
CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR
PREMONITION
ORBIT OF PAKAR SIX

“…Been like that all of this time?” Lylor gasped in disbelief as he stared at her from the bench beside her. 

They had not left the cargo bay of the ship, Aryera, Taig, Marda, Caylt and Yasha and the few others crowding around Reva as they realized just who she truly was. To say Reva Mahanlo was a legend among the Kirek Pack, among any of the original Lycavorian Packs, would have been a colossal understatement of epic proportions. Lylor Kirek had not released her for nearly fifteen minutes as he wept into her abdomen and Reva held his head and allowed the tears to come once again. Accepting that she was indeed alive and then actually seeing her in her true form brought more tears. Yasha and Caylt had not seen their father ever act in such a way, his eyes tear filled and still happy. Though they never really knew Lylor Kirek, they had heard he was a man of little emotion, a statement that was not correct from what they could see. 
Reuniting with her blood was becoming a mentally taxing event but until she held her daughter in her arms once more, it would not be complete for Reva. Now adding dear friends that she had not seen for equally as long made Reva move to the small bench along the wall, everyone crowding around her and trying to not let the fact that they were surrounded by eleven dragons bother them. Lylor and Kesas sat on either side of her, Reva holding both their hands tightly. Chiron had returned to the computer station that had been made for him between Mari and Brendi and the three of them were going through all of the data that had been collected. A single Portal Jump had put them back in orbit of Pakar Six, where they were holding station now, though no one on the surface was yet aware they had returned.

Reva nodded her head to Lylor’s question as she once more wiped the tears away from her eyes. “Martin’s wife and mate, her name is Anja, she is a blessed healer and with the help of others she returned me to my true body only a few days ago.” She answered. “I’m still getting used to what was once muscle memory to me. In some ways, it is frustrating, but it is also so very enlightening. It is like being reborn. You knew what I agreed to Lylor.”

Lylor nodded his head. “Yes, but I never saw you like that and Kelia would not tell me what the process was. It was too painful for her to recall and I did not wish to push her given what we were going through.”

Reva nodded her head. “You did the right thing. I was not nearly as beautiful as I am now.” She answered her dark eyes going wider as she realized what she had just said. Kesas, Lylor and the others began to laugh softly at her humor and Reva realized just then that the laconic sense of dry humor that Martin, Androcles and all of their family had was beginning to rapidly rub off on her and she welcomed it with open arms as she smiled brilliantly at her own joke.

“That is why we did not smell you at first.” Kesas spoke now as his laughter died. “The cryo process alters a natural scent and as long as your body was affected by the chemicals involved, they would…”

Reva nodded once more. “Yes. My true scent won’t fully return for at least another two days, but I grow stronger every hour. Anja is truly a magical healer.”

“And she is one of his wives and mates?” Lylor asked.

“She is the one that developed the process to remove me from cryo so quickly and not suffer any side effects.” Reva answered. “She is doing the same for Kelia and whoever else we may find. She is a tiny thing but her medical knowledge and skill surpasses even that of the Onab.”

Kesas shook his head. “We should have realized that he would have detected that we were not telling him everything.” He said in disgust. “He is the Mard Revik. He is the last direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten. A perfect combination of them both as Chiron told us. He would have the memories of both Daniho and Ashten within him.”

“It was Androcles that sensed you were holding something back.” Reva told them with another smile. “He is the first and most powerful of the three Tarivuos, but all of them are so much alike, so much more. The dragon blood within them, it allows them to see and sense things that others cannot. It… it can be very unnerving at times, but it is a gift. This is what Androcles told his father.”

“And he made this decision based on just that?” Lylor asked.

Reva nodded her head. “There is much you need to discover about Martin, his story is so very unique, but even he has not fully been able to comprehend the memories left to him by those who have come before him. Nor has Androcles. They are the two most powerful wolves that I have felt since my sons lived, and they are frighteningly similar in what they do. They are even larger and stronger than my mate and husband in wolf form and all of you remember him. And their auras will make you shudder.”

Lylor looked at her oddly as Kesas looked at Reva with wide eyes. “Temokah was… he was awe inspiring.” Kesas spoke softly.
“Yes, he was.” Reva spoke lovingly as she thought back on her mate for the first time in more years that she could remember. Perhaps now would be the time to bring his memory back to the forefront and allow her family to see him for who he was. Yes, perhaps it was time.
Lylor shook his head slowly. “But I felt nothing like what you speak of from him mother.” He told her respectfully. “Powerful yes, but he was no more than a normal young Alpha. All of them. They are family yes, but…”

Reva nodded her head with a smile. “All of them have learned to shield their wolf auras Lylor. Shield it to the point that this is what anyone would feel unless they wished it.” Reva told them. “A gift taught to them by their father and their mothers from the moment they came into this world. Do not let what you do not feel trick you.” She told them. “Many of them are only half Lycavorian, but it is Martin’s blood within their veins. My blood. Mahanlo blood. Any of them is more than a match for any of you and your people, but do not take that as an insult.” Reva turned her head and looked at Aryera and the others. “All of them have trained in the ways of combat from the time that they could walk. So many different ways of fighting that it would boggle your minds. It is the Spartan way of life that they all now follow and embrace with their hearts so tightly. Where we once considered wolves of their age simply children, among those who followed Daniho and Ashten this changed long ago. It has reached its apex now with our people. This Spartan mentality is embedded deeply within the fabric of their society and the societies of many who are not even Lycavorian. They embrace it; they live it; they breath it every day. Especially Androcles and his brothers, sometimes more so than their own father. It is who they are.” Reva reached out and placed her hand flat on Lylor’s cheek as she smiled at him lovingly. 
“Androcles… he would not have permanently injured you Lylor Kirek, you are his Tenna Kelia’s handsome love, and his honored Tenne, but you would not have been able to defeat him and it would have been a very painful message for you to receive. I stopped him, but all of you must realize and take this into account in the future. You are family to them. All of you. The moment they came to know that you all lived, you became family. You became their focus.” 
“As it once was with us on Cerath, family is more precious to them than their own lives and they will protect you, most viciously if they have to. They are younger than you, but they have fought in wars that would make all of you shudder. Martin and Androcles most of all. In battles that were equally as horrific as ours were against the Iais'Kai, and they all bear the scars of these battles, physical and mental. I have witnessed many of them from afar and if you do not believe anything, believe what I tell you. They are not children, and our people must not treat them as such. They will have no remorse for what has taken place. What our blood has had to endure. Especially Martin and Androcles. They are the two most rooted in this Spartan way of life that they follow. Deion and his brothers follow next and then Martin’s daughters. Do not let their beauty fool you, they are just as lethal as their brothers.”
Lylor looked at her. “It felt… it felt like I had been hit by a falling tree.” He said. “And my chest burned.”
Reva nodded her head. “And he was holding his anger in check.” She told him. “He is like his father. Like all of our people now who left with Daniho and Ashten as I said. They have embraced their full emotions Lylor, the feral nature of our people. They embraced it and learned how to control it. Channel it. I watched through the millennia as they became powerful because of it. Even more so when the Pralor bloodline of Sumar joined ours and gave us the one thing that we had not yet discovered. Purpose. They follow a code now, much like we once did. The Spartan code that I speak of. It is a powerful code; a rigid code of honor and respect and justice. They call themselves Spartans. I have watched through the millennia as they became feared by all who knew them and were their enemy; and they are loved by all who are their allies and friends.”
Lylor shook his head just as Kesas had. “We were fools.” He gasped.
Reva shook her head. “No. You were doing what both of you swore to my sons. You were protecting the Onab, and there can be no fault applied here.” Reva said softly. “I cannot believe some of them survived. How many Lylor?”
“Five hundred initially.” Lylor answered her without hesitation. “They will have grown since we departed. Most that came with us were young couples. Engineers and Scientists. They will have had children. I do not know now because Nyser and Yelma trapped me in cryo and…” He lowered his head almost as if he was shamed.
“I knew the Arhtai Pack would not have killed them.” Kesas continued right after Lylor. “They needed them. And since the Onab technology the Arhtai Pack kept continued to work, I knew they were still alive. Ranol Nenay’s oldest daughter and the few she taught could not have maintained all of the Onab technology, so I knew that Ch'eldo and the others had to be alive. I hoped beyond hope anyway.”
“Ch'eldo?” Reva spoke softly.
“A few… a few dozen were executed by the Arhtai Pack during the Dremsa rie Saan, but Nyser Arhtai quickly halted this.” Kesas said.
Reva looked at him. “Nyser Arhtai knew of the devotion to Daniho, and our bloodline that the Onab held.” She spoke. “He knew that they would not bow to them.”
Kesas nodded his head. “Yes.” He said. “We did not know where they had taken them. We could never find them after the Dremsa rie Saan. And we had no idea that Revia was alive.”
Reva turned back to Lylor. “Is all this… all this hate and death… is it because of their children during the war?” Reva asked. “We all lost so much…”
Kesas nodded his head. “That was part of it in the beginning yes. I think it came down to envy in the end. Yelma and Nyser Arhtai envied what the Mahanlo bloodline had.”
Reva met Kesas’ eyes. “They will regret that until death comes for them.” She snarled.
Lylor looked at Reva quickly and with great emotion in his eyes. “Revia is our youngest mother.” He told her with pride in his voice. “A perfect image of her mother. We named her after you. She was the favorite of her siblings. She was mated to an Arhtai Pack Alpha. Nyser’s youngest brother Ivore!” He hissed in anger. “He swore to me he would honor us and… he lied to me and…”
Reva put her hand on his shoulder and shook her head. “Hold no anger for him Lylor. Be proud of him.” She said quickly. “Androcles told me through the Etheric realm what he has done. What he and Revia have done. He saw them both. It is because of him that Ch'eldo and the others survive and their bloodline continues. If what Androcles also tells me is true, Ivore Arhtai loves your daughter Revia blindly. They have at least fourteen children and Revia is carrying another in her womb even as we speak. Ivore teaches them the history of our bloodline and our people on Cerath. In many ways, he is just like you.”
“The young Prince told you all of this?” Kesas gasped aloud.
Reva nodded her head. “This Etheric realm that exists among our people, it is so much larger than we ever believed. When Sumar’s bloodline joined ours, became part of our pure bloodline, this is when we truly began to understand and use the Etheric realm as it was meant to be used. Martin, Androcles, their wives and mates, their children, their skills cannot truly be measured and they use these abilities in many ways. Our people, some of them can advance these abilities higher than others, but it allows all of us to use this skill and therefore imprint on our children even more than we were able to in our time.”
“No… no daughter of Kelia and I would have ever willingly given herself to any Arhtai Pack member after the Dremsa rie Saan!” Lylor spat. He looked at Reva and a small smile then creased his face as he realized something. “He kept his honor and his word to me.” Lylor said. “Ivore Arhtai kept his honor and his word to me and to Kelia! The day he took Revia as his wife and mate he swore to us to always honor her and our family.”
Reva nodded her head. “Well… if what Androcles saw and felt is correct… this Ivore Arhtai has done just that.” Reva took a deep breath. “Our operational plans will change now. Androcles will be already planning a way to rescue them while Martin and the others find and rescue Kelia and any with her.”
“How soon before Martin comes?” Lylor asked.
Reva met his eyes. “Six hours, no more. His plan is to attack the Arhtai Pack at first light tomorrow.”
“So soon?” Kesas gasped. “Is that even possible?”
Reva chuckled softly. “He called it Shock and Awe.” She told them. “And yes, with Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas anything is possible. His mind is an absolute twisted realm of brutal military thinking and nothing he does is ever normal. I have watched him ever since he came out of cryo himself and he has driven his enemies to the brink of insanity and beyond with his actions. No one has ever been able to predict what he will do. And that is why they always fail against him.”
“He was… he was in cryo?” Kesas asked her. “But why?”
Reva nodded her head. “It is a very long story and one you will no doubt discover within a few weeks. It is a very interesting story to say the least. And very painful for Martin. It is why he lost his father forever, and his mother for nearly three thousand years.”
“Carians!” Lylor spoke.
Reva nodded his head. “This is where his drive and love of family comes from.” She told them. “And this is what he has passed to his children. He will not tolerate threats to his blood. Any kind of threat. And he will severely punish any who does his blood harm.”
“The Arhtai Pack?” Lylor asked softly.
Reva rose to her feet and stepped away from them, all of them watching her as she crossed the small four-meter distance to where Caydren and Cinol sat on the deck beside Jeth and Anthar. Their eyes went wide when she fearlessly ran her hand over Caydren’s snout and his head leaned close to her chest against her breasts in obvious reverence. Caydren motioned his twin closer to him with his head and soon Reva was stroking Cinol’s snout as well. Reva turned back to Kesas and Lylor and the others.
“He will not punish the entire Arhtai Pack... that is not his way” Reva said softly. “After tomorrow, however, any who took part in or supported the vile acts of the Dremsa rie Saan will be marked for death. If they do not die by the end of tomorrow, and many will not, then the Mahanlo-Leonidas bloodline will hunt them down for eternity until all of them reside within the walls of jorbhe. That is what Martin has sworn to me, and Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas has never broken a promise.” 
“Ranol and the Nenay Pack will arrive just after him if you are correct.” Kesas spoke after a very long pause as her words sank in to everyone there in the cargo bay. “They will have additional intelligence with them. Ranol has already sworn to me that they will help us in any way they are able.”
“You trust them Kesas?” Reva asked after she kissed Caydren and Cinol’s snouts softly and began walking back towards them. 
“Three of Lylor and Kelia’s children have been members of the Nenay pack since the Dremsa rie Saan.” Kesas told her. “They have taken wives and husbands from the Nenay Pack and have many children and grandchildren among them. Ranol and his Pack have protected them ferociously all of this time.”
Lylor smiled slightly and Reva saw his eyes become moist. “I have spoken with them.” He told her. “Our children. When I finally got them to stop crying, they told me all of it.”
“Will they be coming to Pakar Six?” Reva asked.
Lylor nodded his head. “Yes.”
“Ranol is bringing his entire family.” Kesas said. “He plans to…”
Reva looked at him. “What?”
“He plans to beg Martin for forgiveness.” Kesas said. 
“Carians… forgiveness for what?” Reva asked.
“For allowing this to happen.” Kesas spoke. “He swore to Daniho and Ashten that he would always honor them by looking after their sister and their royal family.”
“And he feels as if he failed them.” Reva said softly, nodding her head. She shook her head quickly right after though as she returned to the bench between them. “It will not matter to Martin. Once he discovers that the Nenay Pack has shielded our blood, protected them, and have made them family… whatever perceived sins that Ranol Nenay thinks that he carries will be no more. Of that I can assure you.”
“What… what is Martin really like Lady Reva?” Kesas asked.
Reva shook her head. “No… now Lylor Kirek… you need to go to Androcles and make amends for your actions. Words carry much weight within our family once more and you owe him an apology for putting Sadi and Ne'Veha at risk, even a little, with your silly plan to take his ship from him. Sadi is his Anome and she carries his children in her womb. He has loved her with all that he is since he was eight months old. Ne'Veha is his SirsanGai, his beloved Elven heart.”
“Lady Reva we…” Aryera began to speak.
Lylor shook his head. “No, sister.” He said firmly. “Mother Reva is correct. This is my task. It was my decision and I will make amends for being so foolish.” He rose to his feet confidently and looked at Reva who stared back at him with pride and love in her dark eyes.
“He is with the others helping to store their equipment. This ship is still very new to them in some ways and they are storing equipment in its proper place. They are on the deck above us in the large warehouse like room twenty meters down the corridor from the elevator.” Reva told him. “Hold nothing back Lylor. With Androcles or his father.”
“I won’t any longer.” Lylor spoke. “Not anymore.”
Reva canted her head. “Go then!” She told him. “I wish to speak with Taig and Marda and Kesas’ young children.” She said. She chuckled lightly. “Though I dare say young is not a word I should use.”

