CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO
ANLAR PRIME
NENAY PACK COMPOUND


Ranol Nenay was nearing five million years old, yet his outward appearance, as with most Lycavorians, did not show his true age. His dark hair had only a few spots of gray in it, but his full beard and mustache, while somewhat unkempt, was now almost completely gray in color. Gara kept telling him it made him look distinguished and proud. His six foot three frame was still powerful and lean, though he had put on a few pounds in the last ten years or so, which did not seem to bother Gara in the least since their passion in their bed was as intense as ever. 
Ranol Nenay had assumed leadership of his Pack when his father and older brother had fallen against the Iais'Kai in the last thousand years of the war. He remembered vividly his father’s last words to him… and this had shaped Ranol Nenay’s life ever since. 


“It falls now to you, Ranol my son. Honor our Pack, our people and our True King. Mahanlo blood has led us from the abyss and with my dying breath, I can see the light ahead for us. Stay strong and follow the path our King lays for us. I will see you in Vada Wayn aur keto. Stay strong for our Pack and our people. Never lose faith, for Mahanlo blood will never fail us as a people.” 

Ranol Nenay had honored his father’s words after that day. All but one time, and that time had almost destroyed his Pack. He had let his instincts as a father overrule all else, even the vow to his own father, and that had led to the most horrific time of his Pack since Vada zin Sarakoa Vyen Ils.


Vada Dremsa rie Saan. 
The Night of Blood.

Ranol Nenay shook his head quickly, shaking those thoughts from his mind as he walked down the corridor holding the data pad in his hand. With his beloved Gara by his side, Ranol had snatched the honor of the Nenay Pack back from the dark abyss before all was lost and he reaffirmed his oath to his father’s last request. This had caused Yelma Arhtai to banish his Pack here to Anlar Prime, but it had allowed them to keep their faith and their honor. They had built three great cities here on Anlar Prime and more smaller settlements across the surface of the planet than he could remember. Yelma Arhtai kept most of the Onab technology that they were supposed to destroy, but this suited Ranol just fine. He did not want something that was cursed with the blood of thousands. His Pack were not fools, and what they had built here they had built by sweat, blood, tears hard work just as their King Daniho Mahanlo had taught them so long ago. 
Yelma Arhtai thought she was smarter than everyone else, but she did not know of the bond that the Nenay Pack now had with the Kirek Pack, or the spies within her own Pack that had sworn allegiance to Ranol at great danger to themselves. Yelma Arhtai was still holding several of the Mahanlo bloodline and his children prisoner, having killed Kelia Mahanlo long ago, but she was stupidly unaware that Kesas Pengot had given him the means to hide and protect four members of the Mahanlo bloodline that still lived here on Anlar Prime. Three of Kelia and Lylor’s great granddaughters and one great grandson were mated to members of the Nenay Pack and had been for many hundreds of years now. Each of them were living full lives with children of their own, but they all held the wish that one day they would be able to free their staanio. They stayed in very close contact with Ranol and Gara through Ranol’s own son Radend, who was mated to Taraina Mahanlo and devoted to her as deeply as Ranol was to his Gara. Their physical features had been surgically altered, just like Doseb and Irani Mahanlo and Kesas had given him the means to hide their true bloodline using something given to him by the Onab long ago. Ranol and Gara knew of Doseb and Irani but had been unable to aid Kesas in that plan because of their close proximity to Koltar Four and the many spies that Yelma Arhtai had among the Nenay Pack. He did not know what had come of that mission, but the less he knew, the less he could give to Yelma Arhtai if she ever came for him or his Pack. 
Ranol Nenay was no fool, and he knew that she would come for them one day.

Ranol spoke with Aryera Kirek several times a year to exchange information that they had gathered and to give whatever aid that they could in order to ensure the Kirek Pack was able to survive and grow even on Pakar Six. They had also established a very secret and very effective underground network with the Kirek Pack through the years that Yelma Arhtai and her ronnus mate Nyser would never discover. 
He had failed his King’s bloodline once, but Ranol Nenay would ensure he never did so again. And he would die in order to preserve the Mahanlo bloodline, as sacred as it had become to him and his own Pack since the Vada Dremsa rie Saan.

Ranol turned as his oldest son Taion moved up beside his father as he walked along the upper level of the Nenay Compound. The courtyard below was already beginning to fill with the sounds of his grandchildren and great grandchildren as they began to gather with children of other Pack members for their day’s schooling. The main Nenay Compound was where all of the children in the city of Oldiny came for their classes until they were sixteen years of age. It was something that Gara insisted upon. Oldiny was their main city, and the largest in size, and the compound was full nearly every day with the voices and laughter of children. Gara Nenay ran nearly fifty classrooms within the main compound that taught their children the true history of their people well as the fine arts. Gara Nenay did not propagate the many lies that Yelma Arhtai preached from her lavish home on Koltar Four and most of the News channels from Koltar Four were now banned on Anlar Prime. Ranol did not keep his people from watching them, instead he allowed them to be broadcast so that his Pack could see the differences. It took only two hundred years before those News channels were publicly banned by referendum of the people. They were still watched of course, but no one believed the information coming from them anymore. The Nenay Main Family Compound was also the most heavily fortified and defended position in the city, and this is where the young and old would come were they ever to be attacked.

Taion Nenay was nearing three and a half million years of age, but he looked no more than fifty. He was almost an exact duplicate of his father in size and build, his green eyes bright and alert. Taion was his third oldest son, and the one Ranol relied upon most of all now. His two older sons had betrayed their Pack when they chose to side with the Arhtai Pack, and now they were no longer spoken of by name by anyone within their Pack. Taion and his wife and mate had thirteen beautiful children and Saymora remained at home caring for their fourteenth child. Tamore Nenay had joined them two months too early after a fall Saymora had suffered. He was still sickly even after two months, but Taion and Saymora were as devoted to him as they were to any of their children and they would see him grow proud and strong no matter what they had to do.  
“Keto…” Ranol spoke. “You look puzzled.”
Taion looked at his father as they fell in beside one another. “I was reviewing the reports last night father. The activities and sensor logs from the Arhtai Command Monitoring Station in the North.” Taion spoke. “I came… I came across something that I found very odd.”

Ranol met his eyes. There were many among the Arhtai Pack who had not agreed with Yelma Arhtai’s actions during the Night of Blood or the years after during the Purge. Ranol knew many of the Arhtai Pack were still loyal to the Mahanlo bloodline in every way and held them in great reverence. They were scattered all over the planet, some of them in positions of great responsibility. They held to their beliefs even while acting differently among those they knew they could not trust. To even mention the Mahanlo bloodline now was cause for instant arrest and interrogation. Many that had been taken through the centuries were never heard from again. Yelma and Nyser Arhtai held power close to themselves, their immediate family and those loyal to them. Only the most senior Alphas among the Arhtai Pack were afforded any kind of real power and influence while the rest were looked down upon even if they were Arhtai Pack blood.

“What is that?”

Taion held out the data pad to his father. “The Northern Command station is the one tasked with monitoring the stasis pods of Lylor Kirek and his children with him. Those on Pakar Six.”

Ranol nodded his head. “Yes.”

“All activity is normal, except for this.” Taion pointed to the single power reading on the small screen that was slightly different that the others.

“What is this?” Ranol asked now as his heart began to beat a little faster.

“A interruption of the secondary power coupling to Lylor Kirek’s stasis pod for sixth tenths of a second, roughly thirty-six hours ago.” Taion told him. “Everything else is showing normal, and his is the only pod that was affected by this fluctuation.”

Ranol looked at his son. “I’m not following Taion? Why is this significant?”

“Look at the power stream father.” Taion told him.
Ranol looked at the pad once more and adjusted the screen. His eyes narrowed slightly as he saw the very subtle differences in the power flow after the interruption. He looked at his son. “The power variances differ by point three.” He said.

Taion nodded his head. “Every since they placed him in stasis, the power variances have never changed on the Main or Secondary Power streams. Not once. Until now.”

“What are you suggesting?” Ranol asked him. “What could cause this?”

Taion shook his head. “Nothing normal father. I checked with sister this morning, before bringing this to you. You know the Onab designed each of the stasis pods to act independently and to switch to the Secondary Power core if the main ever failed, especially while we were in transient from Cerath?”

Ranol nodded his head. “Yes… ok.”

“The power variance of the Secondary Core was never meant to change or fluctuate. It had to remain constant in order to activate should the Main Core ever cease.” Taion told him.
Ranol looked back to the pad. His daughter Liita was perhaps the most knowledgeable and experienced engineer within the Nenay Pack. She was brilliant to be honest, and one of only a handful that could actually labor on the Onab technology and keep it working even after so long. Yelma Arhtai needed her assistance in this and it was another reason why she did not move against the Nenay Pack, though the time was coming when they would no longer need Liita’s help as more and more of the Arhtai Pack became efficient in maintaining the old Onab technology. 

“What exactly are you saying keto?” Ranol asked.

“Someone bypassed the main power core of Lylor Kirek’s stasis pod.” Taion told him. “They bypassed it in such a way as to make it so the main power core is no longer the one controlling the pod’s operation, but it still appears to be, to anyone monitoring the controls.”

Ranol looked at him. “And why do this?” He asked.

Taion took the pad from his father. “Liita and I agree that the only reason for doing this is if you intended to open the stasis pod without anyone who was monitoring it knowing it had occured. At least until a full systems check was done.” He answered. “Father… Kesas Pengot or someone of the Kirek Pack has woken Lylor Kirek.”

Ranol Nenay’s heart began to race out of control now but he stayed outwardly calm and stoic. “You and Liita are certain?” Ranol asked him.

Taion nodded his head. “She conferred with her personal engineering team father. All of them agreed.

“How long… how long before this is detected by Yelma Arhtai’s people Taion?” Ranol asked.
“A full systems check is the only way to determine this.” Taion spoke. “They only do full systems checks on Onab equipment every three months as you know. The Iaaldo engineers are limited and they refuse to train more and there is nothing Yelma Arhtai can do about that. Their next check is in four days.”

“And our next contact with Aryera Kirek?” Ranol asked him though he already knew the answer.

“Not for another three months and twelve days.” Taion replied.

Ranol shook his head. “Kesas Pengot would not risk this Taion! He would not risk those of Mahanlo blood that Yelma Arhtai stills holds! Or your siblings! He swore this to me!” Ranol said. “He knows that upaee would not hesitate to kill them if she discovered that he had woken Lylor or any of his children!”

“There is something else father.” Taion spoke. “The Blood Detectors she seeded on Pakar Six are the same ones she seeded all over Anlar Prime. Even we do not know where all of them are. None of them have gone into alarm mode.”

“They found a way to disrupt the Blood Detectors!” Ranol gasped.

Taion nodded his head. “We don’t know how or for how long, but it appears that way. Lylor Kirek was Lady Kelia’s mate and Anome. He would carry her blood within him because of this and outside of King Daniho, Lord Ashten and Lady Reva, there is no other blood as pure as Lylor Kirek. If the Blood Detectors have not gone off, then they have found a way to defeat them. At least temporarily.”
Ranol looked at his son his eyes wide. “Gather your mother and meet me in the Secure Communications Bunker Taion.” He spoke. “Kesas Pengot would not risk this unless something is happening! He has never broken a promise to anyone about anything. He swore to me he would do nothing without informing me first. Something has happened that causes him to do this and we must find out what it is.”

“You intend to contact her using the emergency frequency?” Taion asked.

Ranol nodded his head. “We have no choice now.” He spoke. “Quickly now! Retrieve your mother and meet me at the bunker!”

PAKAR SIX
COMMAND CENTER


“…Cannot wake Pauin, Lient or Amori.” Kesas spoke as they all sat in the Command Center once more.

When the transmission with Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas and his oldest son had ended, all of them needed time to compose themselves. The Etheric connection, as they now knew it to be called, this alone had taken its toll on all of them in its near four-hour length. Martin had told them the throbbing in their heads would subside quickly, but the connection with him and his son Androcles would still be active in the background now. It would also stimulate the Etheric abilities that they all naturally had to the point that all of them would begin to be able to talk freely with their minds on a much higher level than they ever had before. A level that would enable them to not worry about any Arhtai spies hearing their words. What had shaken them more than anything was Martin and his son. Even Kesas and Lylor, who were closest to the twin brothers on Cerath, even they could not believe how close in looks and mannerisms Martin and his son were to Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo.

The table was now packed with trays of food and drink that they had all taken part of since the Etheric connection drained energy from them that only food could replace. It would not be like this always, Martin had told them, but initially they would need to eat to keep their strength up.


“Why?” Lylor asked looked at Kesas now.


“We built only one Bypass Coupling fervon.” Aryera answered him. “Any more and the Arhtai sraaps who monitor their equipment would detect it right away. One of you we could hide for a time, all of you we could not. And the Mahanlo proteins from the blood of all four of you being awakened at the same time we would not have been able to hide at all. We used the last of the Onab Blood Masking Protein on those that Ranol, Gara and the Nenay Pack guard and protect.”


