will bring a full team of medics and equipment.”

Anja nodded her head in approval. “Good. I have already spoken with the administrator of the hospital and we will start treating their most serious patients as soon as she gets here.”

Garget looked between them. “Serious patients?” He asked. “Were others injured in the battle?”

Anja shook her head quickly. “No Garget, but your people… our people here are still contending with diseases and medical conditions that we wiped out within the Union hundreds of years ago. We are just going to start doing the same here.”
“You… you can do this Queen Anja?” Lasun gasped.

Anja smiled at him. “According to this big oaf…” Anja jerked her thumb at Martin. “I’m a miracle worker. Don’t believe everything he tells you though, me and my people are just good at our jobs.”

Martin grinned. “She works miracles.” He said.

Anja snapped out her hand and used the back of her knuckles to slap him hard in the abdomen. “Loras and the Administrator of this hospital have already agreed to this.” She said looking at Garget as Martin winced.

Garget shook his head quickly. “These things are far out of my realm.” He spoke. “I will always take Loras’ direction at times like this.”

“Can you… can you do this for all of our people?” Lasun asked her.

Anja smiled and reached out to squeeze his arm. “Loras is already putting together a plan to get all of the Mountain Packs taken care of.” She said. “We…”
Martin smelled them the moment they entered the main entrance, even before the deep male voice bellowed out the words. 

“GET OUT OF MY WAY! WHERE IS HE?”
This drew the attention of everyone in the main lobby and many of the Durcunusaan were reacting to the perceived threat even as the four members of the Durcunusaan Ready Detachment signaled them everything was ok. As the Quick Reactionary Force for that time, they had deployed from SPARTA'S WRATH in under thirty seconds, which was a new record for them, and Chiron’s orders had been very specific. Bring those they were to secure to the King.
Martin Leonidas detected their blood even through whatever was masking it and he stepped forward into the main corridor into their view without hesitation, the Durcunusaan parting ranks for their King. The much older male and female wolf came to abrupt halts when they saw him and Martin watched both of them take deep breaths, the woman’s hands going to her face in stunned shock. The older male, far older than his scent told others that he was Martin knew, stepped forward slowly. His hands were shaking, his bulky but muscular medium height frame visibly trembling. Martin watched as his dark eyes became moist, tears beginning to spill from them and as everyone in the room watched with confusion, Martin Leonidas didn’t pause and he moved forward and crushed the older man in a powerful embrace. 

Doseb Athltin wailed out his utter joy as his powerful arms wrapped around Martin in a bear hug that would have crushed a lesser man. Anja was standing with Garget and Lasun and saw Loras burst out of the room down the corridor as she heard her father’s voice. She moved away from the two stunned men and quickly moved to intercept Loras. Anja knew who they were the moment they entered the hospital, just as Martin did. She could smell their blood easily enough now that she knew what she was searching for. Anja grabbed Loras’ arm gently to hold her back.

“Loras wait.” She exclaimed softly.

“Anja they are… they are my parents!” Loras gasped.

Anja nodded as she pulled her close. “I know.” She said in reply. “But they are… they are also Martin’s family. Our family.”

Loras looked at her with wide eyes, realizing what she was saying and she turned back to look at her mother and father. Loras Ranev had never seen her father cry in all of her years, yet now both he and her mother had tears pouring out of their eyes almost uncontrollably. 

Doseb Athltin pulled back and grabbed Martin by the sides of his head, holding him tight as he saw the tears in Martin’s eyes as well. “I… carians pen kirsis iadour uvenn aery cana.” Doseb stammered the words. (Gods, I had given up any hope)

Martin reached up and gripped his shoulders tightly with a smile. “Ethoni coi innyne cana.” He spoke softly, his own words choked up and emotional. (There is always hope)
Doseb roared out his happiness and wrapped his arms around Martin once more before turning and grabbing the woman by his side. “Allon coi… allon coi aur valiath Irani.” (This is my wife)
Martin Leonidas couldn’t keep the huge smile from his face as he didn’t hesitate and embraced the much smaller woman. He lifted her off the floor and she cried out in joy as her arms went around his shoulders. Martin could smell the different bloodlines within her, but as with anyone, Mahanlo blood was far more dominant and pronounced. He could smell her true age as well, and he knew that they had been mated for probably more years than most of those alive on Jetania had been living. He felt her arms tighten around him, could feel the intense happiness within her, just as he did Doseb, and it filled him with peace and contentment just as it had when he had discovered Dynina and now Reva. 
And Martin Leonidas longed for the day when he could hold his tenna Kelia in his arms with his staania Reva beside him.

Soon… Martin thought to himself. 

Soon…

WARIM MEDICAL CENTER


“…Should have told me!” Loras almost shouted as she sat in the chair at the head of the conference table, her mother and father sitting to her right, Aricia and For'mya to her left.

They had moved out of the main lobby of the hospital into this large conference room which now was heavily guarded at both of the entrances. Four Durcunusaan stood watch at either door into the room, effectively denying entrance to everyone unless told otherwise by their King or one of the Royal family.


Martin stood behind the chairs where Aricia and For'mya sat, both of them greeting Doseb and Irani with embraces of happiness and love, which caused Irani to cry even more and Doseb to feel something he had not felt since he was a small boy. A unique and powerful sense of family filled him once again after more years than he could even remember. When he greeted Androcles, Deion, Denali and Eliani, Doseb could no longer keep his own tears in and he cried once more as he embraced each of them. The smell of Mahanlo blood was so very potent and so powerful within them, especially the three sons of Martin, and it was very nearly overwhelming to him. The introductions continued for nearly half an hour as he and Irani met each of their bloodline and discovering that even more of their family resided on the ships above. After so many years of thinking that they were alone in the galaxy, Doseb and Irani became so overcome with emotion that they both had to sit down, where Loras had quickly joined them. 
Gorgo and Dasha, unwilling to remain on the ship any longer after sensing what was happening on the surface, came to Warim on their own to help Anja within the hospital. No one with any sense would dare try to hold the mothers of the King and Queen Aricia back when they set their minds to something. Everyone within the Union knew how the King felt about his mother, Dasha and Dysea’s mother Normya, and Armen did not even try to stop them. He knew to attempt to do so would be futile. He made certain they were protected however, as Androcles would expect him too. Now, they sat in the conference room as well, for they knew that Martin would keep nothing from them. Secretly, everything that was happening aside, Gorgo and Dasha were having the most fun of anyone discovering so much and relishing the time with their family.
Garget and Lasun were standing with Androcles, his sister Eliani and the tall Alpha wolf they now knew was called Jomann. He was the husband and mate to Eliani they had discovered, and Androcles’ Captain and shadow. Jomann was also one of the most physically imposing Alphas that they had ever met, and Martin’s daughter looked miniscule when compared to him. Eliani Leonidas took after her mother obviously, the same type of physical build, if a few inches taller, but when held against the Alpha wolf who was her husband and mate, like her mother Anja, she looked tiny in comparison. Which seemed to suit her just fine as she stood leaning up against the front of his body almost casually. Dynina and Sarlana had elected to remain with Nilantha as did Reva in her sphere.

It was Loras’ mother who answered her daughter’s question.

“And what would you have had your father and I tell you Loras?” She asked calmly. “By the way child, we come from a bloodline of wolves that is being hunted across the stars and this was the only way we could think to protect ourselves?”

“You know what I mean mother!” Loras hissed trying to act angry but not really able to pull it off. Loras could not remember ever being angry with her parents in all of her life, and she could not start now after what she had learned these last days.


“Your mother and I made this decision long before you were ever born daughter.” Doseb told her. “If you wish to be angry with someone then be angry with me. It is my bloodline that…”


Irani quickly reached out and took his hand. “Doseb no!” She snapped at him. “I knew what I was doing and what it would mean the moment you claimed me. I welcomed it with all that I was my husband, all of my heart and I have not regretted a single day since. Not one!”


Doseb smiled at her and leaned over to nuzzle her affectionately. “Nor have I.” He said softly. Irani smiled back at him brilliantly.


“So… so how old are you really?” Loras asked her. “You and mother were not born on Ventori were you?”


Irani looked at Doseb and she squeezed his hand as he nodded to her. She looked back to Loras once more. “Our true ages do not really matter now, but if you must know, both your father and I are over a million and a half years old. Give or take a few centuries.” Irani said with a humorous flippancy. She saw Loras’ eyes go wide in disbelief. “We don’t really keep track.”

“Son vada carians!” Lasun muttered aloud to himself but his voice carried throughout the entire room.


“And no… we were not born on Ventori.” Irani spoke. “Both of us were born on a planet called Koltar Four. Four hundred and nineteen years before the Purge of the Mahanlo bloodline began.”


Loras looked even more stunned as she gazed at her parents. “You have… you have been together all of that time?” She gasped finally.


Irani smiled at her and nodded. “Since we were both barely a hundred years old. Life with your father has never been dull, that is for certain.” She said with a chuckle.


“Mother! How can you joke about this?!” Loras exclaimed.


Irani looked at Doseb for a quick moment and then back to Loras. “Because humor is the only thing that has gotten us through these many years Loras. It is the only thing that allowed us to continue after we thought… after we thought all had been lost.”


“Kesas Pengot did this didn’t he?” Martin asked now causing Loras to look at him in confusion. 


Doseb looked at him now, surprise in his eyes. “How do you…?”

Martin held up his hand stopping Doseb’s words. “We’ll get to that.” He told him.


“We don’t…” Doseb shook his head. “I had to destroy our only means of communicating with Kesas Pengot and those of the Kirek Pack that remained. They had taken refuge on Pakar Six and…”


“They were exiled there Doseb! Do not mince words husband! Tell them the truth of it!” Irani snarled viciously.


Aricia glanced quickly up at Martin at the vehemence in Irani’s words. They were filled with hate and anger even now, which told all of them quite a bit.


[Irani wears her Mahanlo blood like a badge of honor Beloved.] Aricia spoke to him in their shielded connection. [She embraces it tightly and guards it.]

Martin nodded his head. [That she does.] He answered. [Chiron told Andro and I that with the information eh was able to gather it would have taken several centuries for the Arhtai Pack to accomplish what they did. Perhaps this is why?]

Doseb looked at her and nodded his head once more as his face became sterner as he looked at Martin. “They… we were exiled there by the Arhtai Pack. Irani is correct King…”

“I am not your King!” Martin barked now surprising everyone in the room except those of his family. “You are my blood! My family! My family calls me by my name! Period! None of this King rensibfla when we are together! I won’t have it! I won’t!”

Doseb looked at him for a long moment and then a small smile split his lips after a few seconds. “I… I remember Staania Kelia telling me of her brothers when I was a small boy. She showed me holoimages of them.” He spoke causing Aricia and For'mya to reach up and take Martin’s hands on their shoulders and squeeze his fingers when they felt him tense slightly. Doseb looked at him. “It is frightening how much you and your sons look like them Martin. You are different, yes, but it is there. In your eyes. In your demeanor. I have not… we have not smelled the pureness of Mahanlo blood in…” Doseb’s eyes began to tear up once more and he stopped speaking, Irani reaching out to take his hands within hers.

Martin turned his head and looked at Eliani. “Eli…” He spoke.