Lylor Kirek found the large warehouse-like room one deck above them easily enough, all he had to do was follow the noise. There was music playing in the background of the room, a type of music that he had never heard before, but one that apparently, all of those before him had. All of the young men were shirtless now as they were muscling large crates around the room, pushing them against the walls tightly, or lowering them into large cache containers in the floor. Cache containers that Lylor took note could hold quite a bit of supplies and whatever else they needed it to hold. Lylor’s eyes settled on where Androcles stood beside the slightly taller young man who reeked of Kirek Pack blood, and the much shorter red-haired female who was Androcles’ sister. She was only half Lycavorian, that Lylor could tell easily, but as Reva had told them, the wolf blood within her was powerful and pure. As Lylor moved closer, his eyes settled on Androcles’ back and he winced slightly when he saw the long, jagged scar that extended almost entirely down the right side of his back. He also saw the three large spots where it appeared as if he had been shot with a large caliber weapon. Three times in the chest area. His upper body was dotted with additional scars, but once more Reva had been correct. These were not people who hid behind desks and titles. Lylor could also tell right away that the taller Kirek Alpha had claimed the red-haired female who was Androcles’ sister. He could sense the powerful connection of love and commitment between the two of them. The total devotion to each other and to… another woman. This knowledge did not surprise Lylor as much as he thought it would. The scent of Androcles’ sister was firmly embedded in the blood of the taller Kirek Alpha as she stood leaning up against his side casually. This second woman’s scent was embedded in both of their scents and Lylor’s eyes grew a little wider when he realized that this Kirek Pack Alpha and Androcles’ sister were anomes. Lylor had never heard of such a thing before and the truth of it was right before him so he could not deny it. A non-pureblood Anome union. He never heard of such a thing let alone seen one, but now before him was exactly that. It was almost too much to realize.

“You don’t have to be afraid Tenne.” The female voice echoed softly from behind him and Lylor whirled around quickly. Nara’s azure blue eyes gazed upon her uncle with love and respect.

“Tenne?” Lylor stammered the words but quickly realized why she spoke as she had.

Nara smiled at him. “I am your mandra.” She said. “Andro’s sister. Well… one of his sisters.” She said with a smile. “We are all your family Tenne.” Nara moved closer to him and took his arm in her hands. Lylor looked at her as she smiled at him and the azure blue color of her eyes reflected the light of the cargo room. Lylor was slightly taken aback as he realized by her scent just how old she was. This female Alpha pureblood could not have been more than eighteen years old, yet her scent already indicated that she was mated to not only a powerful Alpha male but another female as well. She was also one of the most powerful Alpha females that Lylor had ever felt outside of his Kelia. He could easily smell the Mahanlo-Leonidas blood within her and the power it brought to her, but there was also something very different about her. Something confident and powerful. 
“Come.” Nara spoke drawing him towards where Androcles was standing.

Eliani was typing on her P1 quickly, her fingers moving like they were in a musical concerto. Her hair was still in the long braid that they used when flying but she had removed the upper portion of her body armor and was now just wearing a t-shirt over her ample chest. Her face was concentrating as she stood between her brother and Jomann and she finally looked up at them. They had been muscling the equipment crates all around trying to find the right set up and Eliani was pretty sure they had it now.


“If we keep it like it is, we can squeeze in four hundred fervon.” She told Andro.

“That’s all?” Andro asked.

Eliani shrugged her shoulders. “Sadi and Ne'Veha didn’t design her to be a transport Andro.” Eliani said. “We try to take anymore and we risk not even getting off the surface.”

Andro nodded his head. “I know. Anse!” 

“We can strip three KADENs Andro.” Jomann offered up the suggestion. “Right down to their rivets. We’ve done it before. They are small enough to get into the clearing you described and we can get everyone in one load. The PREMONITION and three KADENs.”

“Eli?” Andro asked her.

Eliani nodded her head as she typed on her P1. “It will be tight, very tight, but once we get back to SPARTA'S WRATH we can spread everyone out so that they are more comfortable. Mother will not release Tenna Kelia or any others from the ship until she is sure everyone is checked anyway.”

“Everyone goes in one trip.” Andro spoke. “Father and his team will have the bulk of the Durcunusaan force that we are bringing backing him up. We leave no one behind. No one.”

“Avoi.” Eliani whispered.

“Fervon?” Nara’s voice interrupted them and Androcles turned slowly. He had smelled his uncle well before he had entered the storeroom, but no one would do or say anything to him unless Andro first did. Except Nara of course. Eliani grinned at her younger sister knowing that Nara had always felt she held something over all her other siblings because her eye coloring matched that of Androcles’ and their mother Aricia.

Andro turned slowly and looked at his uncle and then his sister. Nara grinned at the look in his eye and leaned up beside him, kissing her brother’s cheek before patting her hand on his chest. Eliani chuckled softly when Andro leaned over quickly and nuzzled Nara’s cheek with a brother’s affection. All of them knew Andro could never stay mad at his siblings for very long. He loved all of them too much.

Andro turned to Lylor then as Nara held his arm and looked at Eliani. “Tenne.” He said calmly.

Lylor looked around the large room. “You are… you are trying to decide how many you can carry?” He finally said.

Androcles nodded his head. “Yes. If we had had this information before, then this would not need to be done. Now we must improvise. I don’t like to improvise.”

Lylor looked at him. “Pen brol sorgur mandri.” Lylor finally stated firmly and without any doubt. How could there be any doubt within him when all he could smell was Mahanlo-Leonidas blood all around him in some shape or form. (I am sorry nephew)

Andro stepped closer to him. “If there is not trust Uncle…” Andro spoke softly.

Lylor nodded his head. “Then there can be nothing.” He echoed the words. “My actions were ill-advised and piegn.”

Andro nodded his head. “Yes, they were.” He said. “And you would not have succeeded. You should have seen that right away tenne.”

Lylor bristled only slightly at the dress down from the much younger wolf, because Lylor Kirek knew that Androcles was correct. He knew that Androcles could have continued berating his tactics, but Androcles waved his hand dismissively, ending that portion of the discussion with honor and care.


“Given what information you and Lord Pengot have carried within you all of these years, I may have reacted the same in your shoes. It is behind us.” Andro said. “Now we have to figure out the best way to get our blood and the Onab off this world. We first thought we had only one target, and now we have two. We have to adjust. Adapt.” Andro motioned to Eliani and Jomann now. “My sister Eliani and Captain Jomann… my Durcunusaan First and my sister’s husband and mate.”

Lylor was slightly taken aback when Eliani leaned up on her tip toes just as Nara had done and kissed his weathered cheek. “Una coi ea alinnyng Tenne.” Eliani told him. (It is a blessing Uncle)

Lylor looked at Eliani and the smiling twinkle in her dark green eyes. He turned his gaze to Jomann now as Eliani once more leaned up against his side and his arm pulled her close to him. Eliani and Brendi had tossed aside all matters of decorum when it came to Jomann. If they were with their husband and mate, they were touching him in some manner. Their interactions on SPARTA'S WRATH had become almost as legendary as Andro, Sadi and the others.

“How…” Lylor looked at Jomann. “How is it that a Kirek Pack Alpha is among you? I was under the impression all of the Kirek Pack came with me and Kelia.”

Jomann nodded his head. “Lady Reva believes it was something that Lord Daniho and Lord Ashten did without telling anyone.” Jomann answered. “Even Chiron was unable to discover the how of it. Or when.”

“It is becoming more and more apparent that they did this quite a bit. Daniho and Ashten were masters of subterfuge and guile.” Lylor spoke and all of them heard the tone of respect and awe in his voice. 

“So it would seem.” Androcles agreed. “As was our staanio Sumar.”

Lylor looked at him. “The one of… the one who carried Pralor blood within him?”

Androcles nodded his head. “There is so much that we need to share with one another Tenne Lylor. And we will. But right now, now we must focus on recovering Tenna Kelia and whoever else bears our blood.”

Lylor looked at him and nodded his head. “Agreed.” He spoke confidently. “What can I do?”

Androcles looked at him. “You can give whatever information that you have on the cryo pods that hold our chroray to Eliani here.” Androcles told him. “It is the same type of cryo chamber as you were in correct?”

Lylor nodded his head. “Yes, why?”

Androcles smiled at him. “Because in approximately one hour, we are going to return to Pakar Six Uncle and we are going to remove the Arhtai’s Pack influence over the Kirek Pack. No more blood scanners or spies. Now they will face us directly and answer for what they have done.”
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They may have been separated by several thousand light years at least, but there was no denying that Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas was livid with rage. Rage that was directed solely at Lylor and Kesas and rightfully so. His communication had not been expected, Androcles telling Lylor and Kesas that his father must have felt the spike of emotions in him when he saw and spoke with Revia and Ch'eldo. He took his father’s transmission, telling Lylor that if he didn’t, then his father would know something was wrong and more than likely arrive in orbit blasting everything in sight.

“The Onab?” Martin spoke looking at his son in the transmission. He was leaning over the table with his hands spread out in front of him, desperately trying to maintain his temper, but it was becoming increasingly harder to do so the more Andro told him what had taken place. Andro could tell that they were at least back on Jetania which was a good thing since they didn’t need his father losing his temper on a ship in orbit. 
“The Onab?” Martin said again, his voice carrying his frustration and worry. It was easy enough to detect for Aricia and For'mya and his other wives and mates who sat closest to him at the table, for like him, they were just as angry that their children had been put in danger because Lylor and Kesas had not told them of the Onab. “The same Onab who are supposed to have been dead for the last fifty thousand years?!” Martin snarled angrily. “Those Onab?!”

Andro knew his father wasn’t mad at him or any of his children so he tried to mitigate his anger as best he could, knowing that it would not help. “Yes.” Andro replied quickly. “They have become lax father and whatever security they have guarding the Onab is unprepared.”

“Unprepared.” Martin said nodding his head. “And what if they weren’t unprepared keto?” Martin growled. “What if they were waiting for you?”

“Martin… perhaps…” Reva began to intercede but even she stopped when she saw his dark brown eyes, normally so bright and intelligent and full of life, shift to the yellow gold of his wolf persona. 

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas was the only wolf alive with yellow gold eyes, no Lycavorian came even remotely close to him in that regard. His eyes were part of the mysticism about him. Many people said his wolf eyes could look right through your skin and into your soul, or that he could kill you with a simple glance. Though she knew these were all stories, while in her sphere form, Reva had witnessed several times where poor souls had been on the receiving end of Martin’s wrath through the years. It had not been pleasant to watch, even from afar, and she doubted it was any better up close.

“Perhaps staania…” Martin spoke, his voice tempered and even, which made his eyes even that much more terrifying. “Perhaps my uncle and those with him can explain to me why they put my family at risk.” Martin asked her.

“There was truly no risk.” Kesas made the mistake of answering, not realizing just how angry Martin was. “We are pledged with the protection of the Onab and we…”

“Put my children at risk!” Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas screamed now causing Kesas’ eyes to explode open at the vitriol with which the words came across. “You put my grandchildren at risk! My grandchildren!” Martin’s yellow gold eyes were wide now and his dual wolf fangs, normally quite menacing and terrifying to behold, were now fully extended to their complete and full two and a quarter inches in length and they were absolutely chilling to gaze upon. “Aur nathos!” 

“Kelia is my wife and mate!” Lylor shouted the words, though his heart was not really in it. He knew he and Kesas had been wrong in what they had tried and they should not have attempted to do it to begin with.

“For via coi aur nathos!” Martin roared once more. “We will move stars and burn planets to return her to her family! But not at the risk of others of our family! Would she have approved of you putting her unborn blood in harm’s way?” (And she is my family)

“We did not know if we could trust you!” Kesas barked out. “We…”

Martin called forth his Shi Viska in a fit of rage and with a howl of anger none of them had ever heard from an Alpha wolf ever before, he swung the Shi Viska against the corner of the large granite table. The table was six inches thick and polished to perfection but it could not stand against the Shi Viska in Martin’s hand and he completely severed the corner of the table in his anger and those in the transmission could only stare at him in unabashed distress.

“Someone shut that fool up before I put my size eleven boot so far up his ass he will be spitting shoelaces for a fucking year!” Martin roared. 

Lylor stood up now and took Kesas’ arm, motioning with his head at his surprised face. They had not expected such a reaction and neither of them truly knew how to respond. In all his many years, Lylor Kirek had seen only one wolf as savagely angry as Martin now was; but it was long ago in a time long forgotten. A time that Lylor had thought was long forgotten, along with the ideals and values of that time. Looking at Martin in the transmission… perhaps… perhaps he had been wrong.

“If you wish to place blame… then blame me!” Lylor snapped at him finally. “It was my decision and…”

“I don’t wish to place blame on anyone!” Martin spat angrily. “I want my family to start acting like my family and start believing again!”

“Martin, you don’t know what we have had…” Lylor began to speak but he saw Martin shake his head.

“No!” Martin barked loudly silencing his words. “You forget Tenne Lylor… I have the memories of my grandfathers! All of them! I may not be able to understand many of them right now, but I have seen with my own eyes what they endured! What all of you endured in that time! Androcles has seen this as well. What you and the Kirek Pack has endured since then is probably equally horrific if not more so… but they never let this overwhelm them. They never let this put family at risk.”

Lylor met Martin’s wolf eyes in the transmission now, his own light blue eyes changing to the wolf within him as he felt pride swell within his chest. “No.” Lylor spoke firmly. “They never allowed us to give up. Ever.”

“Just as I will never give up.” Martin spoke with a nod. “Not me, nor my children nor the women that hold my heart and soul in their hands. Our family does not give up.”

Lylor looked at Reva sitting at the table and he saw the tears streaking down her cheeks and he turned back to the transmission. “No, we do not.”

All of them watched Martin take a deep breath and then he looked at Lylor as his eyes returned to normal. “I need to ask Tenne. Rescuing my Aunt, all those with her, any who still help us, this will happen. On that you have my oath, but…” He spoke now. “I need to know… I can’t hold this in any longer.”

Lylor looked at Kesas, who moved up beside him now, both of them knowing to what Martin was referring. “My King… perhaps…”

“Kesas, you know, don’t you?” Martin asked him.

Kesas paused for a long moment before nodding his head. “Yes.” He answered finally.

“Then tell me.” Martin asked him. 

“Martin, we…” Kesas tried one last time.

“Tell me!” Martin almost shouted the order.

Kesas looked quickly at Reva and saw her staring at him. Androcles’ gaze was focused on him as were the other sets of eyes at the small table. He turned back to Martin and took a deep breath.