“Who?” Lylor asked.


“Taraina is the oldest. She is the wife and mate to Ranol’s own son Radend.” Aryera told him. “Shyira, and Aquei are the next oldest and then there is Kabis.”

Lylor looked at his sister. “They are all the children of Saui Kirek and our daughter Neca.” He said softly. “Neca had… Neca and Saui had nineteen children! Taraina was their middle child! They had eight grandchildren! Are you saying… none of them…?”

Kesas shook his head slowly now. “No, my friend. They were… they were among the first to fall.”


“Pauin’s wife and mate? Their children?” Lylor pressed. “Amori and her mate had seven children Kesas! Lient and his wife nine children and…” Lylor stopped and took a deep breath as Aryera reached out and took his hand. He squeezed her slim fingers, holding back the rage that threatened to overwhelm him whenever he thought about his and Kelia’s children and grandchildren not being among them. Their great grandchildren. So many that…


“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.”


Martin’s voice echoed softly in his head almost like a whisper and Lylor drew strength from this. The blood that flowed within his veins. The blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. Lylor knew that the brothers had adored their younger sister almost to the point of perverse devotion and if their blood flowed within Martin, within his own children, then Lylor knew they would have justice for all that had been lost.


Lylor finally turned to his sister. “They are safe?” He asked.


Aryera nodded her head. “They escaped to Anlar Prime with us but chose to remain when Yelma exiled the Kirek Pack here for they had all taken mates.”


“And the Nenay Pack protects them?” Lylor asked.


Kesas leaned forward in his chair now. “Ranol and Gara have shielded them for millennia Lylor.” He said quickly. “They have suffered as well… perhaps not as much as…”


Lylor held up his hand and shook his head just as quickly. “I trust in your word old friend. How could I not?” He said quickly. “And I cannot find fault with Ranol and Gara for being duped by Yelma Arhtai. She did it to all of us, even Kelia and I. And they have protected our blood all of this time.”


“I speak with them several times a year fervon.” Aryera told him. “They are happy and have many children between them. Yours and Kelia’s blood is not gone fervon, it is just… it is scattered.”

“No others?” Lylor asked softly.


Kesas shook his head now as he lowered his eyes to the table. “None that we know of.” He answered softly. “Without the Blood Masking Protein, they would not have been able to survive this long.”


Lylor felt the pulling of his heart and the sorrow and rage that wanted to crush his spirit but he felt Aryera reach out to grasp his arm once more and squeeze tightly. Then he felt Marda and his nephew Tiag do the same thing to him and he took a deep breath and nodded his head.


“You know what they will do when they arrive here don’t you?” Rothan spoke now. “I could almost… I could see it in their eyes.”


Kesas nodded his head as he sat back in his chair once more. “As did I Rothan. As did I. They are the combined blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo.” He said softly. “There is no purer blood among our kind anywhere in the universe except for Kelia.”

“The eyes of… their eyes frightened me.” Marda spoke as she settled in the chair beside her Uncle. “So, bright and focused. As if they have seen and experienced even more than you Lord Kesas. Una tor brey ulyees jehar Vada Wayn.” (It was like looking into The Beyond)


“They carry within them the wisdom and experiences of countless lifetimes because of their Lycavorian blood and now this Pralor blood in their veins.” Kesas said softly. Kesas shook his head slowly. “I have believed in the prophecy for so long, but this, I never expected this.”


“Eighteen children with six different Queens.” Rothan spoke shaking his head. “All of them with the blood of Daniho and Ashten within them. And his oldest son has six wives and mates and soon his Anome, this female Alpha Sadi of the Domara Pack, she will give birth to the reunification of our people. It is almost… it is almost too much to have hoped for and yet…”


“It is upon us.” Aryera said softly. She looked at Kesas. “Have you ever heard of one of our kind being born like he… like Androcles told us Kesas. Fully aware of everything around him even before he left his mother’s womb?”


Kesas shook his head. “Never in all my years. Perhaps it has something to do with this Pralor bloodline that is within them, it is the only thing I can think of.”


“Being bound to the Darastrixi as they say that they are is almost too much to believe as well.” Rothan spoke again. 


“Daniho was the only one of our people to ever be so close to them.” Kesas spoke. “It was almost as if he and Dadrien knew what each other was thinking.”


“The power that they could wield is…” Aryera spoke softly.


“It is immeasurable.” Kesas finished her statement.


“Henes mien vada arwa rie vada Mard Revik for jen Tarivuos.” Aryera spoke. “No one who is not of pure Mahanlo blood and descended from Daniho himself could ever wear this armor. We all know that. That is all the proof I need.” (They wear the armor of the true king and his heralds.) 

“Avoi.” Rothan whispered as he nodded his head.

“They are also not telling us everything.” Lylor spoke softly looking up at Kesas.


Aryera looked at her brother. “Fervon? What do you mean?”


“Henes intus nysilis draem bara.” Lylor spoke. “Protecting something that is far more precious to them than anything else.” (They were holding something back)


Kesas Pengot nodded his head in agreement, inwardly thrilled that Lylor Kirek had lost none of the intuition that made him such an inspired leader. “Indeed, they were Lylor.” He agreed.


“A threat?” Rothan ventured. “Do they consider us a threat?”


Lylor shook his head quickly and straightened up in his chair. “No, never. In this… in this Etheric connection that we shared with them, I could feel the… I could feel the happiness and joy within them. I could feel the power of Daniho’s blood within them. Of Ashten’s blood. It was like their… it was like their very anos were crying out in bliss. Even then, they were holding something back though. Protecting something that their blood, something that their blood demanded of them. It was there… I could almost feel it within me… familiar somehow, but then it was gone. Their resonance blocked everything.”


“I felt it too.” Kesas spoke softly looking at Lylor. “It was like a seamless wall of utter blackness came down and it was gone.” 

Lylor nodded his head in agreement. “I will have my beloved Kelia back within my arms soon.” He spoke. “And we will have justice for what the Arhtai Pack has done. I have… I have waited for almost two million years. I can wait a few days more until those descended from her brothers come for her. And they will come, just as they have said. I could feel that within them as well. And the…”


“The rage.” Kesas said. “Rage at what they believe has taken place. Did you notice that neither of them asked how many…?”


“Neither of them asked how many had fallen.” Aryera spoke now. 


Kesas nodded his head. “They… they fear the answer.” He said softly. “Lylor is correct. They are protecting something, but I could also, I could also sense something else. A sense of Pack and love for our people that I have not felt since the days that I stood beside Daniho and Ashten themselves. It is… it is empowering.” He reached out and tapped one of the data pads that rested on the table. “While we gathered our wits after this Etheric connection that they established with us, I had Caylt and Yasha go over some of the information that Chiron sent to us while we talked with them.” Kesas turned to his son who had sat by his sister and so far, had kept silent. “Caylt?”

Caylt shifted in his chair and reached for the pad that his father was touching and picked it up. “Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas is the King of what they call the United Lycavorian Union.” Caylt spoke. “At last count for them, they had 900 different species, and over thirty-two trillion citizens, of which at least a full quarter are our people. Lycavorians. They are the descendants of the packs that left Cerath with King Daniho and Lord Ashten.”


“Carians.” Aryera gasped. “So many.”

“This United Lycavorian Union is vast and he leads what Chiron calls Spartans.” Caylt continued.


“Spartans?” Rothan asked now.


Caylt nodded his head quickly, obviously very excited about what he was speaking about. “They are named for a group of ancient warriors that the King’s father led while he lived some four thousand years ago. They are fierce, powerful warriors and they are feared for their skill and abilities. Chiron’s data said we would be getting much more detailed information once they arrived, but what he sent, while short on details, is astonishing to say the least.” Caylt spoke. “These Spartans, their training is severe and brutal, their ground forces are massive, as are their fleets of ships. Many of the species within their Union are involved in the military in some way, but only half a dozen or so species do the actual fighting when called upon, though all of them will defend what they have built if pressed to that point. Their logistic and support apparatus is unlike anything Chiron has ever seen before. It is more than triple what our people had at our height on Cerath.”


“Sibfla!” Rothan gasped now.


Caylt smiled at this comment. “That is what I said as well, sir.” He commented. “These Spartans… according to Chiron, there are several different kinds of warriors among them, but most of those with the King now are what they call Durcunusaan.”



Lylor looked at him. “Wolves of the Blood.” He spoke.


Caylt nodded his head. “Not all of them are pure Lycavorians, there appear to be many who are only half Lycavorian, and even other species entirely, but each of them are trained and mentally prepared to eliminate at least twenty of the enemy before they fall. They are also fanatically loyal to the King and his family. Since discovering what they have in the last year, Chiron says they have begun using the name Mahanlo-Leonidas. Leonidas was the name of the King’s father and he is revered among their people much like King Daniho and Lord Ashten. Their people do not yet know all that they have discovered since leaving their homes, but they will soon. Their government is a Republic of sorts. He is the King but they have a Senate and civilian control of most aspects of their society.”


“Most?” Aryera asked.


Caylt nodded his head. “The King commands the military and while they are technically under the control of this Union Senate, they will not act without his word or order. The United Lycavorian Union is very wealthy and has active trading corridors with dozens of other species within the Alpha Quadrant where they are found. They have many allies that are not officially part of this Union, but they also have enemies. None of whom are able to face them in force and win.”


“Truly?” Rothan asked.


“I did not dig too deeply into what details Chiron sent because of time, but according to what I did read, they have had many conflicts in their history. Large and small. None of which they started.”


“But?” Rothan pressed him.


Caylt met his eyes. “They have lost battles, but they have never lost a war. Ever.” He said with an almost perverse glee in his voice that everyone detected. “The King’s oldest son, the one with him in the connection, Androcles, he is considered an almost exact duplicate of his father in every way. It was he who ended their longest war, some fourteen thousand years long given the information in Chiron’s report. He ended it in a single day, before coming out here to join with his father.”


“A day!?” Rothan gasped. “How do you end a war of that length in a day?!”


Caylt shook his head. “I do not know.”


It was Lylor who chuckled softly. “I smell the blood of Daniho.” He said.


“No doubt this is all information that Martin told Chiron to give to us while they spoke to us.” Kesas said. “He wants us to know who is coming here. He wants us to know who is he.”


“He is the staaniketo of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo!” Lylor spoke firmly. “I do not care how many generations separate us! He is the blood of our one true King; the King chosen by all of our people! He is my beloved Kelia’s blood! The blood of her beloved brothers! He is the blood of Reva Mahanlo! Matriarch to us all!” Lylor spoke forcefully, his words filled with emotion. “That is all I need to know! They were the hope and saviors of our people once before. And they will be again. The Kirek Pack has always been beside them, and that is where we will be again!”

Aryera reached out and squeezed her brother’s hand tightly. “Avoi.” She spoke.


“For sy una rayd tur.” Rothan agreed nodding his head. (And so it shall be.)


“Niob for innyne.” Kesas spoke with a nod. (Now and always)


Caylt’s head turned when the COM panel in the center began to chirp loudly and he rose to go over to the large console. He adjusted the controls and his eyes grew wider. He turned quickly to look at his father.


“Father! It is the Nenay Pack Emergency channel!” Caylt hissed.


Kesas looked at Lylor who nodded his head. “Vada Daanth rie Toniru coi vinn’ jar.” He said. “It is time our allies knew what we know.” (The time of reckoning is upon us)
JETANIA

WARIM BASE LANDING PLATFORM

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas stood stoically, his hands clasped behind his back as he stared out at the horizon. He was getting use to the added name of his bloodline now, and it made him feel confident and powerful. His Queens had already begun to refer to themselves in this way as had his children and nearly all of the Durcunusaan now on the surface of Jetania. Martin had no doubts that this knowledge would spread quickly within the fleet and then beyond. 

The dawn was just beginning to light the sky in the distance, but Martin could see the tops of the towering timber and the cloud covered mountain tops with his wolf eyes. Vada Arwa rie vada Mard Revik was fully deployed on his body except for his head and it reflected the soft light on the dimly lit platform eerily. Martin didn’t turn his head or even blink when he smelled them approach from behind him and Androcles and Danny moved up on either side of him as Torma and Elynth landed gently to the left of him where Dorian, Laren, Ryner and Ladur were already waiting. Miath quickly followed suit, landing beside Torma.
“You sure you don’t want to take a detachment Marty?” Danny asked him.

Martin shook his head. “Three keys to unlock the fourth.” Martin said softly. “That is what is written on the wall of the Temple on Lorenu fervon. I’m guessing that it applies to this Temple. I guess we’ll find out.”

“And if it doesn’t?” Danny asked.