Eliani lifted her hand and exposed the hypo injector. “We can solve that issue right now.” She spoke with a smile as she pushed away from Jomann’s form. “If you are willing.”

Doseb looked at her and then to Martin. “What is this?” He asked.

“It’s a protein enzyme booster.” Eliani answered. “I made it myself. It was pretty easy actually once mother told me what was involved and…”

“Eli?” Andro spoke now with a roll of his eyes and Eliani instantly looked embarrassed. 

Eliani smiled then knowing at times she got like her mother when it came to explaining things in medical terms. “Sorry.” She said. “It will reverse the blood masking protein that was introduced into your bodies and return your natural scent to you. Your natural Mahanlo scent. It will take several hours but by tomorrow the masking proteins will be gone, and like my sister’s husband and mate Lazar, it will be back to normal.”
“Lazar?” Doseb gasped looking at Loras now. “Lazar has taken a wife and mate? You did not tell us this Loras!”

Loras nodded her head slowly. “It only happened in the last 36 hours alvva and so much was happening around us.”

“She is of Mahanlo blood?” Irani asked.
Martin nodded his head. “Yes.”

“Our youngest daughter Retta.” Aricia continued proudly. “Anja is her birth mother but we and our fellow Queens do not distinguish this among our children. They are all our children. This is how we have raised them and this is what they believe themselves. Lazar and Retta claimed each other in the old way, and Retta’s bite purged the masking proteins from Lazar’s body.”

Doseb shook his head slowly in disbelief. “I should have known. I knew something was happening when the tattoo appeared on our bodies.” He said looking at Irani. “Kesas told us the… he said the Prophecy of the Onab predicted this. I believed at first but after so long…”

Martin shook his head. “Believe me… it took all of us by surprise.”

“Fellow Queens?” Irani asked now. “How… how many are you?”

For'mya grinned now and glanced at Martin before turning back to her. “There are six of us.” She answered. “Dysea, Isabella and Cirith will be arriving here later today.” 

“Six!” Irani gasped looking at Martin now and watching him look embarrassed.

“We love and desire each other nearly as much as we love and desire Martin.” For'mya spoke once more. 

“Are you not satisfied with one good woman boy?” Doseb asked him humorously.

“Hey, I…” Martin began to speak but Aricia cut him off.
“Do not worry Doseb Athltin…” Aricia spoke with a wide smile. “Our beloved is more than capable of loving all of us. With equal passion and commitment. Destiny meant for it to be this way and we have embraced that.”

Doseb Athltin couldn’t really say anything in response, but he could feel his chest swelling with pride. “Avoi.” He said softly.

“How many children do… do you have?” Irani asked now.

“Eighteen.” For'mya answered with pride in her own voice. “All but two of them are out here with us now. You will meet the rest of them as time passes, trust me. They will demand to meet you.”

This announcement caused Doseb’s chest to swell even more. Eighteen lives that were filled with Mahanlo blood and all of them were walking around proudly, their blood pure and unmasked. He looked at Eliani now. “This protein.. you say it will… it will remove the masking of our blood?”
Eliani nodded her head. “Yes.”

Doseb looked at his wife and Irani nodded without hesitation. Both Doseb and Irani stood up and held out their arms. Eliani looked at her father and saw him nod. She moved around the table and quickly pressed the injector to first Doseb and then Irani’s arms and then stepped back. She looked at Loras then.
“Loras?” She asked.

Loras looked at her parents. “Mother?”

Irani nodded her head as she rubbed the injection point on her forearm. “You have a right to know your true bloodline Loras. You and your brothers. Your children. It is part of who you are child. It is who you are. It is part of who we all are. Our history and our… and now our future once more.” She finished looking at Martin.
Loras met her father’s eyes and saw him nod. Loras had never once doubted her father or his love for her and her siblings. She looked at Eliani then and nodded her head. Eliani stepped up to her and pressed the injector to her arm and it was done. Eliani looked at her father. “I can inject the others medwan, they are waiting two floors up. Confused but calm. Dorian and Laren are with them.”

Martin looked at Doseb and Loras. “That is up to them.” He said.

“Yes.” Irani said instantly.

Doseb looked at Martin. “You can protect them?” He asked. “Irani and I do not care for our wellbeing, but our family is…”

“Jomann?” Androcles spoke once more.

Jomann nodded his head. “It will be done.” He said confidently and then held out his hand for Eliani. She came over quickly and took it and they both exited the room.

Andro looked at Doseb now. “Jomann is my Durcunusaan Captain. He will see to it that all of them are protected.”

“Durcunusaan. Wolves of the Blood.” Doseb spoke softly. “This is what you call those men and women with you? The ones outside and protecting this building?”

Martin nodded his head. “True Spartans all.”

“Avoi.” Andro echoed his father’s words with a nod. “Jehar vada meim rie duan staanio’s erranya alad evell umbar duan anos.” Andro spoke softly. (Into the hands of our grandfather’s spirit we commend our souls)
Doseb and the others watched as Gorgo, Dasha, Aricia, For'mya and Martin spoke in unison. “Krius vin cabur duan julyongs for tayils for eenu jar uvenn olyn evell iri.” (May he guide our actions and thoughts and pick us up if we fall)

Doseb looked at Martin again. “Your… your father?” He asked softly.

Martin nodded his head with a smile. “Leonidas. My father, yes.” He replied seeing his mother look at him with love out of the corner of his eye.

“They call you… I heard them call you King Leonidas. This is where… this is where the name Leonidas comes from then?” Irani asked.

Martin nodded his head again. “Yes.” He answered her. “Though given everything that we have discovered in these last weeks and months, it’s Mahanlo-Leonidas now I suppose.” He smiled. “It’s got a nice ring to it don’t you think?”

Doseb smiled and this and nodded his head. “It is… it is fitting.” He spoke. “That young wolf… Jomann… he is… he is of the Kirek bloodline.” He spoke with some awe. “I have not smelled the bloodline of Kirek in… how is this possible Martin?”

“The how is still somewhat up in the air…” Martin answered. “But the who is easy. My staanio did it. Somehow.” 

“King Daniho?” Doseb gasped.

Martin nodded his head. “It’s a long story and one I will happily share with you, but let’s get back to how you got here.” He said.

Doseb nodded his head and returned to his chair. Irani did as well and reached over to take Loras’ hand in her own. “When… when Osrod Aspion’s grandfather came to Ventori and began taking all of the Alphas from there I had to destroy the only real means Irani and I had of communicating with Kesas and the survivors of the Purge on Pakar Six.” Doseb told them.
“Why?” Aricia asked now.

“The risk in them discovering such advanced technology would have been too dangerous for us.” Doseb replied. “And it would have signaled whoever the Arhtai Pack sent after us who we were.”

“So you knew that they sent someone?” Martin asked him.

Doseb nodded his head. “Kesas Pengot suspected that they would. There was no way to hide the ship that we took that left Pakar Six. They would have detected it easily. Kesas knew they were watching us even after we were exiled to Pakar Six. Irani and I were in stasis like the others, put there by the Arhtai Pack. We were among those that were rescued from Koltar Four during the last days of the purge. A single mission that Kesas and the Kirek Pack conducted was able to rescue our stasis pods from Koltar Four as well as that of Tenne Lylor and three of our cousins. Many died in this mission from what he tells us. Kesas Pengot woke us secretly many years later, when he discovered what the Pralor people had done on Ventori and he had to move swiftly for the Mahanlo bloodline detectors that the Arhtai Pack seeded all over Pakar Six would have detected us quickly once we were awakened. We did not want to leave our family, but his logic was without question. We agreed, Irani and I, and we prepared for six weeks and then we left.”

“So you knew the Pralor people?” Martin asked.

Doseb shook his head. “Only what Kesas told us while we prepared to leave Pakar Six. How we had begun trading with them even while our people were preparing to leave Cerath. How King Daniho kept it secret from all but a few. We have never met them but we know what they did across the stars with our people.” Doseb explained. “I don’t know how long it took for the Arhtai Pack to follow us, but they knew the only place where we could blend in was Ventori and Kesas knew as much. It was also the only place where they could not act against us even if they knew we were there?”

“Why?” Martin asked him.

“The Alphas on Ventori were looked at as… for lack of a better term… they were looked at as higher beings by the Betas and other wolves.” Doseb told him. “To act against any Alpha on Ventori would have turned all of the Alphas against someone. And the results would have been lethal. Whoever the Arhtai Pack sent after us knew this, and since they could not detect our bloodline because of the masking, it made their job infinitely harder. It is why many of us still harbor great animosity towards Osrod Aspion’s grandfather. We did not want to leave Ventori. I don’t know who the Arhtai Pack sent but…”

“Does the name Sama Arhtai mean anything to you?” For'mya asked.

“Sama!” Irani hissed in disgust now. “That vile witch! They sent her?!”

“So you do know her?” For'mya pressed her.

“We know of her.” Irani answered. “The youngest daughter to Nyser and Yelma Arhtai. And my chrora.”

Martin’s eyes grew wider. “Your cousin!”

Irani nodded her head. “As much as it pains me to say, yes. A distant cousin, but still my cousin. But not my blood! Never my blood!” Irani took a deep breath before continuing. “We lived on opposite continents on Koltar Four. I never met her, but we know she had a hand in helping her mother during Vada Dremsa rie Saan.”

“Wait a minute!” Martin stopped her quickly causing everyone to look at him. “Vada Dremsa rie Saan? The Night of Blood. What is that?”

Irani nodded her head slowly. “It is what… it is what we called it.” She answered him. “The purge of our bloodline. It happened over many centuries yes, but Vada Dremsa rie Saan began it all Martin. It… it happened exactly five years after Doseb and I became mated. I… I carried our first child then. A girl.” Irani lowered her head slightly and Doseb reached for her. “I was injured and she did not survive.”
Martin’s jaw tensed instantly and only Andro detected this in his father. He didn’t step forward, didn’t speak any words, he simply reached for his father within the Etheric realm on a level that even his mothers could not hope to match.

[Father?]

Everyone saw Martin turn slightly to look at his son. [I don’t… I don’t like the sounds of that keto.] He spoke.

[Nor do I father but we… we must have facts before we act.] Androcles told him. [The only one who can provide the facts we need is Kesas Pengot. You know this. Only he has a full perspective.]
[Andro…]

Now everyone did see Andro step closer to his father, their faces puzzled and confused and Aricia and For'mya wore concerned expressions for even they could not hear what was being said and that usually did not signal good things.

[I feel as you do father.] Andro spoke. [Even more so with the Dahakoan blood flowing within me. It was you who taught me to have all the information available to us before we make a decision. Now is not the time… now is not the time to let emotions rule our actions.]

[And if I am right?] Martin asked him.

[Then we will stand together, all of us, as we exact our brand of justice father. Spartan justice.] Andro replied.

Martin took a deep breath then and nodded his head. [Then we wait. And we hope that I’m wrong.] He said pausing another moment. [Thank you son.]