“There were two thousand and forty-three members of the Mahanlo bloodline that had survived when we departed Cerath.” Kesas spoke looking at Reva. “Most were what remained of Temokah’s younger sisters and brothers.”

“Temokah?” Martin asked now looking at Reva in the transmission. “Staania… this was grandfather’s name?”

Reva nodded her head as she looked at him. “Yes, Martin. I remember all of them… so strong and brave.”
Kesas turned back to Martin. “When the Dremsa rie Saan fell upon us, almost all of those who were not mated among the Mahanlo bloodline had found wives and husbands among the Kirek Pack. Almost none of them trusted the other Packs and the older Mahanlo blood would not even associate with the Nenay and Arhtai Packs. Only Kelia and Lylor’s children took mates among the Nenay Pack.”

Martin nodded his head. “Kesas… you are avoiding the answer.”

Kesas shook his head. “No, Milord King… I am… I am trying not to remember.” He said honestly. “When the Dremsa rie Saan came, there were fifteen thousand four hundred and two who bore the bloodline of Mahanlo within them. Young and old. Not just Lylor and Kelia’s children, but hundreds of children from the others as well. So many proud and strong…” Kesas looked at Martin. “They butchered all of them Milord King… thousands of them… even those who could not lift a hand to defend themselves.” Kesas saw Martin stagger in the transmission, Aricia and For'mya reaching for him even as Anja, Dysea and the others broke into horrified tears. 
“Among those… among those they killed during the Dremsa rie Saan were almost five… almost five hundred children who were barely a year old. The parents… they were slaughtered as they tried to protect their children.”
The agonizing and mournful howl that followed, none of them would ever forget for as many years as they had left. It was a howl of sorrow that cut right through their blood and deep into their souls, echoing off the walls of their own hearts as Lylor, Kesas, Aryera and the others could only watch. They felt it, too.  It was hard not to feel the sorrow, but in that sorrow, deep within the heart of the beast they felt it. A brightness that started as a swirl of light and began to spin faster and faster until it was lighting up their hearts as well.
The light of retribution.
KOLTAR FOUR
CAPITAL CITY OF LEPIRI
ARHTAI PACK COMPOUND AND MILITARY HEADQUARTERS
LEVEL FOUR
SYSTEMS MONITORING

It was the main nerve center for the entire Arhtai Pack military apparatus across the entire system. 


The Arhtai Pack Compound itself was nearly ten square miles and was centered directly in the main portion of the capital city of Lepiri. The compound was broken into four different districts with the main living structure making up the centerpiece of the ten-square mile area. Everything was completely open to the public and thousands upon thousands of citizens walked across the compound’s total area every day, however, at the issuance of one word, the entire ten square mile area of the compound could be cut off from the rest of the city and turned into an utter fortress.

The compound was broken into four command districts, North, South, East and West. 

The Northern Command Monitoring Station was the facility that supervised all types of sensor and communications logs that were routinely checked. It was also home to the vast network of communications taps and sensor logs that were taken every day from across Koltar Four, Anlar Prime and even Pakar Six. The men and women who worked in this facility had some of the highest security clearances known to exist within the Arhtai Pack. The Alpha who was in charge of all of this was Yelma Arhtai’s oldest brother and probably one of the most hated men anywhere on Koltar Four. Kanal Arhtai had many sick perversions that his position allowed him to get away with and Yelma always looked the other way when it came to his activities because he was brutally efficient and completely loyal to her. While many did not like working for Kanal Arhtai, they certainly enjoyed the many perks that came along with that job. 

His name was Comelo and he had been working this job for nearly a thousand years. Day in and day out it was the same, just as it had been for the man who held the job before him for close to ten thousand years. He did not have much to do, check several sensor feeds when he first came on duty, transfer the data to storage cores and then monitor the same four computer screens for ten hours until his relief came. It was uneventful, just as he liked it, and his position allowed him the extra credits needed to enjoy different events within the capital with different female wolves of questionable stature.


Comelo’s life was about to take a very unpleasant sinister turn.

Comelo inserted his security badge into the wall mounted server unit and brought up the first of nineteen Blood Scanner and Video units in place on Pakar Six. They were divided between the three major thoroughfares of the base where most everyone had to pass through nearly every day. They were ingeniously hidden, or so they thought, within normal computer data terminals that were used for simple information gathering or directions. While the Kirek Pack had probably discovered most of them after so many years, they could not risk tampering with them or shutting them down for reasons Comelo did not know or understand. All he knew was that no one had ever tried to damage or interrupt the hidden sensor arrays.

Until today.


Comelo had to blink quickly several times as he watched the short data log. It was only thirteen seconds long, but it was very clear and obviously showed a young woman who had blazing azure blue colored eyes, long, raven black hair and wicked looking dual wolf fangs. Comelo watched as the last five seconds were the young woman physically pulling the sensor array from inside the data terminal it had been hidden in, snarling savagely right in front of the camera and then smashing the sensor array to the ground ending the transmission. Comelo was not a stupid man, he had heard many rumors in his lifetime and his years working here about what many referred to as the Dremsa Rie Saan. 
The Night of Blood.
The night the Mahanlo bloodline had been declared enemies of the people because of some disease they would not allow Arhtai Pack doctors to treat. On that night, thousands had been killed. Mainly Mahanlo Pack members, but many Kirek Pack members and at least several hundred Arhtai Pack members. All of them had been declared traitors to their people and were ordered arrested or executed on sight. Comelo had been born long after this night and his father and mother never spoke of it to him or his brothers and sisters. It was almost as if it shamed them in some way. There had not been a wolf with the dual fangs of Mahanlo blood seen or sighted anywhere in nearly two million years. There were rumors of course, stories told by parents wanting to scare their children into submission. Stories that Kelia Mahanlo and her Kirek Pack husband and mate Lylor still lived. Mahanlo blood was still widely recognized as the most powerful Lycavorian bloodline to have ever existed. No other bloodline could come close to it in any way and this caused obvious envy among the other packs, but none were ever strong enough to stand against them. 
The Mahanlo bloodline and their past had been wiped from the history books by order of Yelma Arhtai, and to even speak their name by accident now caused men and women both to disappear never to be seen again.

Comelo quickly entered the code for the next sensor array with shaking hands and his eyes grew wider still when he saw a young woman who was clearly Lycavorian, but she was also something else. He saw a flash of dark colored cobalt blue eyes and silky black hair that was rich and thick. Then he saw what was unmistakable, just as they had been on the first young female. He saw thick, lethal looking dual wolf fangs that were fully exposed and very distinctive.

