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The family reunion was semi-bittersweet only because all of them knew that two of their brothers and one of their sisters and their wives and mates were not among them. 
Martin Leonidas had crushed Dysea, Isabella and Cirith to him in an embrace of love and devotion as he nuzzled them furiously, not caring in the least who might have been watching. Dysea and Cirith both reciprocated this action while Bella let her hands wander all over his face and shoulders in delightful bliss as she showered his skin with kisses. It had always been this way, and while Isabella may not have been able to feel his wolf aura with her senses, his Etheric resonance managed to do exactly the same thing to her when he touched her with it. It was the way all of them now pulsed her with love and desire, even her children, and it made Isabella Leonidas sing in happiness and pride. 
Their greetings with Aricia, Anja and For'mya were just as loving and blissful, all of them touching each other in some way constantly. They were Union Queens yes, but they were also intimate lovers and the very best of friends. Under Dysea and Isabella’s skillful tutelage, Cirith had embraced more about her vampire and wolf blood than at any other time in her life. Though her father had tried to teach her what he could, there were things that even he did not know, and Dysea and Isabella had filled in the knowledge he had been unable to teach her. In the last year, Cirith had learned more about herself, her wants and desires, her many skills, and her place in the grand scheme of things. She had fully accepted who she was now, a proud and devoted wife to Martin Leonidas and the sixth recognized Queen of the Lycavorian Union. This task had been happily undertaken by Deia back within the Alpha Quadrant, and just six months ago, Cirith Leonidas was officially named and coronated as the sixth Queen of the Lycavorian Union in absentia.

Androcles and his siblings had been completely respectful of their parents and given them a full hour together before none of them could contain themselves any longer and moved into the conference room. They were quickly followed by Gorgo, Dasha, Dynina, Jezima and Meral with Reva’s sphere right behind them and then finally Doseb, Irani and Loras. Martin stood to one side of the huge room now, Isabella in one arm and Anja in the other, his face at peace as his senses filled with the wonderful scent of family. It filled the huge room, saturated it really, and it was the sweetest thing Martin had ever smelled outside of his Queens.
The potent smell of Mahanlo-Leonidas blood he now knew.

Martin Leonidas had always been dedicated to his family. Even before he knew who and what he was, Danny and his team were his family and he had protected them viciously. Now Martin knew why. Now he understood. As the years passed and each of his children had joined this world, the devotion to family only grew stronger and stronger within him, the love for his wives and mates grew more intense and complete. Everything they had discovered in this last year plus had only increased this devotion within him even more. And now Yuriko and Filrian and Andro and Sadi would soon give him his first grandchildren. He may have thought he was far too young to be a grandfather, but Martin looked forward to this day almost as much as his children. 

Yuriko and Filrian had arrived by their single Shrouded KADEN transport, Eliani now quizzing her older sister and Filrian both on how she was doing, what she was eating and if she was getting enough exercise while Jezima and Meral got acquainted with them since it was the first time they had met Yuriko and her Hadarian husband. Yuriko Leonidas may have been an adopted daughter to Martin, but to him, to his wives and mates, to his other children, she was a Leonidas through and through. There had never been a question about that. 
Lisisa, Arduri and Iama were crowded around Sadi, Sehri and Lu'ria, while Ne'Veha, Carisia and Caliria were having an animated discussion with Eirene, Miseo, Normya and their mother For'mya. Aricia and Dysea were standing close together with Gorgo, Dasha, Reva’s sphere and Dynina as Dysea had not yet met either of them and they were taken with Dysea’s platinum blond hair and the delicate tattoos that adorned her body. Retta was pressed tightly to Lazar’s side as Doseb, Irani and Loras got to know her better. Calyb was the only one not present with them in the huge conference room, but Martin knew where he was and what he was doing, and he could not have been prouder of his young son. Mari, Emylea, Murano and Tobia stood with Deion, Denali, Tir'ut, Kalis and Serale discussing something that had Murano and Denali looking completely lost while Tobia was pressed against his side looking utterly enchanted. Cirith, Sheva and Onera were speaking in a small group with Dorian, Laren, and Laren’s parents Yokra and Robati, as well as Byron and Namiri, small fits of laughter coming from one of them every so often as Dorian Leonidas was his usual humorous self. He had become another one liner comedian within their family along with Denali and this fact had endeared the two brothers to everyone even more since they could put people at ease in about twenty seconds. Byron Leonidas had claimed Namiri already, her face brilliantly happy and at peace. Like her sister Emylea with Deion and Mari, Namiri was never more than an arm’s length from Byron. Saydia Daret and Namiri’s sisters knew about Namiri and Byron and they could not have been happier for her. It was not the arranged marriage that the Tasmor Quorum had expected, but even they were now coming around to Saydia’s way of thinking and had embraced what was happening fully.  
What made Martin Leonidas happiest of all was seeing Zarah and Lucia. They stood with Andro, Jomann and Dutkne now, both of them pressing close to Dutkne and looking at him with adoration in their eyes. Dutkne had finally gotten around to coming down from SPARTA'S WRATH at Andro’s insistence. Martin knew that he did not want to pressure Zarah and Lucia even as much as he craved them, but Dutkne was surprised to find that Zarah and Lucia had already come to the realization that he was the one meant for them and they, for him. Zarah Leonidas had blossomed in these last months being among her father and mothers and under the watchful instruction of Radem. His teachings had brought both of them out of their shells and now they were confident and strong young women who knew what they wanted. Lucia’s unfettered love for her and Zarah’s equally powerful love for Lucia in return had been the biggest medicine that Zarah had needed to put the assault behind her and move on with her life. Zarah did that with Lucia’s help and now they wanted Dutkne as much as he wanted them and they were able to admit it and act on it. His arms were around their waists possessively, and though Martin knew he had not yet claimed them, that would come in time and Martin was not the least bit upset about their choice in a mate. It might not happen soon, for Dutkne was a very honorable Alpha wolf, and he wanted to court them in the proper way. That did not mean he would not ensure that everyone knew they were his, something that Zarah and Lucia were only too happy to acknowledge for anyone who saw them. Dutkne was Wayonn’s grandson and Andro’s Praetorian Mage, and Martin could not hope for a man who would love his daughter and Lucia more.
His family and the Lycavorian Union are what Martin Leonidas existed for now. Every individual in this room was now marked with the crest of their bloodline and it made each of them walk a little taller and hold their heads a little higher and that, more than anything, that made Martin Leonidas feel pride and love for all of them.

Martin also knew that he had family out there among the stars who bore this same crest on their bodies. Family he had not even met or known existed until only a short time ago, and they were in trouble. He did not want to truly know the extent of that trouble, for it frightened him in a way that no one but Andro and Danny could sense, but he would listen to his people, and then he would make a decision. And he swore to himself that anyone who had harmed his blood would pay for their folly. In spades.


There were very few men or women within the Lycavorian Union that could just walk through the levels of intense security that now surrounded the Warim Medical Center and into a gathering of this many Leonidas family members in one spot. 

Colonel Thoti was one of those individuals.
Aside from the three hundred or so Durcunusaan that now were posted all around the hospital grounds, every dragon that was bound to a Leonidas family member now either lazily circled the Medical Center or rested on the roof of the building keeping careful watch. All of them knew what was happening within the building for they could see with their Bonded Ones eyes and they felt just as much happiness as they did. Torma and Isheeni had not had nearly all of their offspring so close to them in a long time, and while Cemath was absent with Resumar, his siblings all longed to see and feel him once more.

Martin saw Thoti nod to the Durcunusaan troops outside the door as it opened and then he strode into the huge room without pause. Loras and her parents could only stare in awe at the two Avatars that followed him, Avi at nearly seven and a half feet tall, while Chiron was barely six foot. 
Reva also took notice of Chiron entering but for different reasons, and she watched as Thoti moved over to where Martin was standing.

Thoti bowed his head slightly to Anja and Isabella. “My Queens.” He said.

Isabella smiled and reached out to squeeze his arm in greeting. “Thoti, it has been a long time our friend. How is Duewa?”

Thoti smiled at her and nodded his head. “She is doing very well Isabella, thank you.” He spoke realizing once more just how close he was to this powerful family. He had commanded the Royal Villa detachment for over a decade and he had jumped at the chance to join Martin and the others on this mission when it had begun. All of them insisted on the Durcunusaan that were closest to them calling them by their first names when not in public, and Thoti was among a handful of those men and women who were allowed this.  “Adjusting far more quickly thanks to Anja, Aricia and For'mya.”

Isabella nodded. “Good. It will be wonderful to see her again.”

Anja smiled then. “Just think Thoti.” She commented. “Pretty soon she’ll be under all of our influences.”

Martin grinned at the look on Thoti’s face and Anja chuckled as she leaned up on her toes and planted a friendly kiss on his cheek. “Don’t worry Thoti… we won’t corrupt her too bad.” She said before squeezing Martin’s arm. “I’m going to check on Yuriko before we start Lover.” She said.

Martin nodded and watched her move gracefully away from him. He turned back to Thoti. “Lorendo?”

Thoti nodded his head. “He is quite secure in the armory Garget brought us to. Four Durcunusaan and four of Garget’s men are standing guard. We have sealed that floor of the base with another dozen security personnel as well. It is hardly used now according to Garget, which suits our purposes.”

“Delnash?” 

“He will arrive tomorrow around midday.” Thoti answered. “He was most pleased.”

Martin grinned. “I just bet he was.” He said. “Thank you Thoti.”

“After what he has done Martin, it was truly my pleasure.” Thoti told him.

Martin nodded and put his hand on his shoulder. “Now get your ass on your ship and go back to Duewa.”

“Martin, I will stay.” Thoti spoke quickly. “I…”

Martin shook his head. “I told Duewa I would let you go back to Ventori when we had that fucker in custody. Don’t make a liar out of me, ok. You’ve done enough, Thoti. Go spend some down time with your wife and mate. Trust me, there will be plenty to do in the coming weeks.”

Thoti smiled and nodded his head. “I look forward to it.” He spoke.

Martin nodded his head. “He say anything to you?” Martin asked him.

Thoti chuckled now. “He has had plenty to say… until Ranala had heard enough of his ranting and hit him right in the mouth. Once. His fat ass hit the deck three seconds later and when he woke up he kept his mouth shut.” 

Martin winced at this for he knew Ranala Yel’ine well. She had been a core member of Thoti’s Durcunusaan detachment for almost a decade now and the elven female was one of the toughest women Martin had ever met next to his Queens. She was also fiercely and thoroughly devoted to her elven husband who was also Thoti’s Communications Officer.  

“Now, he was ranting again at Garget’s men when I left, about how he was a political prisoner and he would reward them if they let him go.” Thoti said. “Until one of them stuck his weapon under his double chin and told him to be silent.”

Martin laughed at that and nodded his head. “I would have loved to see the look on his face.” He leaned over and kissed Isabella deeply and then looked at Thoti once more. “Get going Thoti. I don’t need Duewa on my case as well as my Queens.”

Thoti chuckled and nodded his head. “We will see you in a few days then?”

“More likely a week or so, but soon. Now go.” Martin told him.

Thoti bowed his head once more and then turned to head for the door. Martin’s face changed as Thoti walked away and Isabella detected this within his demeanor and she looked at him.

“Martin?” She asked softly.

He looked at her and gave her a soft smile. “Time to get back to work I suppose.” He said. 

“What is wrong husband?” Bella asked him.

“You’ll know soon enough Bella.” He answered her softly. “It probably won’t be good. Bad news has become a norm out here. Tell the others to start sitting down if you would. This may take a while, and some of them are not going to like the decisions that we’ve made.” He took note of Reva’s sphere moving up behind her and he noticed that Chiron had stopped moving towards him with Avi.

Isabell nodded her head and moved off as Reva’s sphere glided silently up to him and he looked at the single white light on the front of the sphere. “Staania?” He spoke.

“What is going on Martin?” Reva asked him. “I was not aware that Chiron had left Lorenu. Why did you not tell me? Why is he here?”

“He activated one of his secondary Avatars and they are with the base.” Martin told her. “I felt it would be more helpful if he came with us. He agreed. He has knowledge that can only help us. Now, why don’t you ask me the question that I know you want to ask staania.”

Reva’s sphere stared at him silently for a moment. “That phrase… you and Androcles both spoke it. I heard him speak it, and then I heard you speak it. How… how did you know that phrase?”

“You heard me?” Martin asked her.

“The audio receptors of this sphere are very advanced Martin Leonidas… and do not avoid my question.” Reva scolded him. “Answer me.”

Martin shook his head. “I don’t know grandmother.” He answered her honestly. “It just… it just came to me at that instant.”

“One of you speaking that phrase… that could be happenstance.” Reva spoke. “Not both of you Martin. With Androcles and you… it was so clear and so…”

“So, what…?” Martin asked her. “This phrase has meaning doesn’t it grandmother? What meaning?”

Martin felt Andro come up beside him and Reva’s sphere glanced to him and then back to Martin. Reva’s sphere slowly floated further away from the table and others in the room and they followed without question. Finally, she stopped next to the large window and spun to look at them. 

“It was what Daniho… it is what your grandfather said to our people the morning of the last day of the war.” Reva told them. “It was a speech he gave to them. It was carried across the planet and to all of our forces and he did not even know it. He never intended it to be part of our future history. I remember those words as if… as if he spoke them only yesterday.” She said softly.

“Tell us staania.” Androcles asked her softly.

“From far away, across the mountains deep, we will stand as they charge.” She began. “We will raise our weapons from the ground, and we will not back down. This day we will fight the final battle to end this war of suffering. Look all around you, for the snow on Cerath is melting now. It is the Time of Reckoning.” Martin looked at his son, Andro’s azure blue orbs meeting his gaze for a long moment. “The Onab, our people, after the battle, after it was all over, they began to call it the Mahanlo Creed. They…”

“What?” Martin asked her.

“They believed it was Daniho’s blessing upon them.” Reva answered him. “To them it was proof that he saw the end of the war then. That we would have our vengeance upon the Iais'Kai. The day of that battle was one of the warmest in recorded history on Cerath and the snow was melting in the high mountains. No one knows how Daniho knew this, but he did. That is why they named it the Mahanlo Creed. The rallying cry of our family and our blood.”

“Carians.” Andro spoke softly as he lowered his head.

Reva’s sphere turned fully to face Martin. “You know something staaniaketo. You and Androcles.” She spoke. “Something you and your son are not telling anyone. Something that you are not telling me. And it has to do with our family, with our blood. I can feel it. What is it?”

“Do you trust me staania?” Martin asked her.

“You ask me that? Now?” Reva demanded.

“You know me.” Martin told her. “You have watched me grow even from afar. You know how I am.”

“You will not act until you have all the possible information at your disposal.” Reva told him. “Yes.”

“Then let me do that now grandmother.” Martin said to her. 

“It is… it is that bad?” Reva asked.

Martin shook his head. “No. It is unknown right now.” He answered. “But you know how I will act in any regard grandmother.”

Reva was silent for a long moment. “Very well.” She finally told him. “I have your word to me?”

Martin nodded his head. “You do.”

“And mine staania.” Andro said.

“Then I will… I will be patient.” She said. “When will you… when will you transfer me out of this infernal machine?”

“Tomorrow.” Martin told her. “The day after tomorrow at the latest. Anja wants to make sure she has everything she needs and then we will go find this place. Andro, Laren, Dorian and I will find it. I promise you.”

“Reva!” Gorgo’s voice called for her from across the room and they turned to see her beside Yuriko and Sadi with Anja, Dasha and Dynina.

“Protect our blood Martin, Andro.” Reva spoke softly. 

“Always.” Martin and Andro answered together.

Reva paused and then her sphere turned and glided away across the room. Andro looked at his father then. 


[Father.] Andro spoke within the connection only he and his father shared.

[Re'lon has finished his first interrogation of this Roeza or Rylin bitch.] Martin told his son. [He’ll do one more. Your Tenna Nayeca is almost complete with Sama Arhtai. When we are done here we’ll meet with them at Garget’s base.]

[Did he give you an idea?] Andro asked his father.