[You are not alone father.] Andro told him. [Ever.]
Martin turned back to Irani who was looking at him confused and he nodded his head. “I’m sorry. Please… continue…”

Irani looked at Doseb and then back to him but said nothing. After a moment she began to speak again. “Yelma Arhtai kept her immediate family apart from her extended family. She is the real power behind their Pack. Nyser is merely a figurehead. She is a cruel upaee and will not hesitate to kill anyone in her way. Sama was only a small girl when they left Cerath and Nyser and Yelma have had many children since settling on Koltar Four, but Yelma… she keeps their power among them. If she sent Sama, then her ultimate goal was our deaths for certain. Sama became her mother’s right hand. She took great pleasure in seeing the Purge of our Bloodline.”
“So this Sama doesn’t know what you look like?” Martin asked.

Doseb shook his head now. “It would not matter. Both of us had reconstructive facial surgery done before we left Pakar Six. Another precaution that Kesas took to safeguard us.”

“I’m liking this Kesas Pengot more and more.” Martin said with a grin as this statement made him feel slightly better and allowed his anger to bleed off even more.

Doseb looked at him. “I only wish I knew if he was… if any of them were still alive.” Doseb said softly. “Staanio Lylor, Staania Kelia, so many dead or imprisoned. So many lost. All because of a desire for power.”

Martin smiled broadly now knowing this was important and happy news he was about to deliver. “Oh, Kesas Pengot is alive.” Martin told him seeing Doseb look at him with wide eyes. “And so are Tenne Lylor and Tenna Kelia. And three of your Aunts or Uncles. My Aunts and Uncles too I guess. I don’t know which ones.”

Doseb came to his feet as if he was shot out of a gun. “Martin you… do not jest with me boy!!” He snarled. “Tell me… tell me you are not joking!” He almost yelled as Irani held her hands over her mouth in shock. “How can you… how can you know this?”
Martin saw Garget tense and reach for the earpiece he wore in his ear. It was a crude device but similar to their implants and it allowed him to speak with the men and women under his command throughout Warim. Lasun looked at him as Garget’s face tightened and Martin turned to face him fully.
“Garget?” He asked as he saw Andro lift his own hand and put a finger to his ear to activate his implant.

Garget lowered his hand and looked at Martin. “I have just received word from my scouts that Osrod Aspion has ordered two of his ground battalions to commandeer the West Bound Trams and they are heading here.” Garget told him. “He is also approaching Warim in a shuttle with Queen Secha and he is demanding clearance to land. He wants to know where his son is and why unknown ships have been detected flying above Warim.”

Martin looked at Andro and saw him nod. “Armen is picking up the same transmissions father.” He said.
“How many?” Martin asked him.

“The sensors on SPARTA'S WRATH detected roughly three thousand men loading out.” Andro answered. “They did it quickly and efficiently. Two of these Trams coming from two different locations.”

“You can listen to their communications? You can see them!” Lasun gasped.

“How far out keto?” Martin asked his son.
“Less than an hour now.” Andro answered him. “He waited to inform us because of the different tracks these Trams use and he didn’t know for sure if they were headed here. Now he is sure.”

“The 3rd and 9th Home Guard Regiments Garget.” Lasun spoke again. “They are the only ones close enough to get here that quickly.”

Garget nodded his head in agreement. “And they are loyal to Osrod. Well equipped and well trained.” He said looking at Martin. “They will pull into the Main Arrival Station in Warim. It is the only place that many troops can offload quickly. It also gives them access to the entire city!”

“That didn’t take long.” Martin said.

Loras rose to her feet now. “Osrod may be a ronnus but he is not stupid.” She said, seeing Martin turn to look at her. “And he is a very competent commander Martin. More so than many under his command.”

“Loras is correct Martin.” Lasun agreed.

Martin nodded his head. “Danny put the kabash on his ships so now he is doing the only thing he can to find out what is going on.” Martin said. “Works for me. I always wanted to meet a real live King.”
Andro grinned at his father’s words, sensing him feeling more upbeat at the chance for a fight, while Garget and Lasun looked confused. “I will handle the troops father.” Andro said as he headed for the door.

“Andro?!” Martin called out and watched Androcles turn to face him. “Please don’t break anything else keto.” He said. “We already have to fix one building. I’d prefer not to have to fix these Tram things either.”
Andro’s face twisted up into a ghoulish mask of disgust and he stuck his tongue out at his father before turning and leaving the conference room. Martin, Aricia and For'mya chuckled as he turned back and looked at Garget.

“He gets sensitive sometimes.” Martin said with a smile. He turned to Doseb. “Doseb, you and Irani stay here for now. I want you protected. I got a surprise for you that I think you will like anyway.”

Doseb looked at him oddly. “I don’t understand.” He said.

Martin grinned. “Oh, you will.” He said. “When King shit Osrod and his Queen show up here to collect their son.”
WARIM

MAIN SHUTTLE ARRIVAL LANDING PLATFORM


Osrod Aspion knew something was very wrong the moment they set down on the landing platform. The only thing he could see out of the shuttle’s windows were dozens of Mountain Pack soldiers arrayed along the sides of the platform. Mixed in with them were an equal number of unknown men and even women that he could see. All of these unknown men and women were wearing strange, black and crimson body armor of some sort. Odd helmets of some kind adorned their heads that he had never seen before. The black and crimson armor covered their bodies with ample protection while leaving their joints free for the most optimum movement, and it conformed to the shape of the person wearing it, which is how he knew that there were women among them. Osrod had never seen anything like it before for his scientists were still trying to discover a way to forge the metals that they had on Jetania into similar types of armor. They had failed so far, but Osrod saw exactly what they were hoping to discover right in front of him now.
All of them were also very well armed from what his trained eye could see, though none of those weapons were even angled in the direction of his shuttle. The strange rifles appeared to be hanging from some sort of quick release straps, and he could also see sidearm weapons in holsters and even the hilts of bladed weapons on some of the unknown men and women. Osrod had never seen this type of body armor or weapons before. None of those species that COLS regarded as enemies could even field such equipment, he knew this for certain, and just by the physical size of most of the men he could see, he knew these strange men and women were Lycavorian. He turned his head to look at Secha, who sat beside him reading from a data pad.

“Something isn’t right.” He said.

Secha lifted her head and looked at him. “What do you mean?”

Osrod motioned with his head at the window. “See for yourself.” He stated. “Garget Ranev has apparently gone beyond his station and made contact with the Lycavorians that Nasso encountered.”

Secha leaned over quickly and looked out the window as Osrod rose to his feet, feeling the engines on the shuttle beginning to power down. Her eyes grew wider when she saw the strange Lycavorians on the platform, and the equipment they had. All she could see of their faces under the odd helmets were their eyes and parts of their mouths, given the slots in the full faced guard helmets.
“You are head of our Science and Research Division Secha.” Osrod spoke again. “You have had the technology my grandfather took for centuries now and we have discovered nothing that we can use.”

Secha didn’t look at him as she continued to look out the window of the shuttle at those around them. “Scientific research is not as basic and easy as you believe Osrod.” She told him. “We still do not even know what we have. Perhaps if your father had not ordered those that we captured with the device butchered we would know more now. We could have learned more.”

Osrod stared at her for a long moment. He had not yet been born when this event had taken place and in many respects he agreed with Secha’s statement. His father had acted too quickly after the attack on his grandfather and he executed the people they had taken with the device. As always however, he did not fully believe Secha was telling him everything. He had placed her in charge of all Scientific research the moment she had become his Queen because she was supremely intelligent and had a gift for science. After all of these years however, Osrod had begun to suspect that she was not telling him everything.
“What was Juyno doing up here?” Osrod asked her now, causing Secha to turn and look at him again.
“What do you mean?” She asked him again as she rose to her feet as well. “You know why he came up here with his friends Osrod. They were hoping to find a Mountain pack female or two to claim as their wives and mates.” She answered with some disgust in her voice. “I tried to convince him to not come but he would not listen. He does not need some low bred Mountain female as his trophy to make him a man.”
“Why here though?” Osrod pressed her. “No Mountain Pack female from Warim or any smaller pack aligned with them has been claimed by a Plains Pack male since I claimed Loras. That was almost four centuries ago. The Ranev Pack is too protective of their females and they are too well guarded when they come into Phase. Why did he come up here? He knows this. He would not have succeeded!”

Secha shook her head. “I do not pretend to know what goes through our son’s head.” She told him. “And do not mention that vile witch’s name to me again!”
“Do you think me a fool Secha?” Osrod hissed at her now. “I know how much you hated Loras Ranev and I know how much you hate my son with her. I also know how much influence you have over Juyno and all of our children. What are you not telling me?”

“I do not know what you are asking me?” Secha spoke angrily. “Yes I hated her! I do not deny that! And I rejoiced when she was killed in the accident with her foul mate! I do not know why he came up here though! And perhaps our children spend so little time with you because they do not like how you treat me.”

Osrod snarled softly at her. “Do not play with me woman!” He hissed at her softly. “I know what you teach them. I have heard what you call me in their presence when you think I am not around. I am King and I have eyes and ears everywhere.”

“Now is not the time for this discussion!” Secha hissed right back at him. “We are here to find our son and to discover why that fool Garget Ranev has gone around you and contacted these new Lycavorians.” 

Osrod shook his head. “You give Garget and the other Alphas from the Mountain Packs too little credit Secha.” He spoke. “They are smarter than you think.”

“They are aging brutes who cling to the traditions and cultures of a past that is long dead and buried!” Secha told him. “They believe in outdated myths and the ridiculous legends of some phantasy true King that will one day come and save them all! You give them too much credit Osrod.”
“You have always hated them.” Osrod said. “Why?”

“The why of it is not important to you or to anyone.” Secha answered him. “It is my business.”

Osrod waved his hand at her dismissively. “I would hold my tongue while we are here then. You have never been here, and they will not react kindly to you treating them as inferior to you.” He told her.
“I will treat then however I feel they need to be treated!” Secha snapped. “I am Queen and they will show me the respect due me!”

Osrod stared at her for a long moment, her scent carrying her anger and distaste in it, but also not one shred of regret or backdown. It was times like these that Osrod Aspion longed to have Nitona’s sweet, almond scent filling his senses. He finally shook his head and turned as the ramp began to lower in the rear of the shuttle.

“Do what you will.” He stated offhandedly. “You always do.” He looked at his personal Guard Detachment Commander step up to him. “Colonel Navin?”

“Garget Ranev awaits outside sire.” The man told him. “My Lord, Lasun Vesrak is with him.”
Osrod’s eyes grew a little wider. “Lasun Vesrak? Here?”

The Colonel nodded his head. “I spotted him standing with Garget when we were landing.”

Osrod’s eyes narrowed somewhat. “The leaders of the two largest and most influential Mountain Packs together in one place. Interesting.” He commented. “Has my arrival been announced?”

The Colonel looked at him and slowly shook his head. “No, sire.”

Now Osrod Aspion’s arrogance came forth and his face twisted slightly into anger. His presence was to be announced to everyone whenever he went to one of the Pack cities. It was his right as King. “Have our pilot announce that I have arrived!” Osrod snapped.
Navin shook his head. “He cannot sire. Our external COMs have been jammed. It took place the moment we landed. Only our internal COMs units are usable right now. Range is very limited however.”

“Jammed?” Osrod gasped. “Jammed by who? The Ranev Pack would not dare!”

“We don’t know, sire.” Navin answered. “We do not know where the jamming signal is originating from. Your pilot is certain that it’s not coming from Warim though.”