Martin shrugged his shoulders. “Then we’ll figure something else out.”

“There is also the dampening field.” Androcles said.

“Dampening field?” Danny questioned.

Martin nodded his head. “According to Nilantha, there is some sort of power dampening field around the top of this mountain that will cause any ship that comes close to lose all its systems. Only her transport had the proper frequency to enter and I don’t want to waste time going to her ship and getting it. It’s unlike anything that Chiron, Armen or Avi have ever seen but Chiron said it is based on Onab technology.”

“He knew about it?” Danny asked.

Andro nodded now. “And the location of the other Temples as well. He just never knew about the security measures put in place by the Onab, staanio Sumar and Dadrien.” 

Danny shook his head. “Man… trying to figure those two out sounds a lot like trying to figure you out fervon.” He spoke. “You just don’t think normal.”

Martin grinned at this and nodded his head. “Lucky me.” He said. “Nilantha is also the only one who can open the outer door to this temple according to what Sumar and Dadrien told her. Apparently, that is how the Onab, Dadrien and staanio Sumar set it up. Whatever was in that temple is now on her ship. We can handle the altitude and weather that kept any interested parties away all of these years.” 
“I wish the Onab were still with us.” Andro spoke now. “We could learn so much from them.”

Martin nodded his head. “That we could.” He said softly. “Staanio Daniho and Staanio Ashten obviously trusted them a lot more than we have been led to believe based on what Kesas told us. They gave him and only him the means to safeguard our bloodline. Not even Tenne Lylor or Tenna Kelia knew of this.”

Danny was the only one Martin had told of his and Andro’s conversation with Kesas Pengot, Lylor Kirek and the others. He was glad that none of his Queens had questioned him about it because he would not have been able to lie to them. They knew he would tell them when he was ready, as did Lu'ria and Carisia, so they did not question Androcles about it.
“How long do you think this will take?” Danny asked.

“I don’t know fervon.” Martin answered him. “I know there is something up there. I can feel it within me. All of us can.”

“Jainn.” Andro echoed his father.

Danny nodded his head without question. He knew that Martin and his mandri could feel and see things that others could not hope to experience. “Armen says the conversions will be done later today on the ARIZONA and they will start on the PREMONITION as soon as Sadi and Ne'Veha get back tonight. We should be ready to roll in two days, tops.” Danny told him. “Sa'sur will follow one day later with a hundred ships.”
Martin nodded his head. “I want one thousand volunteers with us Danny.” Martin told him. “All with at least ten years of service and all with combat experience. And Josie Miller’s Brigade of the 82nd. They have been in the shit with us more than the others and they work well with us. Have Sa'sur plot the most expedient course for her to Pakar Six. Go right through Kintaur Space too. I don’t give a fuck about those no nut bullies. If they try to stop or harass her, have Sa'sur blow their ugly asses out of the stars and keep going.”

Danny grinned. “She’ll like that. I don’t think she cares for them very much after they scratched the SCIMITAR’s paint job.”

“No bet there.” Andro said with a similar smile.

“Have the rest of the Durcunusaan RD deploy with her. We’ll leave the rest of the 82nd here on Jetania for now with the ships that Miranda is leaving behind.” Martin said.
“We’ll be thin fervon out there.” Danny said.

Martin nodded his head. “For what I intend, it will be enough.” He answered. “I’m not going to jerk around with these fools. I’m going to get my Aunt back fervon. I’m putting my family back together, our family. And I’m going to make sure they are safe before I do anything else. What we are taking will be enough for a surgical mission to do this.”

“Avoi.” Andro said softly.

“That is the primary mission. I’ll deal with these Arhtai scum and what they have done after we take care of the Svorag. That is the priority.” Martin continued.

Danny put his hand on Martin’s shoulder. “Just keep that in your head fervon.” He said softly. “I can sense what both of you want to do. And when you tell Dorian and Laren, they will want to do the same thing. I already do. All of us will. If we do this, we do it right.”

Martin nodded. “For evell gur.” Martin said. (And we will)
Danny nodded his head. “Then I won’t speak anymore about it.” He said. “I’ll contact Vistr and have him cut loose the full 1st and 9th CSAFG. With my 2nd CSAFG we’ll be good.” He said referring to Martin and Andro’s primary commands. “They won’t get here in time to help against the Svorag, but they can help us put a hurting on these Arhtai pukes.”
Martin nodded his head. “Good enough.”

“What about Osrod father?” Andro asked.

Martin shook his head. “We don’t need to do anything there. He will do it himself.” He answered. “I think he might surprise us all, but Garget and Lasun will be keeping an eye on him just in case.”

“You know that Retta and Calyb will… they will not want to leave.” Androcles told his father.

Martin nodded his head. “I know. I’m going to have to sell your mother on that, but I will not take them away from what they have found or force Lazar, Taris or Anoria to leave the only home they have ever known.”

“What if they want to?” Danny asked.

Martin shrugged his broad shoulders. “That’s different, but we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

Danny nodded his head in approval. “Red is with Reva’s chamber?” Danny asked.

Martin nodded his head. “Miath will carry Nilantha. Dynina, Jezima and my mother will be with Anja and Eliani when it happens so that staania has the support of those who love her. She will need it when we tell her what has happened. Deni and Deion will be there as well.” He replied. “Dasha is going to be with Meral, Aricia and Dysea helping to spread out the supplies we are sending down and everyone else is going to be giving crash courses on the crates of Pralor weapons that we are leaving with Garget, Lasun and the Mountain Packs.” Martin looked at the only man he had ever called brother. “Touch base with Vengal, Danny. I want as many Hippeis Selda as he can gather and deploy. If they are within a reasonable amount of time from graduating I want them here. We got too many enemies out here right now, and I’m not taking any chances. And have Armetus send me a couple of his best. Anton, Cihera and Las’elh will be too busy with Fedor and Eirene.”
“Done.” Danny spoke.

They all turned as Sarlana and Nilantha came out of the interior of the base and began making their way across the tarmac. Danny squeezed Martin’s arm and pounded Andro on the shoulder. “I’ll get to work. Take pictures.” He said with his trademark smile as he turned and moved off.

Dorian and Laren moved up to where they stood as Sarlana and Nilantha came up to them.

Nilantha bowed her head to Martin. “My King.” She spoke.

Martin looked at her surprised. “Nilantha, I am not your King.” He told her. “You are Darastrixi.”

Nilantha shook her head. “The moment Dadrien of the Mountain and Lord Sumar gave me this mission, I became one of your people. Darastrixi I may be, but I have been among your people for longer than I have been among my own. I may not have Lycavorian blood within me, but I am Lycavorian in my nature now.”

Martin nodded his head. “Then you should know that those I consider family do not refer to me by anything but my name.” He told her seeing her eyes go wide.

Sarlana chuckled softly. “I did try to tell her.” She spoke. “Like all young ones, she did not listen to me.”

Dorian chortled in the twilight sky. “Doraanar, you are not much older than Nilantha.” He said.
“Watch yourself young Dahakoan.” Sarlana retorted back to him. “I have already been given permission by your mothers to turn you over my knee if I feel the need arises. And I will do just that.”

 Laren laughed at the look on Dorian’s face and she leaned into him gently. Laren had become very close with Sheva and Onera over the last weeks and by virtue of that, Dorian as well. They were rarely apart now.
Martin looked at Nilantha with a smile of his own. “Are you up for this trip?” He asked her.

Nilantha nodded her head quickly. “Anja has said my injuries are fully healed. It will be a few more days until I regain my full health because of the amount of blood I lost, but I am fit enough for this.”

Martin looked at Sarlana. “Doraanar?” He asked.

Sarlana nodded her head. “This is something the five of you must do together.” She said. “I will remain here. Aviel, Nahko, General Dytin and a hundred of his Sand Striders will be aiding those who are handing out weapons and other equipment to your people here. The interaction will prove to be invaluable for all of us. I have… I have developed something of a friendship with Aricia’s mother Dasha and your mother. Your Tenna Meral as well. I will be with them.” 

Martin nodded his head. “Then we should get this ball rolling.” Martin spoke.
Sarlana stepped closer to him, looking up into his eyes as he towered over her and she placed her hand on his arm. “I can sense the emotions within you Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas.” She told him softly. “And within Androcles. Do not turn away from who you both are for vengeance. Channel your emotions. Hold them in and let them guide your actions for good.”

Martin glanced at Andro and then back to her. “We will.” He told her softly.

Sarlana nodded. “Good. Take care of Nilantha please. She is almost as reckless as the rest of you and that is not normally a trait I associate with our species.”

Martin smiled at her as Nilantha looked at her with wide eyes. “We will.”

Sarlana nodded her head. “Then I will leave you to do what you must.”

Sarlana turned and began to walk back towards the doorway into the base as Miath moved up behind him. 

Martin looked at all of them. “Shall we?” He spoke as Torma moved closer.

Miath moved his huge bulk right up to Nilantha. “It will be an honor to carry you on this journey Nilantha.” He spoke to her in his gravelly voice.

Nilantha reached out and stroked the scales on his muzzle. “For me as well.” She said with an excited smile.

Martin climbed into the saddle on Torma’s back as did Andro, Dorian and Laren on Elynth, Ryner and Ladur. He waited until Nilantha had settled on Miath’s back and the Dragon Armor leg bracers had secured her in the saddle.

“Torma, go!” Martin barked and an instant later all of them had taken to the early morning skies.

JETANIA

DIR RIE HAL FOR SAAR

MOUNTAIN OF STONE AND LIGHT

ALTITUDE: 42,679 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL


It was the highest point anywhere on the surface of Jetania but only Nilantha had ever been here.


The Onab dampening field which Chiron had detected was unlike anything he had seen before dating back to Cerath. It was a perpetual fog of blurriness that encompassed the entire peak of the mountain as well as the summit. Through the many millennia, dozens of Coalition ships had tried to penetrate the dampening field, only to be turned away before they crashed. They had attempted many times to scale the mountain from below the summit, but quickly discovered that nothing could survive the blistering cold or the nearly three hundred kilometer per hour winds that ravage the mountain from twenty thousand feet and up. After nearly a hundred deaths, conquering the mountain had quickly fallen to the wayside as other things and events took shape, which made it easier for Nilantha to still be vigilant as she protected the Temple on the summit. Most COLS scientists finally agreed that it was some sort of natural phenomenon that they would never discover and it became nothing more than a passing thought to the inhabitants of Jetania.  


The altitude was nothing for Martin and the others, their Etheric abilities capable of enhancing their shields to the point that the winds and cold did not effect them in the least. Passing through the dampening field had been odd, all of them feeling a slight electrical surge through their bodies, but one that was not painful or incapacitating in any way. As they broke through the dampening field, they could see the summit and the peak which rose up another thousand meters above the summit. There were two large buildings that matched the material of the Temple on Lorenu in composition, and as they settled to the ground outside the first one, Martin and the others realized that the temperature and weather was very temperate. Inside the dampening field, it was easily in the low seventies with almost no humidity. Though there was some moisture in the air, Martin quickly decided that it was not enough to cause rain to fall on any regular basis, even though the grass and trees that were growing all around looked healthy and very green.


As they stepped down from their saddles, Martin, Andro and the others realized the material was exactly like the Lorenu Temple. Like a white marble with many symbols and writings on the face.


Andro turned and looked out toward the dampening field, seeing the massive storm raging outside the field and then his eyes moving back to gaze at the weather inside the field.


“Ok…” He spoke finally. “That is really…”


“Freaky.” Dorian finished his brother’s statement.


Nilantha nodded her head as she came up to stand beside them. “That is what I said when I first came here.” She told them. “It took me several trips to get used to it actually.”


Martin let his eyes wander over the face of the massive structure in front of them. “How did you know this was here?” He asked finally.


“Your staanio told me.” Nilantha answered him. “I was very surprised as well since the sensors on my ship never picked up anything but the bad weather.”


“Bad weather?” Dorian gasped. “Those winds look like they could peel the skin from your body.” He said.


Nilantha nodded her head again. “When combined with the cold, yes, I would imagine that they could.”


“And you have been inside these two buildings?” Andro asked her.


Nilantha nodded. “Many times, yes, but not since I moved everything. I locked out the computer stations within the Temple with a rotating encryption algorithm that no Coalition expert would have been able to defeat. These two buildings held all of the drawings and paintings made by the Onab as well as several libraries of information. I spent many hundreds of hours here just reading the history within these walls. It took me several years to finally move everything to my ship because I did not want Osrod’s grandfather to find any of the prophecies, even by accident, but I managed.”


Martin looked at her. “They never got close?” He asked her.


Nilantha shook her head. “Perhaps they could have devised something to combat the cold or the winds, but nothing that could do both in order to climb up here from the base. They lost four ships over the course of two decades trying to penetrate the dampening field but those all failed miserably with total loss of life. They gave up finally.”