Martin met his son’s eyes. [It isn’t good keto.] He replied. [We…] Martin stopped as Chiron moved up beside them. “Chiron… now is not…”
“King Martin… Kesas Pengot has sent us a message. I felt you would want to see it right away.” Chiron told him holding out the data pad. “I transcribed it to written form so as not to raise suspicion. You can view the Holo message at your leisure.”
Martin took the pad with wide eyes and quickly began reading, holding it out so that Andro could move closer and read it with him. They did not see Avi move up beside Chiron, but they felt the presence of the tall avatar almost at once and for father and son this gave them more comfort than most people would ever realize. Martin looked up at Chiron after a long moment.
“When did we get this?” He asked quickly.
“We received it only forty-seven minutes ago,” Chiron answered. “I verified the content and then transcribed it to text to bring it to you.”
“Sibfla!” Martin hissed softly.
Andro took the pad from his father’s hand. “This changes things father.” He spoke.
“It damn sure does.” Martin snapped. “Why did they wake him up?!”
“I told you Kesas Pengot is a careful man Martin Leonidas.” Chiron responded. “And the more we discover, the more it becomes clear that what we feared has indeed taken place. He will do nothing that will endanger those he now protects.”
“But if what this says is true, if they have these Blood detectors like that upaee Roeza had, and spies among them, then the Arhtai Pack will know they have woken him.” Andro spoke now. “Why risk that?”
“If I had to make a supposition…” Chiron answered and he saw Martin nod his head in response. “They woke Lylor Kirek in order to see if the crest of your family had appeared on his shoulder. It would be the clearest and most absolute sign to them that you actually live Martin. You must remember, there has been no communication between our two groups in nearly four million years. Daniho and Ashten had the means to see that their sister and those that were with her were alive, but they still could not communicate with her nor did they know their location. This was done on purpose so that…”
Martin nodded his head. “I know.” He said softly. “Grandfather and Tenne Ashten were closer to the Iais'Kai in terms of distance than Tenna Kelia and those that went with her. They did not want her location revealed if the Iais'Kai found them on Lycavore.”
Chiron nodded his head. “Yes.”
“Four days.” Martin said softly. “Five maximum before they can no longer hide it.”
Chiron nodded his head again. “That is what Kesas projects, yes. He may be able to delay them another day after that, but then they will come for Lylor Kirek. It will be at least several hours before they can speak with Lylor Kirek, but they will have their answer the moment they bring him out of stasis. It will take twelve hours before the effects of such a prolonged stasis wear off however. It will be less for Lady Reva because of what Lady Anja has planned.”
“What are we talking about Chiron?” Martin asked.
“I have seen the medical regimen that Lady Anja has begun to use in order to prepare Lady Reva’s physical form to come out of stasis, and it is quite amazing, but it will not be able to compensate for everything as you know. Lady Anja also knows this and she is doing it on purpose. Lady Reva’s recovery will be faster than Lylor Kirek’s because they do not have Lady Anja with them to direct what they do once he is awakened. His senses will be distorted for a few hours and his full vision will not begin returning to him for at least an hour. Then it will be a slow process for him to regain full function of his body. Twelve hours at least according to Lady Anja’s estimate when I asked her. I would not try to clash with her on this. Right now, she is the foremost medical mind in the universe as we know it King Martin, even I, as a First-Generation Avatar, even I would not attempt to dispute her word in this matter.” 
“Smart man.” Martin said with a slight grin. “Avi…?”
“SPARTA'S WRATH can arrive within minutes of the decision to leave, Martin.” Avi answered knowing what Martin was going to ask him. “Armen has already confirmed this and put SPARTA'S WRATH on stand by. He decided to remain onboard in order to ensure that we were ready but he is listening. The Onab Portal Drive is a wondrous thing and the Worker Drones are fine tuning it even more. We have Pakar Six’s coordinates so it would be a simple matter to jump there. Our other ships however, depending on which ones we bring with us, they will need at least a day to make the trip. Even with our new Hypermatter Fusion Drives and the ARIZONA’s Quantum Resonance reactor, we will need to plot a course around Kintaur space and several spacial anomalies. They will need to make four jumps just to avoid even the rudimentary sensor grids that the Kintaur have.”
“We’d be going in blind.” Andro spoke now. “We have no intelligence on what the Arhtai Pack has or does not have.”
Martin nodded his head in agreement. “Agreed. Hopefully we can get some of that from our two prisoners.” He looked at Avi. “Avi, if we pulled all of the Worker Drones from SPARTA'S WRATH and our other ships, how many ships do you and Armen think that they could refit with Portal Drives in say two days?”
Avi’s orange hued eyes blinked several times as he processed this in seconds. “Armen says the refit was conducted quickly on SPARTA'S WRATH because of her Pralor origins. In many cases, some of the most advanced Pralor ship technology is derived in some way from Onab technology. With the exception of Zaala Randall, who would at least understand and be able to work on the concept of the Drives, no one but the engineers with Lady Dynina has sufficient knowledge to do such a refit. We would need all of their engineers who worked on the project brought here from Lorenu with their equipment and materials in order to do what you ask.”
Martin shook his head. “No way. I’m not risking them.”
Avi nodded his head. “Understood. Given that, the only ships that we could refit in the field in the time frame that you wish are the ARIZONA and the PREMONITION. They are closer to actual Pralor technology than our other ships. It would be a simple matter to field refit them with Portal Drives. Well… it would be easier at least.” He amended his statement.
“Do it, Avi. Make sure Armen takes charge of it.” Martin spoke the order. “And keep it quiet for now. I’ll inform Miranda and Zaala.”
Avi nodded his head. “Armen says it will be done.” He said.
“We need more Intel, father.” Androcles said. 
Martin nodded his head. “Yes… we do.” He looked at Chiron. “How long before Lylor is able to communicate and move around, Chiron? Based on what you know?”  

Chiron’s head tilted to the side slightly. “Tomorrow morning at the earliest if they have only just woken him in the last hour or so.”

Martin nodded his head. “Send Kesas another burst transmission. Have him prepared to speak to us tomorrow at midday. And I want Lylor there as well.”

Chiron nodded his head. “I will send it right away.”


“…Did not come to these decisions lightly.” Martin was speaking from the head of the table where he stood between Aricia’s and Anja’s chairs. There were four holo transmissions active in the room, one with Miranda in it from orbit, one with Delnash transiting from Artaaya aboard his ship, the third with Saydia Daret and Chief Justice Nalmos from Ventori and the last was General Koguth’Juturi from Honelze. “Your mothers and I have already discussed them thoroughly and decided it was for the best. We just haven’t had the time to tell everyone until now. Some of those plans have now changed given what we have discovered here on Jetania and Ventori, but we are going to try and stick with most of them as best we are able.”

Martin took a deep breath and then continued.


“As all of you know, Manne has been officially designated as the first Union colony world outside of the Alpha Quadrant. I have appointed Ceale’Juturi as the interim Governor with her husband Nedoli’Juturi as head of the local garrison there.” All of them could see Koguth’s face in the transmission and he looked absolutely stunned. “The 1st Elven Engineer Division has now deployed a full brigade to Manne and they have already begun establishing the primary settlement. Those of the Juturi pride that did not deploy to Honelze are now working on quickly setting up defenses and housing within the settlement perimeter. Right now, it is being called Manne City, but that may change in the future. The first group of ships from the Union Reclamation Bureau has already left Union space under heavy escort. A dozen URB carriers have been refitted with our Hypermatter Fusion Drives and they should arrive in four weeks with about three hundred thousand men, women and children. Families. Engineers. Doctors. Scientists. You name it. Among them are two thousand of our Nodan brothers and they will begin putting the PROMETHEUS Command Station together in orbit. Those men that have defected from my…” Martin paused for a second and then continued after looking at his mother quickly. “From Marshall Pusintin’s command have turned out to be invaluable. Pian and Jalersi were able to get all of their families out of Kavalian space before they locked down their borders. They are on the way to Manne as well. Manne City is going to be something special to be sure.” Martin looked at the image of Delnash in the transmission. “Delnash?”

Delnash leaned forward in the chair he was sitting in, everyone keenly aware of Avatar 27 just to his right. “I have authorized the Pralor Science Bureau and the Pralor Defense Bureau to deploy half a dozen Research and Material ships to Manne. Along with them, a dozen of our most powerful warships. It is all we could spare given the imminent arrival of the Svorag. They will aid in setting up new Planetary Defensive Fortifications using the lost schematics of Pralor weaponry brought back to us by Murano and Androcles. The Science Bureau will work hand in hand with their Union counterparts to begin a colonization blueprint for Manne that will not affect the environmental status of the planet or the indigenous species. I actually… I had to beat back the number of volunteers that came forward for this operation. The sins of our past are being tossed aside by our people and now it is time for us to move forward.”

“You can spare that many ships Chief Elder?” Androcles asked now.

Delnash nodded his head. “Sashan has assured me that we will not be limiting our ability to defend ourselves or project what power we do have by doing this. He has rededicated himself to his position, as have we all.”

“What about the Svorag Mother ship father?” Denali asked now.

Martin nodded his head and motioned to Yuriko. “Yuriko?”

Yuriko leaned forward at the table. “The Svorag Mother Ship is maintaining its base course, though at only a quarter of its former speed. Apparently, the ass whooping you guys gave them on Ventori has made them overly cautious.” Yuriko said with a smile. “OMEN THREE is shadowing them, but from a larger distance now. The other vessels with the Mother Ship are staying in close formation and not deviating from the base course either. We have run several different scenarios, and all of them have come to the same time frame. At present speed, the Svorag Mother Ship will arrive at Honelze in four weeks and two days. Give or take an hour or so.”

“They slowed that much arande?” Andro asked now.

Yuriko nodded her head. “We were surprised as well, but they haven’t altered course or speed since the attack on Ventori. Most everyone now agrees with our mother Anja and father in their assessment when they say the leader of these Svorag is a turned Lycavorian Alpha who has retained most of his instinctual nature. He is probably one of those the Svorag took from staania Dynina’s people during one of their research missions after they arrived in this quadrant of space and settled on Lorenu. All evidence that we have points to this fact, including all of the information that Thoti recently was able to obtain from the computers on Lorendo’s base above Hador.”

“Lorendo is in custody…” Martin spoke now. “And once Delnash arrives we’ll begin to question him. From the information Thoti was able to discover, and intelligence given to us by those Pralor scientists working with Lorendo that had begun to see he had lost his nubous mind, it seems he has lost control of all the Svorag he created. This Svorag Alpha is now in control of them and that is why Lorendo has been trying so desperately to cover things up. And to find a way to regain control of them.”

“That hasn’t worked out so well for him it appears.” Murano commented from where he stood behind Tobia’s chair.

Martin shook his head. “No, it has not.” Martin agreed. “And it has cost us a lot of people because Lorendo kept it silent and wanted to play hero. More Pralor and Lycavorian casualties through the years, but now also at least several thousand Tasmor given what we discovered on Ventori. Now, based on that information I have made a couple of decisions that I would not normally have made. I conferred with Deia and Dilios extensively and they in turn have spoken with the Union Security Committee. The decision was unanimous.” Martin looked at Saydia in the transmission. “As of ten days ago, the Tasmor people have become interim members of the United Lycavorian Union. Ratification of this will go before the full Union Senate at their next session but Deia and Dilios don’t expect any major issues. Sovereign Regent Daret, the only thing left is for you and the Tasmor Quorum to agree and accept this and it will be done.”

Saydia Daret was utterly stunned into silence as her expression of disbelief showed. This was not something that she had even considered would happen and she was completely shocked beyond belief.


“King… King Leonidas I…” Saydia stammered.

“The Union has few laws Saydia, but those that we do are enforced to the letter. We do not interfere with the internal government policies as long as their goals are the same as the Union’s. Prosperity and peace for everyone. All of our people, no matter their species.” Martin spoke calmly. “The Tasmor people have shown that their values and morals are nearly the same as ours. There are differences yes, just as there are between all of the Lycavorian Union internal governments, but they are not insurmountable, as I think you will agree two of your daughters and two of my sons have already discovered.”

Saydia looked at Emylea and Namiri in the transmission and she nodded her head. “Yes, they have.” She said with a smile. “I believe I can speak for my people when I say that we would be honored King Leonidas.”

Martin smiled and nodded his head. “I was hoping you would say that.” He said. “To further help that along, and to assure the members of your Quorum and your people that we are sincere in our words and deeds, two additional Lycavorian Union URB Carriers will deploy to your homeworld. On them will be four thousand scientists, engineers and technicians that will begin an accelerated training regimen for your own people. Also with them will be four billion metric tons of equipment and supplies that will facilitate the refitting of a good portion of your ships with advanced systems to bring them up to speed with many of our own ships. There will be a lot more with them, engineering and medical personnel and supplies, but this is going to be a huge jump into the future for the Tasmor people. In many different fields.”

“Martin, the Kintaur will…” Saydia began.

Martin shook his head. “The Kintaur are a non-factor now.” He told her. “I took it upon myself to use the information Delnash had about the Kintaur to send their leadership a very pointed message.”

Saydia leaned forward in the chair she sat in. “A message? What message?” She asked.

Martin nodded again. “I told them what was taking place.” He told her. “I told them that all contact with the Tasmor people and Kintaur ceases at once. All past transgressions will be forgiven but not forgotten. All Tasmor and Pralors that they may hold prisoner will be returned at once without further harm or when the ratification of your inclusion into the Lycavorian Union becomes final, I will send enough ships and troops to their little area of space to take them back by force and I will drop kick their ugly asses so hard they won’t recover for a millennium.”

Saydia’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head at this, while many in the room with Martin could not contain their smiles of amusement. “You… you told them this?” Saydia gasped finally.

“I used very nice language though.” Martin said with a smile.

“Nice language my mida.” Anja spat with a huge smile.

Delnash was smiling in his holo transmission and he also leaned forward now as well. “For my part, Sovereign Regent Daret, I offer you the sincerest apologies of my people for what Lorendo has had a hand in doing. To try and make up for unknowingly turning our backs on you and your people, I have equaled the Union’s display and efforts. Once the situation with the Svorag is finished, we will be sending ships and personnel to your homeworld to assist Martin’s people. It is also time for my people to begin reaching out and making friends instead of turning away those who could be allies and friends to us. I would like that to begin with you and the Tasmor.”

“Gods… Martin this is not… this is not what I expected.” Saydia stammered once more.

Martin smiled. “Predictable is boring. I hate boring.” He said. “I hope then, you won’t be adverse to Namiri returning to Union space with Byron.”

“What?” Namiri gasped now from where she sat.

“Father?” Byron spoke as well, a look of surprise on his own face.

Martin met his son’s gaze and nodded his head. “Your mothers and I did not come to this decision lightly keto.” He said. 

“I don’t want to go back!” Byron hissed softly.

Martin nodded his head. “I know, but that is what we have decided.”

“Why?” Byron demanded now.

“Because someone of our blood, of Mahanlo-Leonidas blood, must always rule.” For'mya spoke now, her voice calm and measured as it always was. 

“You are my youngest son Byron.” Martin spoke again. “If something were to happen to me, to your mothers, to your brother Androcles, then it would fall to you keto. Your brothers and sisters agree.”

“And I ask again… why?!” 

“Because you are not like us fervon.” Eliani spoke now, everyone turning to look at her as she turned to face her brother. “This is our path Byron. We have chosen this life we live. You have chosen another path and that is why… that is why we all love you so much.” Byron fell silent and the look of anger that was on his face immediately lessened. “Father and our mothers asked each of us Byron… each of us said it needed to be you without a thought. You are the future of our family fervon, and we don’t want that future to be…”

“We don’t want that future tainted by blood.” Androcles finished the sentence. “You are something that none of us will ever be fervon. You are a scholar. If we are to be known many thousands of years from now, we want them to know that we were a complete family. Not just soldiers and warriors, but scholars and thinkers. You are the beginning of that.”

“Your spot in the Elear Musical Academy is waiting for you.” Martin told him. “Between your classes there, you and Namiri will be studying with your grandfather L’tian and Deia about the intricacies of diplomatic work. I would also like Namiri to take the role as Interim Tasmor Ambassador to the Union.”

“Me?!” Namiri gasped again.

“With your permission, of course Saydia?” Martin finished. 

Saydia nodded her head. “I think it is a fine decision.” She said quickly. “One that my daughter would excel at.”

“You are a Leonidas now Namiri…” Martin spoke. “A Mahanlo-Leonidas. As is your sister Emylea. There are other reasons for doing this, but I will cover them with you at another time.”

“Both of you have already been confirmed as Princesses of the Union.” Dysea spoke up now. “Bella, Cirith and I made sure of that before leaving Honelze. You will also be our conduit to your brothers Resumar and Arrarn, Byron. They have already agreed to this as well, they look forward to it actually.”

Martin took a deep breath again. “Which leads me into the next thing.” He spoke. “Fedor and Eirene will be returning to Manne for the foreseeable future.” Martin held up his hand as Fedor and Eirene both got to their feet and were about to protest. “Hold on… hear me out.” He told them. “As much as your mothers and I don’t like the idea Eirene, your covert operational skills can not be denied. You proved that on Austrova. Because of this, Anton, Cihera and Las’elh will be moving to Manne to oversee an advanced training regime for you developed by Armetus. There are very few individuals your mothers and I would trust enough to become your primary instructor, Eirene, Armetus is one of them. Anton, Cihera and Las’elh have become his most effective team in the last year and a half and they are family. They won’t hold back so you need to be prepared for that.”

“What about… what about me King Martin?” Miseo asked. “I do not…”

Martin shook his head. “Don’t worry, Miseo… you are going with her.” He said with a smile. “You’ll be assigned to Nedoli’s Command Team to help with the training and disposition of the forces there. None of you will be very far from us so don’t worry.” Martin looked at Fedor. “Kenroe is going to Manne with several of your staania Dynina’s people to set up a school for the technology that they have developed while on Lorenu. Mainly the Portal Drive Generators son. You are going there to learn that.” Martin saw Fedor’s eyes grow wide with excitement. “Syrilth is bringing a dozen of her finest instructors from Dragon Mountain and while you are both on Manne, you will begin to learn what you can do with Kdan and Dnom. Iama…”

“I go where my beloved Fedor goes, Martin.” Iama spoke reaching up to take Fedor’s hand. “I do not question this.”

Martin nodded his head. “I know. Which is why your mother Mani is going to join you on Manne and the two of you are going to take over the healthy eating habits of our people there.”