“Then where?” Osrod asked.

Navin shook his head. “He is trying to pinpoint the source now, but he believes it is coming from orbit.”

Osrod looked at Navin, his eyes going slightly wider. “The ship in orbit above us.” He said.

Navin nodded his head. “Yes, sire. That is what he believes.”

“So we cannot communicate with the Guards Regiments?” Osrod asked.

“No.”

“How far out were they when we landed?” Osrod asked.

“Thirty-seven minutes My Lord.” Navin answered. 

“They know the drill.” Osrod said. “They will know what to do.”

“My Lord, as your Detachment Commander, I must advise against this.” Navin said. “We do not know who these new Lycavorians are or what their agenda may be. I recommend that we lift off and return to Drinda so that we can determine what is happening.”

Osrod nodded his head. “I know Navin.” He spoke evenly now. “I should have waited. But we are here now. Garget Ranev will not pull anything underhanded. He knows it would throw our people into chaos.”

Navin stepped closer to his King. “Are you certain sire?” He asked in barely a whisper.

Osrod was not offended by the question. He was arrogant and reckless, this Osrod knew of himself. He was also intelligent enough to know when he could push someone and when he could not. Civil War was not the answer to anything, and it was not something that their people needed here on Jetania. It was the main reason he allowed the Mountain packs to conduct themselves as they did, and adhere to their own beliefs. Garget Ranev and the other Alpha Pack Leaders among them knew this as well, and that is why the fragile co-existence between them had succeeded so far.
Osrod shook his head slowly. “Garget and Lasun are not stupid Navin.” He told him. “Civil War among our people is not the answer and they know that.”

Navin nodded his head. “Yes, My Lord, but how long have these unknown Lycavorians been among them? And what have they been telling them?”

“All good questions.” Osrod said. “Why don’t we go find out.”
Navin nodded his head. “As you wish sire.”

Osrod turned to look at Secha who still wore a disgusted expression on her face. “Stay close to me.” He told her. 

“I am not afraid of these fools!” Secha snarled. “They are acting out like children, just as they have done in the past. This time they have gone too far and you know it Osrod. By inviting these unknown Lycavorians to our world without our permission they have violated every agreement that we have with them.”

“Let’s just find out what is going on and where Juyno is.” Osrod spoke to her. “They do not like you Secha, you know this, so keep your sharp tongue in your head while we are here and do not make matters worse.”

“I will not…”

Osrod stepped closer to her, stopping her words. “You will do as I tell you in this regard Secha!” He snapped at her. “You have not garnered any compassion from the Mountain Packs through the years with your words and deeds!”

“They are beneath me!” Secha hissed.

“So you keep saying.” Osrod told her plainly. “But I am King and you will abide by the agreements I have forged with them. Is that clear?”

Secha stared at him for a long moment. “Fine!” She snapped. “But if they have hurt my son…”

Osrod held up his hand stopping her words. “If Juyno is injured, it is because of his own foolishness.” He stated. “He knows the laws we have in place and he is not above them simply because he is our son.”
Secha opened her mouth to reply but Osrod had already turned as the ramp lowered completely and he stepped off with Navin at his side.

Osrod stood in front of Garget Ranev and Lasun Vesrak on the edge of the platform. He had met Garget Ranev several times through the years but he had only met Lasun Vesrak twice. According to his Intelligence reports on him, the Vesrak Pack was even more rooted in tradition and culture than the Ranev pack and the last few decades had seen the two men and their Packs become close friends. Like the Ranev and Vesrak Packs, The Mountain Packs as a whole had come together in the last century unlike at any time in their history. They were working more closely with each other, they now had mutual defense and aide treaties, almost as if a single leader was driving them to do these things. They had adopted almost all of the same laws, they had standardized their education systems and even their medical facilities worked hand in hand. The Overland Tram Rail system had been their project from the outset and it now connected all of the Mountain packs with each other as well as the Plains Packs in the lower regions. 
Osrod knew that many of the outlying Plains Packs and their Alpha Leaders had taken in upon themselves to develop closer relations with the Mountain packs who were on the fringes of the many Mountain Ranges on Jetania. They traded openly and honestly with each other and Plains Pack travelers were allowed into their cities to visit and enjoy the many festivities that the Mountain Packs partook in. Unlike with the Ranev and Vesrak Packs and those larger Packs that remained in the deeper mountains, marriage unions between Plains Pack Alpha males and Mountain Pack Alpha females were much more common on the fringes of the Mountains. This had the added effect of drawing the two different Packs closer together, but the Mountain Pack ideals and values were always the ones that ended up being dominant. Osrod knew this, and while many of his advisors urged him to put a stop to this, he allowed it. Osrod Aspion did not want to be King of a divided people. The one piece of advice his father had given him before he had died, a piece of advice that Osrod actually adhered to, a united people made him stronger. A divided people made him weak and ineffective. 
Osrod Aspion did not like to be weak.
Osrod looked around them taking in the Mountain pack troops and the unknown troops. Nearly all of them were Alphas, that much he could tell easily, and even the Beta wolves that he smelled had scents and auras that in many ways equaled those of many of the Plains Packs. The Mountain troops stared at him with indifference in their eyes, but the unknown troops in the black and crimson body armor looked upon him almost as a threat. Their eyes, their auras and their demeanor told him volumes about them. This also told Osrod that they did not fear him or the men with him in the least bit.. Whoever they were, the way their weapons were displayed, their stance and their indifference to him told Osrod that they were extremely capable. The Alpha within him told him that these men and women were dangerous. Very dangerous. He turned back to Garget and Lasun.
“It has been a long time Garget Ranev.” Osrod spoke finally. 

Garget nodded his head. “Thirteen years Osrod Aspion.” He said. “Not long enough if you ask me.”

Osrod noticed instantly that he did not refer to him as King Aspion and his tone of voice was anything but respectful but he held his tongue. Something was going on here and he wanted to discover what it was. He held his hand up before Navin could step forward and try to demand he speak more respectfully. That would not go over well with Garget Ranev Osrod knew. Osrod looked at Lasun Vesrak now.

“And Lasun Vesrak.” He spoke. “This is a surprise. The Alpha leaders of the two most powerful and influential Mountain Packs in the same city at once. What should I infer from this if I may ask?”

“Why have you come here Osrod?” Garget asked him ignoring the question. “And you arrive with an armed escort no less? What should we infer from this?”

“I was not aware Lasun was here within Warim.” Osrod spoke.

“We do not need to share with you or your spies where we go.” Lasun spoke firmly. 

“It is just odd don’t you think?” Osrod said keeping his voice calm. “Given what is going on above us right now.” Osrod looked around at the Spartan troops mixed in with the Mountain Pack soldiers. “And what is happening here in Warim as well it seems.” He said as he turned back to Garget. “Perhaps you could explain to your King what is happening.”


“Your security detachment will leave their weapons here with my men.” Garget told him. “Then we will go someplace and discuss why you are here.”


Navin could not contain himself now and he stepped forward. “We are the King’s Guard! We do not go anywhere unarmed!”


Garget looked at him with disgust. “Your King is not our King boy!” Garget snarled at him. “And you would do well to remember who is your better and your senior lest you receive a welcome you will not like! And you will surrender your weapons or you will remain here!”


“You threaten the King’s Colonel!” Navin spat.


“He threatens a child who thinks he is superior to others around him simply because of the position he holds!” Lasun snapped now. “You are barely three thousand years old boy! You would not last three seconds against Garget Ranev. Mind your manners and your tongue or he will rip it from between your lips! And none of your pretty soldiers will be able to do a thing to stop him.”
“Navin!” Osrod snapped now. “Stand down!”
“Sire, they disrespect…”

Osrod held up his hand once more silencing Navin as he stared at Garget and Lasun. “Who are these men and women Garget?” He asked now. “And who gave them permission to come to my planet. I certainly did not.”

Garget smiled now. “They are Spartans!” He spoke loudly. “Lycavorian Spartans of the ared Mard Revik’s army, and he does not need your permission to come to Warim or any other Mountain Pack city.”

It was Secha who laughed disparagingly now and she shook her head. “You still cling to the silly myths of a King who does not exist Garget Ranev. Pitiful. Where is my son?” She snapped at him.

Garget turned his head and looked at her. “Your vile son is right where he belongs.” He told her. “I will allow you to see him before we put him on trial for his crimes.”

Secha’s eyes went wide. “Crimes?” She barked. “What ridiculousness is this? What crimes?”

“Where is he?” Osrod growled now.

Garget ignored her and looked at Osrod once more. “Do you wish to remain out here on the platform and discuss all of this Osrod Aspion?”

“You are very close to crossing the line Garget Ranev.” Osrod spoke menacingly. “You will tell me who these so called Lycavorian Spartans are and what they are doing here? Their ships are in orbit above us right now threatening our ships! Our people! They have already killed over a hundred of my people! I want answers and you will give them to me! And you will give me my son!”
“Eighty-seven of our people are dead because of you.” Lasun spoke once more. “They died because you have instilled a sense in them that they are superior to all those around them. They died because one of your officers was stupid enough to fire upon an unknown ship five times his size without even knowing what was happening around him!” Osrod’s eyes were wide now, not expecting Lasun to know what had happened in orbit. “Garget and I know exactly what has happened Osrod Aspion! We saw it with our own eyes! We know exactly how many have died because of you! And we know exactly what is going on above us right now!” Lasun Vesrak stepped a inch closer to Osrod, his face twisted into an angry snarl. “And your son will face our justice for what he has done! He is lucky that Garget and his people took him before I did for shooting my daughter. I would have gutted him where he was and strung him up by his entrails!”

“Shooting your daughter!” Osrod gasped now.

“You dare accuse the King’s son of this… this heresy?” Navin barked now reaching for his sidearm and his men reacting right along with him.

It happened far faster then any of them were prepared for, even Garget and Lasun. They would later learn that Martin Leonidas had ordered the Spartan Captain that Garget and Lasun were to be protected at all costs. No matter the consequences. Garget Ranev and Lasun Vesrak learned this day just how far their King’s Durcunusaan, his Spartan warriors, would go in order to fulfill his command.

The Durcunusaan Captain and six of his men, all of them standing with the Mountain Pack soldiers, moved instantly when Navin made the mistake of reaching for his weapon. The Captain, a man who had been a member of the Durcunusaan since their inception under the elven General Vengal more than two decades ago, made contact first. Navin got as far as being able to draw his weapon perhaps two inches from the holster it resided in when he felt the single blow on his forearm. The Durcunusaan Captain hit him with the blunt end of his collapsed Nehtes directly on the forearm bone. Navin cried out as his forearm snapped with a loud crack and he doubled over to the side as the Captain lifted his Pralor Pulse Magnum and jammed the barrel on the PPM into his left cheek painfully. His dark eyes had changed to that of his wolf persona and his fangs were fully exposed under the Spartan helm he wore. Osrod Aspion did nothing but freeze as he saw the barrel of the wicked looking rifle suddenly appear beside his right temple. He heard the painful grunts of his personal detachment as they went down, heard the snapping of Navin’s bone, and Osrod knew that his people were far outmatched. Secha simply stood beside him and glared at the obviously female soldier as she held a PPM on her face, perhaps two inches from the end of her nose.
“I am Durcunusaan Captain Darden Iagar!” The Captain snarled viciously from under his helmet as he pressed the PPM even harder against Navin’s cheek, causing him to wince in even more pain. “Since you refused to do what Garget Ranev has requested of you, my men and I will ensure that his directive is complied with!” He leaned over slightly and glared into Navin’s face. “Or I can just relieve you of your ability to breath right now igord! Make your choice!”