The area around the first building was filled with rows and rows of flowers and healthy trees as well as many benches and a single fountain just outside the entrance to the Temple. It was very peaceful and quiet to be honest. It was also disconcerting in a way, seeing the beauty within the dampening field but only a few hundred meters away seeing the terrible weather outside of the field.

Nilantha reached for Martin’s arm. “Come… I will take you inside.”


Nilantha led them to the massive set of double doors. Though they were also white in color, the doors were made from Onkmeti Naami, that much Martin could tell easily. They watched as Nilantha went to the side of the double doors and placed her hand over the orb like protrusion on the wall. There was a series of soft clicks and the orb like device began to glow red and then they heard the doors release and begin to slid open inward.


The interior of the Temple was massive to say the least. There were four levels to this building, with a wide promenade on each level that swept around the entire building for each level. They could see four massive elevators, one at every corner, and then the huge skylight ceiling above them. Far across on the opposite side of the Temple was another set of double doors that obviously led into the second, equally enormous building. Nilantha moved in front of them, walking backwards as she swept her hands out to the sides.


“There are twelve libraries, four on each level above this one.” She spoke. “All of them are still intact and locked with a similar encryption code. The first level here has several large rooms for contemplation and reading. Smaller sleeping rooms branch off from the main room here as well on the levels above. There is also a large kitchen facility, but I never used it.”


Martin looked at her. “They meant for this Temple to be used?” Martin asked.


Nilantha nodded her head. “That is what I deduced.” She told him. “By who I don’t know, but it was most definitely designed to be a home of some sort as well as a center of knowledge.”


Their voices echoed somewhat as they walked on the main floor of the Temple towards the second set of doors that led into the second building. All of them could see where paintings and drawings had once been hanging, not to mention the now deactivated holo depictions that had been removed. The second building was equally as large as the first and set up in a similar manner, with four levels and the same wide promenade on each level. As they moved further into the second building it became clear from the size of the buildings and the elevators that this Tempe had been built with dragons in mind. 


They all whirled around when they heard the skittering of metal like legs across the surface and they saw several Worker Drones moving on the promenade level just above them.


“The Worker Drones are everywhere.” Nilantha said. “They have access to all of the levels and it is they who have maintained the Temple when I was not here.”


“How many?” Dorian asked now.


Nilantha shook her head. “I do not know.” She answered. “I have only seen four or five at any one time.”


“Father?” Andro spoke now causing Martin to look at him. Andro motioned with his head to the far end of the building and Martin turned to see what he was looking at. His eyes grew a little wider when he spied the three intricately carved columns of white Onkmeti Naami that were arranged in front of the fourth column that faced the bare wall. Nilantha watched as all of them moved to the columns and she watched as they spread out to gaze at them, running their hands over the surfaces. Each of them was easily three meters in height and decorated with intricate silver lines and waves.

Martin turned from the column he was in front of and looked at Nilantha. “What’s behind this wall?” He asked.


Nilantha shook her head slowly. “This second Temple backs right up to the mountain.” She answered. “The peak is another thousand meters above us. You saw this as we approached the Temple from the air.”


“You never did an interior scan of the Temples?” Andro asked her now.


“I… I never saw the need. No.” Nilantha replied confused. “Why.”


Martin stared at the wall in front of him now. “There is something on the other side.” He spoke.


Andro ran his hand slowly down the column he was in front of, his eyes gazing at the markings on the column face as well as on the floor. He knelt down on one knee and used his hand to brush away a thin layer of dust, revealing the indented circular platform on the floor. He turned his head back to where his father stood.


“Three keys to unlock the fourth.” He said softly.


“Andro wait!” Martin hissed but his words were too slow as Androcles rose to his full height and stepped onto the circular platform and faced his father and the bare wall in front of them.


There was a loud clicking noise and the top of the column shifted to reveal a glimmering Onkmeti Naami sphere that quickly darted out of the column and descended in front of where Androcles stood. The smallish sphere activated a thin, bluish white beam of light that moved up and down Andro’s body as if it was scanning him and then the mechanical female voice echoed all around them.


-FIRST HERALD RECOGNIZED AND CONFIRMED-



-RELEASING FIRST LOCK-  



All of them heard the next clicking sound and at the top of the column that Martin stood beside, one of the three silver rings that wrapped around the column spread out and pushed away from the Onkmeti Naami column with a soft hiss of air.
“Sibfla!” Dorian gasped now.

“Andro my brother?” Elynth’s asked from behind them where she stood with her father, Ryner and Ladur. All four of them were moving closer to them as she spoke.
“I’m fine sister.” Andro told her. “It’s a locking mechanism. Three keys to unlock the fourth. Dori, Laren, go to the other columns.”

Dorian and Laren did not hesitate and stepped in front of the two columns that stood on either side of him. They moved onto the circular platforms and all of them heard the same clicking noises and two more spheres lifted from the tops of their columns and descended in front of them, a similar bluish white beam scanning them now.
-THIRD HERALD RECOGNIZED AND CONFIRMED-

-RELEASING THIRD LOCK-

This came from the sphere that finished scanning Laren.

-SECOND HERALD RECOGNIZED AND CONFIRMED-

-RELEASING SECOND LOCK-

This from the sphere that finished scanning Dorian.

All of them watched as the other two silver rings on top of the column beside Martin expanded and pushed away from the top of the column.

-ACTIVATION OF FOURTH KEY SUCCESSFUL-
-PROCEED WITH ACTIVATION OF FOURTH KEY- 

They watched as the three spheres lifted back to the tops of their columns and lowered back into the column themselves. Martin looked at the circular platform in front of his column and then back to Nilantha. 
“Biometric locks.” Martin said softly with wide eyes. “No wonder you never discovered this. Nilantha… move back beside Ladur and Ryner.” He told her. 

“Martin… is this… is this wise?” Nilantha asked as she stepped toward Ladur.

“Three keys to unlock the fourth.” Martin spoke. “Only one way to find out.” He said as he stepped onto the platform.

Instantly the three silver rings at the top of his column clicked several times and then merged together into a single ring. Once this was complete, the ring closed itself onto the top of the column once more and then all of them heard the deep rumbling sound begin. They turned to watch as the seamless, bare wall in front of them began to part from the center. As the wall parted, it revealed a shimmering bluish Etheric wall that took up the entire space. When the Onkmeti Naami wall fully opened, exposing the Etheric wall completely, it was easily two meters across and three meters tall. 
“Carians.” Andro muttered as he stepped slowly off the platform.

“Now that, is very cool.” Dorian commented as he stepped from in front of his column and moved towards the Etheric wall.
Andro reached out and took his arm quickly. “Joa fervon.” He said softly.

Dorian looked at him as Laren moved up beside Andro now. “Andro?” She asked softly.
Androcles looked at his father, his azure eyes bright and focused. “This is… this is something that our father needs to do himself.” 

Martin met his son’s eyes now. “Atle alad forn men keto?” He asked. (What do you see son)

Andro shook his head. “Joacle.” Andro told him. (Nothing) “I… I feel something though. It tells me… it tells me that this task is for you father. And you alone.”

“Danger?” Martin asked stepping closer to him.

“Joa.” Laren spoke now reaching out her hand to put it on Andro’s arm. “Pen quov ardet for clodocanus.” (I sense pride and happiness) Laren reached out and held out her hand for Dorian who took it without question. It took only a few seconds but his eyes grew slightly wider and he looked at his father.

“I… I feel it too father.” He said.

Andro stepped away from Laren and Dorian and moved up in front of him. “Our task is complete father. The rest is meant only for you.”

“How can you be so sure?” Martin asked him.

Andro looked at Laren and Dorian and then back to his father and he smiled now. “That is what staanio Daniho is telling us inside here.” He said placing his hand over his heart.

Martin looked at Laren and Dorian standing beside one another and then back to Andro. They were right of course. He could sense no danger around them anywhere. It was a calm and especially serene resonance that echoed all around the Temple and those of them within it and none of his keen senses were in any way telling him that there was danger or even anything that was unknown around them.

Martin reached up and grasped the side of Andro’s head gently. Dorian came up beside him and he did the same with him while Laren pressed close between her Soul Brothers and he lowered his forehead to touch hers. Martin took a deep breath and nodded his head finally. 

“Ok… be ready when I get back.” Martin said softly. “Things will begin to happen quickly.”

Andro nodded his head. “We will be waiting.”

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas turned and looked at the Etheric wall. He took one more deep breath and nodded his head. “Never fear the unknown.” He spoke softly before stepping through the Etheric barrier without pause.

KOLTAR FOUR

TWO HUNDRED KILOMETERS NORTH OF THE CAPITAL CITY OF LEPIRI 

IAALDO ENGINEER COMPOUND


The compound was utterly massive in its size. It had to be, in order to fully support the nearly two thousand lives that lived within its walls. It was spread out over four kilometers on the valley floor between the three towering mountain peaks that surrounded it. The six-meter-high steel and granite wall that surrounded the entire compound protected it from the harsh elements and the even harsher wildlife that sometimes inhabited this part of Koltar Four. The winter season could be very harsh this far north, but it was not something that any of them had not experienced before and they well how to cope with the snow and cold. There were several landing pads in different parts of the compound to facilitate travel back and forth to the capital and other places, but the only ships allowed to land were from the military branch of the Arhtai Pack. 
Yes, this was their home, had been their home for over two million years, but it was still a prison to them. 


They were not allowed to come and go as they pleased. They were always escorted to and from whichever area they were going to work in, and they were never allowed to wander off by themselves. While they were left alone within their compound, a full company of five hundred Arhtai military Pack members were garrisoned here in their own smaller complex in order to watch them. There were six guard towers surrounding the compound, each of them holding four guards at any one time. The barracks and living complex of the Arhtai troops was on the far eastern end of the main compound, away from their living areas, which suited the Iaaldo just fine. An interior wall also separated their barracks and small complex from the main compound. 
It was Ivore Arhtai’s idea to do this in order to keep interaction between them to a bare minimum. When the Dremsa rie Saan had occurred, the Iaaldo Engineers had immediately refused to comply with Yelma and Nyser’s directives. They had been willing to die and only his quick action had stopped his brother Nyser Arhtai from ordering their deaths. Slaughtering the only ones who could maintain the Onab equipment that they had kept would serve no purpose and only hurt them in the end. His actions had already infuriated his older brother, for he had already killed two of his own cousins who had tried to kill his beloved Revia. Ivore Arhtai had no intention of allowing anyone to butcher his beautiful wife and mate and their four children, nor would he stand with his brother and his upaee mate in dishonoring the vow that they had made before leaving Cerath. 
Nyser would not kill his youngest brother and Ivore knew this, so Nyser banished them to this compound. They had already begun to build it and it was here that Nyser and Yelma sent him and those among the Arhtai who felt as he did. Revia, their four children, and perhaps fifty other Arhtai Pack members who had refused to abandon their beliefs and betray the bloodline of their King came here with the Iaaldo. They were banished here forever.
Ivore Arhtai was no fool however, and while his brother and his bitch mate may have thought they were in control, Ivore knew it was they who had the real power. The Iaaldo were the only ones outside of Ranol Nenay’s daughter and a few others who could service the Onab equipment and keep it running. Ivore knew that Ranol would never allow his daughter to teach others while Yelma and Nyser held two of his children hostage, so a deal was struck. Nyser and Yelma would do nothing to hinder the Iaaldo and those Arhtai Pack members who had come with him. They could guard them all they wished, but they would not threaten or try to threaten the Iaaldo in any way. Even a threat of death against one of them would result in the Iaaldo as a whole refusing to help them in any way. Then they would have to kill them all. No threats to his beautiful Revia or their children were to be made ever again, and any such attempt would be met with extreme violence. They would make no attempt to force them to live how Nyser and Yelma dictated them to live. They would not become puppets to false rulers as Nyser and Yelma had forced on the rest of their Pack. They would stay in the compound and do the work that was asked of them, but no harm was to come to any of them in any way.

They were to be left alone.

Nyser knew he had no other options because Ivore was correct in everything he said. The Arhtai military garrison was the only exception to the rule but Ivore made it very clear they were not to interfere in their lives in any way.

It had been like this for nearly two million years now. Ivore Arhtai hated his brother with every fiber of his being and if there was a way he could erase the name he carried now he would because of the shame it brought to him. He and Revia had raised their children in the old way, adding eleven more children through the many years since that horrible time. He had thought at first that his beautiful Revia would hate him for what his brother had done, but Ivore was very wrong. His actions, actions that came from within his heart, had only proven to Revia what she had known since the day she had agreed to become his wife and mate. 

Ivore Arhtai was different.