Iama’s eyes lit up at this news. “Truly?” She gasped.

“It’s a big task…” Anja told her. “Most of the Spartans arriving will eat like this big oaf!” Anja said jerking her thumb towards Martin. “They ingest whatever tastes good regardless of how bad it is for them.”

“And I am as fit as a fiddle.” Martin protested.

“Thanks to Anja and Aricia mostly.” Gorgo muttered under her breath but everyone heard her and they all chuckled softly.

Martin stuck his tongue out at his mother and this brought even more laughter from those in the room. He turned to where Kalis stood behind Serale’s chair. “Mandri… you are going too.” He spoke. 

“Tenne I…” Kalis began to protest as well but Martin stopped him with his upraised hand once more.

“You are part of Andro’s team now, Kalis, so you won’t be staying for long.” Martin told him. “However, Androcles did arrange for Jalersi to take a small trip before things in the Alpha Quadrant spool up anymore. It’s time that your mother saw who you have become. And it’s time to put the past fully behind you.”

“My… my mother?” Kalis gasped as Serale reached for his hand on her shoulder with a wide smile. 

“You will leave tonight.” Androcles spoke. “Sadi and Ne'Veha will take you and Serale on the PREMONITION. Sehri and Caliria will be accompanying you to meet with their parents as well. You’ll return in two days.”

“You up for that mandri?” Martin asked him.

Kalis looked at Serale and saw her brilliant smile and then he met his uncle’s eyes. A man who had saved him from the darkness and had been more a father to him than his own. He nodded his head. “I… I am ready.” He said.

“Good. She doesn’t know you’ll be there, so enjoy it.” Martin said. He looked at the holodisc with Nalmos and Saydia in it. “Nalmos…?”

“Things are progressing well here, King Leonidas.” Nalmos answered him. “Far more than I ever thought possible. Tasmor transports are arriving every few days with more of our people who have chosen to return. The Tasmor Captains are pushing hard with the Union escorts allowing them to not worry about Kintaur interference. Many of the Tasmor are also volunteering to remain here on Ventori as well in order to assist us. The Union and Tasmor engineers have already been able to set up a primary infrastructure for Discovery Base and we have enlarged it by half in just under a week. Most of the systems were already in place, they had just been severed from the city by orbital attacks. If all goes well, they will begin bringing these systems back on line next month. We will then begin tackling the outer section of Jorlari that sustained the least damage beginning next month.”

Doseb rose to his feet now causing everyone to look at him. “Martin… I have spoken with many of the older Alphas who were taken from Ventori. Garget’s parents, Lasun Vesrak’s parents and many others. Irani and I, all of them, we would like to return there to help with the rebuilding. Many of us, Irani and I included, we still consider Ventori to be our home. We did not want to leave, and we would like to go back.”

Martin looked surprised at this and he turned to look at Nalmos. He turned back to Doseb. “Staanio… things are different there now.” He said.

Doseb shook his head. “We do not want to return as Alphas.” He said quickly. “We want to return as Lycavorians and help to rebuild our home. It is truly the only place Irani and I ever really called home. If we would be welcome.”

Nalmos nodded his head almost at once. “Their wisdom and balance would be… it would be most welcome, King Martin, most especially for our younger generations. Word is spreading quickly about how they were taken from us through no fault of their own. They would be... no one here would object in any way to this.”

Martin was positive he saw Doseb breath a sigh of relief and he nodded his head. “Then so be it.” He said. 

“Irani and I will allow the others to go first.” Doseb spoke again. “We will join them when… when our other business is concluded.”

This statement did not go unnoticed as Reva’s sphere turned to look at Martin and then back to Doseb. She knew who they were of course, Loras’ parents and descendants of Kelia. She did not know, however, the how or the why they ended up on Ventori, and then here on Jetania, or just how closely related they were to her. She would discover this in time Martin knew, as would Doseb, Irani and Loras and he hoped it gave some measure of happiness for his staania after all of the losses Reva had to suffer in her time within the sphere.

“Ok… on to more mundane things.” Martin announced.

It was Dasha and Gorgo who chortled out their response to this and Dasha leaned close to Jezima as she spoke.


“Do not let him fool you…” She told Jezima who was smiling happily. “Mundane is not a word that exists within this family.”

Gorgo laughed again and nodded her head. “So true. So very true.”

Martin rolled his eyes at this and Jezima laughed at his expression. “Manda… take it away please.”
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Calyb Mahanlo-Leonidas had made his decision the moment that they had arrived at Taris’ cave. Their scents and female auras had been calling to him since the moment he had landed on this planet. Chocolate almonds and sweet daises. Calyb was his father’s son in every way and he could smell that they had been together with each other before his arrival. The way their scents mixed together, and their Etheric resonances pulsed as one, there was no denying this, and it only made the Alpha blood within him burn even hotter for them. Taris and Anoria were ready the instant that they led him into the cave, their Coming of Age fevers far beyond what either of them had ever felt before, their own blood practically on fire within their veins for the handsome young Alpha wolf who would now take them and make them his. There was no doubt within them, no worry and no hesitation in the least. Their fingers were tightly interlaced, and they had quickly stripped out of the clothes they wore and had stood together then, facing one another, their firm female bodies pressing intimately against one another, waiting for their mate to make the first move.   

 

Calyb may have only been seventeen years old and, in wolf years, still considered a child himself, but he had the Mahanlo-Leonidas blood flowing within his veins. The most powerful bloodline of any Lycavorian in the universe and he remembered well what his father and his brothers had told him through the years as he was growing. When you find the right females, the ones meant for you, worship the very ground they walk upon because they will be your future. Hold nothing back from them, and make them experience things that will cause them to cry out your name to the heavens in bliss. With his Bonded brother Endeem watching protectively from the top of the ridge, Calyb Mahanlo-Leonidas did what his blood burned for him to do.

Taris Ranev and Anoria Vesrak knew it was going to be so very different, they knew this the moment that Calyb stood before them as naked as they were, his manhood seemingly huge to their eyes and pulsing with thick desire, but they were not prepared for the utter enormity of what they were going to experience. 


Or the world they were going to enter.


For six hours mind boggling hours, the cries of Taris Ranev and Anoria Vesrak echoed within the cave and without, their voices whispering through the timber all around them, as the man both of them had seen in their visions and their dreams claimed their bodies and their souls. The moment his aura touched them, they were ready, but Calyb Mahanlo-Leonidas had other intentions first. Intentions that Taris and Anoria had not predicted nor expected. Intentions that had them both howling out in unimaginable delight within moments. Calyb did not just claim them both, he possessed their very hearts and souls. His touch upon them was like fire, igniting the flames of passion wherever his fingers chose to rest. The immense pleasure they had discovered they could give to each other was quickly washed aside as his lips and tongue explored every curve and contour of their lithe bodies while they clutched each other in orgasmic ecstasy. Calyb left no part of their bodies untouched, his strong hands caressing each of them as only he could, while his tongue made them scream his name to the very heavens indeed. When they thought that it was over, he only began again, and the pleasure cascaded upon them like waves in a storm. He tasted each of them with undisguised relish, their bodies responding to his caresses as they clutched him and each other in staggering release. He had each of them three times in the space of those six hours, each of them singing to the stars above as he took them, filled them with his huge manhood beyond their most exquisite imaginations, and finally holding them as tightly as he could as they erupted together in surreal bliss. 
Taris and Anoria were not idle by any means, tasting him and each other as Calyb took them in the throes of their union. None of them noticed as the bloodline crest on Taris and Anoria’s left shoulders filled in even more until it stood out just as intensely as it did on Calyb. They did not care as the three of them shaped each other and their future together. He claimed them both in the old way of their people, biting deeply into the flesh of their shoulders as they did the same to him. They felt the burning of the pureness of his blood as it swept through them, molding them, shaping them. Neither Taris nor Anoria hesitated in biting him back during their lovemaking, sealing their union forever, their minds coming together as they shared everything each of them had seen with each other. One mind, then two and finally three became one, and two female voices and one male voice howled to the stars in happiness. His unshielded aura should have had them quivering on the soft blankets before him, willing to do anything he wanted, yet Taris and Anoria kept their minds and their control and they did it all without any prodding. They wanted him just as deeply and forcefully as he wanted them and they held nothing back from Calyb or each other, experiencing passion and desire that would never go away or diminish in the years to come.
The morning sun was just beginning to rise when they could do nothing more because of exhaustion. It was then that Calyb simply wrapped both of them within his embrace and they fell asleep for a short time. They awoke within the hour however, and as they sat completely naked together, Calyb nuzzled them and placed soft kisses across the backs of their necks and shoulders, paying special attention to the bloodline crest that now fully adorned their skin. It was just as detailed and pronounced as it was on him now, and this made him hold them even closer as his heart sang with happiness.
Now Calyb walked slowly up the path towards the entrance of the main base, Endeem already resting in the center of the path. He had carried both Taris and Anoria above him, while Calyb ran in his wolf form below and he enjoyed their squeals of utter delight as they got their first ride on a dragon. They had told him it was something of a ritual among the Mountain Packs here on Jetania and now he watched as Taris’s mother and Anoria’s mother greeted their daughters with sincere embraces of love and happiness, his own mothers crowded around them as well. Calyb smelled his father before he saw him, but when he rounded the path and came fully up on the platform, he saw his father standing with Garget and Lasun. Calyb took a deep breath, not expecting this, and moved up to where the three men stood.
“Father.” Calyb spoke. He looked at Garget and Lasun respectively. “Sirs.”
“You told us you were going to court our daughters Prince Leonidas.” Lasun spoke.
Calyb shook his head slowly. “Yes, sir… yes, I did.” He responded. “I only did… I only did what my blood called for me to do. I have… I have nothing to offer either of you that would show you that they are all that matters to me. I would hope… I would hope that my solemn word to you that I will love and cherish them more than my own life will make up for this breach in protocol. I…”
Garget reached out and put his hand on Calyb’s left shoulder while Lasun extended his own hand and placed it on his right shoulder. Both men had seen the faces of their daughters when they jumped from the back of the dragon, their faces and eyes filled with more happiness than either of them had ever seen before. They could smell Calyb Leonidas deeply within their blood, his scent and aura swarming around them without pause. 
“You have given our daughters… you have given our daughters what Lasun and I could not have provided to them before this day Calyb Mahanlo-Leonidas. You have given them a future.” Garget spoke warmly. 
“Swear to us this day…” Lasun spoke now. “Swear to us that they will always come first in your heart Calyb. Swear this to us and we will need nothing else from you to show us your worth.”
Calyb met their eyes without flinching. “That is a vow that I will happily swear to both of you.” He stated without hesitation. “On my very life.”
Garget and Lasun both nodded their heads. “Then to honor the tradition that the Mountain Packs began after coming here, present yourself to their mothers so that they may greet you as a member of our families.”
Calyb looked at his father and could only see pride in his eyes as he nodded his head. He bowed slightly to both Garget and Lasun and then turned to quickly jog over to where Taris and Anoria stood. Garget and Lasun watched as their daughters drew him close, pressing up to either side of him as their mothers reached for him.
“You have raised fine sons, Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas.” Lasun spoke finally as he turned to look at him. “Fine sons. The devotion I see within his eyes for our daughters is…”
“It is absolute.” Garget finished.
Martin nodded his head. “As it should be.” He said softly.
“What now, Martin?” Lasun asked him. “Osrod’s people will begin asking questions and demanding to see him very soon. He has never spent more than a few hours within one of our cities and with your ships in orbit and your Spartans on the ground, they will start to become very nervous.”
Martin nodded his head. “I know.” He spoke. “We… walk with me if you would. We should discuss some things before any decisions are made. And you should know some things that we have discovered from the interrogations of the prisoners.”
“We care not about what happens to them.” Garget hissed.
Martin nodded his head as they turned and began to walk. “You’ll want to hear this though.”
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“…Controlling him?” Garget asked stunned as he held the data pad in his hand. “You are joking, of course?”

The large meeting room in the base was considerably smaller than the conference room in the Medical Center which suited Martin just fine. The center table could only fit twelve men and women and right now, Garget, Lasun, Androcles, Danny, Doseb, Irani, Re'lon and Nayeca were the only ones in the room with him. 


Martin looked at Nayeca. “Nubian?”

Nayeca nodded and looked at Garget and Lasun from her seat beside Danny. “I’m afraid not.” She told them. “I had it all recorded if you would like to look through the two sessions yourself?”

Garget looked at Martin and shook his head quickly. “No. I… forgive me, I do not mean to sound skeptical but… how can you be so sure?”

Nayeca smiled and shook her head. “I do not take offense, trust me.” She said. “The exact combination of drugs that we use I can’t reveal to you, but…”

Martin leaned forward in his chair. “Garget, these are drugs that Anja put together. You have seen what she can do?”

Garget nodded his head. “Of course, it is… it is miraculous.”

“Trust me when I tell you, they work.” Martin said.

“You do not use…?” Lasun could not finish the sentence but Martin shook his head.

“No. Torture is woefully unreliable.” Martin answered him. “We call them enhanced interrogation techniques. The subject is never really in any life-threatening danger, though if you ask them, they will disagree I guarantee you. Nayeca and Re'lon here are probably two of the finest that we have. They are Drow elves, and as you can see, to those who don’t know them, they can be rather imposing. Re'lon actually teaches a course for our Krypteria. That is what we call our Intelligence Agency. They have had a lot of experience doing what they do and that is why they are so good at it.”

Lasun silently had to agree with that assessment. While neither Nayeca or Re'lon were by any means frightening to look at in appearance, their pure white hair and amber colored eyes alone could make a person tremble. There was just something about each of them that told a person do not nubou with them for they would make your remaining moments of life miserable to experience.

“How?” Lasun finally asked.

“Well, according to this Sama upaee…” Nayeca explained. “It was a combination of very subtle emotional manipulation and very mild doses of a hallucinogenic drug that she would mix with his food or drink at the right time.” Nayeca handed Lasun another data pad. “She called it Edoportrite.”

“Edoportrite?” Doseb spoke now. “That is the sap that comes from the Pyranium tree. Irani uses it as an adhesive and it is very toxic. It can only be found in the Northern Mountains. How did…”

“Her daughter.” Re'lon replied before he could finish his question. “She used her position as High Priestess to the Oracle to access the information from her ship’s computer. Nilantha’s ship has an extensive archive of everything that lives and grows on Jetania. Roeza Arhtai and her mother assassinated the Lycavorian Oracle from Ventori just before Osrod’s grandfather took all the Alpha’s from there. When she arrived here, she eventually maneuvered herself into a position to be chosen by Nilantha as her High Priestess once Nilantha was chased into hiding by Osrod’s father. They have been very patient.”

“She would… she would travel to all of the Mountain Pack settlements.” Garget said with wide eyes. “It would be nothing for her to obtain this material.”

Nayeca nodded her head. “And then she used her skills to lessen the toxicity of the sap and she made the drug into a simple serum and would either send it to her mother by secret courier, one of her cousins, those who took part in the attack at the Atrium. When she was then chosen to be the one to communicate back and forth with Osrod, she would give it to her directly on her trips to Drinda. In minute doses, it would have no damaging effects on the person ingesting it and after a few hours it would be out of their system. Re'lon and I made certain their stories matched and I checked with Anja about the effects before coming here.”

“How long… how long has this been going on?” Lasun asked.

“As near as we can narrow it down…” Nayeca replied. “She started giving him the serum less than a hundred years after they were mated.”

Lasun looked at Garget and Martin saw the look that passed between them. “What?” He asked.

“If what you say is true… this nubous upaee has been manipulating Osrod for over a thousand years!” Lasun spoke. “She may very well be responsible for every decision that he has made since he became King!”

Garget leaned closer to the table. “Many of us knew Osrod was different than his father and grandfather, even before he became King. Some of the decisions he has made while he was King, his father and grandfather would never have made. He reversed many of the restrictions that they had placed on our people. Even before his actions with Loras.”

“You mean claiming her when he knew she was supposed to be married to Warim your brother?” Martin said.

Garget nodded his head. “Yes.” He met Martin’s gaze. “You are saying that his decisions were his own?”

Nayeca took it up once more. “Well, according to Sama, she was not really concerned about what he did as long as it did not hamper her search for Doseb and Irani and their children. When he was about to do something that would influence that she stepped in.”

“Well… he is certainly no prince, that is for sure.” Martin said. “And as much as it pains me to say, he may be somewhat of a victim in all of this because of my bloodline. Sama and Roeza Arhtai were here hunting for Doseb and Irani. My bloodline. Osrod Aspion has made some really stupid decisions playing King, but I’m guilty of that as well. We all are. Ultimately, I really think he has been trying to do what is right by everyone. Without interrogating him, which I’m inclined not to do based on what information we have gotten from Sama and her daughter, he’s just been listening to the wrong people for a lot of years.” Martin sat forward again. “I’m having several pads put together that will give you the full history of what has taken place with our people, even more so than what I showed you earlier via the connection I made with you both. It includes everything that we have discovered since coming out here. Once you have them, I encourage you to show them to all of the Mountain Pack Alphas and have them disseminate them to their people. Chiron and Avi, two of the Avatars that you met, they have finished an orbital scan of Jetania and traced all of your people back to the original Packs that were on Lycavore. All of you should know your true history and lineage as well, not just us.”