“Enough!” Osrod barked. “I am King Osrod Aspion and I order you…”
Darden snapped up his PPM and glared at Osrod while holding the PPM half an inch from the tip of Osrod’s nose. Osrod’s eyes went wide at this blatant disrespect but his words stopped instantly as Darden looked at him.
“The Durcunusaan do not take orders from you midaeus!” Darden spoke clearly, his fangs fully exposed now. “We serve the Spartan King and the King of the Lycavorian Union, who are one and the same! You are not now and never will be him! Now tell your men to stand down and hand over all of their weapons or I will kill each and every one of them in front of you.” 

“You threaten the King of the Coalition of…” Secha began to speak.

The female Durcunusaan touched her PPM to Secha’s lips quieting her. “No one asked you to speak upaee!” She growled at her, fangs exposed. “You will suffer the same fate as those around you if you are not careful. Now shut your hole or I will remove your ability to speak more than a few words at a time!”

“Our King is not in a very forgiving mood at the moment after your people attacked and injured one of our beloved Queens and your fool people in orbit fired on his mard fervon’s ship above us.” Darden spoke again. “You have five seconds to comply with my order.”

Osrod knew when he was in a poor position and he turned his head slightly. “Stand down and give them your weapons!” He snapped. “Do it now!”

Five knives and two small clubs were given up then under the watchful eye of the six Durcunusaan, and then Darden stepped back slightly, his PPM still leveled at Osrod’s face. 

“Your toy soldiers will remain here as Garget Ranev has instructed them. My men will keep them company. I will advise you now, there are Durcunusaan throughout the entire city of Warim after your actions and should you or your men attempt anything, you will be dead before your ignorant brains have the opportunity to inform you of this.” He spoke as he pulled his PPM down slowly. 

“Take me to this King of yours.” Osrod growled.

Darden smiled at him, barring his still exposed fangs even more. “Do not be so quick to face the Alpha wolf that will decide whether you live or die this day Osrod Aspion.” He spoke. “You may not like the outcome.”

WARIM MEDICAL CENTER


The petite, Persian red haired Queen they called Anja had joined them and now they were engaged with Irani at one end of the table, speaking with Loras and who Doseb now knew was Martin’s birth mother Gorgo and Aricia’s birth mother Dasha. Martin stood alone by the large window in the conference room overlooking the city of Warim, his hands crossed at the small of his back, his eyes gazing out over the city. The Arwa rie vada Revik conformed to his body as if it was a living thing itself, the sun glittering off of the dull silver portions of the armor. The Arwa rie vada Revik and the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos had been two things of legend among the Kirek Pack as he was growing. Spoken of with true reverence and awe even as so many others of their people dismissed that they even existed after so long. Well, they did exist Doseb now knew, and those with Mahanlo blood wore them.
Once more Doseb had to maintain his composure for standing as he was, Martin looked exactly like the many images his grandmother Kelia had shown him as a small boy of both her beloved brothers. Daniho and Ashten. Martin and his sons looked so much like them it was actually frightening to some extent. While all of his children that Doseb had seen retained small physical marks of their bloodline that were very pronounced, it was Martin and his oldest son Androcles who looked more like the two brothers than any of them. At this moment, standing as he was, Doseb was thrown back to those times when his grandmother showed him the pictures of her brothers and how her voice filled with love and longing whenever she spoke of them. Doseb moved up slowly to stand beside Martin, his eyes gazing out over the city of Warim as well. 

“You are deep in thought Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas.” Doseb spoke finally. 
Martin nodded his head slowly. “There is a lot to think about.” He answered.

Doseb nodded in agreement. “Indeed.” He said. “So this Nilantha woman is Darastrixi. Like those that staanio Daniho discovered on Cerath?”

Martin nodded his head. It hadn’t been a very hard decision for him after his mother had suggested it and Martin had passed an abbreviated version of what they now knew to Doseb and Irani through an Etheric connection. He included Loras and her siblings as well as their children to include Lazar. It wasn’t a full accounting of their history, but it was enough for them to begin to understand their past and what it meant. Martin kept certain parts from them, mainly those about Reva until such time as she was returned to her true form. Irani was absolutely taken with Aricia, Anja and For'mya and full of questions, which they were happy to answer as they sat with her and Gorgo and Dasha. 

“For lack of a more scientific explanation, there are two subspecies of Darastrixi. Those like my Bonded Brother Torma and like Dadrien and then those like Nilantha and Sarlana.” Martin spoke. 
“And it was this Nilantha that followed the teachings and guidance of Dadrien and your grandfather, the Pralor Sumar?” Doseb spoke. “She is the one that kept the truth alive here on Jetania.”

Martin nodded his head again. “Yes.” He answered. “I don’t know what happened to the Oracle that was with the Ventori Seed Mission, we’ll probably never know for sure, but when this fool Osrod’s grandfather brought you here, Nilantha naturally took her spot.”

Doseb nodded his head. “We were amazed that many believed as we did when we first arrived here.” He said. “I should have figured it out, but I didn’t.”

Martin shook his head. “Don’t feel bad about that. Dadrien and my grandfather Sumar were very careful in their plans. Even more so after they passed into the next life.” He said with a small grin. “Not everything happened as they had hoped, but the end results is what truly matters.”

“And this is where these… these powers that you and your children possess come from?” Doseb asked. “From the Pralor blood within you.”

Martin nodded his head once more. “Yes.”

Doseb shook his head in disbelief. “So much… it is so much to take in.” He said.

Martin looked at him. “You have no idea.” He said with a grin.

Doseb glanced back at the table. “Your wives and mates? They know all of this?” He asked. 

Martin followed his gaze and then turned to look back out the window. “When I look at them, I do not see six different women.” He said. “I see one complete entity. They think the same, they act the same, and they speak with one voice. They are my center. My core.”

Doseb looked at him. “As it should be.” He said in agreement. “As Irani is and has been my center for so many millennium.”

“I can’t really explain it Tenne.” Martin said seeing Doseb’s eyes go a little wider when he called him that. “It just is.”

“You called me… you called me Uncle.” Doseb said.

Martin nodded his head. “That is what you are to me.” He answered him. “No matter the number of generations that are between us, you are Tenne to me and to all of my children. Irani is Tenna to us. You are family. That is what matters most to all of us.”

Doseb reached out and put his hand on Martin’s arm and squeezed his thick bicep. “And you are family to us aur Mandri.” He said softly. “A family we thought lost so long ago.”

Martin looked at him. “Not lost…” He said. “We just got a little side tracked is all.”
Doseb smiled at this, knowing the meaning of his words. “What now mandri?” He asked finally. “I know you and your son were speaking to one another so that none of us could hear your words. I could see it in the faces of your wives and mates, of your mother. You do not do this often I take it?”

Martin shook his head. “My son Androcles and I… we have a connection that only we can use. It began the moment he was conceived and became aware while Aricia still carried him in her womb.” He replied. “We do not use it often, for no one else can hear us, and we do not like to keep our family from our thoughts.”

“But this time you did.” Doseb commented. “Why?”

Martin looked out the window once more and Doseb waited patiently knowing he would continue when he was ready. He saw Martin take a deep breath finally. “All of my life I have wondered who and what I am Tenne.” Martin spoke softly. “I have discovered so much this last year, so much about my ancestors, my past and my history. To me and to my first born son, there is nothing more sacred than our family and our people.”

Doseb nodded his head I agreement. “As it should be.”

“We have discovered some things.” Martin told him. “Some very disturbing things that do not sit well with us.”

“This has to do with Vada Dremsa rie Saan doesn’t it?” Doseb asked.
Martin nodded his head slowly. “Part of it, yes. But even among others that have no idea about our history or who we are, our family, my family, we have always been a target.” Martin said. “My wives and mates have suffered because of this. My children. My people. I’m tired of it Tenne.”

Doseb looked at him intently. “And?”

Martin met his gaze. “We need to speak with Kesas Pengot.” Martin told him. “I need to hear from him Tenne, before I make any decisions.”

“And if he tells you what I believe you and your son already know in your hearts Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas?” Doseb asked him softly.

“Then the souls of my family whom I was never allowed to know, the souls that cry out for justice even now, they will have their voice.” Martin spoke softly. “And what I will do will cause their voices to resonate across the stars forever as a warning to all those who would do us harm without cause.”

Doseb Athltin shivered slightly at the intent of Martin’s words, but not a single part of him could find grievance with his words or what actions he would undertake. Doseb finally looked out the window once more and nodded his head.

“Avoi.” He spoke softly.


For Osrod Aspion it was the most incredible sight he had ever seen.

And the most frightening.


He remembered the stories his mother used to tell him as a small boy of great beasts that could fly and spit fire. 


Sinuovas.


Never in all his years did Osrod Aspion ever believe that they could be true, yet as they approached the Warim Medical Center he saw them. Massive dragons of different color and shapes, all of them looking upon him as if they wanted to eat him. The two at the front of the Center were nearly identical in appearance, he did not know that Caydren and Cinol were twin brothers, and as they passed them and the dozen armed Durcunusaan, both sinuovas looked at him as if they wanted to tear him apart with their talons and feast on his insides. Osrod Aspion felt marginally better when they entered the facility, but inside he could see more of these new Lycavorian Durcunusaan standing guard at different points within the main lobby. He saw at least four different new species that he had never seen before, the most telling were the ones with the four inch high pointed ears. Most of them were female he saw, and they were stunning in their beauty, though their scents did not really tickle his senses as Nitona’s did. They were conferring with the doctors from the Warim Medical Center as if it was the most natural thing in the world. When Osrod looked at Secha to see her reaction, he was surprised to see that her face remained impassive to everything around her. It did not really register with him that she could possibly have seen these things before, or that he did not truly know the female wolf who had been sharing his bed for the last several hundred years.


Garget and Lasun led them to a larger conference room in the rear of the first floor where the office area was established. Osrod had never been to this facility but he had heard from many of his spies about the quality of care that was given here and how no one was denied. The Warim Medical Center was the most modern Medical Facility he had ever seen, and it certainly surpassed even the finest hospital in Drinda. 


Once inside the conference room, it was Secha Aspion who whirled on Garget and Lasun. “Where is my son?” She demanded.  


Garget looked at Lasun and then motioned to the chairs at the large table. “Your son is being brought here from another location.” He told her. “I suggest you sit down.”


“I am Queen!” Secha snapped. “I do not take your orders!”


Garget shrugged his broad shoulders. “It was not an order, but if you prefer to stand, that is up to you.” He stated calmly.


“You have some explaining to do Garget Ranev.” Osrod spoke now as he settled into one of the chairs. “I am not unreasonable, but it is obvious you have gone behind my back and made contact with these new Lycavorians and invited them onto my planet.”

Garget looked at him. “We did not make contact with them Osrod.” He stated. “They made contact with us.”