“Sibfla!” Comelo gasped aloud as his hands were shaking so badly he almost dropped his card key. 
He punched in the code for the next sensor and felt fear grip his lower abdomen as he was able to watch the tall, extremely well built young wolf tear at the data terminal with his bare hands. He was adorned in obsidian and gold armor of some kind that conformed to his body like a second skin, revealing a muscular build that Comelo would never have. He had short, raven black hair with a immaculately trimmed goatee and just like the first young female, amazingly bright and expressive azure colored blue eyes that appeared as if they were glowing. He could make out the black pupil and wolf nature of his eyes, but they were unlike any wolf eyes he had ever seen before.
Comelo watched as the young man, obviously, an Alpha from the looks of him, brought the now revealed sensor gathering camera closer to his face. The helmet he wore hid most of his features except for his eyes, but there was a long cut in the helmet that exposed his lips and part of his cheeks and jawline. And staring at him in the transmission were ferocious looking dual wolf fangs unlike anything Comelo had ever imagined.
“Evell wen chevshs!” He growled in to the small sensor array. “Iada terit pascius fas terit carians, toer hel el isarna, el evell gur sey joana.”  (We are coming) (Make peace with your gods, ask them for mercy, for we will have none.)
Comelo actually yelped loudly, drawing the attention from half a dozen others when the young wolf snapped forward with his head and actually ripped into the small sensor terminal with those dual fangs. They made short work of the small terminal and then the picture was gone.
“Nubou!” Comelo barked out loudly as he whirled around and broke into a run for his supervisor’s office. 
“…Is this?” Kanal Arhtai snarled angrily as he tossed the data scroll onto the top of his desk. 
He was not happy at having been disturbed to say the very least. His six foot three body had once been muscle and bone but was now nothing more than flesh and saggy skin. Too many years of neglecting what he was and not doing anything for himself had turned him into a vile creature of a man. He used his position as Arhtai Chief of Internal Security to threaten and cajole young females to entertain him whenever he found one that struck his fancy. He had been forcing himself on a young female wolf when his senior aide had come rushing to his quarters to inform him that his attention was needed at once. 
He had tried to keep up his physical appearances, but once his clothes came off no female wolf found him attractive. His lone mate was long dead and the children he had with her were almost no better than him with the exception of his youngest daughter. She alone avoided her father at all costs wanting nothing to do with him or her nine siblings, almost as if she knew something that they did not. It was Kanal Arhtai’s one weak spot, his youngest daughter, but she had never used his name or his position to gain anything. Unlike her father, she was very well respected and highly thought of by many in her field of Astrometric Anomalies.
“You need to see this Kanal.” The man stammered. He had been Kanal’s senior aide for as long as he could remember and was perhaps the only one outside of his sister and brother-in-law that could speak how they wanted to Kanal. He reached out and took the data spike from the desk and moved to the wall directly behind Kanal’s desk and plugged it in. 
“You should have seen her Alaki.” Kanal boosted to his friend. “She was young and firm and…” Kanal stopped talking when he saw the monitor come alive with the brief images of intelligence data terminals being destroyed. “What is this?” Kanal barked looking at the young wolf he did not know.
“These are the images of all nineteen Blood Scanner and Data Collection devices on Pakar Six being torn from inside their protective shells and destroyed.” Alaki answered him. “This is Third Lieutenant Comelo. He discovered it this morning upon arriving for his tour of duty and brought it to his shift supervisor immediately.”
“All nineteen?” Kanal asked him. “I was under the impression they had only found thirteen of the devices and our data comes mainly from the five they have yet to discover.”
Alaki nodded his head. “That is what we have believed, but apparently, that has not been the case for many years.” He replied quickly. “The five that we supposedly thought were still hidden…” Alaki touched the controls for the monitor and Kanal’s eyes grew wide when he saw the images of the two females and three males ripping the data gathering nodes from their protective shells and either smashing them to the floor or…
“Evell wen chevshs! Iada terit pascius fas terit carians, toer hel el isarna, el evell gur sey joana.” The young alpha wolf with azure colored eyes spoke those words just before he utterly destroyed the device with what could only be savage looking dual wolf fangs.
“Nubou lae!” Kanal gasped aloud for he had not seen a set of dual wolf fangs in more years that he could remember. Kanal looked at Alaki. “This is… it must be some kind of joke.” Kanal hissed. “There are safeguards in place if even one of the devices is destroyed or tampered with.”
Alaki nodded his head and looked at Comelo. “Tell him.” He said.
“Tell me what?” Kanal snarled.
“I followed established protocols and immediately downloaded all nineteen sensor cores per the instructions if something like this were to ever take place General.” Comelo spoke as he began to sweat profusely in fear. “The images and recordings are all similar in nature, yet the failsafe codes were not entered automatically like they should have been. And the… the current data streams are active and normal.”
Kanal blinked his eyes rapidly. “Active and normal?” He barked. “How can that be when we just watched all nineteen devices ripped from their housings and destroyed.”
Comelo shook his head. “That is what I do not understand General.”
“What do you understand?” Kanal growled at the younger man savagely.
Alaki stepped closer to Comelo knowing his friend’s penchant for hurting those who displeased him. “It means Kanal, that someone has manipulated the data stream and made it appear like this is happening.”
Kanal looked at him. “What?” He gasped. “Why?”
“The answer is obvious old friend.” Alaki told him. “Kesas Pengot and the Kirek Pack dogs are up to something. Playing games.”
Kanal came to his feet. “To what end?” Kanal hissed. “They are hardly in a position to challenge my sister or the Arhtai Pack. No one will follow them. Not even those lapdogs the Nenay.”
Alaki looked at Comelo. “How can we determine if this is actually something that is taking place or if it is ruse?”
“A ruse?” Comelo stammered.
“If someone is playing a trick on us?!” Alaki snapped now.
“Only a full systems diagnostic can do that.” Comelo answered quickly. 
“Can you do that?” Kanal demanded.
“Yes, General, but I do not have the necessary security access levels to initiate a full system check.” Comelo stated quickly. “I am only an analyst and programmer.” 
“But you can do it?” Kanal asked once more.
“Yes.” Comelo answered. “I’m trying to say I don’t need to.”
“What? Why damn it?” Kanal shouted.
“A full systems check was conducted yesterday morning and has already been filed into the data cores.” Comelo told him. “All you would need to do is call up the results of that check and read the data.”
Kanal reached out and pulled Comelo over to his desk, shoving him into the chair. “Start the process. I will give you the passwords as needed. Quickly now!”
Alaki looked at him. “Kanal…?”
“Inform my sister I need to see her.” Kanal growled. “How long boy?”
Comelo looked up from the desk. “Three hours. No more.”
“Tell her I need to see her in four hours Alaki.” Kanal told him. “And put our security forces on stand by. We may need to take a trip to Pakar Six.”
Alaki nodded his head. “Understood.”
PAKAR SIX
MAIN TRANSPORT BAY
It had been a simple matter for Ne'Veha to bring the PREMONITION into the large transport bay under Shroud while members of the Kirek Pack raced back and forth trying to determine where the ship was. They didn’t realize how large the PREMONITION really was until Sadi lowered the Shroud once she was fully inside the bay. Sadi would openly admit to anyone that asked that Ne'Veha was the much better close quarters pilot because of her natural Elven skills and her background in Ground Support. It truly seemed like Ne'Veha and the ship became one mind when she had the controls in tight flight situations. As crew members in the Transport Bay stared on in awe, Ne'Veha lowered the ship to the deck as gently as a newborn baby once their Shroud was down. 
Rothan Luas was waiting as Lylor and Kesas led everyone off the ship. Aryera Kirek was barking instructions to Marda and Taig as Kalis, Denali and several others broke off with them. Alarms had begun to sound all over the base due to the unregistered entry of the ship into the transport bay and the detection of Mahanlo blood within the base. No one had ever heard the alarms before and it was sending men and women into a panic. The Arhtai Pack spies would know something was up in moments, and Lylor and Androcles did not want to wait to strike.
Caylt and Yasha moved with Mari, Brendi, Deion, Jomann, Ridor and Daio with them as they made for the Command Center quickly and efficiently. Androcles, Nara, Lisisa, Normya, Tir'ut, and Eliani made short work of the sensors that the Arhtai Pack thought they did not know about. There had really been only two that Aryera and Kesas’ children Caylt and Yasha had not detected through the years, but Chiron quickly found all five of them and it was these that Androcles, the huge bone faced young man and his sisters shattered into oblivion. 
Things were coming together far faster than Lylor and Kesas had ever hoped or imagined they would. Chiron’s message to them had been so very true. There were not men and women who played at war. They were decisive and action oriented and they did not hesitate in the least.
The Transport Bay quickly became the center of attention on Pakar Six as the Kirek Pack began acting instead of reacting as they had for so many years. Lylor was leading Kesas and Aryera back into the Transport Bay and he was impressed with how his sister had kept their small force trained and equipped even with the restrictions placed on them. With Androcles’ brother and cousin among their number, Lylor had watched on monitors as they chased down and captured four Arhtai Pack spies that they had known nothing about. These three men and one women had witnessed the brutal deaths of those that were known Arhtai plants and after so long hidden they immediately lost all sense of professionalism just as Martin had suspected they would. Never having dealt with anything like the savageness and ferociousness of the attack that Denali and Kalis led, the four seasoned spies broke in an attempt to escape from Pakar Six and inform their superiors that the Kirek Pack was rebelling once more. They made it only half way to the Secondary Transport Bay to steal a ship before running into Marda, Taig, and the others who had been sent after them. Lylor looked at their bloody faces where they now knelt on the deck a short distance away. Marda and Taig were watching them like hungry predators, with Androcles’ cousin Kalis and his pureblood brother Denali with them. The four of them stood together now, Marda and Taig armed with what Andro called the new Pralor Particle Weapons. Marda and Taig were thrilled about this new equipment and had quickly passed the four crates of the new weapons out among their security force.
Lylor looked at the now covered bodies of the dead spies that they had killed within a few minutes of exiting the ship. Lylor had been surprised at how accurate and sensitive the blood detectors were, but it would be Chiron who would explain in the coming weeks that it was not the sophistication of the detectors but the massive influx of pure Mahanlo blood into the base because of Androcles and his siblings. Rothan had wasted no time and acted instantly the moment the alarms began to sound. He saw the young Alpha that Rothan said was working with him, his hands secured in front of him and now standing with Rothan. He didn’t look very happy and Lylor and Kesas made straight for where he stood.
“Rothan?” Lylor spoke.
“This is not what we agreed to Lylor.” Rothan hissed angrily. “Uvae has been helping us since he came here. Kesas you know this!” 
Lylor looked at the Arhtai Alpha wolf who stood there stoically. The man had no fear in his eyes and he stood tall and proud. This was not a man who was a spy in any way. Lylor could tell just by his demeanor that he had left the Arhtai Pack behind long ago. He motioned with his hand, “Come with me.”
Lylor led them to where Androcles was sitting on the bench and they saw Eliani kneeling in front of her brother, drawing her hand slowly across his lower jaw, a soft white glow coming from her fingertips. Lylor now knew he had many nieces and nephews and it was going to take some time for him to learn all of their names. His niece Eliani was the easiest of them all since she was the most outspoken and rebellious of her siblings from what he could tell. She was also the wife, mate and Anome to the tall Kirek Pack Alpha known as Jomann. Lylor knew Jomann would become very popular on Pakar Six for he was the only Kirek Pack Alpha known to exist outside of this planet and it was becoming known that he was the husband and mate to the Mard Revik’s breathtakingly beautiful daughter and an equally stunning female that was, herself, rapidly turning out to be a powerful turned wolf.
Eliani lowered her hand from Andro’s jaw and looked at him and all of them watched stunned as she quickly slapped him across the cheek. What was even more stunning was the smile that curled Androcles’ lips as he looked at her.
“Next time, don’t try to eat the camera ryn mida.” Eliani spat as she pointed her finger at him. (Dumb ass)
“I wasn’t trying to eat the camera.” Andro stated.
“That’s not what Lisisa said.” Eli quipped right back. “And I believe her over you.”
Andro saw his uncle move up and he quickly snapped his head forward, nuzzling Eliani on her cheek furiously in brotherly affection. She giggled as his aura washed over her and she pushed him away. Andro rose to his feet then and looked at his Uncle, Rothan and the others looking at him surprised.
“Tenne?” He asked.
Eliani caught him off guard as she usually did, reaching up to slap him lightly in the back of the head before moving away. “Ryn mida.” She called out as she walked away.
“Pomai!” Andro hissed back at her while half turning his head. (Slut)
Eliani laughed at his words. “El Jomann for Brendi innyne.” She yelled after him. (For Jomann and Brendi always)
Andro looked back to Lylor. “My apologies Tenne, Eliani can be unruly at times.”
Rothan looked at Androcles. “Our… our language flows so easily from the lips of your siblings and those with you aur Indalfrid.” He spoke formally.
Andro shook his head. “My name is Androcles.” He said quickly. “Or Andro. Whichever you prefer.”
Rothan looked at him with wide eyes as did others. “For wen… forn wen vada Orwara Indalfrid. Vada fera Tarivu rie vada Mard Revik.” (You are the Crown Prince. The First Herald of the True King.)
Andro nodded his head. “And there are days when I hate that title.” He spoke much to their shock as he stepped forward and looked at the man with steel flexi cuffs on his wrists. “Why are you still wearing the bindings?”
Uvae lifted his hands. “I think perhaps things moved more quickly than we thought and I was forgotten my Prince.” He answered honestly.
It happened far more quickly than most of them were able to follow. Andro lifted his right hand, called forth his right Glaive from its spot on the side of his armor and he slashed it down across the bindings. The steel flexi cuffs were meant to hold the strongest Lycavorians easily and were pretty much indestructible. 
Unless cut by a blade coated in Dragon Armor.
Andro reseated his Glaive in that return motion as the pieces of the bindings dropped to the deck and then bowed his head to the older man. “My thanks to you sir. We would not have discovered the others so easily without your help.”
Uvae bowed his head in return. “With your blessing my Prince, I will return to my wife and children. She was worried about me during this time.”
Androcles nodded his head. “My thanks to you again.” He said. “My father will wish to meet you after things have settled. You and your family.”
Uvae nodded his head. “We would be honored sire.”
Andro smiled as the man quickly made for the door and then he looked at Lylor. “My apologies Tenne, Lord Luas, I did not know he had not been released.”
Rothan shook his head. “It is done.” He spoke. “I will have someone watch him for a time but…”
Androcles shook his head. “No need.” He spoke motioning with his head towards the door. All of them turned to see Uvae catch the woman in his arms as she jumped the last few feet and then the seven children crowding around the man they called father. “He is a man of his word.” Andro spoke softly. 
“Avoi.” Lylor echoed.
“What about our guests?” Andro asked now.
“We will lock them down in a sealed room below the command center.” Rothan spoke. “They will be going nowhere. How did… how did you know there were others? Even after all this time we never suspected the four that we caught. Ever.”
Andro shrugged his shoulders. “My father tends to think out of the box, sir.” Andro said in reply. “It just seemed like a clever idea to implement and he ended up being right. Now we just have to get what information we need out of them before someone tries to contact them and get a report.”
Kesas motioned with his hand. “Then come this way. Caylt, Yasha and your people have set up in the command center. We won’t be able to hide the destruction of the blood scanners for long, but long enough for your father to arrive and for us to act.”
Andro nodded his head as he began to follow Kesas. Lylor and Rothan fell in just behind him but quickly made room for the two young and exceptionally beautiful women who raced up behind them. Carisia and Lu'ria took up places on either side of Androcles as they walked, each of them taking one of his hands in theirs. Rothan and Lylor looked at each other quickly as they walked, never having seen an elf before, let alone a Drow elf. That she was a turned wolf was obvious enough, but from what Lylor and Rothan could smell, Androcles had been the one to turn her and her blood carried the purest form of Lycavorian DNA anywhere. 
As with his Anome Sadi, Andro’s lavender and pines scent was deeply embedded in this young, dark skinned woman’s blood. Sadi they knew was a pureblood female of substantial influence all her own because of her own bloodline, and when you mixed Sadi’s blood with Androcles’, the aura and influence was off the charts. Turned though she may have been, this ebony skinned female elf had nearly as powerful a female aura as Sadi did simply because Androcles was the one to have turned her. What surprised them both was that they could detect the scent of Sadi and the others deeply in her blood as well. Almost as if… Rothan and Lylor looked at each other with wide eyes but quickly moved their eyes forward as they realized what this meant. And apparently, none of these women cared in the least who knew this fact.
The small exotic looking female they did not know what to make of. They had never met anyone of her species, but then again, they had never met an elf before three hours ago either. It was obvious to them that Andro had bitten her, and she had bitten him in return, but there was something strangely unique about what they smelled within Carisia as opposed to Sadi and Lu'ria. They would have to question Lady Reva when they had the chance for Lylor did not want to offend his mandri after being so stupid upon their first meeting and nearly ruining everything.
The trip to the command center was quick as others got out of their way in the corridors and finally they were entering the room where they caught the tail end of Mari speaking to the others.
“…Tap is complete but we won’t be able to hold it for long before someone knows something is up.” Mari spoke from the chair she occupied between Brendi and Yasha. Caylt was standing at the large chart table with Chiron. 
Caylt nodded his head. “But we just need to hold it until early morning.” He told them. “Sixteen hours tops. After that it will not matter.”
“True enough.” Mari agreed with a smile.
Kesas looked at his son as they moved around the chart table. “Caylt, Yasha?” He asked.
Caylt moved to the small computer console on the chart table and began typing. “We were able to initiate the code hack successfully father, just as Prince Androcles suggested.” He spoke excitedly. 
Andro shook his head. “Don’t look at me.” He said raising his hand. “That was all my fervon Deion and his lovely wife and mate Mari.” He spoke. “They are the computer gurus.”
Lylor looked at Kesas and then back to Androcles. “What is this… this guru?”
Andro smiled and shook his head. “I’ll explain some other time Tenne.” He answered. “Mari?”
Mari moved up beside the taller Caylt and pointed to the console. Caylt nodded and typed quickly, bringing up a blueprint type schematic on the table in front of them. “Essentially what Brendi and I did is find and access an undefended computer port in their planetary mainframe on Koltar Four while Androcles and the others were running their plots.”
“Wait?!” Kesas gasped. “You were able to access their planetary mainframe from your ship?”
Mari nodded her head. “Yes. Onab computer code is very similar in design to Pralor code and I designed a program a few years ago to integrate the two.”
Kesas looked at Androcles quickly and then back to Mari. “How old are you again child?” He asked.
“Twenty-four.” Mari answered instantly. “Why?”
Andro shook his head again. “Never mind about that.” He spoke. “Mari… keep going.”
Mari motioned with her hand as Caylt enlarged the blueprint. “The planetary mainframe is extensive.” She told them. “Caylt already had most of it mapped with his reverse inversion pulses, but we got the really good stuff while we hung out in orbit.” She traced what appeared to be a long string of corridors but in truth no one but Mari, Caylt and Brendi knew what they were. “Brendi found this at twenty-three minutes in.”
“And this is?” Androcles asked.
“This was our way in.” Mari spoke with a smile as Caylt adjusted the screen and what they were viewing. “Think of it as a blueprint Andro.” She said. “It pretty much led us to this bright spot here. A low encryption code spike that was being used to block access into the mainframe from outside sources. Only it was very well hidden.”
“Come again?” Carisia asked.
“This was left here for someone to find.” Mari said with a smile. “I think the Onab left it for us Andro. Or for someone like us.”
“Why do you say that?” Aryera asked now.
“Because it was a back door into every lower sub system on the mainframe. Including the Security Network” Mari answered her. “It’s why we were able to do a reverse tap of recorded material and reroute it to the mainframe through secondary power conduits.”
Lylor shook his head. “I am lost.” He spoke.
“I was lost many words ago.” Rothan echoed.
“Mari…” Andro spoke with a smile. “English please… for those of us who do not speak computer.”
Mari blushed and brought her hand to her mouth in shock. “Sibfla!” She exclaimed. “I’m sorry!” She stepped closer to the table and used her hands to point to several different things on the blueprint Caylt had pulled up. “What we did is make a recording of no activity on the blood detectors from previous recordings that Caylt had on file. Using those, we were able to tap into the Planetary Mainframe and reverse feed those taps into the main converters. The scanners would have recorded as we took out the blood detectors, especially the one Andro bit, but their computers will tell them that all of the blood detectors are intact and detecting nothing out of the ordinary.”
“You are tricking them?” Lylor almost shouted.
Mari nodded her head. “Yes.”
Kesas couldn’t help but smile. “They see the recordings but their equipment is telling them nothing is wrong.” He said. “Ingenious!”
“It was Caylt’s idea.” Mari said. “Brendi and I just implemented the computer hack.”

Kesas looked at his son. “Well done Keto!” He said. “Well done.”

“What does this mean for us?” Rothan asked now.

Yasha moved forward now. “It means we have two options to think about.” She spoke. “Option one is that they think it is a computer mishap and treat it as such. They will try to find out electronically if the equipment is functioning correctly. The tap is for sixteen hours, so no matter what they do, for the next sixteen hours they won’t know what is happening here unless the person they have checking the systems is very good at their job.”

“They have people like that?” Kesas asked now.