“What about the attack on mother?” Andro asked turning to look at his father. “This fool told Lazar that he was acting on orders from his father.”

Nayeca shook her head. “That was Sama’s doing Andro.” She told him. “This Sibot character worked for her, not Osrod. He had no idea what she ordered. Sama told Sibot to say that should Lazar ever become too suspicious. Apparently, she got nervous when it was discovered that we had come out here. She saw the reports and assumed that because of our advanced technology, we were members of the Kirek Pack or some offshoot of Lady Dynina’s group. She never met with Dynina directly so she did not know her relation to the Mahanlo blood. When she found out Osrod was sending Lazar to investigate us, she gave him his orders.”

“Up until the time that Nilantha unwittingly put Roeza with Loras, they had suspected that your brother was part of the King’s bloodline, Garget.” Re'lon told them. “She ordered his death, not Osrod Aspion. Though her influence over him allowed her to make it appear as if he gave the order, she was actually the one pulling the strings. Roeza Arhtai began to suspect otherwise when Nilantha assigned her to Loras after the assassination attempt. She was very surprised that Loras had survived and with the way Nilantha acted in her regard, Roeza began to see who Loras really was. They had no real proof, but had we not intervened, it’s very possible that they would have targeted Loras again within the year.”

“Why?” Irani gasped. “They had no proof!”

“That’s where this Nitona comes in.” Nayeca explained. “She is half Mountain Pack correct?”

Garget nodded his head. “Yes. Nitona’s mother refused to disavow the union between herself and the Plains Pack officer that had claimed her. Nitona is their youngest child. She became Osrod’s fourth wife a decade ago.”

Re'lon looked at Martin. “She discovered what was going on King Martin. Somehow. She began to slip Osrod a counteragent to the serum that Sama was using during their times together. She apparently also fell very much in love with him. And Osrod with her.”

Martin nodded his head. “I got that from his surface thoughts. When he thought that I was going to kill him, the only thing he seemed to care about was that he would never be able to see this Nitona again.”

“Well, it seems Sama did not appreciate this very much.” Nayeca told them. “She was planning to remove this Nitona from the picture within a few weeks.”

“You mean kill her?” Irani asked now.

Nayeca nodded her head. “Yes.” Nayeca replied. “She feared that her control over Osrod was slipping and that all she had cultivated through these last millennia would come undone. She feared Osrod would find out everything. His other two wives were in on it with Sama as well. They were also planning to somehow usurp Osrod and take over themselves. They hadn’t really figured out how just yet, but Sama was definitely tossing ideas around in her head.”
“Nice.” Martin spoke shaking his head. “Did we pick them up?”
Re'lon nodded now. “I sent a detachment of Durcunusaan to the locations where these women were and Armen teleported them both up to SPARTA'S WRATH. Along with their children and Osrod’s children with Sama. This pig Juyno is still confined to the medical facility here in this base.”
“I think everyone had begun to see it.” Garget spoke now as he sat back in his chair. “He was beginning to spend more and more time with Nitona in public. Going out among the different Plains Packs cities. Sama and the others were pushed to the background. They had already turned his children with them against him in many ways.”
“It appears Anja’s arrival here changed all that.” Nayeca said now.

“Because Roeza detected the blood within her. She could smell it.” Doseb spoke now. “And your children and nephew. It was clear and unmasked unlike it was for Irani and I and our children. And Loras’ children with Warim.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes. She hid it well at first, but she panicked when she smelled it and didn’t know what to do. When she told her mother, they both panicked. They had no idea where they had come from. They didn’t realize who we really were until she smelled Andro in the Atrium and her little device was going ape shit.”

“Then she knew you are descended from King Daniho and Lord Ashten?” Irani asked.

Martin nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”

“They were going to assassinate Loras, Anja, Nilantha and anyone with them at the Atrium.” Nayeca spoke again. “Then they were going to come after you and Lady Irani and anyone related to you within the first hour after that attempt, while things were still very much confused.” Nayeca looked at Androcles. “They did not count on you arriving mandri. Or your father.”

“How old are these women?” Lasun asked.

“Sama Arhtai is roughly four million years old give or take a few centuries.” Martin answered looking at Doseb. 
He nodded his head. “That is reasonably accurate according to the history Irani and I know.” Doseb said.
“Carians!” Lasun gasped.
“Roeza is apparently the sixth child she had with her mate after arriving on Koltar Four.” Nayeca told them. “She is two million, six hundred thousand and thirty years old roughly. The rest of Sama’s children, four boys and another girl, and her daughter’s mate, they were all killed fighting the Kirek and Mahanlo Packs during this attempted purge of your bloodline Martin.”
“So, that is why she hates us so much Tenna?” Andro asked. 

Nayeca nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered. “When it was discovered what this Kesas Pengot had done with you and Irani, Doseb, Sama volunteered to be the one to come after you and try to finish what they started. Roeza with her. And roughly two dozen cousins.”

“Wait!” Garget barked. “Two dozen? There were only…”

Martin held up his hand. “The moment Nayeca found this out, she confirmed it with Re'lon, and I had the others taken. There were eight of them and they were guarding a ship that was supposed to take them out of the system where they would meet up with a ship from Koltar Four to take them back.”

“She has had contact with her witch mother?” Irani snapped angrily.

Martin shook his head. “No. The communications arrays on the ship are not capable of reaching Koltar Four from here. That is why they needed to be out of the system.”

“Once out of the system they could move wherever they needed to in order to contact her mother and then they would come for them.” Andro said.

Nayeca and Re'lon nodded. “Yes.” Nayeca answered.

“How did Roeza come to believe it was Loras who she was really after?” Irani asked now. “She could not detect the Mahanlo blood within her.”

“Nilantha.” Martin answered. “When she became High Priestess to the Oracle, Nilantha allowed her to see almost everything that was in the Sanctuary, and then on her ship at the bottom of the ocean.” 

“All of the Onab prophecies.” Andro said looking at his father. “Everything that Dadrien and grandfather Sumar told her.”

Martin nodded his head. “Everything but who Loras truly was. She began to get very suspicious as I said, when Nilantha instructed her to look out for Loras after the assassination attempt.”

“Then how did she finally discover this?” Doseb asked.

Martin looked at Re'lon and nodded his head and he watched as Re'lon lifted his hand and placed the small, flat surfaced disc on the table. “With this.” Re'lon spoke. 

“When Nilantha brought Loras to her ship, Roeza stuck this on her clothes before she left.” Martin said reaching forward and tapping the device. “It’s a very sophisticated tracking and camera device. Definitely not made here on Jetania, so it has to be something that they brought with them. Like her little toy blood detector thing.” Martin picked up the device and turned it over in his fingers. “Nilantha took Loras, Taris and Anoria into a part of the ship that she had never allowed Roeza in. The part that held the history of her true bloodline. The part that showed her what her place is to be in the future.”

“I don’t understand mandri?” Irani spoke. “What future?”

Martin sat back in his chair holding the device. “Nilantha’s ship held pretty much every prophecy that the Onab made before our people left Cerath.” He explained. “It also included a dozen or so prophecies that were made after they left.”

“After?” Doseb said.

Martin nodded his head. “Mostly having to do with staanio Sumar and Dadrien but also the part where Loras would be the wife and mate to an Alpha wolf and that they would be the reunification of our people. She carries Mahanlo blood within her, but also Arhtai and Nenay blood as well.”

Irani gasped. “My mother… my mother was from the Nenay Pack.”

Martin nodded his head. “And your father was a member of the Arhtai Pack.” He said.

“I don’t understand.” Doseb spoke. “How is that possible then?”

Martin looked at Andro and nodded his head once more. “Because the twins that Sadi carries, our children, they bear the blood of the remaining eight original Packs from Lycavore within them.” Andro spoke looking at Doseb and Irani. “Loras is to be the wife and mate to my son Achilles, according to the Onab prophecy. Therefore, they would be uniting all of the Packs that left Cerath after the Zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils.” Andro told them. “And that one day she and my son would be… they would be the King and Queen of our people.”

Irani gasped loudly, her hands going to cover her mouth in stunned shock. “Son vada carians!” She stammered.

“Achilles and Neesia… my children… they are like me.” Androcles said in a soft voice.

“What do you mean, like you, Androcles?” Doseb asked.

Andro met his eyes. “I was born fully aware of everything around me Tenne.” He told them. “Even before I left my mother’s womb I could see with her eyes. With my father’s eyes. I had their memories within me, dating back more years than I can count.”
“I still haven’t figured out many of them.” Martin spoke now. “They come from Sumar and Resumar and even grandfather Daniho. But they are fragmented and not complete.”
“My son and daughter are like me.” Andro continued. “They can speak to us even now. I don’t know how it came to be or why, but it simply is. My brother Dorian and my soul sister Laren were born the same way. It is why our connections to our Bonded dragon brothers and sister are so much more complete than others.”

“Vada Tarivuos rie vada Mard Revik.” Doseb said almost reverently. “It has always been said that you would be different.”

“Yes, well, you’ll forgive me Tenne if I have not enjoyed being so different all of my life and not knowing why until only these last few weeks.” Andro spoke.

Martin reached out with his hand and rested it on Andro’s shoulder and squeezed it hard. “I’m sorry keto.” He said softly, his voice filled with warmth and emotion.

“It isn’t your fault medwan.” Androcles said. “It is no one’s fault. It simply is. It just would have been nice knowing all of this while I was growing.”

Martin nodded his head. “On that I will agree.” He said.

“You have to admit mandri, it wouldn’t have been anywhere near as nubous entertaining though.” Danny spoke for the first time, looking at Andro, his smile wide and infectious as he moved his hands back and forth in front of him like he was weaving a spell. “Shazaam!”

Andro was the first to start laughing, followed quickly by Martin and Nayeca and then Re'lon. It became even more infectious as Doseb and then Irani began to laugh as well. Garget and Lasun could only sit there and stare at them in disbelief.


Lasun looked at Garget. “This is the family that our daughters have chosen to become part of?” He said.

This caused Martin to laugh even harder and lean back in his chair. The chair however was not intended for this type of movement and the back legs snapped almost instantly and Martin hit the floor hard on his back which caused Danny and Androcles to erupt into even more laughter, Doseb Mahanlo wiping the tears from his eyes. He and Irani had not laughed this hard in more millennia than they could count and to Doseb it felt wonderful. Soon Garget and Lasun could not resist the laughter that was now infecting the others and within moments they too were laughing uproariously while trying to remain sitting upright in their own chairs.


The two Durcunusaan soldiers who had opened the door and saw what was taking place simply looked at each other, their King on his back on the floor laughing uncontrollably and then they backed out of the room closing the door behind them.

Both of them had grins on their faces that would not come off for several hours.

“…Know who they are?” Nitona asked as Osrod paced the floor on the room.

Nitona Aspion had been brought here only two hours ago, taken from her bed in the early morning hours by men and women who had appeared like ghosts from a dream. Nitona had never been more frightened of anything in her life as a brilliant flash of light had taken place and then she was on some kind of ship. They had landed here in Warim only a short while later and she had been brought here. Osrod had enveloped her with his aura when she ran to his arms and he crushed her to him. She had calmed quickly knowing that he was alright and that she was with him. He would protect her she knew.


Osrod stopped pacing and looked at her. “I have never smelled Lycavorian blood so pure, Nitona.” He told her. “And no, I don’t know who they are or where they come from.”

“They frighten me, Osrod.” Nitona spoke softly. “They appeared in my room like issis tis vada dremsa. And then there was this flash of bright light and we were on some sort of ship. And then I was here.” (Phantoms in the night)

Osrod Aspion stared at her sitting there for a long moment. Her sweet pines scent was intoxicating to him even as filled with fear as it now was. With Nitona he could be himself. He did not have to act, and this had always made him feel special in her arms. “Why did you never ask me to be returned to your parents and your Pack?” He finally asked her.

Nitona looked up at him from where she sat. “What do you mean?”

“When I claimed you… I did not give you a choice, Nitona.” Osrod said. “Yet you never demanded to be returned to your Pack. Why?”

Nitona rose to her feet now and moved around the table to stand in front of him. She looked up into his dark eyes, towering over her as he did. “Did it ever occur to you that I was where I wanted to be?” She asked him.

“But why?” Osrod pressed her. “Because I was King?”

Nitona’s face twisted up angrily but she kept her words measured. “I have never cared that you were King!” She hissed at him.  “I do not care about any of that! You could have been a common soldier and it would not have mattered to me!”

“Then why?” Osrod asked her again.

Nitona stepped closer to him and reached up to put her hands on his broad chest while her blue eyes lifted to his face. “Because your scent is the one that tickles my senses far more than any Alpha who has ever pulsed me. Because I could see in here…” She moved her hand over his heart. “And I knew that you were not happy. I give to you all that I am willingly because I want to make you as happy as you have made me. What you make me feel is, I cannot begin to describe it, Osrod. If I could throw all of this away and just escape with you, I would do so in an instant. Just to be wrapped within your aura, to have your children, it would make me the happiest female on all of Jetania. I love you, fool! I have loved you with all of my heart from the first moment your hands touched my body.”

This was something that Osrod Aspion had never heard before and he responded to that quickly. Nitona Aspion let out a small whimper of delight when his arms engulfed her and pulled her to him, holding her head to his chest as he lowered his own head and nuzzled her ear and the top of her head as his aura swarmed around her. She wrapped her arms around him as tightly as she was able and basked in his attentions to her.


The door opening interrupted their moment and Osrod turned quickly to see the huge Lycavorian who had struck him enter. He turned to face him fully, pulling Nitona behind his body to protect her as they watched him enter. Osrod recognized Doseb Athltin when he entered but he did not recognize the two females who entered as well. One was a pureblood female Alpha, her scent deeply imbedded within the male’s scent and his was within hers. The other female was a species he had never seen before. She was of medium height, with long white hair, almost chocolate colored skin and four-inch-high ears that curved elegantly alongside her head. She was a turned wolf, that much he could determine easily, yet she carried the scent of a powerful Alpha male within her blood, a male that Osrod’s blood could not match. The last two Lycavorians who entered were obviously guards of some sort as they took up positions on either side of the door, though their weapons stayed free of their hands, crossing their bodies in the front and hanging from quick release straps of some sort.

Osrod decided to try and take control quickly and he looked at Doseb. “Where are Garget Ranev and Lasun Vesrak?” He snapped. “I am King and you are holding me as a common thug! You hold my Queen and have frightened her terribly! Tell these people to release me Doseb Athltin immediately! Whatever happened between your daughter and I is ancient history! I do not…”

“Ata uvenn Osrod!” Doseb snarled seeing Nitona’s eyes go wide at his obvious disrespect to Osrod. “You have no comprehension of what is going on around you do you?”

“Why don’t you tell me!” Osrod snapped. “Who are these men and women! Who do they think they are that they can hold me here and threaten my Queen!”

“Your Queen was never in danger.” Aricia spoke as she sat down in the chair. “Nor was she ever threatened.”

Nitona’s eyes went even wider. “You!” She exclaimed. “It was you! I remember your voice and your scent. You were the one giving the orders when they took me from my room!”

Aricia nodded her head. “Yes, I was.” She spoke. “And Lycavorian Spartans do not threaten innocents. Ever.”

“Spartans?” Osrod barked. “Who are you!? What is going on? You come to my world! You strike me and take my Quee… Secha prisoner!”

Martin detected his hesitation easily enough and he could smell the protective nature he was exuding in order to keep the red-haired woman calm. He was shielding her body with his own, something he had not done with Sama Arhtai, which spoke volumes about who this man really was.


“Sit down, Osrod!” Doseb spat at him. “Sit down or my mandri will hit you harder than he did the first time!”

Martin chuckled softly and looked at Nayeca. “Nubian.”

Nayeca moved to the table and set the holo disc on the surface and activated it. The image of Secha and Nayeca appeared in the image as clear as if Osrod was in the same room with them. Secha appeared to be completely subdued, her eyes unfocused and docile. His eyes grew a little wider at this and then he heard the dark-skinned woman speak.


“Please tell me your name?”

“Sama… Sama Arhtai.” Secha answered almost immediately.

“So Secha Aspion is not your real name?” Nayeca pressed.

Osrod watched as Secha shook her head. “My name is Sama Arhtai. Secha I took when I came to Ventori. Aspion is the name of the fool male who thinks he is my husband.”

Osrod’s eyes grew wider at this and Martin saw Nitona look up into his face. He glanced at Nayeca and nodded and she reached down to pause the recording. Martin looked back at Osrod. “This is the first two hours of her interrogation. She is most definitely not who you think she is. This is my wife, mate and Anome, Aricia.” Martin said motioning to her beside him as he sat down. “That is my mard fervon’s wife and mate, Nayeca.” He looked at Doseb. “You know my Tenne Doseb of course…” Martin turned back to look at Osrod. “And my name is Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas. I am the King of the United Lycavorian Union… and we have a lot to discuss, Osrod Aspion. Now we can sit here and talk like civilized alpha wolves, or I could just kill you and your beautiful wife and mate Nitona here and bring your little empire down around your corpse.” Martin sat back in the chair.

“Your choice.”