“And you still refuse to address me properly.” Osrod spoke once more. “This blatant disregard for the proper recognition of my…”


“Of your what?” Garget stopped him. “Your so called title? A title that neither you, nor your father, nor your grandfather ever earned?”


“How dare you?” Secha exclaimed.


Garget looked at her. “I will dare much more in the coming days woman!” He snarled at her. “Especially now that the truth is coming out!”


“What truth? What are you babbling about?” Secha barked.


Garget took the data pad from the pouch on his belt and held it out to Osrod. “Perhaps you could explain this?”


Osrod took the pad from him and looked at it, his eyes narrowing. “How did you get this Garget?” He spoke quickly looking up at Garget. “This is the Planetary Birth Registry! This is not common information! This is secured information! How did you get this?”


Garget nodded his head. “And so we thought as well.” He replied. “The Mountain Packs agreed to allow this registry only after you gave us your assurance that it would not be used for the gain of others.”

“And I kept my word!” Osrod snapped. “This information is not available to the general population! It is restricted access only! Senior members of my cabinet and the military! That is it!”

Garget met his eyes. “We discovered this data pad on your son Juyno after he and his friends attempted to force themselves upon my daughter Taris and Lasun’s daughter Anoria.”


“What nonsense is this?” Secha spat.


Garget ignored her and continued looking at Osrod. Garget Ranev considered himself an excellent judge of people’s reactions and from the expression on Osrod’s face, he had no idea what Garget was talking about.

“Garget if this is some kind of…” Osrod began.


“Your son used this list to discover which of our females would be coming into Phase based on when they were born!” Garget snapped. “My daughter among them! He then came up here with the intent of finding her and forcing himself upon her!”


“That is ridiculous!” Secha spat.


Garget looked at her as his anger grew. “Do not toy with me woman!” He snarled now. “He knew Taris was coming into Phase! It was not just chance that he showed up in Warim at this time! And he knew because of that list!”

“What difference does it make?” Secha growled. “You agreed to this arrangement! As did your now dead brother!”


Garget almost lost it at the way she mentioned his brother Warim and only Lasun grabbing his arm stopped him from striking Secha right in her pompous face and knocking her on her ass.


“The Mountain Packs agreed to this arrangement only after Osrod gave us assurances that the information we provided to him would not be used for political purposes!” Lasun snarled now, holding his friend back.


“And I have kept my word!” Osrod barked loudly. “I don’t know how Juyno got this list! I did not authorize it to be copied from the archives! Let me speak to my son and I will find out how he got this!”


“We already know how he got it.” Lasun told him and his eyes went to Secha. “Queen Secha provided it to him.”


“What?” Osrod snapped.


“You lie!” Secha exclaimed. “I did no such thing!”


“So your son is a liar then?” Lasun pressed her. “We questioned him after he was treated for his injuries and…”


“Injuries?” Secha hissed. “What did you beasts do to my son?!”


“Beasts?!” Lasun roared now. “One of the igords with your son shot my daughter!” He stepped closer to Secha but she was unable to back up because of the table behind her. “They shot her Secha Aspion! To keep them from running away! And then they were going to force themselves on her while your foul son took Taris Ranev against her will! They did not even think to treat her wound, they were only concerned with claiming her body!”


“Taris Ranev was in Phase! She could not have resisted him and it would not have been against her will!” Secha snarled at him. “As for your daughter, if she was in Phase as well, then the same rule applies! You know how it works with female Lycavorians just as anyone does Lasun Vesrak!”

“Then you did know!” Garget barked. “You gave him the list!”

“So what if I did?!” Secha snapped at him.


Osrod rose to his feet now. “Secha!”


Secha whirled on him now. “You are weak and you let the Mountain Packs do what they will without any guidance! They need to be brought into line just as the other Packs are kept in line! You do nothing and you let them resist you at every turn!”


“You gave Juyno the list?!” Osrod snapped now.


“Yes, anse it!” Secha snapped. “Someone had to do something! They don’t respect you! They don’t even call you King! If Juyno had claimed Taris Ranev then they would have to look at you with respect and do as you tell them!”


“You violated the agreement I negotiated with them!” Osrod barked. “You had no right to do this!”


“I am Queen!” Secha shouted. “I had every right! The Mountain Packs have laughed at you ever since you gave that upaee Loras back to her father! They do not fear you Osrod! To them you are weak!”


Osrod stepped closer to her. “I allowed Loras to return to her Pack to keep a civil war from breaking out!” He growled at her. “What does it matter to you! You hated her and you have hated my son with her ever since he was born!”

“As well I should!” Secha snarled viciously. “He is a stain upon…”


“Upon what?” The female voice barked out from behind Garget and Lasun. With large smiles both men parted and allowed Loras to step fully into the room, the looks on Osrod and Secha’s faces was priceless. Neither of them could believe what they saw as she moved between Garget and Lasun and went to the end of the table to look directly at Secha and Osrod.


“Loras!” Osrod gasped aloud finally. “You are… you are alive!”


Loras Ranev smiled at him, but it was not a smile filled with mirth. “You seem surprised Osrod?” She spoke now. “Why?”

“It was… it was reported that you were killed with Warim when your ship crashed.” Osrod stammered. “How are you…?”

“Yes, I’m sure that it was.” Loras said calmly. “Because that is how I wanted it to be.”


Osrod’s face twisted into confusion. “What?”

Loras ignored Osrod and looked at Secha. “You seem to be even more surprised to see me alive Secha Aspion.” She stated. “Now, I wonder why that is?”


Secha blinked then and looked at her with wide eyes. “I… how… how is this possible?” Secha felt fear creeping into her body for the first time in more years than she could remember. Loras’s scent was different now and Secha Aspion would never forget a scent. She had smelled that bloodline before.

Loras smiled now, feeling more confident and empowered than she ever felt before in her life. Discovering everything Nilantha had told her and then all that Martin Leonidas had shared with them not so long ago had made her this way. It had been easier for Loras this time around, the Etheric connection being established, since she had experienced it before. This time she did not exit the connection so abruptly, this time she remained to experience it all. In the coming years Loras Ranev would learn just how powerful she was. It was something that both of her parents had obviously experienced before because they did not flinch. The knowledge was within Loras now, almost like it had always been there and just been hidden behind walls she could not discover or penetrate. Loras could almost feel the proteins that Eliani Leonidas had injected her with working to destroy whatever it was that was masking her true bloodline. Loras felt it fully now. The bloodline of her parents. The bloodline of her past and quite possibly her future. And she wanted to know more.

The Mahanlo bloodline.


And Loras knew Secha could smell it within her as well.


“That is all you have to say?” Loras asked as she moved calmly to the table and sat down at the head. “I had expected a much more lively response. Perhaps not from Osrod, but certainly from you.”

“We saw… we saw your body.” Secha stammered in disbelief.


Loras shook her head. “No. You saw a body.” She corrected her. “The young female wolf who was helping Warim and I keep our records in order was returning from Drinda with us that day. She was on the transport with us, though you never saw her. She remained on our ship while we met with you and Osrod. She died in the crash with Warim. I did not. I was gravely injured but I survived.” Loras looked up at where Garget stood. “Garget and several other brave souls saved me that day. They have protected me, shielded me, supported me since that day. Until now.”

“Supported you?” Osrod exclaimed now. “You! You have been the one controlling the Mountain Packs all of these years!”


Loras met his eyes. “You are not as dumb as Secha believes you to be Osrod.” She stated evenly seeing his jaw twitch in anger at her words. “I have not been controlling them however, merely guiding them to something better than what you would allow.” She looked at Secha once more. “Why don’t you ask your Queen. Secha has known I have been alive for quite some time now. All you need do is ask Rylin about that. Isn’t that right Secha? Or should I call her Roeza?”


“Rylin?!” Osrod hissed. “The Mountain Pack High Priestess? What does she have to do with anything?”

Secha looked at Osrod. “I have no idea what she is talking about!” She spat. “She is malda! I told you that from the beginning!” Secha turned back to face Loras. “Where is our son!” She screamed. “You will bring our son to us this instant! And then you will surrender yourself to our Security Force for crimes against the people!”

Loras chuckled softly and shook her head gently. “My mother said you would remain defiant to the end.” She said softly. “You have hunted them for so long that you have become desperate and stupid Secha.”

“How dare you!” Secha growled.


Loras snarled angrily and came to her feet. “I dare forn upaee!” She screamed. “And I will dare so much more!”


Osrod stepped forward slightly his face a mask of confusion now. He would never forget Loras’ sweet scent and why he was attracted to her in the beginning. Her beauty had not diminished in the least, so surreal and exotic, but she was not the same anymore. And neither was he. Her scent was different now, very different, and it did not illicit the same reaction in him that Nitona’s scent did. It was at that single moment that Osrod realized something. He wanted Nitona and no other. With her he felt the weight of the world lift from his shoulders. She did not ask him for anything, did not demand anything, she did not care that he was King and that she was one of his Queens, she only wanted to be with him. With Nitona, Osrod could just be a man.

“Loras you… you are different.” Osrod spoke now keeping his voice calm and even. “Your scent is different. What…?”


Loras nodded her head. “Yes, it is different.” Loras told him. “I am different. I have discovered things that you could not imagine Osrod. About me, about my family, about our people and most especially about my bloodline.”


“What… what things?” Osrod asked.


Loras turned her eyes from staring at Secha and she looked at him. “I hated you Osrod Aspion. I hated you for taking me without choice. It was the way of our people long ago on our second homeworld of Lycavore, I know this now, so I can not fault you for following your instincts. Our instincts as a people. But I will never forgive you for it. And I will never forgive you for trying to keep my son from me.”


“Loras I…” Osrod began to speak but his words died when he saw Lazar walk into the conference room now with the petite red haired female wolf holding his arm tightly. Osrod knew instantly that she was not fully wolf, but the wolf blood within her was purer than any he had ever smelled before. Her dark green eyes held defiance and pride in them as Lazar stopped beside his mother and wrapped his arm around Retta’s waist, pulling her close to him. Osrod could also easily detect that his son had claimed this young woman for his scent saturated her body and her blood. And Lazar’s scent was completely different than he knew his son’s scent to be. 


“Hello father.” Lazar stated calmly but with a hint of anger in his voice.


“Lazar! What… what are you doing here?” Osrod gasped. “You are supposed to be…”


Lazar smiled. “I am supposed to be on Ventori. Yes, I know.” He said. “Events did not work out as you had planned however.”


“What?” Osrod gasped. “What the fuck is going on here!”


Secha could only stare at Retta in disbelief for she could detect the blood within her as easily as she could smell her own. Blood that she had thought she would never have to smell again. She whirled on Osrod. “Kill them all Osrod!” She screamed. “Kill them now! Order your troops into Warim from the Trams and have them kill everyone!”


Osrod looked at Secha with wide eyes. “Shut up Secha!” Osrod snarled at her causing Garget and Lasun to smile as they saw her stunned reaction to his command.

Osrod looked at Loras once more. “Second homeworld?” Osrod asked her. “What are you… what are you talking about Loras? Why is Lazar here now and not with his ship? Where is your ship son? How did you get here without the MCS detecting you?”


