CHAPTER SEVENTY-FIVE
SPARTA'S WRATH
PORT LANDING BAY DELTA

PREMONITION 


“…Is incredible!” Liita Nenay stammered as she sat in the chair beside Mari. “This… this equipment is just as sophisticated as the Onab technology. And it is very similar!”


Mari smiled as she nodded her head. “There are some differences, but I designed the crossover program with my husband Deion to allow seamless interaction between the two types. It allows Onab and Pralor computer systems to talk to one another without a hint of programing interference.” Mari glanced up with a brilliant smile to where Deion stood behind her.

Liita looked at her with wide eyes. “You designed this?” She gasped.


Mari nodded. “My mate and I.” She answered. 


“Then this is how you found the encryption spike?” Liita asked.




Mari nodded once more and typed on her console. “We detected the odd signal it was emanating and from there we discovered the backdoor into the Arhtai Main Frame that it was protecting.” She motioned to the monitor over her head and pointed to the position where they had found the spike.

Liita reached up and traced the large screen in front of her with her finger. Her eyebrows narrowed slightly. “This is not the bypass I put into the system four hundred years ago.” She stated confidently. “I was asked by a friend, someone better than me with Onab technology, to put a backdoor into the low-level systems so that they could be monitored. This is not even in the same grid network where I put my backdoor. This is something different.”

“You put a backdoor into the Main Frame because someone asked you too?” Deion asked from where he stood behind Mari.


Liita nodded her head quickly. “The woman who asked me to do this was one of the original twelve Technicians who were chosen when they left Cerath to learn the Onab systems. Nystai is her name.”


“And she is the one who told you to put this in?” Deion asked.


Liita nodded her head again. “Yes… but this is not the one I built into the system, like I said. This is something else. Something much more sophisticated.” Liita looked at Mari. “May I?”


Mari leaned back and lifted her hands away from the computer console. “Of course.”


Liita typed quickly and they all watched as the screen changed and focused into a much smaller area of the Main Frame network until they were looking at a dull red light that was blinking every twenty seconds. “This is mine.” She told them. “It’s in a completely different grid sector as I said. And it looks identical to a network code pulse, which is common in Onab systems.”


“Then who put the one we found in place?” Mari asked her.


Liita shrugged her shoulders. “Nystai would not have been able to do that kind of work.” She said. “If I had to guess… I would say an Onab put that there.”


“Someone from this Ch'eldo’s group then?” Deion asked.


Liita nodded her head. “Now that we know they are still alive, yes, I would have to say yes.” She said. 


Deion nodded his head. “Somehow they knew we were coming.” He spoke softly.


Brendi leaned over from her computer station. “I’m curious… this Nystai you speak of… do you think she would be monitoring the Main Frame?”


Liita nodded her head instantly. “It is what she does.” Liita answered just as quickly. “She has safe houses across Koltar Four where she has people monitoring the entire Main Frame Network. At least the unsecured parts. I don’t know what she uses the information for but…”


Deion lifted his hand and tapped his jaw implant. “I do.” He said softly. “Andro?”


“Go fervon.” Andro’s voice replied instantly from his location in the cargo bay.


All of them had decided to stick with normal COMS unless it was absolutely necessary in order to put the Kirek Pack and Nenay Pack members going with them at ease. They had been given Union implants and could hear everything now and this action solidified the trust and respect between the three packs more than anything could.


“Lord Ranol’s daughter Liita says that she added another secure breach point into the Arhtai Main Frame that is accessible by someone named Nystai. Apparently, she is one of the original twelve techs who were chosen when they left Cerath to train on Onab tech.” Deion explained quickly.


“Nystai still lives Liita?” Ranol’s voice broke in and asked his daughter from the TYPE TWO he was on with Martin. His voice was very surprised.

Liita awkwardly tapped the COM implant on her jaw. “Yes alvva, as far as I know.” She replied. “I installed an active security bypass into the low-level sub systems of the Main Frame nearly half a millennium ago. It is still active and being used.”


“What does this bypass allow her to do Liita Nenay?” Martin’s voice asked now.


Liita sat up a little straighter when she heard the commanding voice. It could not be mistaken by any Lycavorian alive. “She would… she would be able to monitor and direct the flow of unsecured traffic across the Main Frame, sire.”


“And this Main Frame is central to all computer systems on the planet correct?” Martin pressed.


“The Arhtai Main Frame controls nearly everything.” Liita answered. “That is why it is so heavily defended physically and with spy bots.”


“And this woman Nystai, Liita? Tell me about her.” Martin asked.