Osrod felt Nitona grip his arm tightly and he looked at her. He saw the simple nod from her and then he looked back to Martin and reached for the back of the chair in front of him.


Martin nodded his head. “Good choice.” He said.

It lasted far longer than Martin expected, mainly because of the way Osrod Aspion had taken the information. He learned quite a bit about the man in front of him just by his reactions and his body language. He was an Alpha wolf with very pure blood, nowhere near as pure as the Mahanlo bloodline or even the Kirek and Carbula bloodlines, but if he had to guess, Osrod Aspion was descended from the Drarr bloodline. He would confirm it with Chiron since he was already running sensor sweeps from SPARTA'S WRATH to determine the bloodlines of all the wolves on Jetania, but Martin was confident he was correct given what he already knew and had studied on the trip here. According to their history, the Drarr Bloodline was hard working and honorable to a fault. Their support for the Mahanlo bloodline had never wavered once in all of the years that had passed since the Zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils. Osrod’s grandfather was the senior Drarr Pack member that had been chosen by the Pralors for their Seed mission here and most of those chosen were young and impressionable wolves at the time. The Pralor people still had not learned enough about the Lycavorian people as a whole to counter and balance the natural instincts of the Alpha wolf and that is what allowed Osrod’s grandfather to dominate those that were part of the Seed Mission. It was this lack of knowledge that allowed things to shape how Jetania came to be, and how Osrod’s grandfather and then his father ruled with such an iron hand. 
Martin had read all of the information that Garget and Lasun had given to him on Osrod Aspion, all of his actions through the years since becoming King, and while he had done many stupid things, he had also done many things that others had not expected. These things are what gave Martin hope that perhaps Osrod Aspion was not a lost cause as he had first thought.
“…It is all true?” Nitona asked softly from where she sat at the table. “Everything that the Oracle has been preaching for thousands of years?”
Aricia nodded from her chair next to Martin. He could tell Aricia had taken a liking to this Nitona female. She was slightly older than Aricia, perhaps a hundred years or so, but she was strong willed and intelligent. And her scent told all of them that she was utterly devoted to Osrod.
“Essentially, yes.” Aricia answered her. “Much of it we did not discover until recently ourselves, and to be honest, had this Sibot worm not taken Anja from us, we very well may not have discovered what we have in these last days.”
“I did not order that!” Osrod barked. “I don’t even know who this Sibot person is!”
Aricia didn’t flinch and she met his eyes. “And that is the only reason you are still alive Osrod Aspion.” She told him her eyes changing and her dual wolf fangs extending fully so that Nitona let out a small gasp. “Had you anything to do with what took place, your ano would have already joined this Sibot in jorbhe. Anja is not only wife and mate to our Beloved Martin, but she is also so very special to me and my fellow Queens. Had Martin not taken your head from your shoulders, we would certainly have gutted you like a dog and left you to rot in the street.”
Osrod opened his mouth to respond to her but Nitona’s hand reached up and took his arm in her hands. “Please Osrod, my love.” She spoke softly. “They know you did not do this. Set aside your pride and listen. For me.”
Martin watched Osrod look at her, the tenseness and anger in his face lifting almost at once. The fact that it was Nitona who discovered what Sama was doing and then played a huge role in reversing what she was doing to him and at great risk to herself made Osrod stare at her for several long moments. The affection and softness Martin had seen in countless Alphas for those females who truly had command over their hearts and souls passed over Osrod’s face quickly. Nitona had more of an effect on him than anyone thought and that was a good thing. Young though she may have been, Martin could tell she cared not for titles or power. All she wanted was to feel the embrace of the Alpha that had claimed her. Martin watched as Osrod settled back into the chair beside her, but he kept Nitona’s hand in his own, which told Martin all he needed to know. He glanced at his Uncle who had sat quietly at the table for the most part. 
[Tenne?] He asked him.
Doseb didn’t turn his head, his dark eyes remaining fixed on Osrod. [I know what you are going to say mandri.] Doseb answered, knowing that Aricia was within the conversation with them. [As much as I hate him for what he forced upon my daughter, knowing what I do now, I cannot hold that hate so tightly anymore.]
[Will you question what I do?] Martin asked him.
Doseb looked at him and shook his head. [You have the memories and knowledge of our bloodline within you, Martin. The blood of our grandfathers. Our family. More so than I do. I will never question you in what you do, no matter the years that separate us.]

Martin turned his head and looked at Aricia then as Nitona and Osrod watched them in confusion. [Saaraurano?]

[You know that we will side with you always, Beloved.] Aricia told him. [Why do you even ask? You have seen something, haven’t you? Like our son, you can see inside a person, what is in their heart. What do you see?]

[The future.] Martin answered.

[Then act on it, Lover.] Anja’s voice broke into their connection since they never shielded from one another. [These are our people, just like Nalmos and those on Ventori. If this Sama upaee has been influencing him all of these years that we know of, how do we know that she wasn’t doing the same thing to his father or grandfather?]

[If there is wisdom and temperance in there, Nauta Melme, then bring it out as only you can.] Dysea chimed in now. [The witch can no longer influence him.]

“You are… you are speaking with your minds, aren’t you?” Nitona asked causing Martin to look at her. “Just as the Oracle has told us you can.”

Osrod looked at Nitona for a moment and then back to Martin. “Is this… is this true?” He asked.

Martin nodded his head. “Yes. It is a skill that all of our people have, but it needs to be nurtured and used all of the time or else, like many things in the past, it will be forgotten and then overshadowed by the instincts of our people.” Martin got to his feet and moved to the one medium sized window in the room, staring out through the glass at the tops of the tall timber to the east of the base. 

Osrod’s eyes followed him and he took a deep breath. “Will you… will you conquer us now?” He asked keeping his voice level. “If this… if this is your plan then allow Nitona to return to her parents. She is innocent in…”

“Osrod, no!” Nitona exclaimed now. “My fate will be yours! I am your wife and mate! I will not…”

Osrod looked at her intently. He reached up slowly and placed his fingers on her cheek. “I wish no harm to come to you, Nitona. You are… you are the single point of brightness in my life and I will not allow my stupidity to take that away.”

Nitona shook her head vehemently. “I will not leave your side! I will not! This is where I want to be! With you! If that means death, then I will die with you! Where I belong!”

“Do you fear the unknown, Osrod Aspion?” Martin asked as he turned away from the window and caused Osrod and Nitona both to look at him.

“What do… what do you mean?” Osrod asked.

Martin looked at Aricia and saw her nod. He lifted his arm and tapped the small console on his forearm. “Avi?”

“Standing by.”

Osrod watched as the dark-skinned woman got to her feet. “I have another session with this woman Sama before I file a complete report, Martin.” Nayeca said. “Re'lon is going to join me on this one.”

Martin nodded his head. “Thank you, Nubian.” He told her as she walked around in front of him.

Nayeca leaned up and kissed his cheek gently. “Saan bruard hote sali.” Nayeca told him.
(Blood before all else)

Martin smiled. “Saan bruard hote sali.” He echoed her words and then Nayeca moved for the door.

“Avi… execute!” Martin said.

There were four bright flashes of orange hued light and Martin, Aricia, Osrod and Nitona disappeared from within the confines of the room. Doseb Athltin nodded his head in approval of what his mandri was going to do and he turned and headed out of the room now as well. The two Durcunusaan, both of them temporarily assigned to Doseb until more Hippies Sedla could be deployed from Earth, turned as well and followed their charge out of the room. Their King was no longer taking chances with the lives of the family he was discovering. Doseb and Irani’s other five children now had Durcunusaan protection, as well as Loras and her children from Warim Ranev. Irani Athltin now had two Durcunusaan assigned to her wherever she went, though she had a lengthy rant about not wanting any protection. 
A rant that fell on Martin’s deaf ears.
PAKAR SIX

Kesas Pengot stood in the doorway of the medical center and stared at the broad back of Lylor Kirek. 


The strongest and most powerful Alpha among the Kirek Pack, Lylor Kirek was not a man to be trifled with even before he had claimed Kelia Mahanlo and they had become Anomes. He became even fiercer once the Mahanlo blood flowed within him, and his devotion to Kelia was absolute. He had stepped in immediately once his father and mother had been killed during the war with the Iais'Kai. He and Kelia had kept the Kirek Pack on the path his parents had laid for them with their deeds and then their sacrifice. Through the many years of the war with the Iais'Kai, Lylor Kirek came into his own and he was considered one of the foremost warriors and tacticians among their people. Some of the more humorous moments during that dark time had been Daniho and Ashten making fun of their sister and how tiny she was compared to her mate and husband. 
Lylor Kirek had lost all of his siblings in the war except for Aryera and she now stood beside him, her eyes red from tears of joy, but now dry as she rested her hand on Lylor’s right shoulder. Kesas Pengot stared at the Mahanlo Bloodline Crest that now resided on Lylor’s left shoulder, so prominent and bold in what it said. Part of Kesas Pengot still could not believe that it was true, but his eyes were not lying to him. He held the data pads in his hands, even the very latest one which Chiron had sent only this morning. The true descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo wanted to speak with them. Their King. The Mahanlo bloodline on Jetania was finally secure, Sama and Roeza Arhtai were in custody and being interrogated. Much was happening on Jetania and Chiron had sent the last message saying to be prepared for the transmission a few hours after midday. Kesas was still trying to process it all to be honest. The dread he had always felt, fearing that he would wake one day and discover the deaths of Doseb and Irani Mahanlo, this fear was slowing drifting away now. He could almost see the light in the darkness as it was beginning to rise above the horizon. 
The Mahanlo bloodline lived.
Kesas Pengot had been accepted into their family without question or doubt. Daniho and Ashten had confided in him nearly all of their secrets and because of this Kesas Pengot had sworn an oath to them that he had held dearest to his heart since that time.
“Kesas?”
Kesas looked up and saw that Lylor had risen to his feet now, his powerful six foot three body towering over his sister beside him. He had partially turned to face him and Kesas moved forward without question. Aryera watched with a smile as the two men embraced tightly. Aryera knew her brother considered Kesas to be like a second father to them. He had always looked out for them and offered his wisdom without hesitation. She watched her brother grip the back of Kesas’ head and hold him close. Aryera also knew that it was Kesas Pengot who had saved her brother and what remained of the Mahanlo bloodline by his actions all those years ago. An action that Kesas still bore shame for even though there was none to bear.
Lylor Kirek pulled the older man’s head back and stared at him. His blue eyes appeared moist, but no tears fell since the effects of the unusually long cryo sleep were still wearing off.
“You… you look the same old man.” Lylor spoke with a smile.
Kesas chuckled and gripped Lylor’s shoulders tightly. “I will remind Acki that you said that.” He spoke.
“Acki?” Lylor asked looking between him and Aryera. “Who is Acki?”
Kesas nodded his head at Lylor’s confusion. “There is much we need to tell you, Lylor Kirek.”
“Where… where is Kelia?” Lylor asked now. “Our children? Why are they not here? If you have woken me, then the Arhtai Pack is gone now. You have regained control of…” Lylor stopped talking and looked intently at Kesas. His eyes went to his sister. “Aryera… what is going on?”
“Kesas is right Lylor.” Aryera said. “There is much we need to tell you.” 
“The cryo sleep may have distorted my senses but I can tell that you are… that you are frightened.” Lylor spoke. “I can smell that much. Both of you. What is going on?”
Aryera took her brother’s arm. “Sit down fervon.” She spoke. “Reyna.” (Please)
SPARTA'S WRATH

It was almost too much to take in.


Osrod Aspion had never felt so small in all of his life. He had never felt so weak. 


The bright, orange hued light had vanished leaving them in what could only be some sort of massive hanger deck. Osrod knew instantly that they were on a ship, he had been aboard enough of them to know, but this ship, it was the most incredible thing he had ever seen in all of his life. As Nitona clutched him in fear, Osrod had seen ships the likes of which he could never have imagined, stretching as far as his eyes could see. He saw hundreds and hundreds of crew members moving back and forth between these ships. He saw species that he had never seen before, some with reptilian skin, some with feathers of some kind all over their bodies, tall, short, without hair, with hair. It was utterly fascinating. Osrod had finally turned to look at Martin with wide eyes.


“This is your ship?” He gasped.

Martin had shaken his head. “This is my son’s ship. My first-born son, Androcles. Pretty impressive huh?”

“Why… why show me this if you are going to kill me?” Osrod had stammered feeling Nitona squeeze him tighter. He saw this Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas smile.

“Osrod Aspion, if I had wanted you dead, trust me you would be dead.” Martin had told him. The way he had spoken those words, so coldly and confidently, it had sent a chill of fear down Osrod’s spine, something that he had never felt before. “I brought you up here to show you some things. To talk. You are quite safe. Nitona can go with Aricia, I give you my word that nothing will happen to her. My Queens will keep her safe.”

Osrod had turned then and watched as three other women had walked up to where they stood. All of them were stunningly beautiful, their scents and female auras more powerful than any female wolf he had ever tasted. One had platinum blond colored hair and the same four-inch-high ears that he had seen on others on the surface. She was not fully wolf, but the wolf blood within her was purer than any he had ever smelled. The same blood as he smelled in the Queen, Aricia. The other two had long, dark hair, one who was only half wolf, the other something he had never smelled before. They greeted this Queen Aricia with deep kisses and hugs that Osrod knew were reserved for lovers and mates. It was then that he realized from their scents that they were just as deeply mingled with each other as they were with this man who had brought him and Nitona here. He watched as they greeted Martin in the same way, and how he nuzzled each of them.

He looked at Martin as the Queen Aricia introduced Nitona to the others, Dysea, Isabella and Cirith.

“Why have… why have you brought us here?” He asked.

Martin motioned with his hand. “Let’s take a walk.” He had told him. “There are some things I want to show you. I think you might find them interesting.”

Interesting.


That was a word Osrod Aspion would not have used to describe what he had seen over the last three hours. 


He stood now in some sort of lounge, standing before the spectacular wall-sized view window, staring out at the hundreds of ships that now filled the system, all of them positioned around the Command Station for Coalition forces. Dozens of different species filled the lounge area, some sitting at tables, some at the counter. Some were eating and laughing, others having quiet conversations. Many looked at him oddly, but not one of them looked at him with any sort of hostility in their eyes. What he had seen on this ship was beyond anything he had ever dreamed of for COLS. Beyond anything that his father had ever dreamed or spoken of. They had walked within this ship for three hours and not once had Osrod been disinterested or bored. He had seen men and women training in massive gym areas. Spartans, Martin Leonidas had called them. Some wore strange armor, some in simple clothes, but all of them trained hard and fast. There was no joking nor fooling around that he could see. Whoever these men and women were, they took their training seriously. And without hesitation, Osrod decided that they were the deadliest men and women he had ever seen. 

Men took orders from females without question, though he could see no rank worn by anyone. All of them bowed their heads to Martin as he passed, and he even stopped to chat with many of them. He knew many of them by their names. He asked of their families and their children. The one thing he could smell in all of them was the devotion to their duties and to the man he walked with.


The technology was unlike anything Osrod had ever seen before. Martin showed him the position of every COLS ship in the sector and even some that were beyond the planetary system of Jetania. As they walked, he had told him things that were beyond Osrod’s comprehension and belief. Wild stories of battles fought and the history of their people dating back to a planet that Osrod had long believed to be a myth and legend. Not once did he speak down to Osrod in any way, and he answered every question Osrod asked of him. What he was seeing was so totally incredible, Osrod did not bother asking questions about ships and power. Those were things he could see for himself. Osrod wanted to know what his father never did; what his grandfather never knew. Each step forward on this ship began to reshape Osrod Aspion in a way that he could never have imagined.

He turned away from the view window when he smelled him come back next to him with two long necked bottles with some kind of liquid in them. Martin held one out to him. “You don’t strike me as a Spartan wine type of person.” He said as Osrod took the bottle. It was ice cold and Osrod could smell the barley within the liquid. “This is what we call beer. Served the way it should be served, ice cold.”

Osrod watched him lift the bottle and take a long pull of the yellowish liquid. He had already decided that his words when they first came on board rang true. If this man had wanted him dead, he would be dead. Nothing Osrod could have done would have prevented that. This man had an Alpha wolf aura of power and confidence that Osrod could never achieve. He lifted the bottle and took a sip of the liquid, his eyes opening wide at the smooth flavor and richness of the liquid. Martin saw his look and smiled.


“Pretty good huh?” Martin said. “My son Androcles had the Brew Master back on Earth make enough for a good six months. We only drink it on special occasions. It’s call Corona Lager beer and it came from a country on Earth called Mexico a very long time ago. It’s pretty good, isn’t it?”

Osrod took another pull from the beer and nodded his head quickly. “I have… I have never tasted such a thing.” He spoke.

Martin held out the data pad to him. “I had my people run some tests on you and Nitona when you came onboard.” He said. “Our medical equipment allows this type of thing without actually having to touch you.”

Osrod looked at the pad and then back to him. “What tests?” He asked. “We are not sick!”

Martin shook his head. “Not those kinds of tests.” He replied. “Your bloodline. Aspion may be your Pack name now, but you are descended from the Drarr Pack, just like I thought. You, your father, your grandfather, you are descended directly from one of the original Packs that left our true homeworld and settled on Lycavore.” Martin told him. “Nitona appears to be descended from the Olere Pack.”