He had held his beloved wife and mate in his arms for weeks after it was all over as she cried herself to sleep and clung to him like a lost child. It had taken nearly a hundred years for her to sooth her broken heart, but his love and the love of her children had finally pulled her from the abyss. Revia had not lost any of the bubbly personality that Ivore had fallen in love with, but now she was much more feral in many ways. She was very strict but even more loving, and she had finally grown into an Alpha female that you did not want to have angry at you. She was a taskmaster when it came to the education of the children within the compound and together with several Iaaldo elders, the schooling system that they had put together was unlike anything Ivore had ever seen. And they taught the true history of their people and what had taken place up until now.
Revia had given him ten, strong and proud sons and five stunning daughters that they loved more than their own lives. Their six oldest children had taken mates from the others of the Arhtai Pack who had joined with them and now they had thirteen grandchildren and five great grandchildren. Through the many years since the Dremsa rie Saan, others of the Arhtai pack had joined with them, no longer able to tolerate the way that his brother was leading and how they had forsaken everything of their history. Of the three dozen who had done this, Ivore knew that three of them were spies for Yelma Arhtai, but unknown to his brother or his upaee wife, two of them had switched their allegiances long ago once they had come here and discovered all of what had taken place that horrible night. These two men kept their spy façade out of need and to give them any advantage that they could use should his brother or Yelma decide to move against them. The third one was treated equally and without indifference, but this was because they wanted him to feel comfortable. When the time came, Ivore would kill him without doubt or mercy.
While they were not allowed to leave the main compound unless on a work furlong, Ivore had long ago learned how to leave the compound and escape into the mountains surrounding the valley secretly. His people now knew every inch of the mountains all around them, where to go, where not to go, and most importantly, where to hide so that Nyser and Yelma would never find them. The relationship between Ivore, Revia and the Arhtai Pack members with him and the Iaaldo engineers had grown to the point of deep family bonds. They looked out for each other no matter the cause and Ivore had beaten down more than one member of the Arhtai military detachment that stayed at the compound for acting inappropriately.

Ivore Arhtai was not a man to take lightly. 

His six foot four frame was still all lean muscle and bone. His dark hair was graying at the temples, but there was not an ounce of fat on his body and he was in superb physical condition. This was something that he encouraged all of his children and the others with him to support and even after a million and a half years together, no female wolf could stir his desire like Revia. In Ivore’s eyes, Revia was the epitome of perfection in every way, and their love making now was even more intense than when they first fell in love all those years ago. He remembered something that Lylor Kirek had told him during the party they had after he and Revia were mated. 
“When a Mahanlo loves Ivore, they love completely and without hesitation.” Lylor had told him. “I can see this is my daughter’s eyes for you. Love her in return Ivore. Completely. Utterly. Hold nothing back, and always honor her.”
“On my honor, Lord Lylor, I will.” Ivore had sworn to him that day.
Ivore Arhtai had kept his word to Lylor Kirek, and he would keep his word until the day he past into The Beyond.
Ivore smelled them approaching from another direction but did not get to his feet just yet. The outdoor café was just beginning to fill with others as the sun rose into the sky and he liked to enjoy his tea as he watched the sun come up. They may have been exiled here, but they had done as much as they could to make it their home and to seem like they were free. Revia had gotten him to start drinking tea many years ago, making him switch from the dark, vile tasting and muddy liquid that he called coffee. Ivore had come to like the taste and it had grown on him so that now all he drank was tea.
“Ivore my friend.” The voice spoke from his left and Ivore got to his feet. “A very good morning to you.”

Ivore smiled as he turned and looked at Ch’eldo Iaaldo. He was the oldest of any within their compound at close to four million years of age, and he was revered among both his people and the Lycavorians here. Ivore glanced up to his face and felt the brief flash of shame touch him as it always did. Nyser had taken Ch'eldo’s eyes in a fit of rage when Ch'eldo had refused to help him. Ivore had imposed his body between Ch'eldo and his brother saving his life. Now he wore an intricately designed and detailed cloth strip over both his eyes, but it always seemed to Ivore that Ch'eldo had never really lost his sight. The man was always moving among the compound with his ever-present staff and it did not seem to hamper him in any way.

“And a fine one it is Ch'eldo.” Ivore spoke as he pulled the chair out next to him. He looked at the second man and nodded his head with a smile. “Ra’tel… a good morning to you as well.”

The younger man smiled. “A bit chilly for my tastes, but this has never seemed to bother you or my father Lord Ivore.” He answered.

Ivore chuckled and nodded his head. “My Beloved Revia yells at me often enough for leaving the windows open in the cold.” He said. “Perhaps I will one day listen to her.”

“Ha!” Ch'eldo chortled loudly as he settled into the chair. “That will be a momentous day! Lady Revia will run singing through the streets!”

Ivore laughed warmly now. “No doubt she will.” He said as he returned to his chair and Ra’tel sat on his father’s opposite side.

“I trust you have brought an ample supply of Revia’s tea?” Ch'eldo spoke as he got comfortable.

Ivore nodded his head as he began to pour two additional cups of the steaming liquid. “When have I ever disappointed you Ch'eldo?”

“Well there was the time that…” Ch'eldo began.

“Father that was not Lord Ivore’s fault. That was mine. And it was three hundred and ten thousand years ago.” Ra'tel spoke with a smile.

“But he did promise me Revia’s tea.” Ch'eldo pressed.

Ivore moved the first cup between Ch'eldo’s hands and watched as he lifted it to his lips and took a long sip. “Then let me make it up to you now.” He spoke as he watched him drink.

Ch'eldo smiled and lowered the cup half way to the table. “Ahhh. Like a gift from the gods themselves.” He spoke as Ra’tel also sipped his tea. He set the cup fully on the table and reached out to place his hand on Ivore’s wrist. “So… tell me what has you so befuddled as to call me in the middle of the night and ask to speak with us first thing this morning Ivore. There is not much that rattles you my old friend.”

Ivore nodded his head and reached around to take the data pad from the pouch he wore on his belt. He laid it on the small table in front of Ch'eldo. “This.” He spoke softly.

Ch'eldo let his hands drop to the data pad and he held it up, running his fingers across the small screen slowly. He finally held it out to Ra'tel. “What is this?” He asked finally.

Ivore leaned closer to him at the table. “My foul brother Nyser may have taken your eyes Ch'eldo Iaaldo, but he did not take your sight. In my heart, I know this to be true my friend.”
Ch'eldo turned his head to look at him. “Perhaps.” He said.

Ra'tel’s eyes grew wider when he saw what was on the pad and he looked first at Ivore and then to his father. “Father!” He gasped.

Ch'eldo held up his hand. “I know.” He said softly. “Ivore… when did these first start to appear on the shoulders of you, Revia and your children?”

Ivore looked at him with wide eyes. “How did you know…?” He rasped out the words. “You know what it is?”

Ch'eldo nodded his head. “I do.” He answered him. “It is… it is something that I never thought I would ever see.”

“Then what is it?” Ivore asked. “Revia and I have been… we have been beside ourselves because we cannot discover how this has happened. Our children. Our grandchildren. All of them… all of them have this mark on our left shoulders Ch'eldo. For three days now! It… it frightens Revia. She believes it to be a bad omen of things to come.”

Ch'eldo shook his head. “No.” He told him firmly. “This… this is not something that you should be frightened of.”

“What is it?” Ivore asked again. “Is it a curse of some kind?”

“A curse?” Ra'tel gasped. “Lord Ivore… this… this is no curse.”

“Then what is it?” Ivore asked once more.

Ch'eldo grasped Ivore’s hand tightly. “Retrieve Revia from the school and meet us in our Sanctuary Ivore.”

“Why?” Ivore asked.

Ch'eldo looked directly at Ivore, and he swore he could see his eyes moving beneath that cloth. “There is something that you must see. Hurry now. If you, Revia and your children have worn this symbol for three days, there is not much time left.”

“Left for what?” Ivore demanded.

“Trust me Ivore.” Ch'eldo told him softly. “Bring your beloved Revia to the sanctuary and you will discover what is happening. Hurry!”

Revia Mahanlo-Arhtai was the personification of goddess like beauty. At least to Ivore. The moment he had smelled her scent he knew that she was the one for him. The one that would complete him. Even now, at over a million and a half years of age, she did not appear to have aged a single day from the moment she had become his beloved wife and mate. Her long, dark hair fell to the middle of her back, untouched by even the slightest hint of gray. She had high cheekbones, moist full lips and wildly exotic light blue eyes like her father. Her figure had not changed in the least except for becoming leaning and more muscular because of the physical training she practiced every day with their daughters. A physical regiment that their sons had put together just for their mother and sisters in order to ensure they could defend themselves from anything. Ivore Arhtai never believed a woman would have such an effect on him, until Revia Mahanlo had entered his life. She was his core, and had been since that first time. He would do anything within his power to see that she was protected and never came to harm. He would burn whole planets if he had too. No female Alpha could ever entice him away from his beloved Revia. Not only did her scent rule his soul, but her physical charms now were just as lush and delicious as they were so many years ago. Revia was never shy in their bed, and their lovemaking was as intense and erotic as it had ever been. 


Revia loved Ivore Arhtai without thought. His touch could ignite her female Alpha wolf passions with a simple caress, yet he was also one of the most compassionate men Revia had ever met. He could be just as content making her shout his name to the heavens as they took each other in passion and desire as he was simply holding her naked in his arms tightly as they drifted off to sleep. He was so very different from his brother and the others of his Pack as she quickly discovered in their first years together. This was information that she had easily told her mother and father with true happiness and it had pleased them to no end. Ivore became one of the few among the Arhtai Pack that her father trusted completely.

Not for one instant had Revia blamed him for the actions of his brother and his Pack on that night. Ivore had fought wildly and viciously to protect her and their children, even clashing with his older brother violently. He believed deeply in the Onab prophecies and the power of the Mahanlo bloodline and this had always set him apart from the others of his Pack. The rage she had seen and felt within him on the Dremsa rie Saan had been of the purest form, and he would have slaughtered anyone who tried to harm her or their children without question. It had taken her many years to pull him from the blanket of shame he had shrouded himself in because of the actions of his Pack, but Revia had never doubted he would come back to her.


Their life had not been easy, but they remained resolute in their love for one another and their people. Faith had been the one thing that kept them moving forward. Revia trusted her beloved husband more than anything in her life and it had been his love and faith for her that allowed her to still be strong for them and their children.


Revia clung to his arm tightly as they entered the Sanctuary, outwardly calm to anyone who saw her, but inwardly frightened and unsure. Touching Ivore in some manner had always been able to put her at ease and feel safe and today was no different. Their children often teased them about not being able to go more than a few minutes without touching one another in some manner, but this trait they had also passed to them and it pleased Revia and Ivore more than their children would ever know.

Ch'eldo greeted Revia with a smile and a hug the moment the doors to the courtyard outside closed. He could sense the apprehension in her but said nothing as he held her at arms length while Ra'tel made sure the door was secure. Ch'eldo knew they were always being watched, but through the many years they had devised ways to avoid the many cameras and spies that always seemed to be around their compound. The Sanctuary was the one place that they could speak freely without the worry of being seen and heard. Both of their peoples came here at least once a week in a huge gathering to pray and be together. The Sanctuary was built on top of a large magnetic plate that distorted most sensors and listening devices naturally and after many years the Arhtai watchers had simply stopped trying to devise a way to listen and see what was going on within the Sanctuary.


Revia turned to the woman beside Ch'eldo and hugged her tightly. “Ki’cha, you are looking as beautiful as ever.” She spoke as they embraced.


Ch'eldo’s wife chuckled softly. “And so are you.” She answered holding her at arms length now. “Almost as if you…” Her eyes grew wider. “You carry another child don’t you Revia my dear?”

Revia looked slightly embarrassed and she smiled and nodded her head. “Yes.” She spoke happily looking at Ivore who wore the same proud expression he did whenever she was with child. “My husband cannot seem to keep his hands to himself.” She spoke with a brilliant smile.


Ki'cha laughed at this and hugged her once more. “As if you fight him off at every turn.” She exclaimed holding her tight.


Revia smiled. “Where would the fun in that be?” She asked as she began to get more relaxed.


Ki'cha smiled and touched her face. “You are so much like your mother.” She said softly. “It is refreshing.”


Revia matched her smile as she looked at Ch'eldo. “Ivore… Ivore tells me that you know what is happening Ch'eldo.” She said softly. “Why this symbol is…”


Ch'eldo held up his hand stopping her words. “May I see it?” He asked her.


Revia looked at Ivore quickly and saw him nod his head. She turned slightly to the side and grasped the edge of her shirt by the shoulder as Ivore turned as well and pulled down the collar of the shirt he wore. Both of them heard Ki'cha gasp as Ch'eldo moved closer to them and reached out to trace the edges of the very prominent tattoo on their left shoulders. He kept his emotions in check while he did this, but Ch'eldo could feel the immense swell of happiness and hope beginning to rise in his chest.

“Ch'eldo!” Ki'cha exclaimed softly to her husband and he nodded his head.