“They do.” Yasha answered. “Few, because they don’t want to let the reins of control loosen too much, but they have some.”
“And the other option?” Lylor asked.
“They will try to contact their agents here directly.” Yasha said. “Though we now know who they are, and we have them in custody or they are dead, finding their equipment will be harder. The Arhtai Pack will have protocols to follow if they cannot contact their agents within a certain amount of time. Especially the ones we did not know about. It is not known how much they will go for this idea since it would have exposed one, if not all of those that we already captured and didn’t know about.”
“That means coming here.” Kesas said. “Which they have not done in nearly a million years. They wouldn’t be foolish enough to do that.”
“They would if they believe that Lylor or any of his children have been woken Kesas.” Aryera said. “You know that.”
“How long to implement if they go with option two?” Androcles asked.
Yasha shrugged her shoulders. “It would depend on what kind of day that upaee Yelma Arhtai is having I suppose.” She answered him. “If they did it quickly, they could be here with several hundred troops in roughly six hours.”
“And what are the chances of her doing it quickly if they go with choice two and think that Mahanlo blood is once more active on the planet?” Andro asked her.
Yasha smiled at what he was implying. “Slim to none.” She replied.
Andro smiled and nodded his head. “My instincts tell me that they will treat this as some sort of computer failure. At least until they have a better idea that it is not.”
“The risk to Kelia is…” Lylor began to speak but stopped himself.
“How many people actually know that she is still alive Tenne?” Andro asked him.
Kesas met his gaze as his eyes opened wider. “The most senior members of her family of course, but outside of that… so much time has passed that…”
Andro nodded his head. “My father believes that those guarding her don’t even know who she is.” He said. “Everyone thinks she is dead.”
“And they have not rebuked these rumors.” Kesas said agreeing with him and looking at Lylor. 
“Which means she cannot go public with this information.” Aryera said now as she began to understand. “There are many, even among the Arhtai Pack, who believe that Mahanlo blood is still royalty. That it still is our best chance for the future.”
“And she will have to confirm that you are awake Uncle.” Andro said. “Before she does anything.”
Lylor met his nephew’s eyes. “And that requires her to send someone here. And that takes time.”
Andro nodded his head. “Right now, time is our ally.” He said. “In sixteen hours that will change, but by then we will have succeeded or we will all be dead.”
Mari looked across the table at Androcles. “Ummm… just food for thought Andro…” She spoke. “I’m not really liking the dead part. It doesn’t do it for me and dead doesn’t work for Deion and Emylea either.”
Andro smiled as he looked at her. “Don’t worry Mari… it doesn’t work for us either.”
“Whew! That’s good to know.” She said. “Wait a minute… us? Who is us?”
Androcles’ smile grew even wider as he took his P1 from his belt and set it on the chart table and activated it.
“Father?” Andro spoke.
“Is it done?” Martin’s voice boomed from the P1 as it activated and his small holographic image expanded from the sophisticated personal computer. “Andro… are we good? I’m getting tired of waiting here keto. Give me something.”
“Father, we are set.” Andro told him. “We have the hidden Arhtai agents and all of the blood detectors are deactivated.”
“Casualties son?” Martin asked.
“Just those Arhtai Pack members who resisted.” Andro replied. “You brought Re'lon and Tenna Nayeca I hope?”
Martin chuckled aloud. “Does a bear shit in the woods boy?” Martin said with a grin.
“We have sixteen hours father.” Andro told him. 
“We won’t need sixteen hours.” Martin replied confidently. “Manda and Sa'sur will be here in twelve hours. They are making their last jump right into orbit of Koltar Four, exactly two minutes before we hit them. It will wake them up so abruptly and scare them right out of their fucking shorts, no matter how big their balls are!”
“Martin, we…” Lylor began to speak but Martin held up his hand.
“Hold that thought Tenne.” He told him turning to look at. “Andro… your mothers are already loaded on the TYPE TWO. Anja wants to wake up your cousins and Danny snagged two dozen crates of Pralor weapons for the Kirek Pack and whoever else is going with us. Thoti and Duewa arrived from Ventori just before we left and they’ll handle showing everyone how to use the new gear. We…”
“Wait!” Lylor exclaimed as he looked at Androcles quickly and saw him smile and then he turned back to Martin’s image. “You speak… you speak as if you are already here Martin.”
“Here?” Martin hissed. “Hell, yes I am here! I’m been busting a gut cause my son takes too damn long to do shit sometimes! Make room for us in that transport bay keto, we’re inbound in nine minutes. SPARTA'S WRATH will remain Shrouded until it's time to say hello to Koltar Four.”
“You are here?” Kesas exclaimed now as he realized what Martin was saying.
“I’ll see you all in nine minutes.” Martin spoke before he ended the transmission and Androcles recovered his P1.
“I suggest we go to the transport bay.” He told them. “Things will move quickly once father arrives. He doesn’t like to beat around the bush so to speak.”
“He has been here all of this time and you said nothing?!” Lylor snapped at Androcles. 
Andro secured his P1 on his belt and nodded his head. “That is correct.” He spoke. 
“Don’t you think that you owe us an explanation for that?” Lylor snapped again but much less forcefully.
Androcles shook his head. “No.” He answered bluntly before turning and heading for the door of the command center and into the corridor.
Lylor looked at Kesas with wide, angry eyes and saw that he was looking back at him with something akin to a smile on his face.   
“You think this is funny?” He rasped out the question.
Kesas nodded his head slowly. “Yes.”
“How can you think this is funny?” Lylor demanded.
“I have come to the realization that…” Kesas looked at Lylor. “We… we are not dealing with normal Lycavorians Lylor. We are dealing with direct descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. Martin, his oldest son Androcles and all of his children are those descendants. Never were there two more confounding men alive. You could never predict what they would do next and you know this. They are the same. We are dealing with Kelia’s bloodline Lylor Kirek. You are Kelia’s beloved mate, yes, but you are not of their bloodline. You do not have Mahanlo blood flowing within your veins as they do. All of them are much younger than us, yet their combat skills surpass anything that we have. Anything that your sister, Taig and Yasha have been able to train our people in. Can you stand there and deny that to me?”
Lylor looked quickly at Aryera who had remained silent until now. “Kesas is correct Lylor.” She told him. 
Lylor turned back to Kesas. “Then what do you suggest Kesas?” He snapped. “I will not stand by while my Kelia is a prisoner of that foul woman! I will not!”
Kesas shook his head. “And I don’t expect you to, Lylor my friend. I don’t believe your family expects you to. What I do suggest is this. All of us… we have lived in this bubble out here for so long that we have forgotten that events have spun right along without us outside of this bubble we are in. You heard what Lady Reva told us on that ship. He has been King for less than thirty years and he has united our people unlike at any other time in our history according to her. Who but someone with the blood of Daniho and Ashten could do such a thing. And he has finally discovered us out here and he intends to see his family reunited. No matter who he has to crush in order to do that. All of them do. You can see it in their eyes. In their movement as they walk. They are not here to play games Lylor.”
Aryera reached out and placed her hand on her brother’s arm. “Kesas speaks truth fervon and we should listen to him. I love Kelia as I would any sister that I ever had Lylor, but Kesas is correct. Martin, Androcles, even Lady Reva, they are her blood Lylor. This is her nathos. They have come for her and they do not intend to fail. We are family to them but we are not their blood.”
“They would not… they would not leave us!” Lylor hissed softly.
Aryera shook her head. “No… they don’t intend to leave us.” She spoke. “But you have seen what they can do fervon! Their equipment. Their ship. They fight beside sinuovas Lylor! Who among us can say that?”
“Then what do we do?!” Lylor asked. “Tell me!”
“I suggest we grab our boots and jump onto the ship and let them pull us along.” Kesas told him. “I have a sense that Martin will not dismiss us by any stretch of the imagination. And what we can learn is more than anything we could ever hope for.”
Lylor looked at him. “You trust him that much?” He asked. “You trust them?”
Kesas smiled at him. “I trust the Mahanlo blood that flows in their veins.” He answered. 
Lylor looked at the chart table as everyone in the room stared at him. Mari and Brendi had remained silent during the exchange but like everyone else they were now staring at Lylor. All of them saw him nod his head after several moments.
“My heart… my heart tells me the same thing.” He said finally looking at Kesas.
Kesas nodded with a smile and gripped his arm. “Every day for more years than I can remember Lylor, I have asked for a sign. Anything that would tell me that all was not lost, that hope had not abandoned us. I said this prayer while standing beside your cryo chamber Lylor my friend. Every day! That sign is now here… and it is the brightest point of light that these old eyes have ever seen. I intend to be there when that light shines upon the Arhtai Pack and their vile deeds. You know how passionate Daniho Mahanlo was Lylor… and how cruel he could be if he felt someone had wronged his blood.”
Kesas looked at Lylor for a long moment, his eyes moving to Aryera and then back to Lylor. 
“I see that in Martin’s eyes Lylor.” Kesas spoke softly. “And it makes me shiver in horror knowing that but by the grace of Daniho Mahanlo, I would be working beside Yelma Arhtai right now. Just as she asked me the day Daniho became our King.”
“What?” Lylor gasped aloud with wide eyes.
Kesas nodded his head. “She asked me to come work for the Arhtai as an advisor the day Daniho was named King. The next morning, Daniho came to me and asked me to stand with him and help him to learn.” Kesas smiled. “You know what my decision was.”
“Kesas I… we never knew that!” Lylor gasped.
Kesas shook his head. “Nor did Daniho.” He said. “Which is why I have honored my vow to him with such devotion. Now his descendants are here… and I intend to help them put their family back together because I believe! I believe now, just like I believed back then!” 
“Avoi!” Aryera’s voice carried across the room then and finished any talk.
They all knew what needed to be done.
PAKAR SIX

TRANSPORT BAY 

The word had spread quickly throughout the base on Pakar Six about who was landing in the main Transport Bay and they would have been hard pressed to keep everyone who had crowded into the bay out. That pure Mahanlo blood had returned to them was rapidly making its way among the Kirek Pack and everyone wanted to get a glimpse of them. That it was pure Mahanlo bloodline descended from Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo themselves was only just beginning to make its way among the people. Already stories of Androcles and his siblings taking down the blood detectors and Arhtai Pack spies was running rampant among the Kirek Pack.

For'mya and Endith brought the TYPE TWO into the Transport Bay right beside the PREMONITION and set the hundred and sixty-meter ship down with equally as much skill as Ne'Veha had done. These were ships that the Kirek Pack had never seen before and they were sleek looking and powerful. Everyone watched as the massive ramp in the rear undercarriage of the ship began to lower and they waited while holding their breaths to see who would depart this new ship. All of them could smell the pureness of Mahanlo blood in the Transport Bay, it was unmistakable with Lady Reva, Androcles and his siblings all in the Bay now. The moment the ramp touched down however, the scent of pure Mahanlo blood washed through the entire Transport Bay like a wave of clean, pure mountain air. Everyone who had been able to cram inside the Bay could smell it and it filtered across their senses like a jolt of energy.  

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas was the first one down the ramp obviously and the slow building of astonished murmurs quickly swept through the bay. There was not a member of the Kirek Pack alive today who had not seen hundreds of images of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo in their studies as they grew. What they saw exit this strange ship was the near duplicate image of both men meshed together in one perfect form. Voices swept forward even from the back of the huge bay and as if with one mind, men, women and children began dropping to one knee in utter reverence. Martin reached the bottom of the ramp, his dark eyes searching for one person and he found him quickly, Reva standing between him and Androcles. Martin moved over in front of Lylor who stared at him in astonishment. Even what Reva had told them did not prepare Lylor Kirek for the image of the man he now was gazing at. He could see both Daniho and Ashten in this man, like the two brothers had somehow merged themselves into one entity. 

And he now stood before him.

“Son vada carians.” Lylor muttered finally, his voice carrying to those standing nearby. Rothan, Aryera, Kesas, all of them were looking at Martin with unabashed shock. They had seen him in the transmissions yes, but actually seeing him in person was more than any of them could take. Aryera Kirek quickly reached for Kesas’ arm for support as she began to openly weep when Martin did what none of them ever expected.

Martin pulled Lylor Kirek into an embrace that made his ribs crack in protest but Lylor did not care as Martin’s deep pines scent filtered to his nose. Martin held him at arm’s length for a moment as Reva clutched Androcles arm tighter, trying to keep from losing her balance as she wept.

Martin’s eyes were moist now as he looked at his uncle, and then in an action that would be remembered by everyone in that Transport Bay for the rest of their lives, Martin Leonidas lifted his uncle into his arms with a wail of happiness and broke down into tears while crushing his body to his own and spinning around and around. It did not take long for the emotion to overwhelm Lylor and soon he was joining his nephew in the emotion filled greeting. 

Whatever anyone thought before coming to the Transport Bay this day, what was very clear to the Kirek Pack at what they saw happening before them, was that things were going to be very different going forward. The bloodline of their beloved King had returned and soon it would be time to free themselves and others from the oppression of the Arhtai Pack.


Anja was not known for wasting time and as soon as the greetings in the Transport Bay were over, she was moving for the room where Lylor’s three children still resided in the cryo pods. With Duewa, Eliani, Serale, Caliria, Cvea and Anuk assisting, Anja quickly brought Lient, Pauin and Amori out of the cryo freezing process while Lylor looked on with worry in his face. Martin and Reva stood on either side of him as they observed, careful not to interrupt Anja in any form. Anja had this down pat now, and it moved quickly. Pauin, Lient or Amori were lifted from the pods by members of the Kirek Pack and quickly moved to beds while Anja oversaw the injections of the natural enzymes to stimulate muscle growth and energy. The two brothers and their sister were awake, but their senses were still confused and only the smell of pure Mahanlo blood in the room and their father’s blood kept them reasonably calm.

In all it took Anja only two hours to pull all three of them from their pods and get them into beds and then into the base medical facility. The three of them watched as Anja moved from between the beds and came across the large room to where they stood.


“It’s done.” She spoke confidently. 

“Truly?!” Lylor gasped.

Anja nodded her head. “They won’t be winning any marathons in the next few days, but all of their medical signs are strong and steady. Their eye sight will take a few hours to return fully, that is something unfortunately that I can’t help because of the process of cryo freezing. They can smell our blood all around them and I think that is why they are staying so calm, but they keep asking for you.”

Lylor looked at her. “I can… I can touch them?”

Anja smiled and nodded her head. “Of course.” She told him. “Go… they are waiting for you.”

Lylor didn’t hesitate and moved across the room, his children perking up when they smelled him so close and then he was reaching for Amori’s hand since she was the closest to him. Pauin and Lient were sitting up in their beds when they heard their father’s voice and the tears came.

Reva reached for Anja and took her arms. “They will be fine?” She asked.

Anja detected the worry in her voice and she nodded once more as she gripped Reva’s arms in return. “They will be more than fine.” She told her. “You should go to them. They are your grandchildren.”

Reva looked at Martin and saw him nod to her. “Cui staania.” He said quickly. Reva didn’t waste another moment and she moved across the room as Martin pulled Anja close to him and watched. When she reached where Lylor sat on the bed Martin looked down at Anja’s head. He reached out to her in the heavily shielded connection that he shared with all of his wives and mates. [Talk to me Red.] He spoke feeling Aricia, Dysea, For'mya, Isabella and Cirith perking up, listening in.

Anja knew Martin would detect her demeanor and tone of voice and know something was up and she was not disappointed. She lifted her hand and took his hand before rolling the three small items into the palm of his hand.


[What’s this?] Martin asked her.

[Their insurance policy.] Anja told him. [Small explosive charges placed at the juncture of the second and third vertebrae. Strong enough to sever their spines and inflict tremendous damage to the base of their brains. It would leave them brain dead even if they were able to survive the injuries the explosives caused. Anuk deactivated them before I removed them. They are rudimentary in design, but very efficient. They are injected in liquid form through the back of the skull where they take up residence between the vertebrae and become solid.]

Martin looked at the small devices in the palm of his hand. [Lylor?]
Anja looked at him as she leaned up against his body. [How do you think I found out about these?] She asked. [Kesas and Aryera, Lylor’s sister, they removed it before fully waking him. They did not tell him because he would have gone berserk according to his sister.]

[Then we must assume that Kelia has this in her head as well.] Martin spoke softly.

[It’s a safe bet.] Anja agreed. 

[The more we discover about this Yelma woman Beloved, the more my ability to forgive lessens.] Aricia’s voice spoke now.

[For me as well.] Dysea echoed in.

[Ditto.] Anja said softly.

[We can hate this woman… but we must remember she does not speak for the rest of her pack. That has been made obvious to us by what we have read since Kesas sent us the reports. We must keep that in mind.] For'mya’s voice spoke now and Martin felt Anja nod her head against his chest.

[We will act accordingly.] Martin said and all of them could tell by the tone of his voice that this conversation was over. [They will be ok Red?] He asked.

Anja nodded her head again. [Oh yeah.] She replied.

[Then we stick to the plan we decided upon for her.] Martin said. [Aricia, you, For'mya, Bella, Melda Min and Cirith meet me in their command center. Just follow Andro’s scent to it. We have final plans to make and we need to readjust for discovery of the Onab and Lylor’s daughter at this other facility on the surface.]

[On our way.] Aricia spoke.

Martin looked at Anja and she leaned up and kissed him deeply. “I’ll watch them and send Lylor along.” She said. “Go.”

Martin nodded and turned quickly to move out of the room.

KOLTAR FOUR
ARHTAI PACK MAIN HOME
LEPIRI

The main Arhtai Pack home was secured in the center of the compound, surrounded by thousands of soldiers and the most sophisticated defenses that existed. The three story mansion was incredibly opulent all around, from the lavish decorations inside to the exacting nature of the beautiful grounds all around the home.