“You see Osrod!” Secha hissed. “She is malda! All of them are crazy! You need to act now! She doesn’t even know what she says! None of them do! They are a stain upon our people and you must kill them!”


Loras looked at Secha once more. “Vada voray oia Cerath coi dangua niob.” Loras spoke softly watching as Secha turned her head to look at her with stunned eyes and an expression of utter disbelief. “Una coi vada daanth rie toniru!” (The snow on Cerath is melting now. It is the time of reckoning)


Secha stared at Loras in shock and horror. “How… how did you… where did you hear that?” She screamed out the words now.



Loras looked at Garget and nodded. He held out the COM unit to her and she took it and turned to Osrod. She stepped closer to him, ignoring Secha and put the Com unit on the table and slid it over to him.


“Contact your troops on the Trams Osrod. They are thirteen minutes away.” She told him. “Tell them that you are aware of what is happening and they are no longer needed. Tell them to return to their bases.”


“Why would I do that?” Osrod demanded.


Loras met his eyes. “If you do not, they will die.” She spoke plainly. “The moment they begin to disembark the Trams in Warim, the Tarivuos rie vada Mard Revik will slaughter them before they even know what is happening.”


“The Heralds of the True King?” Osrod spoke. “What nonsense is this?”


Loras shook her head. “It is not nonsense Osrod. The prophecy of the Mard Revik is very real. Just ask Secha. She knows all too well what I am talking about. It is why she and her vile daughter have been trying to kill my parents for more years than any of us have been alive.” Loras looked at Secha now. “It is why, less than three hours ago, her daughter Roeza and a dozen others from her true bloodline tried to murder me and those with me. Including three of the Mard Revik’s Queens. They failed obviously.”

Osrod glanced at Secha and then back to Loras. “What?” He nearly yelled. “True bloodline! What are you talking about Loras? We don’t have a daughter named Roeza! You know that!”


Secha glared at Loras with murder in her eyes. “What have you done?” She screamed. “Where is Roeza?”


Osrod looked at Secha with wide eyes. “Who is Roeza? Secha, what is Loras talking about? Who is Roeza?”


Loras continued to look at Secha. “You don’t know your Queen very well Osrod.” She said calmly. “You don’t know what she has been party to in the past. I cannot find fault with you over this. I have discovered recently that Secha is a master manipulator and has been for many thousands of years. Just like her mother. They have controlled, fooled, connived and manipulated men far better than you. Perhaps it would be better if I called you by your real name. Wouldn’t you agree… Sama Arhtai!”


Secha’s eyes grew even wider as she stared at Loras in disbelief. “What… what manner of deceit is this?!” She stammered.


“Deceit?” Loras spoke. “They only person in this room filled with deceit is you!” Loras turned and looked at Garget and Lasun and nodded her head. Loras looked back to Secha as Garget and Lasun moved for the two opposite doors into the conference room. “You smelled her the moment she came into this room. She knew who she was the instant you saw her.” Loras spoke as she came to stand beside Retta who was proudly pressed up against Lazar’s side. “This is my son’s wife and mate Secha, or Sama, or whatever you wish to be called. This is Retta Mahanlo-Leonidas.”

“NO!” Secha screamed. “Impossible!”


Loras shook her head. “I think not.” Loras said. “Retta is the one who bit my son during their lovemaking when he claimed her. When she bit him, when he bit her, the proteins in her pure Mahanlo blood began to destroy the masking proteins in his blood. They revealed his true bloodline. Just as they have now revealed mine.” 
Loras heard Garget and Lasun open the doors and she felt Aricia, Anja, For'mya enter the large room. Directly behind them came her parents and then Gorgo, Dynina, Dasha, and two of Martin’s pureblood sons, Denali and Deion. Loras saw Secha gasp almost as if she was in pain when she smelled them enter the room. A dozen others quickly followed Denali and Deion into the room, among them two of her four children with Warim and more of Martin’s children since they had been together on the floors above. While Loras had yet to learn all of their names, She would, for they were her blood. And she was their blood. 


Mahanlo blood.


Her family.

“As smart as you think you are Sama Arhtai, as well as you have manipulated Osrod and the others around him for millennia, you failed in the most important thing you should have been concerned with.” Loras told her. “You failed to make sure that the descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo were all dead. You acted without all of the information you should have had.”


Secha smelled him before she saw him and her eyes went even wider. Her head turned as she saw his bulk fill the doorway into the conference room. She saw the Arwa rie vada Revik adorning his tall, muscular body, conforming to it like a second skin. She saw his wild black hair and the yellow gold eyes and then she saw the savage, dual wolf fangs unique to only one bloodline of Lycavorian people across the entire universe. 

“NO! IMPOSSIBLE! NO! IT CAN’T BE!” Secha screamed out the words.

Osrod Aspion could only watch as Secha’s face filled with real terror when she saw the tall Alpha wolf enter the room. He was equal to Osrod in size to be certain, perhaps an inch or two shorter, but his wolf aura was unlike anything Osrod had ever felt before in his life. His wolf aura pulsed with a power and confidence that Osrod did not know could exist. Not even Osrod’s father had such an aura and he was the strongest wolf Osrod had ever known in his life. The strange, dull silver armor was unlike anything Osrod had ever seen before and it wrapped around his thick body like a second skin. His mane of black hair was wild and shoulder length and his wolf eyes a yellow gold color that Osrod had again never seen before in his entire life. Nor had he ever seen a wolf with dual fangs as this Alpha had. Long, thick dual wolf fangs that looked as if they could rend flesh from bone as easily as cutting butter with a hot knife. As he looked around quickly, Osrod could see that almost all of the men and women who had entered the conference room in the last few minutes had the same dual fangs as they looked upon him and Secha with what could only be contempt and hate. 
Whatever was happening here was far beyond him Osrod knew almost immediately. This had nothing to do with him, for he was completely lost at what was happening. Lost and Osrod had to admit, completely out of his depth. The men and women in this room now, their blood was purer than anything he had ever thought could exist among their people. He could smell that easily. His own blood, while pure, did not even come close to the blood flowing within those in this room. Even those who were not fully wolf, their blood was purer than anything he had ever smelled before. And all of them were focused on Secha.

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas stared at Sama Arhtai and wanted nothing more than to rip out her throat and watch her die in front of him. He held that anger in check however, feeling the love of his wives and mates coursing through him, the pride and love of his children around him filling his being. No, he would not succumb to the base instincts of the wolf and kill this woman for her crimes. 

At least not yet. 
Martin turned his head and looked at Osrod Aspion now. “I will only ask one time.” He growled out the words. “Order your men to return to their bases and I will not have my son, his fellow Heralds and the Durcunusaan with them, turn them all to ash. This is your last and only chance to save their lives.”

Martin saw Garget take the COM unit from the table and hold it out to Osrod.

“You are not a stupid leader of men Osrod Aspion.” Garget spoke. “Give the order and save the lives of your soldiers.” 

With wide, confused eyes, Osrod took the Com unit and activated it. He was confused yes, but he wanted to know what was going on here for it was far more than he imagined. “This is King Osrod Aspion. Code Beta Four One. Return to your bases. I repeat, Code Beta Four One.”

There was a pause and then the male voice replied. “Acknowledged. Beta Four One. Shall I leave a detachment sire?”

Osrod shook his head. “No. That will not be necessary. Everything is under control here.”

“Understood, my Lord.” The male voice answered.
Osrod looked at Garget as he took the COM unit back from him and then he turned to look at Martin. “Who… who are you?” He asked finally.

Martin smiled and turned his head to look at Secha. She was still staring at him with wide, fear filled eyes and then Martin smelled the stench of urine in the air. Secha Aspion, so-called Queen of the Lycavorian people, had lost control of her bladder and wet herself.

Loras still stood beside Retta and she shook her head in disgust as the smell of urine filled the room. “The terrible and feared Secha Aspion.” Loras snorted loudly. “How pathetic you look now woman!” 

Martin smiled at Loras’ words. “We have a lot to talk about Sama Arhtai.” Martin spoke once more. “And believe me when I tell you… you will tell me everything I want to know.”

“I will tell you nothing monster!” Sama Arhtai screamed out. “Nothing!”

Martin felt them come into the conference room behind him and he smiled as he turned and saw Danny standing with his arms across his chest, Nayeca standing directly in front of him, her long white hair cascading all around her beautiful face and her four inch high elven ears prominently displayed for all to see. Even Garget and Lasun looked somewhat shocked at Danny’s six foot five body, and the definition of the muscles that obviously adorned his form. He did not wear any sort of body armor, just a standard set of fatigues, and if Garget was any sort of judge, he was easily two hundred and fifty pounds of ripped muscle and bone. He looked even larger in person then when they had briefly seen him in the transmission on the ship in orbit above. 

Martin turned back to Sama. “This is my mard fervon Sama Arhtai.” Martin spoke. “The woman you see in front of him is one of his cherished wives and mates. She is a Drow elf. Her name is Nayeca but we in my family, we very affectionately call her Nubian.” Martin smiled at Sama, the stench of her urine still pungent in the air. “Drow elves have a wonderful gift don’t you know. They have the most uncanny ability to get information from people who don’t want to give up that information willingly.”

Sama glanced at Nayeca and saw her smile, revealing her fangs and her amber hued eyes promising pain of untold levels. 
“You will… you will torture me!” Sama exclaimed. “That makes you no better than the rest of your foul bloodline! You are just like them!”

“Torture?” Martin asked her. “Who said anything about torture?” He shook his head. “No, torture is unreliable and messy. I don’t like messy. Drugs on the other hand, drugs are very reliable. And very neat. I like neat.” He said seeing her eyes go wide. “Just ask your daughter Roeza, she is singing like a canary right now.”

“Where is Roeza?” Sama screamed out. “What have you done to her?! I will kill you for this! I will…”

“You will do nothing upaee!” Martin snarled putting his face an inch from her nose and silencing her words as her eyes went even wider in fear. “I don’t know what you think you are used to when it comes to my bloodline Sama Arhtai, but I am unlike anyone you have ever met before. I am not like my grandfathers Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo.”
“Grandfathers!” Sama gasped in disbelief. “But… but how??”

Martin smiled once more, but it was more frightening than it was humorous. “Those you and Roeza brought with you, your cousins I believe, to kill those of my bloodline! To murder them!” Martin snapped. “They are now dead! All of them! They made the mistake of angering my first born son by trying to kill those he calls mother! My son Androcles… he has a really nasty mean streak when it comes to those who wish to do harm to those he calls mother! So do his siblings, many of whom are in this room right now, and they want to rip your heart out and feed on it in front of you!”

Sama/Secha glanced out of the corner of her eye and saw Denali and Deion glaring at her with murder in their wolf eyes, their dual fangs fully exposed and ready to rip into her flesh with glee. She tore her eyes away from them and looked back at Martin. 

“Osrod do something!” Sama/Secha screamed out. “I am your Queen! Your mate! Why don’t you do something?”
Loras moved from beside Retta and Lazar now and stepped up beside Martin and stared at Sama/Secha. “You were never his wife and mate!” Loras spat in her face. “I may hate Osrod for what happened between us, but you… you have manipulated and deceived him for far too long. My eyes are now open Sama Arhtai. It has been you that has contrived everything that Osrod has acted on. He is not like his father and grandfather, yet you made it certain that he would be seen that way by others.” Loras shook her head. “No more.”