“Yes, Ki'cha my precious.” Ch'eldo spoke softly. 

Revia and Ivore turned back to face them fully. “Ch'eldo…?” Ivore began but he held up his hand once more and they watched him turn to Ra'tel. Ra'tel handed him the ancient looking book and Ch'eldo turned back to Ivore an Revia.


“Sit down… both of you. Please.” He said as he moved to the bench.


Ivore quickly pulled two chairs from the side and positioned one for Revia as he sat in the other. Revia’s eyes rested on the book he held in his hands and she looked at Ch'eldo carefully. “I have never seen that book Ch'eldo.” She said softly.


Ch'eldo nodded his head. Revia was a voracious reader and always had been. She had read all of the texts within the Sanctuary at least once and the fantastic thing about it was that she managed to remember nearly everything that she read.


“I have… I have kept this text hidden all of these years.” Ch'eldo told them.


“Why?” Revia asked.


Ch'eldo met her eyes evenly. “Within its pages are four prophecies that are known only to a small few. One of which that even I never imagined would come true. Not after the Dremsa Rie Saan and what came later” He told them. “When we came here… when we came here, I buried it in the floor of our home. I had lost optimism that it would ever be realized and I did not want to give anyone false hope.” He looked at Ivore. “Until this morning.” 

“I don’t understand.” Ivore told him.


“This symbol… this tattoo?” Ch'eldo asked them. “It has appeared on all of your bloodline?”


Revia nodded her head. “Even our seventh-generation grandchild.” She answered as she reached out and took Ivore’s hand in her own. “She is only four months old Ch'eldo. Please tell me this is not…”


Ch'eldo shook his head quickly. “No.” He said firmly reaching out to place his hand on her arm and squeezing gently. “This is… this is a moment of… hope has returned to us Revia. To all of us. Hope and a future that we had thought lost so long ago.”


Revia glanced at Ivore once more and squeezed his hand tighter. “What… what do you mean?”


Ch'eldo opened the ancient book by unlatching the three leather bindings that wrapped around the volume. “There are four prophecies in this volume Revia. Four prophecies that only four individuals have ever seen. Two of my people, one Darastrixi and Kesas Pengot.”


Ivore’s eyes grew wide. “Kesas?” He gasped. “How is that… how is that possible? And how could a Darastrixi know our prophecies?”


“The how of it is a bit difficult to explain and I will tell you as much as I am able, for even I do not know all of it.” Ch'eldo told him. “Your Uncles Daniho and Ashten were utterly brilliant Revia my child. They laid plans within plans within plans, but they also held this knowledge close to their hearts.”

“Tenne Daniho and Ashten?” Revia gasped. “But they… Ch'eldo they have gone to Vada Wayn. My mother herself told me this when she could no longer feel them within her. Staania Reva as well. Many thousands of years ago.”


Ch'eldo nodded his head. “They have, yes.” He told her. “But their plans have lived on through the many millennia that have passed and it seems that they have finally born fruit.”


“I don’t understand.” Revia said.


Ch'eldo opened the book slowly, the many pages of drawings fragile due to their age but otherwise in pristine condition. He finally opened it to one page and turned it in his lap, holding it up for them to see. Revia’s eyes went wide and her hands went to cover her mouth in shock at what she saw. Ivore reached for the book with shaking hands and gently took it from Ch'eldo’s steady grip, his own eyes staring at the image in stunned silence. The image on the pages of the ancient book was of the tattoo that now adorned his and Revia’s left shoulders. All of their many children, all of their children’s husbands and wives and children no matter their Pack. The massive head of the huge black wolf, with piercing yellow/gold eyes and vicious dual fangs unique to only one bloodline of Lycavorians in the entire universe. Ivore slowly lifted one hand and allowed his own dual fangs to extend slightly, his fingers running over the tips of those fangs. The same fangs all of his children and many grandchildren had, passed down to all of them from his beloved Revia, and a trait that all of them had honored throughout their lives.

Ivore finally looked at Ch'eldo. “What is this my friend?” He asked still somewhat shaken by seeing the image in front of him.


“Daniho and Ashten refused to view these prophecies.” Ch'eldo told him reaching out and taking the book back from him. “When the Seers transferred them from their original drawings and brought them to him, he would not view them. Nor would Ashten. They did not want to see the future anymore. They had only one question.”


Revia looked at him now, her lower lip quivering. “What… what question?”


“All they wanted to know was if their bloodline survived.” Ch'eldo answered. “I told them that it did. And they would be far more powerful than anything we had ever seen. They were… they were content in this knowledge.”


“You?” Ivore gasped as he came to his feet now.


Ch'eldo nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”


“You! You are… you are a Seer!” Ivore almost shouted in disbelief.


Ch'eldo nodded his head once more. “I was once… long ago.” He said. “When I left Cerath with the Kirek Pack, I became again what I started out as. An engineer of my people. A Seer’s ability to see future events was somehow tied to our planet Ivore, not some special ability of our people as so many thought it was. There was something about the core of Cerath that granted us these visions and images. Daniho, Ashten and Kesas were the only ones who ever knew this. We did not even tell your mother dear Revia. Two books of the last four prophecies of my people were made from the original drawings and drafts. One was given to Kesas Pengot by your Tenne Daniho on the day that we left Cerath. I have had the other with me all of this time.”


Ivore dropped to his knees now, his eyes flooding with tears and he bowed his head to Ch'eldo in shame, his hands reaching out to grip the ancient book in Ch'eldo’s hands with a vise like grasp that no one would have ever been able to break. “All of these… all of these years and I… I never knew.” He stammered. 


Ch'eldo placed his hand on Ivore’s head. “This is the way King Daniho and Lord Ashten wanted it.” He said. “Plans within plans within plans.”


“My brother!” Ivore almost yelled. “He… I let him…”


“Never!” Ch'eldo roared now, grabbing Ivore’s head tighter. “You will bear no shame where there is none to bear Ivore Mahanlo-Arhtai! Never!”


“I could have stopped him!” Ivore sobbed.


Ch'eldo shook his head. “And you would have been killed just as quickly the moment you raised your hand.” Ch'eldo said. “What happened that night was meant to happen. Your presence was what stopped him. Your presence is what kept all of us alive in that darkest hour. Just as the prophecy foretold.”

Ivore looked at him. “What?” He gasped.


Ch'eldo nodded his head. “We are here because of you Ivore. Just as it was supposed to happen. And what is coming… it is happening just as it was foretold, even though I myself had lost hope so long ago.”


“Ch'eldo… you are not… I don’t understand?” Revia said.


Ch'eldo squeezed Ivore’s shoulder. “Sit beside your beloved wife Ivore Mahanlo-Arhtai. You bow to no one young man. And one day soon, your King will tell you this himself.”


“King?!” Ivore stammered the words as he got back into the chair next to Revia.


Ch'eldo opened the ancient volume once more to that page, sliding his hand slowly across the image of the black wolf. “Do you remember what I told your brother that night he took my eyes Ivore?” Ch'eldo asked looking at him.


“I… I will never forget it.” Ivore answered. “I will carry it with me until the day I pass into Vada Wayn.”


Ch'eldo nodded his head. 

“They will come, from distant stars, they will come. From age to age they have been forged. They will feel the call. They are mirrors of light, with the memories of future dreams. They will ride the sky, keeping the fires bright. You will not know their names. You will not know their faces. But there will be no victory for you. Past and present will collide. Black and Crimson will descend upon you. They fight for honor, for family and for King. For Mahanlo blood shows no remorse

There will come a time when the snow on Cerath will have melted and is no more

And then, the Time of Reckoning will be upon you.”

Ivore shook his head. “But what… what does this have to do with the symbol Ch'eldo?” Ivore asked.

Ch'eldo met his eyes. “Your actions on the Dremsa Rie Saan are the third Prophecy in this book Ivore Mahanlo-Arhtai. Your actions that night helped to pave the way for the future to take place.”


“Ch'eldo…” Revia began but he held up his hand stopping her words and then rested it back on the book over the image of the wolf.


“This symbol… this Saanigaro Lecoa that you now wear, that all who bear your blood within them wear. This is the Lecoa of the Rebirth of the Mahanlo Saanigaro.” Ch'eldo told them. “This is the sign!” (Bloodline Crest)

“What sign?” Revia asked as she reached for her husband once more and took his arm.


“Whoever bears this symbol on their left shoulder will know the truth of it.” Ch'eldo told them. “The descendants of King Daniho Mahanlo and his beloved twin brother Ashten are not dead as so many of our people believe. They are very much alive. And they… they are coming for those that are their family. In six days.”


“Six days?” Ivore asked now as he gripped Revia even closer now.

Ch'eldo nodded his head. “The prophecy tells us that six days after this Saanigaro Lecoa begins to appear on their family, they will come for them.” He said reverently. “Just as I told Nyser. From age to age they will have been forged and they will feel the call. The call of their bloodline, the call of their Nathos. Past and present will collide and Mahanlo blood will show no remorse. There will come a time when the snow on Cerath will have melted and is no more. And then, the Time of Reckoning will be upon us.” Ch'eldo looked at Ivore. “All of this is true, however, I did not finish the full phrase of the prophecy that night with your brother Ivore.”


“There… there was more?” He gasped.


Ch'eldo nodded his head again. “Cerath is gone Ivore.” He said softly seeing Ivore and Revia’s eyes go wide. “Destroyed by the Iais'Kai almost fifty thousand years ago. We saw this as well, but in order for the prophecy to be fulfilled it had to be. I felt our planet die, as did all of those among my people. We knew this and we accepted it. Many of us believe it is the reason King Daniho and Lord Ashten did not want to view the four prophecies held within this book. It was too hard for them to know what needed to happen. What had to be endured for our people, yours and mine, for us to reach our full potential. We do not know what took place to have delayed the prophecy for so long, nor did we see the Dremsa rie Saan and what your brother and Yelma would succeed in doing. All we knew was that events would happen that would force these four prophecies to take place.”


“What… what did you not tell my brother that night Ch'eldo?” Ivore asked softly.


“Vada Dremsa rie Saan gur, heuhly, tis vada falyne inachia mihar.” Ch'eldo spoke the words gently, in almost a whisper. “For terit Saanigaro gur tur joa cova.” (The Night of Blood will, finally, in the future twilight sleep. And your bloodline will be no more.)  

“Carians.” Revia gasped softly.

Ch'eldo nodded his head. “Indeed.” He said. “The Prophecy states that the descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo will be unlike any Lycavorians that we have ever seen before. Pure. Wild. Raw. Focused and clear.”


“Vada Mard Revik for jen Tarivuos.” Ra'tel spoke softly from behind his father.


“They will come for their family.” Ch'eldo said as he nodded in agreement with his son’s words. “For their blood. And anything that stands in their way will feel their justice and their wrath.”


“Avoi.” Ki'cha spoke now.


Ch'eldo looked at Revia. “It is no doubt the reason that Kesas Pengot has woken your father Revia my child.”


“My father!?” Revia gasped. “My father… my father is awake now!?”

Ch'eldo nodded his head. “To confirm what I have just told you. I felt Lylor’s resonance the moment he woke, the briefest of moments and then it was hidden again. If they have woken him, it is only to confirm what Kesas Pengot must suspect is happening now. And to prepare.”


“But how?” Ivore gasped.


Ch'eldo shook his head. “How they have hidden this from your brother and Yelma I do not know Ivore.” He told them quickly. “They do not know that you and Revia live, or your children and blood. Both of you are listed as being killed on the Dremsa rie Saan. We have been unable to communicate with anyone from the Kirek Pack since that night and the barriers around this compound prevent us from signaling off the planet even if we were able. I have no proof to back up my belief, but I think Ranol Nenay has contact with Aryera Kirek and Kesas, in some form, at least. Yelma Arhtai still holds two of his children and that is how she has kept his silence for all of these years. Most believe your mother to be dead Revia, but we all know the truth of that. Yelma Arhtai is a master manipulator, and even Nyser won’t defy his wife and mate. That is the power she holds over Kesas and the others of the Kirek Pack.” Ch'eldo rose to his feet and began to pace in front of them slowly. “Kesas Pengot is no fool however, and he spent far more time around your uncles than most people thought. He became just like them in many respects. Kesas has the only other copy of this book child. He knows what is within it and what it means. It is the only reason that Kesas Pengot would wake your father Revia. Somehow, he knows or has discovered that the reborn Mahanlo bloodline is coming here and that they mean to retrieve their family.” Ch'eldo stopped pacing in front of her and he pulled Revia to her feet in front of him, holding her hands curled inward against his chest. “You will be reunited with your mother and father soon Revia Mahanlo.” He said seeing the tears flood her eyes. “And all of those who are of yours and Ivore’s blood. Your family will know you by your scent alone Revia, and you will know them the moment you see them. The moment you smell them. You must be strong now. Stronger than either of you has ever been. Both of you.”