Osrod glanced at the pad once more and then back to Martin. “This is significant?” He asked.

“The information I have says that the Drarr Pack were honorable warriors and in some cases exceptional scholars.” Martin told him. “They believed deeply in tradition and culture. They were also naturally drawn to those of the Olere Pack, even on Lycavore. The Olere Pack were made up of mainly of doctors, scientists and researchers. They worked closely with the Domara Pack to improve life for our people. It also explains why you have the feelings you do for Nitona.”

“What?” Osrod asked.

“The Drarr and Olere Packs were among the first to begin intermingling when they arrived on Lycavore. They had an affinity for each other according to my information. That is why Nitona tickles your senses far more than any other.”

“I thought it was… I thought it was because she was half Mountain Pack.” Osrod spoke softly.

Martin nodded his head. “That’s true as well. The Alphas, the Mountain Packs as you call them now, those that your grandfather took from Ventori, most of them were from the Drarr and Olere Packs. If I had to guess, I say that is why Nitona’s mother would not leave her father once they found each other.” Martin looked at him. “You love her, don’t you? I mean really, truly love her. You can’t really deny it since your scent spikes just as much as hers does when she is in the same room as you.”

Osrod turned and looked out the view window. “She is the only one that I chose for… that I wanted for myself.” He said softly. “The others were… they were all arranged by my father.”

“Except Loras.” Martin said.

Osrod glanced at him quickly and then back out the window as he shook his head. “That was me being an igord.” He finally said. “She was… she was intoxicating. It was a fool thing to do because it set back relations between the Plains and the Mountain Packs for decades. I only realized it when it was too late.”

“And that’s why you released her?” Martin asked.

Osrod nodded his head. “It was… it was my way to try and repair what I had done.” He said.

“Why take credit for the assassination of Warim Ranev when it was Sama Arhtai who actually ordered it?” Martin asked him. 

Osrod looked at him. “I never wanted Warim Ranev killed!” He spoke quickly. “I knew I could actually work with Warim and his brother Garget. They were the most open and forward thinking of the Mountain Packs. When Secha… Sama… whatever she calls herself, when she told me what she had done, I was enraged, but what was I to do? I had to take credit, at least behind the scenes, or I would look weak to our people. It was foolish, but if I had not, that would have caused far more problems in the long run.”

“And Lazar? He believed it was you who ordered the assassination. Why let him think this?” Martin said.

Osrod nodded his head. “It was better that he believed this, for Secha did not care for him in the least and she made this very clear. She was a upaee to him whenever she had the chance. She turned all of my children with her, with the others, against me, but with Lazar it was more intense. More focused. Now, I know why it seems.”

“Because she knew Loras was still alive.” Martin said with a nod. “And she never told you?”

Osrod shook his head. “She never admitted this to me but I began to suspect when things began to change among the Mountain Packs. They came together like no other time in our history. I never had any real proof however, but part of me was…. I was happy if that was the case, though I knew she hated me more than anyone.” Osrod looked at him. “What does it matter now? I assume you brought me up here for a reason. To show me that I cannot stand against you. You are going to remove me.”

Martin took a swig from his beer and shook his head. “No.” He said.

Osrod’s eyes grew a little wider. “Your ships. Your ground forces. You fight beside sinuovas! Beasts from mythical legend! We can not stand against that! They could sweep aside everything I have in a single day.”

“More like twelve hours, but that is not why I brought you up here.” Martin told him without emotion. “I would be careful about calling dragons beasts, however. They are sentient life forms and in some cases, they are far smarter than we are. They have a seat on the Union’s Senate and take part in the Union just as everyone does.”

“Then why did you bring me up here, if not to show me that I am nothing?” Osrod asked. “You could have blotted all we that have from the stars in a matter of hours yet you have not. Why?”

“The future.” Martin said.

“The future?” Osrod echoed his words.

Martin nodded his head. “You are not what you want everyone around you to believe Osrod Aspion.” He said. “Your treatment of Nitona is the biggest sign of that.”

Osrod was silent once more and he turned back to look out the view window. “She is the single point of light in the darkness that surrounds me.” He said finally. “Everyone… they all want something from me. Power. Influence. Wealth. Nitona is… she is the only one who wants just me. Nothing else. Just me.”

Martin nodded his head. “Yes… I know that feeling well.” He said. “You have done some seriously stupid things while you have been playing King.” Martin saw Osrod turn to look at him and he held up his hand. “But so, so have I.” He finished. Martin moved closer to him. “I am not the conquering type Osrod.”

“You… you are the Mard Revik.” Osrod spoke. “I am not so foolish as to not know that now. I have never believed it until this day, I always thought it was just myth and legend, yet everything the Oracle preached is true. It is happening now.” 

Martin rolled his eyes. “If you knew how much I hate hearing that, you would probably laugh.”

Osrod turned away again. “I know this feeling as well.” He said softly.

“Why didn’t you?” Martin asked him now. “If what Garget tells me is the truth, and I have no reason to doubt him, you have had plenty of chances just to disappear. Why didn’t you?”

Osrod stared off through the view window for a long moment but Martin didn’t push him. “I wanted… I wanted to fix what my father and grandfather had broken.” Osrod finally replied, the words soft yet firm in conviction. “Because of that yowa upaee and her bewitching of me, I have only succeeded in making it worse. I am hated by so many. Those I wanted to make things better for, they hate me. Those who don’t care, they hate me. Those who want things to remain the same, they hate me.”

Martin nodded his head as he came up to stand beside Osrod. “I will give you that Osrod. Sama Arhtai certainly fucked things up something fierce with her little games. You were a pawn in that game. A game that was being played because of my bloodline. My family. In part, I guess I feel a little responsible because much of what you did was because of her manipulation of you. I don’t think you would have done those things of your own accord.”

Osrod looked at him. “You?!” He gasped. “How do you know it is not what I would have done?

“Trust me when I tell you that things are a lot more complicated than you think.” Martin told him. “It gives me a colossal head ache just trying to sort it all out. And it’s not over yet, but that is not your concern. And I think the way I do because I have seen you with Nitona. I saw it in your surface thoughts when you thought I was going to kill you. All you were concerned about was her; that you would never see her again. That you would not have the children you have talked of with her. You are not the man that Sama Arhtai has made you believe you are Osrod Aspion.”

Osrod turned to fully face him. “What do you want of me?” He asked.

Martin met his eyes. “I want you to make things right.” He told him.

Osrod shook his head. “That is not… that is not possible.” He said.

“Why?” Martin asked him.

“Word will spread quickly, especially among the Mountain Packs, that you exist.” Osrod said. “That you are here on Jetania. Even many among the Plains Packs have believed in the prophecy inwardly when they did not show it outwardly. I will have no influence after that.”

“You will have the support of Garget and Lasun.” Martin said causing Osrod to look at him wide eyed.

“They would never support me.” He spoke quickly.

“Yes, they would.” Martin told him. “They have already told me as much.”

“But why?” Osrod gasped.

“Because like you, they know that civil war is never the answer.” Martin said softly. “For millions of years our people, Lycavorians, we have fought with each other over some of the stupidest things. Land. Politics. Even women. I am guilty of this just as much as anyone.”

“You?” Osrod gasped.

Martin nodded his head. “Right after I came to know who and what I really was, an enemy of my grandfather thought he would fulfill a blood oath he had against him by taking my Anome. My grandfather hurt his pride way back when, and he took it out on me. On one of the women that holds my heart and soul in their hands. It didn’t end well for him, or the empire he had built.”

“You… you destroyed it?” Osrod asked.


Martin nodded his head. “Right down to the nuts and bolts.” He answered. “Our people saw it as justified, what I did, I just wanted my Queen back and I wanted anyone who hurt her to suffer.” Martin looked at him. “My point is, we should not be fighting ourselves. We are wolves! We believe in our Packs and our families! Our people! We should be united and not squabbling with each other over stupid things like vengeance or oaths. There are far worse things in the universe that want to hurt us. Those are the things we need to focus on as a people. A species.” Martin stepped closer to him. “The Union is made up of over thirty trillion men, women and children…” Martin saw Osrod’s eyes go wide at this information. “We have over nine hundred different species among the Union, over nine hundred capital worlds and I can’t even tell you how many colonies that we have. We are united under the same ideals. The same values. We have been since the Union’s birth. There are those who don’t like it, sure. They think they can do better, or they want things differently, and they have a voice, but the majority rules. Our people are healthy, happy, and no one wants for anything. There are wealthy men and women, families, but all of them give back to the whole. Well… most of them anyway.”

“My Queen, Anja, she is half Hadarian. The healers within the Union. She is also the rightful Queen of her people and we will eventually have to go back and correct that.” Martin saw the confusion in Osrod’s eyes. “A different species within the Alpha Quadrant, one helped by my brother, they overthrew Anja’s rule. They thought to get at me through her. They tried to kill me. They kidnapped my elven Queen For'mya and my brother raped her, thinking he could use the children she gave him to usurp me. It’s a very long story, but the essential point is that there will always be someone who wants what you have. The question then comes down to this, what are you willing to do to protect it? To insure that your people, the ones who look to you for guidance, to ensure that they are not enslaved or butchered, what will you do? What will you change?”

“Terit fervon?” Osrod asked after a long moment. (Your brother?)

“Jen ano nuhata tis jorbhe niob.” Martin answered. “Onskelmunt el jen ildsiss athvora duan cafna.” (His soul resides in hell now. Punishment for his sins against our people.)

“Forn?” Osrod asked.

Martin shook his head. “Aur keto.” He said softly. “He did not want me to have the burden of killing my brother, my blood, on my hands. He took steps to make sure this did not happen.” Martin shook his head. “This is not about me however, this is about you. You have done some stupid things in the past like I said, but so have I. We all have. Now is your chance to correct those mistakes and make things right. That is how you make people respect you. And if they respect you… then they will follow you. Right to the nubous edge.”

“And those that don’t?” Osrod asked.

Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “Nubou them. You aren’t going to please everyone. You never will. But if it feels right in here…” Martin stabbed him in the chest over his heart with his finger. “Then that is what really matters. If it benefits all of our people, then that is what matters. And if you are good in here…” Martin pushed again on his chest over his heart. “Then when you love that beautiful female you have claimed, it will be that much sweeter and so much better. Because then, then you will have no regrets. And when you have no regrets… then you will be happy.”

Osrod turned his head when the door to the lounge opened and he saw a beaming Nitona move through the large doors holding the hands of Aricia and the one he now knew was Dysea. They were laughing about something and her beautiful face turned to see him. She smiled brilliantly and broke away from them to dash across the lounge and nearly leaped into his arms. Osrod Aspion inhaled deeply of her sweet scent and felt his blood surge at the feel of her in his arms.


“Osrod my love, it is amazing what they have shown me!” Nitona gasped. “Things that we could have one day! For our people! For our children!”

Martin watched Osrod take her face in his large hands and kiss her then. He smiled as Aricia and Cirith came up on either side of him and pressed close to him. Dysea and Isabella on either side of them.


“I’m starving.” Martin spoke now. 
“You are always starving, Martin.” Bella spoke with a smile.
Martin nodded his head. “True.” He spoke. He looked at Osrod. “My son Fedor’s wife and mate Iama, she is the best damn cook on this ship outside of my Queens.” He spoke. “She’ll be leaving us soon, but I want to get some of her food before she does. You hungry?”

Osrod looked at him and nodded his head. “Yes.”

“Then it’s settled.” Martin spoke. “If my nose is telling the truth, I smell pizza!”

Nitona looked at him basking in the feel of Osrod’s aura swarming around her and his arms holding her tight. “What is… what is pizza?”

“What is pizza?” Martin asked feigning shock. “Carians, Lady Nitona, let me tell you about pizza! We had better get the to the Mess Deck quickly though, because once my sons smell pizza, they’ll be fighting the entire ship to get slices. Follow us!”

Osrod glanced out the view window one last time before he allowed Nitona to lead him out of the lounge. No regrets… Osrod thought to himself. Happiness. Children with Nitona. These are things that Osrod wanted. 

Perhaps the Mard Revik was right.
PAKAR SIX

Lylor Kirek sat in the chair in the command center, visibly shaking in near uncontrollable rage. Aryera sat beside her brother. Only she, Yasha, Caylt, Marda and Tiag were in the room with Kesas and Lylor. Kesas had secretly moved Lylor into the room through an entrance only the most senior wolves among the Kirek Pack knew about. It was common for them to gather in the command center so it would not draw attention to what was happening if they had gathered for a meeting. Kesas knew the Arhtai Pack spies would have seen all of them gathered two days ago, and for that to happen again in so short a time would have drawn attention he did not want. They were using looped feeds in the main areas where they knew Blood Detectors were in order to hide the fact that they had woken Lylor, but no one knew exactly how many of the detectors were scattered over the planet or where they all were. Kesas guessed they had, at most, five days before those who watched the detectors realized that something was very wrong and they were watching the same looped feed over and over.  

“You… you allowed this?” Lylor spoke in a voice that was anything but friendly as he finally turned and looked at Kesas where he sat. “You allowed this to happen!”

Aryera leaned back slightly in her chair when she heard the tone of his voice. “Lylor!” She gasped.

“It was the only way to stop the bloodshed.” Kesas answered him softly. “It was the only way to save what is left.”

“What is left!” Lylor roared as he came to his feet now, his dual fangs bursting forth and his eyes changing to those of his wolf persona. Bright white/blue wolf eyes. “My children are dead! My grandchildren are dead! My grandchildren’s grandchildren are dead! My KertaGai is lost to me! A prisoner of those jyl ronnusi who perpetrated this act! You gave them to her!” (Vile bastards)

“You, Pauin, Lient and Amori had already been captured! You had already been placed in cryo stasis!” Kesas hissed back at him. “Kelia, Ariso, Daiph and Delma were taken three years later! I gave them nothing! Kelia surrendered herself thinking she was going to save you Lylor Kirek! Yelma Arhtai threatened to kill all of you if she did not!”

“And you let her do this!” Lylor snarled at him.

“I let her do nothing! You, Daniho, Ashten and Lady Reva were the only ones who she would ever listen to! You know this as well as I!” Kesas answered him. “She and your children snuck from the mountain base we were using in the dark. We did not discover what she had done until that foul upaee contacted me and told me. Kelia was beside her. She told me to end the fighting! She told me she could not live knowing you and your children had been killed because of her!”

Aryera looked at her brother. “It wasn’t until after she had Kelia, you and your children in stasis that she gave the order to kill all of us.” She spoke. “That is when the true killing began Lylor. We fought… we fought for centuries but their numbers were too great! We could not protect them all.”

“Ranol Nenay did nothing?” Lylor asked.

Aryera shook her head. “Yelma Arhtai spoke lies to everyone. She convinced them all that whoever had Mahanlo blood was infected with some disease none of us had ever heard of. We all knew it was a lie, and when Ranol and Gara Nenay began to question this, Yelma took their youngest children from them by force and held them hostage. She has kept their silence in the same way she has held us at bay. Under threat of death or worse.” Aryera told him. “Ranol vowed to never side with her against Mahanlo blood while she held his children, or for any reason, but what was he to do? She had taken his four youngest children Lylor! The Nenay Pack did not take part in the Dremsa rie Saan. Those of his pack that joined with the Arhtai Pack for whatever reason, Ranol exiled them instantly. Two of his own sons were among those that he exiled! The Nenay Pack saved many of our own pack mates Lylor! Hiding them, shielding them from Arhtai Death Squads through the many years.”

Lylor shook his head. “I find no solace in your words arande.” He spat viciously. “And less in yours Kesas Pengot! You were sworn to defend Mahanlo blood! To defend Kelia! Yet now my blood is gone and you sit there! Your children live, while ours lie dead!”

“Lylor that is quite enough!” Aryera snarled.

“No!” Lylor shouted. “I will hear no more! I will…” Kesas Pengot rose to his feet, his children following his motion. He trembled with anger and Lylor detected this, facing him fully and moving closer. “Do you wish to face me old man! Does your courage return after you have failed so miserably!”

“Lylor stop this!” Aryera barked now, coming to her feet.

“I will not!” Lylor screamed. “I want blood!”

Aryera stepped in front of her brother knowing he would not hurt her no matter what was happening. “Kesas go!” She said quickly. “Take Yasha and Caylt and go! Now!”

Kesas Pengot looked at Lylor from across the small distance that stood between them. “Since that day when Daniho honored me on Cerath by making me his echan, nothing has been more sacred to me than Mahanlo blood.” Kesas spoke softly. “I have lived my life in service to Mahanlo blood and I will die in service to Mahanlo blood. Nothing you do or say will ever change that.” (Advisor)

Kesas Pengot turned quickly and walked out of the room without uttering another word. Yasha and Caylt followed their father without hesitation.


“Sukla!” Lylor screamed. “Sukla! Go back to Arnela and hide!” (Coward)

Lylor turned back to his sister with wide eyes and that is when she struck him with the open-handed slap. Aryera Kirek was a powerful woman and fearless and the blow snapped Lylor’s head around painfully. His head bounced back quickly and he glared at his sister but was unable to stop the second slap that smashed across his opposite cheek with equal force and viciousness.