It was late evening now and Yelma Arhtai was not in a particularly good mood. Even at her age, Yelma was still an exceptionally good looking woman. Her physical attributes were still lush and firm and kept her husband and mate Nyser very happy. Which in turn meant very satisfying evenings for her when they were together. She was still wolf after all, and pleasure was one thing that all wolves strived for with their chosen mate. Yelma was the Matriarch of the Arhtai Pack and while she left most of the running of the established government to those who were politicians, nothing went forward or was implemented without her approval. Many of the policies she had implemented throughout the years were designed specifically to keep her Pack in charge of what was happening. There were no free and open elections and the Arhtai Pack, at least Yelma’s family and close relatives had absolute control. While nearly all of those who lived on Koltar Four were Arhtai Pack in some manner, most could not claim a closeness to Yelma Arhtai or her inner circle of children and siblings. They were the ones who held the true power and they had for nearly two million years. Any who had openly opposed or disagreed with Yelma Arhtai or her policies through the years usually ending up disappearing, never to be seen again.

Yelma moved along the massive main corridor within their home, the opulence very much on display with ancient and priceless paintings and art decorating the walls and mantles of nearly every room in the three-story mansion. She wore a loose-fitting wrap around dress and held the steaming mug of tea in her hands as she watched her brother storm into the huge home through the front door, shoving aside the door guards and greeter. His Second officer Alaki was with him which meant this was probably another problem that Kanal could not figure out for himself because he was the cause. Yelma loved her brother, but there were times when he was as dumb as a rock. 


“Yelma!” Kanal bellowed.

“I am right here fervon.” Yelma answered him as he came around the pillar and saw her walking towards them down the main corridor. “Please do not yell in my home. Your voice has a tendency to wake my grandchildren.”

Kanal moved up to her quickly and bowed his head. “My apologies.” He said before leaning forward and kissing her cheek with brotherly affection. 

Yelma smiled and squeezed his arm as she looked at him. “Nyser is waiting for us in his primary office.” She spoke. “He is not happy it is so late brother, and neither am I. What is so important that it could not wait until tomorrow?”

Kanal held up the three data scrolls in his hand. “I will show you.” He spoke. “Then we need to act.”

Yelma slipped her arm through the curl of his elbow and nodded. “Very well. Come.” She spoke as she guided him. “You are looking well Colonel Alaki.”

Alaki bowed his head as they began to walk. “Thank you, Lady Arhtai.”

Yelma led them through the lower level of the main house, the rooms expansive and fully equipped with the finest furniture made anywhere on Koltar Four. Yelma Arhtai and her husband and mate were of the mind that as the leaders of this pack they deserved the finest of everything to accommodate their needs. When they saw something that they wanted, they took it. Seven of their nine children born here on Koltar Four chose to live in the mansion here and they also took what they wanted. The other two, a daughter and son, chose to live away from the main capital of Lepiri. They had their differences with their mother and father, mainly about who they had chosen to take as their husbands and wives, but Yelma and Nyser still loved them.  

Yelma led them into the huge office-like room with blazing fireplace, and the enormous glass window wall that faced the main part of Lepiri. The office was furnished just like the house, the best of everything, and Nyser Arhtai turned from the desk he was sitting at and rose to his feet. His six foot four frame was still chiseled muscle, though he did sport somewhat of a small stomach from all of the excellent quality food they ate. He exercised constantly in order to keep it from overwhelming him and so far, it had worked. 

Nyser Arhtai was not a foolish man by any means. He had chosen Yelma long ago to be his wife and mate because he saw the cunning intelligence in her. She was smarter than him and Nyser was not ashamed of that fact. He had his skills and Yelma did as well. He treated her like a Queen and allowed her to run things among their Pack when she became his wife and mate and so far, everything had worked out well for them. Nyser Arhtai had wanted to be King, and he had encouraged many of their people to vote for him back on Cerath. He had been young then, and was newly christened as the Alpha of the Arhtai Pack after his father’s death. Many did not trust him as they thought him brash and willing to do anything to gain more power. The Lycavorian people had elected Daniho Mahanlo as King over him and Nyser had never forgiven that perceived slight. He also never forgave Daniho Mahanlo for allowing his children to die in battle with the Iais'Kai while they fought somewhere else. He hated Mahanlo blood with a fervor bordering on the unhealthy. This was why he had no qualms at all about agreeing with his wife and mate Yelma when she suggested they turn on Kelia and Lylor Kirek the moment they had the right opportunity and seize power for themselves. They had not predicted the opposition to that, nor the years of battle and civil strife that would follow, but once they had captured Kelia Mahanlo and Lylor Kirek, things began to fall under their control. Nyser was dressed casually and he lifted the glass of wine as he rose from his desk.

“Kanal. Colonel Alaki.” He spoke as he moved around the desk and came up beside Yelma. “You said it was important.” He motioned to the velvet couches that surrounded the massive knee high granite table in front of the blazing fireplace. Nights on Koltar Four could be frigid, especially at this time of the year here in Lepiri, and the house staff always kept a fire going in the fireplace.

Kanal didn’t waste any time as Nyser, Yelma and Alaki took seats on opposite couches. He held up the first of the three data scrolls. “We have a serious problem.” He spoke as he bent next to the table and inserted the data scroll into the slot and all of them watched as the video came alive with the images of the wolves destroying the blood scanners. Kanal waited until the one with the azure eyed young man was active and then he froze it just as he opened his mouth fully, exposing the thick, and lethal looking dual wolf fangs and those blazing wolf eyes under the odd-looking helmet.

“Nubou lae!” Nyser muttered. “Who… who is that? Where is this?” He demanded.

“Scanner B159.” Kanal answered him. “One of the five we were certain that the Kirek Pack had not found.” He spoke. “Apparently, we were not so lucky.”

“How is this possible?” Yelma rasped the question. “They cannot destroy the Blood Detectors without setting off alarms linked directly to our Main Frame. We would all know about that within moments.”

“Somehow they are hiding it.” Kanal spoke in reply.

“What do you mean hiding it?” Yelma snapped. “How could they hide it?”

“I had the technician who discovered and brought this to me check something that I thought of. This happened one day after the Onab ran a full network system check.” Kanal spoke wanting to make himself appear smarter than he actually was. “I had him compare these files with those done when the entire network was certified only yesterday.”

“And?” Nyser demanded.

“They are identical sister.” Kanal spoke. “Somehow… they have found a way to enter our system and access our network.”

Yelma shook her head instantly. “That is not possible.” She told him. 

“The system is telling us that all of the Blood Detectors are operating without issue, yet we have these recordings saying otherwise.” Kanal hissed. “Clearly… someone has discovered a way to access our network and alter data.”

“The scan your tech did and the one done on the system’s check match?” Nyser asked him.

Kanal nodded his head. “Yes.” He replied. “Perfectly.”

Nyser looked at him intently. “Then it is obviously a glitch of some kind that needs to be addressed. What are you suggesting Kanal?” He asked.

“You can see for yourself Nyser!” Kanal almost yelled pointing to the frozen image of the young wolf. “Dual fangs! Only one bloodline in all of our history has had dual fangs. It is the signature of Mahanlo blood!”

Yelma rose to her feet now. “Only four… only five remain alive with Mahanlo blood in them.” She said. “Lylor Kirek and his three children on Pakar Six, which we control indirectly. And Kelia Mahanlo, which we control directly. There are no others fervon.”

“Do we know this to be true?” Kanal asked her. 

“Kanal… someone obviously tapped into our low-level security network, which is not entirely that hard to do.” Nyser spoke. “The minor systems can be accessed across the city. Someone made this recording and then uploaded it so that it would be found. They are playing a game on you, old friend.”

Kanal looked at him and then to the image on the data scroll that was showing. He turned back to Yelma. “I have two other scrolls to show you sister.” He spoke. “I had the tech check several different systems.”

“And they all say the same thing?” Yelma asked.

Kanal nodded his head. “Yes.”

Yelma nodded and rose to her feet with a smile. “As always, you are being thorough fervon.” She told him. “But no one has the skills to break through the security the Onab have in place on our Mainframe. No one has been able to do this in all of the years since we have been here, have they?”

Kanal met her gaze and slowly shook her head. “No.”

“Then I suggest you concentrate on finding who made this ridiculous recording and then managed to upload it onto the unsecured security network.” Yelma told him. “We can’t have this kind of seditious activity happening.”

Kanal shook his head. “No, we cannot.” He said. He breathed an obvious sigh of relief and began reaching for the data scrolls. Yelma reached out and shook her head.

“You can leave them fervon.” She said. “Nyser and I will review them fully and then return them to you.”

Kanal nodded his head. “Of course.”

Nyser stood up. “This technician that you used Kanal?” He asked. “Where is he now?”

“I had him followed after he left my office.” Kanal replied. “He went straight home and has not left his residence.”

Nyser nodded his head in approval. “We should probably pick him up when he returns to work in the morning. Just to insure he is not the one who actually did this.”

Kanal nodded. “Of course.” He said.

“As always… you have done well brother.” Yelma told him with warmth and a smile.

Kanal smiled at her. “I know that we disturbed you. Alaki and I will find our own way out.” He said.

“I can walk you.” Yelma told him.

Kanal shook his head. “No. We have taken enough of your time. Remain here and when we are gone you can go back to what it was you were doing.” He said as Alaki rose and they both bowed their heads to them and then headed for the entrance into the office.

Nyser looked at Yelma as they left his office and he returned to the couch looking at the still frozen image of the dual fanged Alpha with azure colored eyes. “Yelma?” He spoke softly.

Yelma turned back to look at him. “I know.” She spoke as she came over beside him and sat down.

“Are we certain that Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo were taken care of?” Nyser asked her.

Yelma nodded her head. “The last contact we had with the Ekela Pack confirmed that they were dead. They said that only one of their descendants had survived and they were hours from removing him as well.”

“That was the last message?” Nyser asked.

Yelma nodded as she looked at her husband. “Yes. No contact was made after that last message. Just over two million years ago. And we did try to reach them Nyser, you know that. We agreed that when they killed the last descendant it must have triggered a war of some kind between the remaining Packs and that is why we have had no contact with them in all of this time. Certainly, if they had failed and Mahanlo blood survived they would have come here before now.”

“Who sent it?” Nyser asked.

“Anven Ekela.” Yelma answered.  

Nyser nodded his head. “Anven would not have sent that message unless it was true.” He said. He motioned with his hand to the image leaning closer. “That is not someone of Kelia Mahanlo and Lylor Kirek’s blood Yelma. It can’t be.” He said thoughtfully. “The jaw is too wide and the neck is too thick even for a son of Lylor Kirek. And the fangs…”

Yelma nodded her head. “I know.” She said softly. “They are too thick and too long. It has to be someone playing a game on us Nyser.”

Nyser nodded his head as he reached for the small computer console on the granite table. “To what purpose though Yelma my wife and mate? No one can challenge us.” He said as he activated the COM panel.

The face of the young man appeared on the screen. “COM Officer, RENDITION Station. State your request.” The young man looked up and his eyes grew wide. “Lord Nyser! Sibfla!” He exclaimed. “My… my apologies.”

“On my order… first thing tomorrow morning I want my son Fomir to take a detachment to the Sanctuary.” Nyser spoke. “They are to return to my office with Ch'eldo and his senior technician. If Ch'eldo refuses, execute his oldest son. If he continues to refuse, kill his family starting with his wife until he complies.”

The young man was typing furiously and he nodded his head. “Understood Lord Nyser!” He almost yelled. “Do you wish me to inform Lord Fomir now?”

Nyser shook his head. “Nothing can be done tonight, but he is to do that when he arrives in the morning. That is his priority.”

“As you order.” He stammered. “I will see to it. Please forgive…”

Nyser ended the communication and looked at Yelma. She tilted her head slightly. “You suspect Ch'eldo and his people?” She asked.

Nyser shook his head. “No. But if anyone can find out how they were able to do this, the Onab can.” He said. “And we need to know if something is actually happening on Pakar Six.”

“Contact one of our people?” Yelma asked him.

Nyser shook his head with a small smile. Yelma was very intelligent and cunning, but she still could not make sense of military logic. “We can’t do that without the risk of exposing them all.” He said. “Not yet. Not until we know something for sure.”

Yelma rose to her feet and stared at the image for a long moment before reaching down and deactivating it. “At least we know for certain that those fools have not woken Lylor Kirek or any of his foul children.” She said looking at her husband and mate. “The Cryo Pod fail safes would have activated the alarms here in our home instantly. That is how we designed them.”

Nyser nodded his head. “If this person is real then it has to be someone who survived the purge. What we do not need right now is someone with Mahanlo blood making trouble for us.” He said as he too stood up now. “I’m going to check the location.”

Yelma looked at him. “You have concerns?” She asked.

“No… but I’d like to be safe.” Nyser answered her honestly. “Almost a million and a half years we have held in her cryo Yelma.” He said. “The only one who knows who she is anymore is the Senior Guardsman. The rest of the detail has no idea. They think she is some sort of sick person from centuries ago that we are keeping alive until our doctors find a cure for whatever infects her.”

“Better that it stays that way.” Yelma said.

Nyser nodded his head. “I agree. Which is why I’m going to go check. Just to be safe.”

Yelma nodded her head and moved closer to him. “Do not take long husband.” She told him in a seductive voice. “This talk of Mahanlo blood stirs my passion to make more children of our own knowing that Mahanlo blood will never see the light of day again.”

Nyser smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her cheek and neck. “I shall be quick.” He said. “Very quick.”
LEPIRI
WESTERN ENTERTAINMENT QUAD

Comelo moved quickly through the double doors into the large club, the music raucous and making it impossible for anyone to overhear any conversation being conducted without aid of filters. Comelo however, he did not stay in the main room of the club and quickly made his way through a set of double steel doors and into back room where he stopped in front of the burly Lycavorian Bouncer. He was not the same Comelo that he was this morning. He was far more confident and sure of himself.


“Anlak.” Comelo spoke as he lifted his arms and the man stepped forward.

“Glad to see you again Comelo.” The man spoke. “You lost them I take it?”

Comelo nodded his head. “Of course.” He answered as Anlak patted him down loosely. He did not put much effort into it, more because it was what he was used to doing than anything else. Comelo was trusted completely among their circle and had been for more than six decades. “Your training paying off again my friend.”

Anlak nodded his head as he motioned him through the door he stood in front of. “Good to hear.” He spoke. “She’s downstairs, station three.”

Comelo nodded and moved through the single steel door into a long stairwell. He made his way down the stairwell easily, his wolf eyes able to guide him through the dimly lit area. At the bottom, he turned right and moved into the large room where he saw nearly a dozen men and women sitting at different computer setups. Comelo wasted no time and moved to station three where the face of the much older Lycavorian woman turned to face him in her chair.


No one knew exactly how old she was, her scent put her at close to three and a half million years in age, but because she used powerful scent maskers most of the time, even that was suspect. She knew things about history that others did not, things that only someone who had lived through events on Cerath could have known, and this provided her an incredible amount of respect and honor.


“Comelo.” She spoke with a genuine smile and warmth in her voice.

Comelo bowed his head to her out of reverence and respect. “Nystai.”