“Ch'eldo… what… what do we do?” Ivore gasped as he rose to his feet now.


“We prepare.” He answered confidently looking at him. “It is clear to me now that your brother and Yelma do not know that Lylor Kirek has been woken or they would have already been here to arrest everyone. We cannot worry about those out of our reach right now. We must prepare everyone within our compound to be ready to move at a moment’s notice. And we must initiate our own plans as well.”


“Move?” Ivore asked. “Move where?”


“Wherever the Mard Revik decides that we will call home as a people once more.” Ch'eldo said. 

JETANIA

WARIM BASE



He watched as the sun rose above the tree line and the cool morning breeze caressed his tanned skin. The single mug on the floor held a now cold half full cup of very strong coffee. His upper body was bare, a pair of shorts the only thing covering his lean, muscular form. His small quarters on the base were barren for the most part, as he never spent much time here, but it was one of only a handful of private quarters that had a balcony overlooking the valley below. 


Laon Kavar was many things, but he was certainly no fool. Things were different now, so very different now, because of the new wolf blood that swirled within him. And Laon Kavar embraced the difference completely. His wolf senses were far more acute than they had ever been before. He felt more energized and more physically powerful. His mind had expanded in a way unlike anything Laon had ever imagined. Things he would never have believed could exist were like second nature to him now. Technology and Tactics. Education, Engineering, and even the Advanced Aeronautical equations were nothing for him now. These things filled his mind as easily as if he had learned them himself. Laon Kavar had always been considered one of the brightest and most intelligent Engineers anywhere within the COLS military branch, but his Mountain Pack upbringing and loyalty to Lazar had held him back according to others. A fact that gave others fits Laon knew and he loved every bit of it.

Now… now Laon Kavar was something far more than he had ever imagined. And as the sweet smells of coco and mint and delicious raspberry fruit filled his nose completely, he knew why. He turned his head slightly to the side and looked over his right shoulder at the two utterly captivating reasons. Whatever had happened, whatever he had become now, Laon Kavar would never forsake what the gods had brought to him.

Nara and Jacina stood behind him, Nara wearing only one of his dark tank top undershirts while Jacina had the white sheet from the bed wrapped partially around her lush, tanned and very naked form. Their heads were pressed together, Nara’s raven colored locks and Jacina’s dark red hair mingling as one as they gazed at him. Laon Kavar knew many Alpha females that were equal in attractiveness to Nara and Jacina, he was close friends with several, but none of them had the raw, almost feral, and utterly devastating beauty that Nara and Jacina possessed. A natural beauty that caused their skin to shine and their scents to tickle his nose and his other senses in just the right way. He now knew all about what had happened with Jacina and it did not matter to him in the least. They were his now, and he intended to love them both until they could not stand it. He had always hoped to find a single Alpha female who he could share all of himself with, his hopes and dreams, and now he had two. Laon Kavar knew that they loved and wanted each other equally as much as they loved and wanted him and that did not faze him in the least. They truly were of one mind and heart and that is how Laon saw them. What was equally as easy for him to see and feel was that they loved and desired him in a way that filled his being. As silly as it may have sounded to others, he truly did belong to them in every way.    

The large, animal skin rug covered much of the concrete and steel floor of the balcony and Laon held out his hand for them to join him.


Nara took his hand without hesitation and he pulled them around in front of him where they settled to the floor beside him and snuggled their bodies close to either side of his lean form. The previous night had been unlike anything that Laon had ever imagined it could be, their bodies and minds were completely attuned to each other in every way. They had never been together before, yet it seemed each of them knew exactly what to do to each other to make their voices sing to the night sky in blissful pleasure. Each of them had let go completely of whatever inhibitions they may have had and surrendered to each other. They had done things to each other that were fierce, demanding and passionate, just as their wolf nature dictated and then they had done things that had been slow and loving and utterly captivating. Laon nuzzled Nara’s head and cheek as she snuggled close to him, and then turned his head and did the same to Jacina hearing both of them whimper softly in happiness and delight.

Nara had been the one to turn Jacina, a night of divine pleasure that she would never forget, but when Laon had claimed them both in the old way of their people, their combined blood had been the catalyst for the future and had shattered al of Jacina’s remaining reservations about her life. Finding first Nara and then Laon had been the turning point in Jacina’s life. She could not put into words what she felt now and like Nara, she simply surrendered herself to the feelings and emotions that swarmed through her. Like Laon and Nara, last night had surpassed anything in her wildest imagination, and Jacina knew without question this is where she now belonged. His very touch upon their bodies had set them on fire and for nearly five hours they had done nothing but pleasure each other in every way that they could think of. And Jacina knew it would continue now for the rest of her life. All the horrors she had endured had been washed away forever her first night with Nara, and now, Laon had shown her what her future held. It was a future that Jacina looked forward too with every beat of her heart.

It was no different for Nara in many ways. 
Like her brothers, her blood was the purest of any of the Leonidas children, and it now called for Laon and Jacina in a way she would never be able to explain to someone outside her family. Her mothers would understand she knew, and Sadi and the others, but Nara didn’t care what others thought. To Nara, Laon Kavar was the perfect specimen of a man in every way, and Jacina was a complete goddess, and she belonged to both of them now. When he had bitten her, Nara’s world had erupted in blissful delight, and when they both had bitten Jacina, that world had become pure heaven. Nara did not know what the future held for them, but she knew that as long as they were together they could face anything without fear.

As his powerful arms pulled her and Jacina close to his warm body, Nara looked into his handsome face.


“We wondered what had taken our beautiful husband from the warmth of our bed.” Nara said softly.


Laon smiled affectionately and kissed her deeply, quickly turning his head and doing the same to Jacina, his hands stroking their long hair and the curve of their spines as he held them. He nuzzled them both again intensely and felt their lush bodies call out to him as they sighed in happiness. While Jacina was still learning to control and focus her female wolf aura, Nara was teaching her quickly how to use it and Laon knew no other female would ever be able to do to him what they could. Nara may have been a few hundred years younger than him, but after she had bit him and he had seen what swirled within her mind Laon knew she was far more wise and intelligent than any young female he had ever known. 

“I wanted to watch the sun rise one more time.” He said finally. “I will miss Jetania, but it was never truly my home I suppose.”


Nara looked at him oddly. “You will miss it?” She asked him. “Where… where are you going?”


“Wherever the two of you go.” He told her with a smile. “My place now is with you and Jacina. I don’t care where that takes us as long as we are together.”


“Jainn.” Jacina said blissfully. She was easily picking up the Lycavorian language due to her Etheric connection and bond with Nara and now with Laon as well. Rolling off her tongue as they did, the words of the ancient language sounded like music to them both.


Nara turned her head slightly and looked at the Mahanlo crest that now adorned his left shoulder and it made her shudder in bliss. Laon may not have been as physically defined as her father and brothers and other Spartans that she knew, but that would change quickly, and she did not care either way. His scent and his touch were like a drug to her now, and to Jacina and they would never get enough of him.


“Do they… do they all know now?” Laon asked softly.


Nara turned her head back to meet his eyes and she smiled knowingly. “Yes. I could not keep what you make us feel from them, even if I wanted too. And I didn’t want too. Deo and Andro would have detected it first, but everyone would have known within a few hours.” She told him. “We were not exactly quiet last night either.” She finished with a seductive smile.

Laon and Jacina laughed softly at this. “No, we certainly were not.” Jacina echoed Nara’s words. “So much for the demure and conservative daughter my parents hoped I would be.”

“Does that frighten you Laon?” Nara asked him.

Laon thought about that for a second and then shook his head. “No.” He answered finally. “I thought that it might at first, after what took place on Ventori.”


Nara rolled her eyes. “Deion and Andro had no right to do that.” She said quickly. “He is my twin I know but…”


Laon shook his head. “They are your brothers Nara.” He spoke. “I would have done the same thing. Hell… I have done the same thing, in a manner of speaking, with my own sisters.” His arms tightened around them now. “I will never fear your family Nara my love. Not after what you and Jacina showed me last night. This Etheric power is…”

“It will become easier as time passes Laon.” Nara said. “Jacina and I can help you easily enough.”


Laon nodded his head. “I know.” He told her. “You are… both of you are certain this is what you want?”


“Did we not show you this last night?” Jacina asked with a sultry voice as she used her hand to caress his bare chest.


“We can show you more if you wish.” Nara echoed her words as her hand dipped lower to his thigh.


Laon smiled at this. “I just don’t… I don’t want this to end.” He said softly.

“It won’t.” Jacina told him. “Nara turned me, yes. But I have always been different if you ask my parents. When Nara made me like you both, I could see all I ever wanted in my mind. Some of my people may say that because Nara turned me it influenced me, but this is not true. It opened my eyes and my mind to so many new things. I have what I have always wanted now. I have you and I have Nara. That is all I will ever need.”


“Avoi.” Nara said softly.


“And both of you are all I will ever need.” Laon spoke as he leaned over and kissed her deeply.


Nara was smiling as she watched them and she reached over to the cup of coffee beside Laon. She brought it to her lips and sipped it, her face instantly changing to one of disgust as she spit out the liquid.


“Carians!” She gasped as she put the mug back down. “We definitely need to improve your eating and drinking habits our husband!” She exclaimed. “This is… this is absolutely vile! You call this coffee Laon our love?!”


“Most of the time, yes.” Laon answered. “Other times we use it to kill weeds and take rust from metal.”


She turned her head and saw them looking at her with bright eyes and happy faces and she began to laugh. Laughter that they quickly joined in on as Laon dropped to his back on the rug and pulled them even closer. Their heads lowered to his chest and they wrapped their bodies around his in blissful contentment.

JETANIA

MOUNTAIN OF STONE AND LIGHT



It was like walking through a doorway into another world.


Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas stepped from the Etheric wall into bright sunshine and a cool morning pine breeze washed across his senses instantly. He was on some sort of trail and his eyes took in everything around him as he moved several paces from where the Etheric wall pulsed. There were spotty clouds in the bright blue sky above him and he quickly detected the familiar scent of pines and flowers all around him. He blinked suddenly and he was in front of a closed doorway. He turned quickly when he heard the smattering of hundreds of voices, and in the distance, he could see the ancient buildings all around him. He could see men, women and children moving among the streets all around him, talking with one another, interacting with the many vendor stalls that lined the streets that were selling items of one kind or another. Martin’s eyes grew wider when he realized where he was and what he was seeing.


“This is… this is old Sparta!” He gasped.

“Yes.” The deep male voice echoed all around him.


Martin’s head snapped around to stare at the now open doorway where the voice had come from. He had heard that voice before as it thundered in his head. He had heard that voice on the night that he had discovered who he really was so many years ago.

A lifetime ago.

And he had heard that same voice many times in his dreams since. 
 
 


“Fa… father?” Martin spoke softly.

“You have come so far my son.” The voice spoke again. “And you have so much further to go.”

Martin stepped through the doorway without hesitation now and his eyes grew even wider when he saw the tall figure of the man standing beside the small fire pit oven. He was dressed in a white and crimson chiton that wrapped around his broad, muscular figure and calf high leather boots. He held a mug in his hand and Martin’s eyes grew even wider when he saw the near identical bearded face staring back at him.


The man smiled at him as he entered, his dark brown eyes smiling in the light from the sun pouring into the interior from the ceiling opening. 


Leonidas. The first True King of the Lycavorian people and the most revered King in Sparta’s ancient and storied history.


“No, my son.” Leonidas spoke. “You are the one Mard Revik. Just as it was always meant to be.”


Martin watched his father set the mug on the table and move with confident steps around the side to stop only a foot away from him. It was like looking into a mirror and seeing himself. This was not an Etheric projection of him like when he saw him at Thermopylae all those years ago, however, this was something… it couldn’t be. Martin watched his father smile at him.

“Why can it not be Martin?” Leonidas asked him as if hearing the question in his son’s mind. “There is so much that we will never understand about the universe my son. We spend years, decades, even lifetimes trying to fully understand what the universe and the gods that fill that universe do not want us to understand. It simply is my son. And that is how we must view it.” Leonidas held out his hand. “Take it my son.”


Martin looked at his father, his eyes wide. “Father… you…”


Leonidas stepped closer. “You have held one desire in your heart above all others. Even those who you hold dearest to your heart of hearts, even your Queens, they know nothing of it. My grandson may suspect, for Androcles is more like you than even you want to admit. I know this desire Martin, for it is the same one that has filled my being since the moment you entered this world. You have put others before yourself all of your life my son, yet this desire has never changed or altered in all of that time.” Leonidas held his hand out even further. “Whatever the reason behind it my son, the powers that be, the gods who look down on us, whatever it is, they have granted us this.”


Martin looked at his father’s hand, his heart racing out of control now. He glanced back up into his face as he held out his own hand now, and he closed his eyes as he reached for that weathered hand. 