“Forn nubous midaeu!” Aryera screamed at him. “Lia raya forn! Lia raya forn!” (How dare you)

Lylor grabbed for her wrists to stop the third slap that he saw coming and Aryera’s fangs burst forth now and her eyes changed. “Do not strike me again sister!” He growled at her.

“What will you do fervon?” She snarled angrily completely unafraid of her much larger brother. “Will you strike your own blood now in your foolish rage!”

“Foolish? I am foolish!?” Lylor shouted pushing her hands away. “My beloved Kelia is…”

“Kelia is alive because of Kesas Pengot!” Aryera screamed at her brother. “Three of your children are alive because of Kesas Pengot Lylor! Mahanlo blood still lives because of that man! The Kirek Pack lives because of Kesas Pengot! In your anger to blame someone for what has taken place you have forgotten everything Kelia taught you! She would be ashamed to look upon you now brother! Our father and mother would be ashamed to look upon you! I am ashamed to look upon you! Daniho and Ashten would be ashamed to look upon you after what you have just done.”

“How can you…?” Lylor gasped. “It was his duty to safeguard Kelia and all Mahanlo blood! It was…”

Aryera slapped her brother once more, rocking his head back again, but this time he did not reach up to try and stop her, he only glared at her. 

“Kesas Pengot is the one who planned and executed the mission to retrieve your cryo chambers Lylor! It was a dual mission. Arnela, his remaining four children and almost eighty of our Pack died trying to recover Kelia and your children that were being held with her! You were not in the same location or do you think Nyser Arhtai is so stupid?!” Aryera shouted. “They died trying to recover Kelia! All of them died! Kesas was seriously wounded! He could barely stand but he and his team succeeded. They returned with you! Arnela Pengot killed two of Yelma Arhtai’s foul offspring before they captured her. Then they raped, tortured and killed her like a dog in the street! They did the same to his four children! Kesas Pengot has more reason to hate them than any of us! They took everything from him! Everything!”
Aryera pushed her brother away from her as she turned her back to him to regain control of her own emotions. Marda stood up slowly unsure of what to do or say. “Mother?” She said softly seeing Lylor’s head move around to look at her surprised.
Aryera held up her hand and nodded to her youngest daughter. She turned back to Lylor and motioned to Marda. “Your youngest niece fervon.” She said. “Marda Kirek. She stands here this day because Kesas Pengot saved my life on that stinking nubous nightmare world!” Aryera stepped closer to him once more. “It was Kesas who led us after you and Kelia were taken! We could not risk removing you from stasis because of the Blood detectors that she had placed everywhere on Koltar Four. For nearly half a millennium we fought! His only goal was to keep you and my nieces and nephew alive!” Aryera barked at him. “When Yelma and Nyser Arhtai figured out that they would be unable to keep what was truly happening quiet, she threatened to kill Kelia in her chamber if we did not cease the fighting! Five hundred years he led us, his heart crippled with despair because of what he had lost! He never gave up! Never!” Aryera lashed out once more and slapped her brother in the face even harder. Lylor did nothing this time and simply stood there. 
“Yelma Arhtai finally told us that if we left Koltar Four, Kelia and your children would remain unharmed. She told us that if we returned the chambers of you and your three children to her that the Kirek Pack could leave. It took us forty-eight years to gather everyone in a safe area and leave Koltar Four, but we had been planning as well. On the last day as we were leaving, Yelma killed your children in their chambers because she discovered that Kesas Pengot had no intention of returning you and the others. He was actually planning an assault that would free Kelia and your remaining children as we left. Gara Nenay helped to discover this and had given the information to Kesas. When Yelma discovered this, she killed two of their children in their stasis chambers!” Aryera shook her head slowly. “Somehow the Arhtai Pack discovered this plan and Yelma killed your children fervon! Kesas practically went mad! In all my years Lylor, I have never seen that man so filled with unrequited rage.” Aryera stopped talking to reign in her emotions again as Lylor dropped his large body into the chair behind him, his face now a mask of disbelief.
Aryera was facing away from her brother when she began speaking again. “Kesas swore that day that he would see her burn in jorbhe for her actions.” Aryera said as she turned back around. “She told us to keep your chambers but that if we ever woke you up, any of you, she would kill Kelia instantly. We were banished to Anlar Prime, but when she exiled the Nenay Pack for not siding with her five hundred years later, we were banished here to Pakar Six. She still holds two of Ranol and Gara’s children, just as she holds Kelia and the others.” 
“Others?” Lylor gasped. “You mean…?”
“Do you honestly believe she is that stupid? She needed them!” Aryera said looking at her brother. “Almost two million years we have lived here Lylor! We can only have so many children because of resources, but Kesas Pengot has never let us forget who we are and where we come from and we have survived. And he has never forgotten the treachery of Yelma and Nyser Arhtai. Ever!”
“How…?” Lylor stammered.
“She seeded this world with blood detectors that she had made from the Onab technology we were supposed to destroy. Just like she did on Koltar Four and Anlar Prime.” Aryera told him. “And she has spies among us. Those who are playing the good husbands and mates to our females. We know who they are, all seven of them, only two have good hearts and that is because they have Nenay blood in them. We have learned how to trick the blood detectors for a time, but not entirely. We never had reason to test it before now. We have four days, perhaps five before they discover we have woken you.”
“Why… why have you awakened me then arande?” Lylor asked as he came to his feet again his eyes wide. “If waking me puts Kelia and the others at risk I…”
Aryera shoved the data pad at him. “Read this! We had to be sure.” She told him as he took the pad.
“Sure… sure of what?” Lylor demanded as he looked at the pad and began to read.
“That the Prophecy was coming true.” Aryera told him softly after giving him a moment to begin reading. 
Lylor lifted his head and stared at her in disbelief. Aryera nodded her head slowly. “You see now. You are Kelia Mahanlo’s beloved mate fervon, her Anome, and you now bear the Prophesied Rebirth of the Crest of Mahanlo blood on your left shoulder. You bear the dual fangs of their bloodline within you as do your remaining children.”
“This… this cannot be true!” Lylor gasped aloud as he looked up from the pad once more. “Even… even Kelia believed them to be lost. Reva as well. It broke her heart when she could no longer feel them within her.”
“It is true fervon.” Aryera said. “Lady Reva, Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo have gone before us, this is true, but their bloodline continues in their descendants. The descendants of both brothers joined as one, just as the Onab Prophecy foretold it would be. We woke you fervon… we woke you to be sure ourselves.”
Lylor looked up from the pads once more. “Chiron!?” He almost shouted the word. “Chiron is with them?!”
Aryera nodded her head once more. “The Mahanlo Bloodline is returning to us brother. More powerful than it ever was before. The Mard Revik and his Tarivuos are returning to us with their awran. Our awran. The blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo! And when they do, the Arhtai Pack will feel the wrath of the Kirek and Mahanlo Packs once more. And we will have justice for the Dremsa rie Saan as only we can.”
JETANIA

“…Demand to speak to someone from my government!” Lorendo shouted at the closed steel door. “You cannot hold me here! I have been taken prisoner by unknown hostile forces and my government will compensate you for my release! Someone answer me damn it! I…”

Lorendo stopped shouting and backed up several paces as he heard the door beep and unlock and then it slid to the side. His eyes grew slightly wider when he saw the two, large men enter the cell, their sidearms trained on him. He backed up as far as he could until his legs came to rest against the crates he had slept on the night before. He watched as the third Lycavorian came into the room, his hands folded behind his back.


“Your constant yapping and mindless rants are becoming quite tedious.” Garget Ranev spoke as he came to a stop in front of him.

“Do you know who I am?!” Lorendo barked. “I am a Senior Elder of the Pralor Elder Convocation! I am a very important leader to my people! I can see to it that you become a very wealthy and powerful man if you release me this instant and give me a ship to leave this place.”

“Vin coi ea nio ronnus coi atle vin coi.” One of Garget’s men spoke, never lowering his weapon. (He is a fat bastard is what he is)

Garget chuckled softly as Lorendo looked at the man who had spoken and then back to Garget. “What did he say?” He demanded.

“He called you a fat bastard.” Garget spoke with a smirk. “And I know exactly who you are Elder Lorendo.”

Lorendo’s eyes grew wider at this. “I have never met you before.” Lorendo gasped.

Garget shook his head. “No, thankfully you have not met me before.” Garget answered his eyes changing and his fangs extending. “I did however, have the chance to have a rather lengthy conversation with Konlar and Edrao.”
Lorendo blinked several times and shifted on his feet. “I don’t know… I don’t know anyone by those names.” He stammered.
Garget smiled again. “Yes, Martin said you would say that. Knowing what you have done Elder Lorendo, if you had met me before this day, you would be nothing but a cooling pile of decomposing flesh right now. Bring him.” Garget ordered.
Lorendo could do nothing as the two Lycavorians swarmed over him, pulling a dark hood over his head and quickly securing his hands behind his back with flexible cuffs. Each of them took an arm as Garget turned and they began to lead him out of the room.

Delnash squeezed Martin’s shoulders in greeting, his face bright, relaxed and happy. “It is truly a pleasure to see you again Martin.” He spoke with a broad smile. “And under far better circumstances.”

Martin smiled and nodded his head. “Better for both our peoples.” He said.

Delnash nodded his head. “Indeed.” Delnash turned and motioned to Avatar 27. “You have never met 27.”

Martin shook his head and looked at the towering Avatar. “Two seven, good to finally meet you.”

Two Seven bowed his head slightly. “King Mahanlo-Leonidas.” He said.

Martin looked surprised and Delnash smiled. “I have shared everything with Two Seven that you have shared with me. Everything.” He spoke. “The history… the history between our two peoples that you have discovered is enlightening to say the least.”

Martin looked back to him and smiled slightly. “I’d say that is a bit of an understatement sir.” He said.

Delnash nodded his head.
 “Yes, I suppose it is.” He said. “Tinra has returned and she is doing segments over the next four evenings to give this information to our people. They have a right to know how tied together our species really are and how long that tie has existed. I will not keep anything from them anymore.”

Martin nodded his head in accord. “My people are doing the same. Androcles’ Public Relations Officer Dilaen Roan is coordinating it with our Netnews folks back home.”

“Are you releasing everything?” Delnash asked. 

Martin nodded his head. “As with you, they have a right to know their true history and what has brought us to this time now.”

“Yes, they do.” Delnash agreed. “Sashan and our senior military people have already transferred over to your ship to begin briefings. This man you left in charge on Honelze, this General Juturi. He is most efficient.”

Martin nodded his head. “That he is.”

“Where are Murano and Wayonn?” Delnash asked.

“They went to grab Anja and Danny.” Martin told him. “They’ll be along shortly.”

Delnash looked at him. “You have a question then? I can see it in your eyes.” He asked. 

“Sir, you know about Kesyla.” Martin said. “I just wanted you to know…”

Delnash shook his head quickly. “No.” Delnash spoke. “In the times that I have spoken to my daughter, both my wife and I have seen the brightness in her eyes. The happiness on her face. That she has found this with your brother and she is now part of your people does not concern me. All I have ever wanted was for her to be happy.”

Martin smiled and nodded his head. “They love her to death.” He said.

Delnash smiled as well. “I know. That comes out in her voice whenever we speak to her.”

“Your son?” Martin asked.

Delnash shook his head. “Daron is… his time with Lorendo corrupted him badly.” He replied. “He is confined to a holding cell along with the others we picked up that supported Lorendo and his actions. I don’t believe we got them all, but we arrested enough of them that the rest can do no real harm any longer.”

“Just keep your guard up sir.” Martin told him. “A dedicated fanatic can do a lot with very little.”

Delnash nodded his head. “Lorendo showed me that.” He replied. “We are taking no chances anymore.”

“Good.” Martin said. “If you need…” 
 

The door slid aside and they turned as Murano entered with Anja and Wayonn came in with Danny, Nayeca and Re'lon right on his heels. The reunion was brief but very fulfilling for Delnash as he saw the life back in his brother’s eyes and body language after so long. Martin watched with pleased eyes as he embraced Danny quickly and thanked him for loving his daughter. He and Wayonn shook hands firmly, the past quickly falling to the wayside where it belonged. Delnash bowed his head to Anja as he handed her the data pad while she tucked herself up against Martin’s body.

“We did just as you instructed Anja.” Delnash told her. “We used older, plasma based fusion warheads that we had in storage, but it accomplished what we needed them to do.”

“Both of them are gone?” Anja asked him.

Delnash nodded his head. “Not even dust remains.”

Anja nodded her head. “Good. It’s for the best.”

“I agree.” Delnash spoke. “We will have to confer with Radra and yourself about this station over Hador and how best to eliminate the threat it poses to the planet below, but for now, we are ahead in this game.”

“For once, finally.” Anja said in agreement.

“Where is Lorendo?” Delnash asked again.

“Just about here.” Martin answered. “He’s done everything he could think of to bribe his way out of his position, but it hasn’t worked.”

“This does not surprise me.” Delnash said. “What do you… what do you intend to do with him?”

“Me?” Martin asked surprised. “I thought you wanted him?”

Delnash shook his head. “The Elder Convocation met on this matter.” Delnash spoke. “His actions have taken the lives of far more of your people than ours. It should be you who decides his fate, not us.” He said softly. “And to be honest, I don’t believe our system of justice could adequately punish him for what he has done.” Delnash reached over to 27 and Martin watched while he held out the data pad to him. Delnash took it and turned back to Martin, holding out the pad. “Which brings me to another issue that we have discussed extensively and are in full agreement on. It is time to step from our past and begin our future, if we are to have one.”

Martin took the pad. “What’s this?”

Delnash took a deep breath. “The Official Petition of the Pralor people to become full members of the Lycavorian Union.”

Martin’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head. “What?!” He almost shouted. He detected similar reactions from Murano and Wayonn as well when he looked at them and he turned back to Delnash.