The older woman dismissed his actions with a wave of her hand and a smile. “Stop that young wolf.” She told him. “I am not a god.”

Comelo met her eyes and smiled. “Some would debate that with you given everything that you know.” He said.

“Probably. And they would lose.” Nystai answered with a smile. “I’m am just an old woman who watches and takes everything in. And an old woman who remembers.”

Comelo held out the small, portable computer drive. “I covered my tracks well.” He told her.

Nystai took the drive from his fingers and then looked at him. “You are certain about what you saw and what you found?” She asked. 

Comelo nodded his head. “You will see for yourself Nystai. Go to 23.6 on the video and you will see.” He spoke as she plugged in the drive to the computer platform she sat in front of, one of the most sophisticated that Comelo had ever seen. It was an Onab computer system to be sure, but it was larger than most he had ever seen, and definitely able to do much more. Nystai was a master computer programmer and designer and she could manipulate the Onab system like no one he had ever seen.

Nystai did as he told her and suddenly she was staring at the azure eyes and dual fangs of the Alpha Lycavorian. Her body stiffened and her head felt light as she gripped the edges of her computer station.


“Son hote pen sey covi nysilir saoi.” Nystai muttered loud enough to catch the attention of those others near her. As Comelo watched they all saw the image of the Alpha wolf, dual fangs fully extended and azure eyes like two glowing stars in the dark of space. Murmurs began to sweep the room and he looked at Nystai. (By all I have ever held holy)

“Nystai… what is wrong?” He gasped as he reached for her and took her arms to support her. Comelo didn’t know it, but he was one of only three individuals that Nystai ever allowed to touch her and this gave him an added mystique among those who worked in this room.

Nystai looked at him as she gripped his forearms. “You discovered this Comelo?” She gasped. “This was not… this was not made?”

“Made?” Comelo asked. “Made by who?” He spoke. “I came into work this morning and began checking the recordings as my duties require. I discovered this Alpha and four other Alpha wolves with dual fangs destroying the Blood Detectors on Pakar Six. Two females and two other males. They were all unmistakable as Alphas Nystai. The recordings were all made at the same time, or within minutes of each other. One of the females had eyes like this one, and the other had pointed ears Nystai. Pointed ears! I have never seen anything like it in my life.”

“Jen cahs Nystai!” A young woman gasped from Comelo’s right and he turned to see her standing close by, having left her computer station. (His eyes)

Nystai nodded her head as she squeezed Comelo’s arms in support. “Jainn.” She spoke.

Comelo looked at Nystai as she inched herself back into her chair. “Atle hay jen cahs?” He asked. (What about his eyes)

Nystai looked at him. “Vada Fera Tarivu rie vada Mard Revik.” Nystai spoke. “The First Herald of the True King is prophesized to have Azure blue eyes.” She said. “What color are his eyes Comelo?”

Comelo looked at the screen. “Azure blue.” He answered.

Nystai nodded her head. “There is something else. The First and Second Heralds of the true King… they are said to be the oldest and youngest of the King’s sons at the time he returns to his people. The Third Herald is his soul daughter. A female of staggering beauty who is both Darastrixi and Lycavorian.”
Comelo looked at her. “Nystai, I have read the prophecies. Lord Pengot made sure to disseminate them widely in those first years after the Dremsa rie Saan and when they were banished to Pakar Six.” He said. “Are you…” His eyes grew wide then and he stepped back from her. “Nystai… the Fera Tarivu is… the Mard Revik is… they are…”
She nodded her head. “Yes. They are the direct descendants of our beloved King Daniho. The purest form of Lycavorian blood to exist anywhere among the stars. And the only bloodline in Lycavorian history with dual fangs.” She said as she reached out to touch the screen almost reverently.
Comelo stared at her with wide eyes. “They have come!” He almost yelled the words.
“Mahanlo blood has returned!”

Nystai held up her hand. “Tell me what you found.” She told him. “Kanal must have ordered you to do a reset, or to check the systems. After seeing this they would not have been idle.”

Comelo nodded his head vigorously. “The recordings are all authentic.” He told her. “In the data line however, I found a very sophisticated code that had rewritten the initial code. It was returning normal signals during an inquiry even though the recordings showed a different story.”

“Something overwrote the code?” Nystai asked. 

Comelo nodded his head. “I was shocked as well. I’ve never known anyone who could overwrite Onab code.”

Nystai nodded her head. “Neither have I.” She said. “Liita Nenay is the only one skilled enough with Onab code to do this. Ch'eldo and the other Onab trained her themselves, but she would not do this without telling me.”
“We have not seen Ch'eldo and the others in millennia Nystai.” The young woman who had come from her station spoke now. “We have always feared Nyser Arhtai executed all of them after the Dremsa rie Saan.” 
“What if he did not Taarie?” Nystai said slowly. “We have always thought those who service the Onab equipment on the station and here on the surface were those who Ch'eldo was forced to train. What if it is them? They are blanketed with security and do not stay in the open for very long.”
“That is a big if Nystai.” The woman said.
“There is something else Nystai.’ Comelo spoke now. “A full systems check was done yesterday, as usual, but as I was running the diagnostic I discovered a back door into the Main Frame.”
Nystai nodded her head. “Into the low-level sub systems.” She told him. “Yes… I had Liita put that there many years ago. She…”
Comelo shook his head. “No. It was a low grade, backdoor encryption spike into the entire Main Frame. All inconsequential sub systems and all primary systems as well, if one knows how to use it. Security among them. And it was put there recently. Whoever altered the network to make it appear that the system is operating normally, was able to infiltrate through that encryption spike. They knew the code to bypass the spike.”
“Were you able to trace the source?” Nystai asked.
Comelo shook his head. “They were in and out before the system even knew it.”
Taarie looked at Nystai. “No one is that fast Nystai.” She said. “Not even you.”
Nystai looked at her. “Well, someone is.” She said. “And they left no trace of their presence.” She turned back to Comelo and stared at him for a long moment. “You say Kanal took this to his vile sister?”
Comelo nodded his head. “Yes.”
Nystai glanced at Taarie and then back to Comelo. “You are done Comelo.” She told him. “Taarie will find a place for you. If you go back, they will take you and we will never hear from you again.”
Comelo nodded his head. “I assumed as much.” He told her. “I’m sorry Nystai.”
“Carians do not be sorry!” Nystai announced. “You have given us information and hope that we did not have before this night! Find a terminal and help us to locate any more of these low-grade encryption spikes that may exist. Whoever infiltrated the Planetary Mainframe did it using one of those; let’s see if we can do the same thing.”
“It’s risky Nystai.” Taarie said.
Nystai nodded her head. “Risks must be taken some time.” She said. “Now, now I believe it is time. Make sure everyone is prepared to purge their drives and move if we need too. I will try and make contact with Liita, and someone tell Anlak we are not to be disturbed for the rest of the evening.”
PAKAR SIX
COMMAND CENTER

There had never been this many men and women jammed into the Command Center in all the time they had been on Pakar Six. They couldn’t chance the Arhtai Pack thinking that they were plotting something. It was different now, all of them could sense it in the air, and they were ready. They had been ready for thousands of years. 
Kesas, his children, Rothan, Aryera, Marda, Taig and all seven commanders of the Kirek Security Force. All of them were now equipped with Pralor Particle Weapons and Mark Six ArmorPly. Thoti was a Colonel of the Durcunusaan, a position not easily obtained thanks to the standards that Vengal had put in place. It was his duty to command the detail that had readily volunteered to come on this mission, having to beat back thousands of others who had wanted to go. This is what Thoti was meant for and Duewa knew that now. This was his life and where he was the happiest and proudest. She would never take that away from him, but she also got promises out of him that he would not be as reckless as if he was single. They had a life now and Duewa wanted them together to experience that. That was a promise Thoti made with great honor and respect to Duewa. 
Thoti selected only the most experienced Durcunusaan soldiers out here with them, and those who had fought with Martin or Androcles before. This was going to be a very fast and very brutal operation he knew. He had already spread the word among the Durcunusaan of what the Arhtai Pack had done and what they were responsible for. As Thoti knew they would, the Durcunusaan now wanted vengeance for their King. The Mahanlo-Leonidas family was revered within the Union, perhaps not by everyone, you can never please everyone, but their family was respected and greatly loved by the vast majority of the citizens. 
Thoti did not have any issues from among the Kirek Pack members that were going to accompany them. Every one of them, down to the youngest one, who was several thousand years older than the oldest among the Union forces, looked to Thoti and the others with an almost holy like appraisal. The Kirek Pack looked upon Martin, his wives and mates, and his children as almost godlike figures. Androcles, Dorian and even Laren were held in an even higher regard because of what they were. The Heralds of the True King. They were the royal descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. They were royalty in every sense of the word as far as the Kirek Pack was concerned. They had been raised to believe in them and what they represented and so far from what they could see now, that dedication and devotion had not been wrongly placed. Thoti was obviously a veteran military commander within the hierarchy of what they called the Lycavorian Union. This is what their people called themselves and what Mahanlo blood now led across the stars. This is what the Kirek Pack had now become part of.
The Kirek Pack members were finding that the Durcunusaan were not so very different from them in many respects, just trained in ways they had never seen before. Ways that they were eagerly absorbing as they saw something new. They were also learning much of what their King and his children and others around him had done through the years. The battles that they had fought, and the ones where they had shown mercy and ended the fighting before they had begun. The history of their King and his family was coming to them through the eyes of the men and women who followed them without question. That is what solidified the honor and respect of the Kirek Pack more than anything ever could, even millions of years after they had already committed themselves to the survival and honor of the Mahanlo bloodline. Now, that honor and respect had found its way to hundreds of generations in the future and they would get that chance once again to serve their King and his bloodline. There was no mistaking Martin or who he was, who any of his children or wives were, their auras were beyond what any wolf they had ever felt could generate. Their scents and bloodline were beyond anything they had seen or felt, and then there was the most prominent item, the dual wolf fangs that only one bloodline in their entire history as a people had ever carried. 
That was the deciding factor for most of them.
Over the next weeks and months, they would come to see and understand what the many Durcunusaan already knew and the reasons why they followed Martin and his family without question. Now… now however, they were ready to begin retribution for the Dremsa rie Saan.
“… Is going to be what we call quick, violent and dirty.” Danny was speaking to those who were gathered around the chart table and crammed into the room. Martin stood just behind Danny, Julie beside him as she always was as his COM officer. Colin, Pablo and Kenny were standing behind him listening, while Tony and T'lolt leaned against the wall behind them. Both of them were getting fleeting glances in their direction simply because of their size. 
“Regardless of what the Arhtai Pack is responsible for, and believe me we all know what they have done and what they continue to do, but right now we must remain focused on our mission objectives.” Danny spoke.
“Kelia Mahanlo.” Rothan spoke softly.
Danny nodded his head. “Mari, Caylt…” He spoke turning his head slightly. Mari nodded as she and Caylt began typing on the two consoles on either end of the table. Danny stabbed down into the center of the table. “This is our primary objective.” He spoke pointing to a large underground bunker that appeared to be buried under a main thoroughfare of the capital city of Lepiri. “This is the main Arhtai Compound. Their home. It seems Yelma Arhtai is a sadistic upaee because she has a view of exactly where our ship is going to land. I hope she enjoys the show.”
“Your ship?” Aryera asked now.
Danny nodded his head. “For'mya, Endith and Tina are Martin’s flight team. They are going to take the ship we came in on, we call it a TYPE TWO Dragon transport, and land it right here. Right in the open above the secret bunker that is holding Kelia.” Danny said stabbing his finger on the table. Aryera, Rothan, Kesas and most of the others in the room dismissed the fact that Danny referred to Martin by his given name. All of them were well aware that Daniel Simpson was the Mard Fervon of their King. He was the man that Martin considered his one and only true brother. As Reva had told them just before Danny arrived…
“Treat this man as you would treat Martin. Treat those with him as you would treat me and Kelia and Lylor. They are his anos nathos. His Soul Family. He considers each of them his brothers and sister. And Daniel is his Mard Fervon. They have walked through the crucible of fire and death together and emerged on the other side forged as one.”   
“Why there?” Rothan asked. “You will be completely exposed General.”
Danny nodded his head. “Exposed yes, but never alone.” Danny told them. “We’ll have SPARTA'S WRATH and the ARIZONA in high orbit above us. Between the two of these ships they could turn Koltar Four to dust in a few hours if we wanted and there wouldn’t be a damn thing anyone could do. They will be directing what we call STRIKER ATs, or Attack Transports. They will be loaded with the bulk of our Durcunusaan forces and the three hundred Kirek Pack members that are coming with us. They will be covering the outer perimeter that we set up once the TYPE TWO sets down.” 
“Why here?” Aryera asked.
Danny smiled, flashing his brilliant white teeth. “Funny you should ask that question.” He said. “We…”
A loud alarm sounded three times and Caylt turned from his station and looked at the monitor. He turned back to his father. “Ranol Nenay has arrived father. Secondary Transport Bay. Lord Lylor has already begun meeting them. Ranol Nenay brought several of his grandchildren.” 
Martin looked at Kesas now and met his eyes. “The Nenay have several long-range transports that they are allowed to operate. They use them to transfer supplies and crews to several mining operations that they operate on asteroid fields in the system. The Arhtai Pack knows of them but refuses to do the work themselves. The Nenay Pack has always been hard working and they volunteered to do the mining for concessions.”
“Stay out of their business?” Martin asked.
Kesas nodded his head. “That is one of them, yes.” He answered. “One of the mining sites is very near to Pakar Six’s fourth moon. It is a simple matter for them to move here then, staying hidden behind the moon.”
Martin nodded his head. “That’s why he won’t be able to go back?”
Kesas nodded his head. “The ships normally only go out once a day to the closer sites and then they return. The Arhtai orbital sensors lose contact with the ships, but they know when they are supposed to return and if they don’t…”
“Then they get nosey.” Martin said. 
“Yes, Milord.” Kesas spoke. “He has sacrificed much to come here Milord.”
Martin nodded his head. “And he will sacrifice no more. How long has this been going on?” Martin asked.
“It was Ranol who set it up Milord.” Rothan spoke now in reply. “He has been doing it for nearly a million years now and they have never missed a contact.” 
“Every few months the transports go to all of their mining operations to transfer major supplies to the crews and they are gone for a week and several days at least.” Kesas said. “This allows us to plan in a trip here to Pakar Six to exchange information and even supplies that we do not have here.”
Martin held up his hand. “I believe you.” He said. “Let’s go meet them then, shall we?” He looked at Caylt. “Have them move to the main Transport Bay with their people. Androcles is briefing his team there.”
Kesas nodded his head and motioned to Caylt, who then sent the message. 
Martin looked at Danny and reached out to place his hand on his shoulder. “Continue the briefing fervon. We are cutting it close and I want everyone on the same page within the next three hours. We’re leaving in five.”
“Early bird gets the worm.” Danny said with his trademark grin.
Martin chuckled. “I’m going to wake them up so abruptly that they are going to shit in their pants and leave skid marks all over.” 
Danny wasn’t the only one who laughed at that as Martin turned and headed out of the Command Center with Kesas.