His dark eyes flew open when he felt flesh. Warm, firm, living flesh. He looked up into his father’s face, saw his dark brown eyes smiling with love and he reached up with his other hand to grasp him as well. His hand was shaking horribly as he rested it on his father’s forearm, but it was the same. Not an Etheric projection, not some holo graphic image, but a powerful arm pulsing with life and blood. 


“Fa… father?” Martin gasped now. 


Leonidas smiled now and he held his other arm out as if asking for an embrace. The one embrace that neither of them had ever had the opportunity to share. “My son.” He said.


Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas could feel the heat of their hands, he could smell his father’s scent, feel his aura pulsing all around him. He stepped forward slowly, hoping beyond hope that this was not some sick dream or vile trick on his mind. He felt his father’s arms encircle his back and begin to pull him close and then Martin closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around the shoulders of the man who had guided his life even when he did not know who he truly was. As Leonidas pulled him close and lifted his hand to take Martin’s head in his grasp, it was then that Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas felt the wracking sobs consume him and even his tightly shut eyes could not stem the flow of tears that poured down his cheeks. He could feel the powerful beat of his father’s heart against his own chest, the power in his limbs as he held him, and his knees gave out somewhat as emotion swarmed across his mind and body and everything he had held in for years came rushing out.

King Leonidas the First grasped his son, easily holding him up in his arms as his son’s own arms crushed him in an embrace that would probably have killed a lesser man. Real tears flooded his own eyes as he was granted the one wish that he had craved since the moment he felt Martin’s life stir within Gorgo’s womb all those nights ago.

King Leonidas of Sparta, had a purpose this day, he knew. The reasons behind why he had been given this sacred moment to share with his only son so long after his duty had taken it away from him were not for him to question. The gods above, the powers that watched over the universe, whoever or whatever they were, they had given him this chance. He would fulfill the purpose… but right now…


Right now, however, right now, he just wanted to hold his son in his arms as he should have been able to do, before fate, destiny and his duty to his people took him away all those years ago.

A father and son, who had known each other only in their dreams, were allowed to hold and embrace one another for the first time in nearly four thousand years.


And, both of them knew without doubt, the last.

JETANIA


It did not matter where they were in Warim, or what they were doing, they all felt it when it happened. Hundreds of Lycavorians, both from the Mountain Packs and from the Union, they all saw it but they would never understand it. The Durcunusaan thought at first that something had taken place with their King. All of them knew he had gone off with Androcles, Dorian and Laren, and their first thought was that something had gone terribly wrong. 

That was until they saw the smiles through the tears that were falling. 


His Queens. His children. His family. His blood. They all felt the emotions within him, and the fulfilment of an impossible dream that none of them had ever known he possessed. His wives, his sons and daughters, his brother, no matter where they were, they stopped and held one another close as the tears poured shamelessly from their own eyes at the enormous love and happiness within the man that they all loved beyond words. 


It was a moment in time that none of them would ever forget or let go of no matter how many years passed from this day forward. 


It was the moment that the man they loved more than they could put into words, finally and forever was reborn into the man he was always meant to be. 


Their father. Their husband and mate.


Their Mard Revik.


“…Much did you know?” Martin asked the question softly. “At the end?”

Father and son stood on the edge of the cliff overlooking the emerald green sea that stretched before them as far as the eye could see. The smell of the ocean blew gently across their faces, carrying with it a myriad of different but familiar scents to both of them. The backdrop all around them, the smells, it all reminded Martin of parts of Sparta and Gytheio together. Vada Arwa rie vada Revik was not deployed, leaving Martin in a pair of dark gray fatigue pants and top. Father and son were very nearly equal in size and physical proportions, both as men and as wolves. They had run here in their wolf forms, Martin marveling at his father’s size, not realizing that he matched him in every way. Though he would never really believe it, Martin and his father were the largest Lycavorians in wolf form to have ever lived in their complete history. Only Androcles came close to them and even he was slightly smaller than his father and grandfather, though not by very much Martin knew. Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo were not as large or muscular, but Martin knew that there was not much known about their father and Reva’s husband and mate. It didn’t matter to him, for watching as his father ran was mesmerizing.


For Martin, he did not realize the passage of time. It seemed like they had been speaking for hours already when they arrived at this bluff, but he also could feel their time together was coming to an end. 

Leonidas looked at his son. “Everything.” He answered him. “In those last moments, they all came to me. Resumar, Sumar, Daniho and Ashten. Even Dadrien. Our blood. They shared everything with me. I knew Reva would be watching over you. Even after your mother took you away from earth to protect you… Reva watched over you. They all did. I know that you have struggled with everything these last months and weeks. Discovering so much that you did not know. That you could not imagine.”


Martin smiled slightly. “That would be the understatement of the millennia medwan.” He said. “Any millennia.”


Leonidas smiled as well now. “Indeed.”


“You must retrieve our blood my son.” Leonidas told him. “I know that you and my grandson Androcles can sense what has taken place, just not on what scale. They are what is most important now.”


Martin looked at his father. “It’s as bad as we think it is, isn’t it father?”


Leonidas turned and looked out over the ocean below them. “Yes.”


“How bad?” Martin pressed him.


Leonidas shook his head slowly. “I will leave this for you to discover Martin.” He said softly in response. “Just make sure to keep Canth’s words to you on that foul planet foremost in your mind. Not everything is as it seems my son. Trust in your instincts Martin my son, for they have never led you astray and they will not fail you going forward.”


“You are trying to tell me something without actually telling me.” Martin said.

Leonidas looked at him and smiled. “Your insight is your greatest gift keto.” He said. “The answers you seek will come, you must be patient. The future is not set Martin aur keto. Androcles changed everything when he looked inside himself and altered the path of the High Coven and brought us together. The Onab prophecies are nearly complete, and then, then you will truly be stepping into the unknown.”


“You are talking about the Iais'Kai aren’t you?” Martin asked.


Leonidas nodded his head and reached out with his hand to take Martin’s arm just above his elbow. “Reva, Kelia, Dynina, Jezima, Gorgo and Anja must be protected at all costs Martin. Each of them have a vital role to play in the future of our people. I don’t know what that role is, but that is what I feel strongly. What we all feel.”


“Anja?” Martin asked softly.


Leonidas smiled at his son. “Your mother and staania Reva are right you know?” He said quickly. “Forn wen osmosa.” (You are dense)

“Ha, ha. Very funny medwan.” Martin snapped.


“Aricia may be your ano aur keto, but Anja… Anja is your gai. Everyone knows that my son! You know that! She always has been, and she always will be Martin.” Leonidas spoke the words almost forcefully now. “Your other Queens know this as well and they do not care in the least. They love her even more for it; for she is their heart as well as yours. Your Queens… they are as intelligent as they are devastatingly beautiful Martin my boy. They feel it within them, all of them and they embrace it completely.” 


“Father…”


“You are the Mard Revik my son.” Leonidas told him. “You are the King that destiny and fate have prepared for. You are ready.”


“Really? No pressure here.” Martin hissed softly shaking his head. “Carians sometimes I hate those words.”

Leonidas chuckled softly. “Yes, I do know the feeling.” He said softly. “Our time grows short my son.” He said finally. “Trust your instincts Martin. Trust your son’s instincts. At times, they are even more attuned than yours because of his Dahakoan blood. Vin cedaur kimay forn un vada letha rie jorbhe for bara. They all would. You know this.” (He will follow you to the gates of hell and back)

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


Leonidas nodded his head. “Perhaps not, but it is what it is.” He replied. “Androcles is one of the finest Spartan warriors to have ever lived my son. In some ways, even more so than you. Achilles will be even greater. They are of our bloodline Martin. Our family, my son. Your teachings are what fill them. Your values. Your morals. Achilles will be the reunification of our people and Neesia will follow in her brother’s footsteps. Eliani, Dorian, Retta and Calyb, all of my grandchildren will do the same. Even those who have yet to be born.” Martin looked at his father with wide eyes when he said that and he saw the sly smile on his face. “Your Queens have already made this known to you, so don’t look so surprised.” He said. “I would not want to cross one of them, let alone all six of them.”

Martin’s eyes narrowed then and finally he shook his head with a smile. “True.” He said finally.


Leonidas squeezed his arm and gently prodded him to turn around. Martin did and his eyes grew wide when he saw the alter like obelisk behind them. It had not been there when they arrived here, but Martin had long decided that there was more to this place than met the eye. His father stepped up to the obelisk and motioned him forward to gaze at the crimson and silver hilt that rested on the blood red cloth atop the white obelisk alter. Martin’s eyes grew slightly wider when he saw that it had the shoulders and neck of an obsidian colored dragon adorned across the front end of the hilt.

“Vada saan rie duan cafna. Vada Endvor rie duan cafna. Vada Endvor rie vada Mard Revik.” His father spoke the words almost reverently. “The weapon that our ancestor Daniho Mahanlo wielded in defense of our people. A weapon known to all of our people no matter where they might be. They will feel it within themselves and know what it signifies. It is your weapon now Martin aur keto. Hidden here on Vada Dir rie Hal for Saar for nearly three million years, waiting for you to claim it.” (The blood of our people) (The Blade of our people)

Martin lifted his eyes from the sword hilt to his father. “I will never see… I will never see you again will I father?” Martin asked softly.


Leonidas shook his head slowly. “Like this… no my son.” He answered, his voice filled with sadness. “However, however all this came to be, it has allowed us to fulfill the one dream that both of us had my son. We will always be here Martin. All you need do is walk through the Etheric portal. How it works, I do not know, but they will join me here soon. The rest of our bloodline. When you take Vada Endvor rie duan cafna from its place, the barrier that keeps ships from fully approaching will dissipate and allow access to the Temple itself, but only someone of enough etheric ability will be able to access the portal and come here. Right now, that number is very limited, only someone of our bloodline will be able to pass through the portal, but as the years pass it will grow. Osrod Aspion and his bloodline to come will be its Kerta Sehises.” (Eternal Guardians)


“Osrod?” Martin gasped.


Leonidas smiled and nodded his head. “Your insight, remember?” He said. “Why do you think his bloodline found its way here? You sensed it within him when you first met him and that is why you spared him when you could have killed him.” Leonidas stepped closer to his son and reached up to take both sides of his head in his weathered hands. Martin felt the warmth of his skin and inhaled deeply of his father’s rich mint scent. “When you take Vada saan rie duan cafna from its place, this will also return staania Reva’s essence to her body. And then your final journey will have begun.”


“My final journey?”


Leonidas nodded his head. “One thing remains for you to do once you have reunited our people. Something left for you by staanio Sumar.”


“What is that?” Martin asked.


Leonidas shook his head. “That I do not know. Androcles, Dorian and Laren carry the map within them and they will discover it when the time is right. They will bring that map to you and then you will know.”


“Seems like an awful lot of effort for a weapon or something.” Martin said.

“When is something that is worth it, ever easy my son?” Leonidas asked.


“Never.” Martin answered.


Leonidas nodded his head. “Never.”


“Father…?”


Leonidas pulled Martin into a powerful embrace, an embrace that Martin returned with equal power. Martin felt tears in his eyes once more and he tried to pull his father even closer to him, hoping that the tighter he held him the less chance there was of him disappearing.


“I will always be with you my son.” Leonidas whispered in his ear. “I will always be with you.”


Martin Leonidas stood there even as he felt his father’s physical form melt from his grasp until there was nothing. He lowered his arms, staring at the ground in front of him, memorizing the smell of him before it drifted away, searing it into his brain. He lifted his hand and drew it across his face, wiping away the tears that stained his cheeks as he turned his head and looked out over the emerald ocean that extended far into the distance. He took several deep breaths to calm his racing heart, suddenly grateful for the fulfillment of what he once thought a dream that would never come true. Martin looked into the clear blue sky above the ocean and nodded his head slowly. Perhaps there were gods, or some higher power up there looking down upon him from the heavens. As he lifted his face and closed his eyes to feel the ocean breeze on his skin he nodded his head one last time in thanks to them.


“Thank you.” Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas whispered the words.

Martin turned to face the obelisk alter and he reached out his hand to circle his fingers around the hilt of Vada Endvor rie duan cafna. He concentrated for an instant and the Onkmeti Naami blade burst forth from the Etheric realm. It was truly a masterful piece of workmanship, easily surpassing the skill of the Weapons Master Nehtes. The blade glimmered in the sunlight, with an intricately carved image of what could only be Torma on either side, his obsidian scales and golden eyes easily discernible.

Martin nodded his head once more and squeezed the hilt harder as he lifted it further from the surface of the alter. He blinked when the obelisk alter suddenly vanished in a soft flash of yellowish light and then he was alone on the bluff. He turned his head one last time to look out over the edge of the bluff and nodded.


“Time to go to work.” He said softly.