Delnash nodded his head. “It is sudden, I know, but it is what we want as a people.” He told him. “Teniri and our Darastrixi brothers and sisters have already requested this, Martin. She asked me to give her a ship to take her personal representatives to Earth and petition your Union Senate on her behalf. I gave her that ship without question.” 
Martin shook his head. “She never told me. Teniri and the dragons with her are already part of the Union. Does Arzoal know?”
Delnash shook his head. “She wanted it to be a surprise for Arzoal as well.” Delnash said with a smile as he looked at Wayonn and Murano now. “I only have to look at Wayonn and my brother to see that our future is deeply entwined with that of your people. All of your people. It is time we began acting like it. We have much to make up for… and I intend to see that we do.”
“Delnash, this is not… you don’t have to do this.” Martin told him. “We would stand with you to defend Honelze and your other planets regardless. Our history is too…” Martin looked at him as he realized what he was going to say.
Delnash smiled and nodded his head. “You see…” He said. “Now you know why we are doing this. Our history together as two species dates back further than either of us ever would have imagined. As it was then, it will be again. And so much more.”
“Delnash, we cannot offer you anything that you don’t already have.” Martin said.
“Yes, you can.” Delnash told him. “You already have, Martin my friend.” He said with a smile. “You have given us purpose once more. You have given us reason to come out of our self-imposed bubble and face what the galaxy throws at us without regret or worry. As we once did. You should see our people on Artaaya, Martin. Never have I seen them so energized and prepared to face each day without fear. As members of the Union, we can begin to do once more what we cherished as a people so long ago. Exploration and helping others. That is the wondrous gift you have given back to us. It is not something we want to lose ever again.”  
Martin stared at the pad in his hand for a long moment and he felt Anja squeeze his arm tightly. He looked down into her jade colored eyes and saw her nod her head. Within her he could feel his other Queens in total agreement. Martin didn’t hesitate then and he turned back to Delnash. “Chief Elder Delnash, on behalf of the Lycavorian Union and all of her members, I accept. We would be very proud to have you as partners going forward.”
Murano had not seen his brother smile so wide in more centuries than he could remember and he felt pride swell within his chest as he stepped up beside him with Wayonn. “For our future, brother.” He said.
Delnash nodded his head with that smile still intact. “For our people.”
Martin saw Danny reach up and touch his ear implant and he looked at Martin. “They’re outside.” He said.
Martin nodded his head and looked at Delnash. “Can you get him to talk?” Delnash asked.
Martin grinned broadly. “Oh… he’ll talk. He might not remember any of it… but he’ll talk.”
Delnash smiled as the door opened and the two Lycavorians brought Lorendo into the room. He still wore the hood and they looked at Martin who motioned to the chair at the table. They ushered him forward and basically forced him to sit in the chair.
“I demand to speak to a representative of my people!” Lorendo screamed from under the hood. “Do you have any idea who I am?! I will see all of you pay dearly for this treatment of me. I…”
Danny shook his head as he reached up and yanked the hood off Lorendo’s head. He lowered his head to shield himself from the bright light of the room and blinked several times before looking up directly into Delnash’s eyes.
“Delnash!” He exclaimed.
“You wished to speak with a representative of our people, Lorendo.” Delnash spoke. “Here I am.”
Lorendo’s eyes darted back and forth between Martin and Murano and Wayonn, and Martin could smell the fear building in him. “You!” Lorendo hissed staring at Martin finally.
“Nice to see you too, amoeba brain.” Martin snapped as he crossed his arms over his chest.
“You did this?” Lorendo spat.
“Given your superior asshole attitude, I figured that you wouldn’t have dealt with anyone outside of Konlar and Edrao, so I sent along some Spartan assistance to your nightmare palace. Just so you wouldn’t recognize anyone by accident.” Martin said. “Imagined how delighted I was when they told me you were coming for a visit. I told them to spare no expense in making you feel welcome. They were only too happy to oblige.”
“I am an Elder of the Pralor Convocation!” Lorendo shouted. “You cannot…”
Delnash leaned across the table now and spread his hands out in front of him as he glared at him. “No Lorendo, you are not.” He spoke menacingly. “Your status as an Elder of our people was stripped the moment your crimes came to light. You were lucky to make it off Artaaya before our people caught you, Lorendo. You would not have enjoyed what they would have done to you.”
“Delnash… I can explain everything!” Lorendo gasped. “Everything I have done has been for the good of our people! I…”
“The good of our people!” Delnash snarled loudly as he lashed out and slapped Lorendo savagely across the face, rocking his head back and splitting his bottom lip with the force of the blow. “You have the blood of millions of our people on your hands! Millions of them! You have the blood of millions of Martin’s people on your hands Lorendo! Millions! I cannot begin to imagine what other lives you have taken in your quest for power.”
“I was trying to make our people strong again!” Lorendo barked out. “So, so that one day we could return and take our empire back from the Scourge!”
Delnash shook his head. “The Pralor Empire died the day our homeworld fell. There is no taking back something that no longer exists, Lorendo. You helped see to that as well.”
“Lies!” Lorendo screamed. “Lies perpetrated by this animal!” Lorendo glared at Martin now.
Delnash held out his hand towards 27 once more and had another data pad placed in his palm. Delnash tossed it onto the table in front of him.
“I think not, Lorendo.” Delnash spoke. “Do you know what is on this pad, Lorendo?” He asked him as he tapped the pad on the table. “Avatar 27 was most ingenious in discovering how deeply you had buried your sins. Your complicity in ordering false information to be given to Seed Mission 51187! This resulted in the deaths of the entire complements of three city ships and the partial complements of the remaining two! Your actions kept Sumar from training new Praetorians and returning to our people. With them… with them we may have been able to fight the Second Scourge War and save our people. You took that chance away from us with your personal vendetta. Only by the grace of the spirits within the Rift of Time do his grandsons now stand here with us. I will not relay to you all of your sins, Lorendo, for you already know them and it would only make me angrier than I already am.”
“I demand a tribunal of our people!” Lorendo shouted.
Delnash shook his head again. “No. As Chief Elder of our people, I have labeled you a War Criminal, Lorendo. Just as Xaxon was a War Criminal. You no longer have any rights of any kind among our people.” Martin saw Lorendo’s eyes go wide at this information. “I wash my hands of your pathetic person and only have one piece of advice for you. Tell them everything you know, Lorendo. It will only make your death that much more painless.”
“Never!” Lorendo screamed. “I will tell you nothing! You can’t do this!”
Delnash shook his head as he stood back up. “It is already done.” He said firmly. He looked at Martin. “He is yours now.”
Martin smiled even wider now and his dual fangs extended to their full length. “I was really hoping you wouldn’t cooperate.” He spoke. “Red?”
Anja smiled and lifted her hand exposing the old fashion syringe. “I have been waiting a long time to use this.” She stated with a wicked grin as her own fangs extended and her eyes changed. “It’s been a lot of years since I used a syringe. I hope I don’t kill you when I stick you.”
“Stay away!” Lorendo screamed. “You can’t do this! Stay away you, you crazy bitch!”
Anja laughed at him. “You haven’t seen me crazy fatso! You’re getting off easy.” She spat.
Anja didn’t hesitate for an instant and she moved right up next to Lorendo’s chair and viciously grabbed a handful of his hair, yanking his head to the side. Lorendo could do nothing as Anja stabbed the needle into the meat of his thick neck and drove her thumb down on the plunger. She was not gentle when she pulled the syringe out and shoved his head away from her.
“Night, night, fat boy.” Anja growled.
Delnash saw Lorendo’s eyes glaze over almost instantly and he looked at Martin. “How long?” He asked.
Martin turned and looked at Re'lon. “Give us three hours.” He spoke.
Nayeca nodded her head. “That will be enough.”
Delnash nodded his head. “I would like to meet your children, Martin.” Delnash said. “The descendants of Sumar have become quite popular on Artaaya now.”
Martin nodded his head and took Anja’s hand. “Then if you will follow us.”
“King Martin?” Re'lon’s voice stopped him and Martin turned to look at him. “How far do Nayeca and I press?”
“Everything, Re'lon.” Martin said. “I want to know everything.”
Re'lon nodded his head. “It shall be done.”
PAKAR SIX
COMMAND CENTER

Lylor Kirek moved into the Command center from the private entrance and was at once swarmed by Rothan Luas who embraced him tightly while the others watched. None of them knew Lylor Kirek personally, only by his reputation. Rothan Luas on the other hand, he had fought beside him for centuries. Even before they came to Koltar Four. They watched as the man they all viewed as legend embraced Rothan like a brother.


Lylor was still trying to process all Aryera had told him. A thirty-minute-long hot shower and being able to shave his heavily bearded face had returned much of his former energy and his body was recovering quickly now from the effects of such a long cryo stasis. His heart was very heavy though as he recalled everything that Aryera had told him. He longed for his beloved wife and mate, for only her aura had ever been able to comfort him. He and Kelia had arrived on Koltar Four with their six remaining children, their three oldest children having been killed in the final years of the Zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils. In fulfilment of their solemn promise to Reva, Daniho and Ashten, he and Kelia had set about rebuilding their bloodline. The Mahanlo and Kirek bloodlines had never been shy about their love of children or having them. Kelia had given birth to six more of their children within a hundred years of arriving on Koltar Four. His Kelia’s scent was never more sweet to Lylor than when she was carrying his children. Their youngest, a bright blue-eyed daughter they had named Revia, after her staania. All six of their youngest children had taken mates before the Dremsa rie Saan, and like their older siblings, they had begun to have children quickly as well. While most of the marriages had been with the Nenay Pack, Revia, at the tender age of twenty-one, had accepted the courtship of a much older Alpha wolf from the Arhtai Pack. He was the youngest brother of Nyser Arhtai and had fought in the closing years of the war with the Iais'Kai. While Kelia and Lylor both had been very hesitant at first, their ultimate hope had been that this union would begin repairing the rift between their Packs. 
Ivore Arhtai was nearly six hundred thousand years Revia’s senior in age, but even Lylor had to admit that his devotion to their daughter had been absolute. 
At least that is what they had believed. 
Aryera could not tell him for certain, but Revia had not been heard from since the end of the Dremsa rie Saan and she was now listed as killed with all of the others of Mahanlo blood during that period. It had shaken him to his core to know that only three of their twelve children had survived. So many lives. So much blood. Grandchildren, Great Grandchildren, nieces and nephews, cousins, all gone now but for three. It had been so overwhelming that Lylor Kirek had broken down in the shower and done something he had never done before in his life. 
He had cried his eyes out.
Lylor saw Kesas as he embraced Rothan and he knew what he had to do. He released Rothan after a brief moment and moved over to where Kesas stood. Those he now knew as Caylt and Yasha, Kesas’ oldest children with his second wife, began to move forward to defend their father, but Lylor saw Aryera intercept them.

The Kirek Pack was second only to the Mahanlo Pack when it came to pureness of blood and physical size, and Lylor was no exception. His six foot three frame towered over Kesas’ leaner five foot eleven body. Lylor looked at him for a long moment, Kesas not even meeting his eyes.

“Kesas?” Lylor finally spoke.

“You have said your piece, Lylor Kirek.” Kesas hissed at him softly. “But you will not remove me from my sacred duty to the Mahanlo bloodline. You will have to kill me first.”

Lylor shook his head slowly. “Kesas… I’m…” Lylor saw Kesas turn to look at him. “I am sorry, Kesas.”

Kesas Pengot stared into those blue eyes for a long moment and in those eyes, he saw the same pain and agony that he himself knew so well. Pain and agony that only Acki had saved him from. Kesas knew Lylor Kirek to be a man of very few words, Kelia usually the one to speak for her husband and mate since they were anomes. He also knew that their love for each other was endless and to know that she was still among their vile enemies was nothing short of horrifying for Lylor. Kesas turned to face Lylor fully and he reached up and grabbed the side of Lylor’s head. “You… you acted out of pain and anger, Lylor Kirek. These are emotions that are intimately known to me, young wolf, and I cannot hold them against you.” Everyone was young in comparison to Kesas Pengot so Lylor didn’t flinch at his words. Kesas reached up and placed his other hand on the opposite side of Lylor’s head and he could see the tears forming in Lylor’s eyes. He shook his head quickly. “Shed no more tears, Lylor Kirek. Believe me when I tell you I have shed enough tears for all of us that remain. This is not the time for tears, however. We will see justice done, Lylor, and you will have your beloved Kelia back in your arms. I swear this to you on the lives of my children. Now you must be the man you were during the Zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils. Warrior and leader of your Pack.”

Lylor looked to the left and right as Caylt and Yasha moved up beside their father. His eyes went back to Kesas.


“My oldest with Acki. Caylt and Yasha.” Kesas said.

“My apologies to you both.” Lylor spoke softly. “I must…”

The insistent buzzing began from one of the nearby computer consoles and Caylt moved quickly to the station. His hands moved across the console and then he turned to his father with wide eyes.


“Father! Incoming transmission from unknown source!” Caylt barked out as he turned back to the console. “It is similar to the probe transmission in encryption and carrier wave but I cannot pinpoint the source!”

“And you will not be able to trace it unless I wish it.” The male voice erupted over the internal speakers within the room. 

This caused everyone in the room to look around quickly in disbelief. All but Kesas Pengot as he moved closer to his son. He knew that voice. A voice from a past that he had left behind so many thousands of years ago.


“Chiron?” Kesas gasped out causing all of them to look at him with wide eyes.

“Ah… Kesas Pengot.” The voice spoke again and this time all of them could detect an inflection of satisfaction from that voice. “It has been far too long, Kesas. Far too long.”

“Chiron where are… how are you able to penetrate our COM channels so easily?” Kesas asked as he moved up beside his son. 

“There are many questions that will be asked and answered.” Chiron responded. “Right now, however, are you within a secure location? And is Lylor Kirek with you. We know that you have woken him.”

Kesas looked at Lylor now, whose blue eyes were wide. “We are… we are in our secure 
Command Center. Yes, Lylor is here with us. So are Aryera Kirek, Rothan Luas and two of my children. Caylt and Yasha. Marda and Tiag Kirek are also present. Who is we, Chiron?”

Caylt shook his head and looked at his sister as she came up beside him. “I do not know how they have bypassed our Communication security protocols, arande. Not even the Arhtai Pack can do that.”

“Kesas Pengot, do you remember what King Daniho told you of the Pralor people?” Chiron asked him. “How they had advanced their Etheric abilities to a point far beyond what our own people had at that time?”

Kesas looked confused. “Chiron, what does that have to do with anything?” He asked. “Yes, I remember. I remember everything.”

“Then I suggest you prepare yourselves. They will use their blood to focus and connect.” Chiron said. There was a pause and then Chiron spoke again. “Martin. Androcles. Whenever you are ready.”

There was a brilliant flash of white light in the center of the room and they heard Lylor Kirek groan in slight pain and reach for his head, his eyes wide in disbelief. All of them stumbled back slightly as the burst of white light grew more intense and larger. Their eyes were also wide as Kesas reached for Lylor, grabbing his shoulders.


“Lylor, what…!?” Kesas stopped talking as it enveloped him as well and his eyes grew even wider. 

The white light was twisting and turning as it began to clear and all of them could see three figures begin to take shape in the image. Life sized images of three men. Lylor staggered against Kesas now, reaching for the nearby table with one hand as his mind was flooded with images of places and events he had never seen. He gripped the table tightly, his other hand holding Kesas as the same images flashed through his own mind. 

Lylor Kirek lifted his head as the images of the three men began to clear and focus. Lylor was Kelia’s beloved husband and her Anome, and because of her he carried Mahanlo blood within him now. And what Lylor Kirek felt reaching for him now, surrounding him, it was pure Mahanlo blood on a scale the likes of which he had not felt in millions of years. It was so raw and powerful and clear, and so very familiar. He watched as the images came into focus and then standing before all of them were the clear images of three men as if they were standing in the same room with them. Chiron, he recognized instantly, but the other two, they wore armor from head to toe and it hid most of their heads and faces except for thin slots for their eyes and a space for where their mouths were. It was armor that Lylor recognized almost instantly.
Lylor turned when he heard his sister gasp in disbelief. “Aryera?!”
“Fervon… Lylor… he wears… he wears the Arwa rie vada Revik!” Aryera exclaimed in utter incredulity. “The other one… he wears the Arwa rie vada Tarivu!”
“Iadour un jar son aur staanio for Dadrien rie vada Dir.” The larger one spoke now. (Given to us by my grandfather and Dadrien of the Mountain) They all watched as he turned his head slightly and spoke. “Keto.”
Martin and Andro both tilted their heads ever so slightly and they all watched as the armor surrounding their heads began to recede quickly, exposing their faces. It was Rothan Luas who summed up the feelings of everyone in the room as he dropped to his knees in an almost reverent manner.
“By all that we have ever held holy to our hearts!” He gasped out the words. 
Lylor cared not that his blue eyes were now flowing with tears and nor did Kesas Pengot. They had gripped each other tightly and Lylor felt his sister come up beside him, taking his arm in her hands and squeezing almost painfully. Before them stood almost exact duplicates of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo.
Chiron stepped forward to the side of Androcles and their eyes focused on him. “Kesas Pengot, Lylor Kirek, I give to you the descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas, the True King of our people, and his first-born son Androcles Mahanlo-Leonidas, First Herald of the Mard Revik.” 
They watched as both Martin and Andro allowed the change to come over them and dual fangs extended from their upper gums, exposing themselves as one set of yellow/gold eyes and one set of the most fascinating azure blue eyes any of them had ever seen, staring back at them. Aryera Kirek could no longer contain herself and she burst into tears now as well.
“Son vada carians!” Rothan exclaimed as they all saw the massive wings extend from the armor they wore. Glittering wings encased in what could only be Onkmeti Naami, just as the rest of them were.
Martin stepped closer to where Lylor, Kesas and Aryera stood together, holding one another, but his yellow/gold wolf eyes were focused entirely on Lylor Kirek. Those eyes burned with an intensity that none of them had seen since they had been beside Daniho Mahanlo. It was then that all of them saw the single tear rolling down Martin’s tanned cheek. Their eyes grew wide at this and then they saw Androcles’ azure blue eyes and the tears that were streaming from those magnificent orbs of color.
“Oh uncle, if only you knew how I have longed for this day.” Martin spoke softly though all of them could hear his words. “All of my life I have… I have felt you within me. All of you. I have felt the call of my blood and did not know what it truly was. Now I do, Tenne. Now I know everything.”
“Avoi.” All of them heard Androcles speak from just behind his father.
“We are coming, Tenne.” Martin said again. “We have secured our blood here on Jetania. All of them.”
Lylor’s eyes were wide now. “Doseb! Irani!” He gasped.
Martin nodded his head. “They are safe. As are their children and their grandchildren. Your blood, uncle. And the blood of my Tenna.” Martin told him. “You are no longer alone. None of you are. We have Sama and Roeza Arhtai in our custody and we are questioning them even as we speak.” Martin told them as his eyes fell on Aryera for the briefest of moments, seeing her smile at him broadly. He looked back to Lylor then. “We are coming, Tenne. And we will put our family back together. I swear this to you on the blood that flows within my veins.”
“How… how soon can you…” Lylor stammered the words, still unable to believe this was actually happening.
“Three days.” Martin told him confidently.
“Three days!” Kesas gasped. “Jetania is… it took Doseb’s ship nearly six months to reach Ventori from here, even with Onab technology. Jetania is even further away.”
Martin nodded his head with a smile as he reached up and wiped away the tear from his cheek. “Let’s just say that we have discovered quite a bit in this last year. Three days. Right now, however, right now Androcles and I have to ask you some questions, Tenne. And you, Kesas Pengot.”
Kesas looked surprised. “Me, Milord?” He asked.
Martin tilted his head once more and looked at Kesas. “My son and I have a sense of what has happened Kesas Pengot given what we have learned from that upaee Sama and her daughter.” Martin said. “I don’t want all of the answers that I have questions to right now, that can wait until we are there among all of you. You… you swore yourself to my grandfather and the Mahanlo bloodline all those many years ago, Kesas Pengot. You did not need to do this, but you did. If what I believe has happened has indeed taken place, then my bloodline survives because of you and the actions of those of the Kirek Pack who still remain. I intend to make things right Uncle. Androcles and I need… we need to know what we will be facing so that we can plan accordingly.” They watched Martin step closer to Lylor in the Etheric transmission.
“Cerath coi bacj niob Tenne. Vada daanth rie toniru coi vinn’ jar.” Martin spoke the words, seeing Lylor’s eyes grow wide. The tenor of his words was something that sent a chill down the spines of everyone in the room with them. (Cerath is gone now Uncle. The Time of Reckoning is upon us) 