The Kirek Pack security that had met them in the Secondary Transport Bay escorted them to the Primary Bay where they were stunned at the two ships that now occupied the huge bay. Gara clutched her husband and mate’s hand tightly as Taion and Saymora moved along behind them with four of their fourteen children, Saymora holding the small child Tamore tightly in her arms. Radend and Taraina Mahanlo had accompanied them as well as her brother and sisters. Three sisters and one brother who were now swarming around their grandfather with tears pouring from the eyes of nearly everyone that had arrived on the ship as they walked. Lylor Kirek was happy, very happy and it showed in his gait as he walked with Taraina in one arm and his great grandson Tocin in the other. Their sisters, Eia and Veri walked beside them with tears in their eyes, clutching their siblings as they held Lylor close. For all of them, the smell of Mahanlo blood was getting stronger then they had ever experienced before as they entered the Transport Bay and when they came around the end of the huge ship they discovered why. Sitting by the rear of the lower ramp were men and women that they had never seen before in their lives, but they knew without hesitation that this was their blood. This was their family.

Androcles and his siblings had smelled them the moment they exited their ship in the other Transport Bay, but they also smelled their uncle was there to greet them. Let Lylor have his time with them first and he would bring them here eventually. Androcles rose to his feet now, Sadi and Carisia rising from between his legs as he nudged them gently, Lu'ria, Caliria, Sehri and Ne'Veha standing all around him. Eliani and Brendi stood in front of Jomann, while Normya leaned against Tir'ut’s side. There were so many of them who reeked of Mahanlo blood and they stood there before them proudly and without fear. Watching all of them rise to their feet slowly had Taraina and her siblings standing there gawking in disbelief. The pureness of Mahanlo blood struck all of them right down to their core, none of them having smelled anything so pure except for their grandmother Kelia. This scent was slightly different than Kelia's, more raw and pungent, and it exuded power and confidence.

Taraina had always been the brave one of the four of them and it was she who looked at Lylor quickly and saw him nod. She moved forward hesitantly, and watched as the male with blazing azure colored eyes stepped forward as well.


Taraina Mahanlo stared at Androcles’ face as he towered over her. Radend stood just a little distance away, always ready to defend his beloved wife and mate, but there really was no need. He could sense without really trying that those here in this bay would defend his beloved wife and mate to the death if it came to that. They would defend their family and blood to the end of time if need be. She reached up and used her fingers to trace the line of his jaw and cheek, her index finger softly tracing the scar that extended slightly above and below his right eye. Taraina could smell the Mahanlo blood unlike at any other time of her life, so powerful and pure. She glanced up into Andro’s face and saw him smile, those blue eyes moist.

“Naltai chrora.” Androcles spoke softly. “Una coi yer alda un heuhly elore forn.” (Hello cousin. It is very good to finally meet you.)

His voice and those words were all that Taraina Mahanlo needed and she burst into more tears and with a scream of delight she threw herself into her cousin’s arms. It was at that very moment that Tocin, Eia and Veri followed their sister without question. Lylor held back his own emotion as they were swarmed by Androcles and his siblings. 

Ranol and Gara were watching as well with smiles on their faces when they heard the next voice behind them.


“Hell of a thing, reunions.” Martin spoke. “Especially when you did not know that your blood existed a few weeks ago.”

Ranol and everyone else whirled around and were suddenly bathed in the overwhelming aura of an Alpha wolf unlike anything they had ever felt. Well for Ranol’s family anyway, for Ranol Nenay had felt an aura like this before. He and his beloved Gara had experienced this aura openly and without shame. The aura of their King. Daniho Mahanlo wasn’t into pomp or circumstance or anything like that. He was especially down to earth, as was Ashten Mahanlo, and Ranol had experienced this first hand. He had sat with both of them casually in the field as they fought the Iais'Kai all of those many years ago. 
Standing before them now, Ranol could see both men in the eyes and face of the Alpha before them. So pure and powerful and untamed, just as the brothers had been all those many years ago. There was no question who this Alpha was, nor those of his children who stood so close around them all. There was no question of the pureness of the bloodline that permeated the air around them and it humbled Ranol Nenay unlike anything had before this day. Ranol was very nearly overwhelmed, and surprising everyone he quickly dropped to one knee in front of Martin and bowed his head.
“I cannot be absolved for my actions my King.” Ranol began. “I have failed Mahanlo blood in a way that can never be forgiven. I failed and the Dremsa rie Saan was the result. I cannot be pardoned. I can sense who you are. Smell that you are pure Mahanlo blood. Only the descendants of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo could project what you project without thinking. I offer… I offer my life to you in payment for my failures. All I ask is that my Pack does not bear the stain on my honor.”
“Ranol! No!” Gara screamed out as she stepped forward towards her husband.
Taion grabbed her arms then, holding her back. His father had confided in him alone about what he would do to try and restore the honor of their Pack fully. He did not agree with him but he would not go against his father’s wishes.
Martin was taken aback by this show and it was obvious on his face as he stood beside Kesas, who had an equally stunned expression on his face.
FATHER NO! The female voice echoed within the Etheric realm and brought all of them to attention. Even those of the Nenay pack who, at most, were able to use Mindvoice at a Tier Two level heard the words.
Androcles turned his head quickly as Sadi’s hands went to her abdomen in surprise. She would begin to show in a few more weeks but right now you could not tell she carried twins. Achilles and Neesia had been silent for the last few days, resting and nurturing themselves in their mother’s womb. They also knew there was much going on that they could not help with and they had remained silent as they watched and learned.
“Neesia!” Sadi gasped aloud.
Androcles stepped away from Taraina and right up to Sadi, his hand going to her flat abdomen as Sadi reached out and placed her hand on his shoulder, gripping his him tightly. Carisa, Ne'Veha, Sehri, Lu'ria and Caliria placed their hands on her abdomen as well, moving closer to Sadi and basically showing everyone in the bay who they were.
[Neesia?] Andro reached for his twin daughter, including his wives and mates naturally.
[I feel him papa.] Neesia spoke softly. [I can feel him within me. So strong and proud of who he is.]
[Feel who?] Androcles asked her, looking into Sadi’s jungle green eyes confused.
[The one who will claim me and make me his.] Neesia answered her father proudly. 
This pronouncement caused Androcles to bristle and his azure eyes flared and changed to his wolf persona and his armor and wings exploded into existence with a white flash of Etheric power. Those who were not family members, most of the Nenay Pack present actually, they all dropped to one knee for they recognized what Androcles wore.
“Vada arwa rie vada Tarivuos!” Several of Ranol and Gara’s children gasped together in astonishment. (The armor of the Heralds)
Andro’s azure eyes fell upon those gathered in front of his father and he could see their confusion as they had been speaking on an Etheric level that no one present could touch except his wives and mates. 
[Neesia are you certain?] Sadi asked now as she rubbed her abdomen.
[I am certain mother.] Neesia answered instantly. [His mind is so free and open to me. He is reaching for me. He hurts because his mother fell when she was working and hit her stomach. His head hurts sometimes. His mother holds him even now.]
Andro turned as everyone was still watching them confused and he looked at his father. “Andro?” Martin asked him.
Andro ignored him. [Guide me Neesia.] He spoke.
[He rests within his mother’s arm papa.] Neesia answered. [It is him father.]
[She speaks the truth father.] Achilles chimed in now.
Andro made his way forward while everyone watched. His wings extended upwards, causing men and women alike to get out of his way as he moved forward. His eyes focused on Saymora then and he felt Neesia pulse him within the Etheric realm. She held a small three-month-old boy child in her arms who was kicking his feet and hands in the air and she was trying to comfort him thinking he was in pain. It wasn’t pain that he was feeling however, as Androcles reached out ever further and touched the tendrils of Etheric power that radiated from the small boy. He stopped in front of Saymora, her eyes wide in fear as she looked at him and hugged Tamore closer, and that is when Taion stepped in front of his wife and mate. Taion Nenay snarled in a defensive manner, his fangs extending and his eyes changing, one Alpha warning another to keep his distance. 
“Taion!” Gara Nenay cried out in warning for her son.
Androcles snarled even louder, his own dual fangs extending fully and his eyes changing, but to his credit Taion flinched only slightly for Androcles’ snarl was not one of challenge for Saymora and it confused him. 
Andro turned quickly and held out his hand for Sadi. “KertaGai. Carisia. All of you.” He called gently.
Sadi and the others moved right up to where Andro stood while Taion and Saymora looked on confused. Saymora could feel Tamore becoming more fidgety in her arms and she looked down at his face and she gasped. His eyes had changed to the wolf within him, ice blue like his father, but so much brighter and focused. His eyes had never changed since his birthing day, the doctors saying he was unable to do so because of the damage to his brain from her fall. Taion looked at his son and his eyes grew wide as well. Tamore was stretching out his tiny hand towards Sadi’s abdomen now and he wasn’t going to be denied.
“It’s ok.” Sadi exclaimed as she looked at Saymora. “It’s ok.” She stepped closer to Saymora as everyone watched and finally his tiny hands were able to reach her abdomen. Sadi gasped in delight when she felt Neesia begin to sing happily within her womb, as the Etheric tendrils from Tamore and her own met and mingled lightly together. It was in this moment that Neesia and Tamore shared everything with their parents, both Saymora and Taion stunned at what they were experiencing for the first time and feeling humbled by it.
Andro turned his head quickly and looked at Eliani. “Eli.” Eliani didn’t hesitate and moved up beside her brother. Andro waited until she was beside him. “Lady Saymora fell a short time ago while working in her yard. She struck her abdomen and it apparently also injured Tamore.”
Eliani looked at Saymora and lifted her hand. “May I?” She asked.
“No!” Taion hissed. 
Andro looked at him. “My sister Eliani is a healer Taion Nenay.” He told him. “Let her work her skills.”
“Taion, yes.” Saymora spoke without hesitation.
Taion looked at his wife and mate and saw her nod to him. He glanced at Eliani once more and nodded his head as well. Eliani placed her hand on Tamore’s small chest and smiled as she felt him wiggle.
He says it tickles Tenna Eli. Neesia reached out openly now and even Ranol and Gara were astonished at the power and clarity of what they heard within their heads.

“By the gods!” Gara Nenay stammered.
Eliani closed her eyes briefly as she held her hand over Tamore. “You struck the right lower quadrant of your abdomen in your fall.” Eliani said. “The fall caused sufficient damage to the wall of your uterus that Tamore’s skull was impacted and did not form fully.”
Saymora gasped in shock, for it took a full two-hour exam by the doctors to tell her that. “How… how… it took our doctors two hours and several tests to tell me that.”
Eliani smiled and all of them saw her hand flare a soft white color and extend outward over Tamore’s small head. He was giggling now, his hands and feet kicking back and forth and all of them could hear Neesia laughing in the Etheric connection. 
He says it really tickles now! Neesia told them.
It took only ten seconds and then Eliani drew her hand back with a nod of approval. “All done.” She spoke proudly looking at Saymora. “I repaired the damage to his outer skull bone and it will grow naturally now. Give him some extra amounts of calcium for a few weeks to reinvigorate his bone growth, but he will be fine.”
“But he…” Saymora gasped in disbelief. “How?”
Eliani smiled. “I do good work. Just like my mother.” She said proudly.
Neesia? Ne'Veha asked now as she moved closer.
He is so happy medwaw! Neesia answered her. I want… I want to touch him papa. I want to touch him with my mind. He wants this as well.
Androcles looked at Taion who was looking at him with wide eyes for he had heard everything Neesia had said. “How can you… how can you talk to her even now?” Taion gasped aloud.
“That would take a bit more of an explanation.” Andro answered him.
“What… what does she mean?” Saymora asked now. “She wants to touch him? How can she do that?”
“With her mind.” Sadi answered. “Much the same way that Androcles touched me when I first met him. He was only eight months old then but we knew even at that moment we were meant for each other.”
Saymora’s eyes grew wide. “This is what… this is what my son… our son feels as well?” Saymora asked.
Sadi nodded her head. “We can feel it within him, yes. His Etheric abilities are not powerful enough for him to put them to words that you would understand, but we can feel it within him. If Neesia touches him like she wants, like he wants… then he will…”
“Would we… would we be able to talk to him if…” Taion asked.
Androcles nodded his head. “Yes.” He replied to the question without hesitation. “We would be tied together as… well… as family.” He looked at Taion intently. “Your son and my daughter are meant for one another by higher powers that guide us and our actions day by day. I have learned through the years to not question them anymore.”
“They have… they have guided you?” Taion said.
Androcles nodded again. “They guided us here. To all of you. To our blood. And to those who are our friends.”
Taion looked at his beloved wife and mate. He could not imagine his life without Saymora in it and she had always been the strong one. “Aur valiath?” He asked.
Saymora didn’t hesitate in the least. She could feel the power and confidence in Sadi and the other women who this Neesia would call mother. Her bloodline was the purest of any that Tamore could marry into. Filled with honor and love and devotion just as she could feel from all those that stood around her.
“Jainn.” Saymora spoke in reply, her eyes on Sadi.
Sadi smiled brightly now and took her hand. “Come, we will go someplace quiet and forge our futures.” She spoke.
Taion watched as Sadi, Ne'Veha, Carisia, Sehri, Lu'ria and Caliria pulled Saymora away with them, his wife and mate smiling brilliantly. He looked back to Androcles now and saw those azure eyes focused on him. “I suppose our children have given us a day to plan in the future.” Andro said.
Taion Nenay smiled now and nodded his head. “I… I suppose they have.” He answered.
Andro looked at his father now. “I believe you have your answer to give to Lord Ranol Nenay when it comes to his request father.” Andro spoke.  
Martin nodded his head with a huge smile as well. “Shame we have to wait for that party.” He spoke as Ranol and Gara looked at him. “That is going to be a doozy for sure. At least twenty years in the making.” He looked at Ranol now and moved closer to him. “Your Pack has protected members of my family for more years than I have been alive. You have done this without regard for yourselves or the danger it put you or your Pack in. You can take your request and stick it where the sun don’t shine Ranol Nenay. I have a better suggestion… you have two sons that that upaee Yelma Arhtai is holding with my Tenna Kelia correct?”
Ranol looked quickly to Gara and then back to him. “Yes Milord.”
Martin nodded his head. “What say you and I get to kicking some serious Arhtai ass and get our family back.” Martin told him. “I’d much rather do that.”
Ranol Nenay stared at Martin with a look of shock that quickly turned to one of immense pleasure. “You intend to retrieve them, don’t you Milord?” He said.
Martin nodded his head. “Every single one of them. It might be a good thing if your boys woke up and their father was there to greet them, don’t you think?”
Ranol nodded his head. “I do, sire.” Ranol answered. 
Martin moved even closer and put his arm around Ranol’s shoulder much to his stunned amazement and he took Gara’s hand in his as well. “Lady Gara… let me introduce you to my wives and mates, Anja and Dysea. They will be leading the ground force into the bunker that holds our family members.”
“What… what will you be doing Milord?” Gara stammered.
Martin grinned at her as he began to walk with them out of the transport bay. “What will I be doing Lady Gara?” He asked. “In a little over five hours I’m going to become a very large problem for the Arhtai Pack. I’m going to be like a really bad nightmare that just will not go away. They’re going to love me, you watch.”