Martin looked at Loras and saw her nod her head. He stepped back slightly and seemed to issue an order with his thoughts and then two, large Durcunusaan soldiers appeared like magic in the doorway and moved up beside him. “Take her.” He said. “Secure her in a room on one of the upper floors away from where any patients might be. Full Security protocols. Nayeca will join you shortly.”

The two Durcunusaan nodded their heads and grasped Sama/Secha’s arms tightly as she began screaming. “No! Osrod stop them! Do something you fool man! Help me! Help me!”

Martin stood there and closed his eyes as she was dragged out, her voice carrying across the room and the corridor outside. Danny and Nayeca moved up beside him now and he looked at her, reaching for Danny’s hand at the same time. They grasped forearms and Martin leaned over and kissed Nayeca’s cheek. 

“Lu'ria’s father is with this other woman.” Nayeca said softly. “I did not know he had come with us out here.”

Martin nodded his head. “Lu'ria’s parents did not want to remain on Earth while Lu'ria was out here. Daba is a Senator from Earth, so she remained on SPARTA'S WRATH with Ulana as a political delegation while the others remained in the Beta Quadrant. Re'lon, well Lu'ria’s father is a unique character to be sure.”

Nayeca nodded her head. “He is legendary among the Drow for his skill and cunning.”

Martin nodded his head. “No doubt.” He said. “Let Re'lon handle Rylin or Roeza or whatever the hell her name is. When you are done with this bitch, put together a full report and then come find me.”

Nayeca nodded her head. “Of course.”  

Martin leaned over once more and kissed her cheek softly. “Thank you Nubian.” He said.

Nayeca smiled affectionately and squeezed his arm with her hand. “We are family Martin Leonidas. Always.”

Martin nodded his head. “That we are.”

Nayeca smiled and then turned to head out of the room while Martin turned and looked at Danny. “So?” He asked.

Danny shook his head. “I saw the building as we were coming in. Sloppy fervon. Very sloppy. I thought we trained Andro better than that.”   
Martin chuckled. “In his defense, he lost his temper a bit.”
“A bit?” Danny hissed. “If that was a little bit, I don’t want to see him completely lose it.” 
Martin grinned and nodded his head. “We should…” Martin lifted a finger to his ear and then tapped his jaw implant. “Hold on Andro…” He spoke as he pulled out the Holo Disc from the belt pouch at the small of his back. He flipped it over and activated it, placing it on the table top. 

Every one in the room saw the small, full sized image of Androcles appear very clearly in the transmission, even Osrod Aspion, who looked utterly stunned at this type of technology he had never seen before. COLS was still using standard subspace communications that had to be viewed on monitors. Holographic transmissions were unheard of to him. Martin had ordered everyone to use their implants and standard Union COM Holo Discs while on the surface as opposed to their Etheric connections since the vast majority of Lycavorians on Jetania would not be able to use their natural Etheric power to its full capability. At least not yet.

“Go keto.” Martin spoke.

“The two Trams have reversed their direction father.” Andro spoke now. “They appear to be moving back to the bases they came from. Armen is tracking their progress and I have sent Dorian and Laren with Ryner and Ladur to trail them from the air.”

“And the item you were going to retrieve before you got sidetracked?” Martin asked him.
“Mari can tell you what it is father.” Andro replied. “Once she informed me of the threat against my mothers…”

Martin nodded his head in acknowledgement. “I know son.” He said. He turned and looked at where Mari stood pressed up tightly to Deion’s side. “Mari?”

“It’s a Shielded STR 9 Pralor Power convertor Martin.” Mari answered immediately. “I confirmed the power readings with Armen. It’s an older model by current standards, but more than capable of powering two thirds of their capital city if they had managed to breach its protective shields and actually use it.”

“They didn’t?” Martin asked.

Mari shook her head quickly. “The STR 9s were equipped with multiple Rotating Fractal Encryptions. Most of our power convertors are. If you don’t get each level of higher decryption correct, all of them reset. The variables are endless so…”  

“That would explain why they haven’t been able to tap into it even after all these years.” Martin said.

Mari nodded her head. “It also needs to be activated by someone with Pralor genes.” She told him. “Even if they had managed to break the encryption, they killed the only people able to use it when they executed the scientists they took.”
Martin glanced back at Osrod now who was staring at him. “That was really stupid for several reasons.” Martin told him. “You got anything to say for yourself sport?”
“I am Osrod Aspion, King of the Coalition of Lycavorian States!” Osrod blurted out the words. “I can smell that I am older than you and therefore that makes me the senior Alpha of Royal blood! I demand that you surrender your title, position and authority to me as the rightful King of our people!”

Loras cried out in stunned humor, wanting to erupt in a fit of laughter but instead her hands went to her face in shock over what he had just said. Lazar simply stood there and shook his head sadly while looking down into Retta’s beautiful eyes. 

Danny looked equally incredulous and he stared at him for a long moment before looking at Martin. “Did this fool just say what I think he said?”
Martin nodded his head with a small smile. “I think he did.” 

“Osrod, you misbegotten fool!” Loras snapped now. “You have no royal blood within you! And nor did your father or grandfather! Your grandfather pronounced himself King, and your father did the same! Before you stands the only King of true Royal Blood! The Mard Revik of the Lycavorian people!”

Osrod’s eyes grew infinitely wider and the gasps of shock from Loras and others in the room was very evident as the Pralor PPM appeared in Martin’s hand from the recessed holster on his right thigh. He had drawn it so fast that no one had even seen him move. Martin pressed the large barrel of the weapon to Osrod’s forehead, right above the bridge of his nose.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t spread your brains all over the wall behind you and end your miserable life right here and now?” Martin growled menacingly.

Osrod Aspion was many things, some of them not very appealing, but he was certainly no coward. He froze in his spot but he held himself to his full height of six foot four and he did not flinch.
“I will not… I will not beg for my life!” Osrod snapped.

“I’m not asking you to beg asshole.” Martin snapped at him, his dual fangs fully exposed and his yellow gold wolf eyes on full display once more.

Osrod closed his eyes slowly, accepting his fate. He had wanted to do so much more, and now his only regret was that he would not be able to feel Nitona’s supple body against his one last time. He would not smell her sweet scent or feel the touch of her hair in his hands. I should have made her my first Queen. My only Queen. Osrod thought to himself as he prepared to die.


Martin’s head tilted to the side slightly, and he lowered his Etheric shields just enough to reach out and sense the surface thoughts of Osrod Aspion. He could see the clear images of the stunning red haired female in his mind. That is all that occupied Osrod’s thoughts right now. Not power or greed or revenge. But regret. Regret for not…

Martin pulled the PPM back quickly from Osrod’s forehead but lashed out viciously with his left fist, connecting directly on Osrod’s jaw with the Etheric fueled punch. It wasn’t strong enough to break his jaw, but it was certainly strong enough to cause Osrod’s eyes to fly open in pain and then blackness washed over him as his body slumped to the floor unconscious.


Martin turned quickly as he returned the PPM to its holster and he looked at Loras. “Who is Nitona?” He asked.


Loras looked confused. “Nitona?” She asked. “Nitona Aspion. She is… she is Osrod’s fourth Queen. The youngest of them. Why?”


“Tell me about her.” Martin spoke.


Lazar stepped forward now. “Secha… Sama… she hated her. Risi and Braaha too.” He began. “She is half Mountain Pack King Leonidas and…”

Martin held up his hand stopping Lazar’s words. “You have claimed my daughter Lazar Ranev. You have made her happier than we have ever seen her. You do not call me King. Is that clear?” Lazar looked somewhat flustered but Retta squeezed his arm tightly with a brilliant smile and he nodded his head finally. “Now tell me about her.”

“Her father is a respected Plains Pack Officer in the military.” Lazar continued. “He is a common sense type officer. Nitona’s mother went against her Mountain Pack after her father claimed her, refusing to return. They live on the outskirts of Drinda now. Nitona is their youngest child, but my father… Osrod… he followed all of the normal mating rites for Nitona. In all honesty, I believe he… I believe that he was beginning to change somewhat because of her influence. It was one of the reasons Secha hated her so.”

Martin turned to the holo disc that was still active and held Andro in it. “Keto, I’m sending Mari and the rest of your team to you. Recover this Pralor device and then find this Nitona Aspion. Bring them both back here.”

“Father they will not just give it to us.” Andro said.

“Non-lethal munitions Androcles.” Martin told him. “These are our people as well. Too many of them have already died because of the stupidity of those they call leaders. They are arrogant and have a serious chip on their shoulders. It’s time to knock that chip off. Danny has already started that… now you finish it. No more killing keto.”
Andro nodded his head without pause. “Una gur tur aden medwan.” (It will be done father)

Martin watched the transmission disappear and he looked at Danny. “You did what needed to be done fervon. “He said softly.

Danny nodded his head. “Doesn’t mean I have to like it.” He said in reply.

Martin reached up and placed his hand on Danny’s shoulder and squeezed him hard. “And that is what makes us different.” He said softly.

Garget and Lasun stepped closer to the two men. “What about Osrod?” Garget asked.

Martin looked over at his inert form and then back to Garget. “I have a feeling that we are going to discover quite a bit of information in the next few hours.” He said. “It may very well paint Osrod Aspion in a different light.”

Both Garget and Lasun looked surprised at this. “Do you know something King Leonidas? About Osrod?” Lasun asked.

Martin shook his head. “A feeling, that’s all.” Martin answered him. “Whatever Osrod’s fate, his son will answer to you and Garget for his crimes. Your people would put him on trial, yes.”

Lasun nodded his head. “Yes.”

Martin nodded his head. “And so would we.” He spoke. “His fate is yours to decide. I have bigger fish to fry.” He looked back to Danny. “Thoti?”
“His ship is in orbit.” Danny answered with a nod. “He’s waiting on your word to bring Lorendo to the surface. Dy, Bella and Cirith will be here in an hour.”

“Garget… I need a cell in your base if that is possible. A holding area.” Martin spoke turning to him. “Far away from others.”

Garget nodded his head. “Of course. The lowest level of our base has such a place. One way in and one way out. Completely secure. It was our weapons armory until the upper levels were finished.”

Martin nodded his head. “That is what I need.” He said. He looked back to Danny. “Get in touch with Delnash fervon. He’ll want to be here for this.” 

Danny grabbed Martin’s arm and waited until his eyes focused on him. “What is going on Marty?” He asked. “There is something that you aren’t telling me. Us. You and Andro both. You can’t keep it inside fervon. You know that.”
Martin nodded his head slowly. “When Andro gets back.” Martin said. “When he gets back, then I will tell you what we have discovered.” Martin reached up and put his hand behind Danny’s neck. “All of it.”

“I’m not going to like it am I?” Danny asked softly as Garget and Lasun stood there wondering what they were talking about.

Martin shook his head. “No.” He replied softly. “And my staanio Reva will like it even less.”

“That bad?” Danny asked.

“Is genocide ever good?” Martin asked softly.

Danny’s eyes went wide at that word. “Carians.”

“That’s putting it mildly.” Martin spoke.  