“She is very old my King.” Liita stammered. “Nearly as old as… as my father, sire. She hates the Arhtai Pack. They took something from her during the Dremsa rie Saan, I don’t know what, but she has never forgiven them. She has been working against them ever since, as only she can. In the shadows and dark alleys. She controls a vast underground black market among our people that looks after those who the Arhtai Pack hunt. She helps them to disappear. She also helps others to acquire things that they would not normally be able to get. Items that the Arhtai Pack have forbidden or control tightly. Medicines. Learning tools. All sorts of things. Yelma Arhtai and her Pack have hunted Nystai for thousands of years but she has always remained one step ahead of them.”

“And she has access to the Main Frame?” Martin asked again.


“Into everything but the most secure networks, yes.” Liita answered. She looked up at Deion behind her with a confused face.


“Deion… what are you thinking keto?” Martin asked knowing how his son’s mind would be working.

“We use her father.” Deion answered. “We get Liita to contact her and then we use her. If she is as well connected as Liita says she is, having her within the Network causing havoc is perfect.”


“Liita…” Martin spoke once more. “Can we… can we trust her?”


Liita didn’t hesitate for a moment. “Yes, my King.” She answered. “You cannot fake the hate she has for the Arhtai Pack, at least those parts of the Arhtai Pack that are in control. But she is also compassionate to all those who deserve it sire. She has never wavered from this.”

“You have nineteen minutes Deo.” Martin said. “We jump into orbit in nineteen minutes keto and I’m not delaying it. For anything.”


Deion nodded his head. “Understood father.” Deion touched Mari’s arm. “Mari… let Liita sit down and…”


Liita shook her head. “No! I can direct you Mari. It will be faster than trying to learn new system keys!”


Deion nodded his head again. “Do it.”
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SIXTEEN MINUTES UNTIL JUMP
Music in background

Dire Straits, Ride across the River

It was decided that Kesas Pengot would go with Androcles because of his familiarity with Ch'eldo and the Onab people. They had been good friends before leaving Cerath, which is one of the reasons that Ch'eldo and his family had been chosen to lead those Onab selected to leave with the Kirek Pack. Kesas tried to remain out of the way for the most part, knowing that the battles to come were now for the young. He was still armed with a Pralor Pulse Magnum and a Pralor Assault Rifle, but he most likely would not have use for them, but Kesas Pengot would not turn away from his duty. Lylor would be traveling on the King’s ship in order to retrieve his beloved Kelia, Reva Mahanlo with them as well. She was not about to be left behind and Martin was not going to argue with her. He simply told her she was confined to the TYPE TWO and he would have his Queen For'mya’s dragon sit on her if she attempted to leave. It had actually been quite humorous to watch that exchange, the King of their people towering over his staania by a foot at least, his fangs fully extended and his yellow gold eyes very prominent. Reva Mahanlo had stood there stoically, her own dual fangs fully extended, staring into his yellow gold eyes and telling him exactly what she was going to do. Martin finally won out with his statement and Reva had nodded.

Kesas and Lylor had nearly broken into laughter as they watched, even given their situation, and many of the hundreds who had witnessed the showdown in the transport bay on Pakar Six looking at them in utter shock. It brought back memories for both of them of the exact same thing happening in another time and another place.
As he made his way into the main cargo bay, one story above the floor of the bay, his eyes detected that everyone was preparing. Some were adjusting equipment, some were discussing with each other what they would do, but no one was idle. Kesas lifted his head slightly as he heard the music filtering through the internal ship’s speakers. At least he thought it was music. He had never heard such sounds before but they were smooth and the sounds blended incredibly well to his Lycavorian senses. Kesas stood on the upper level and just watched for a moment. The charge in the air was a palpable thing, even he could sense that, but there was also a calm unlike anything he had ever felt before. He moved to the small monitor that showed him the smaller cargo hold one deck up that would hold those Onab that they rescued. The upper cargo area was connected to the main cargo bay by an interior staircase he had discovered, and all the Onab would have to do is walk up the ramp into the main cargo bay and keep moving back until they came to the stairwell. Now he could see Tiag, his daughter Yasha and his son Caylt standing with Marda and a dozen or so Kirek Pack members as they listened intently to six of Androcles’ team members. He knew them now by name, Daio, Ridor, Jomann and the half breed Mahanlo-Leonidas Prince Kalis. The fifth one was the huge fur covered man called Cowen and then the female half Lycavorian and half elf who was called Sherice. It was obvious that she was wife to the huge, fur covered man Cowen, and Daio was husband to the Kavalian female Kameka who was in the cockpit with the Crown Princesses. The mix of men and women was incredible Kesas thought to himself. So many distinct species and only a few of them were represented here among Martin’s people. He had to almost chuckle to himself as he remembered what Chiron had told him only a few hours ago. Elves were the second largest in population in the Union and all of them were astonishingly beautiful. Even the male elves were beautiful to an extent. Female elves were many times drawn to the Lycavorian men because of their prowess and strength and they were cherished as wives and mates because of their beauty and intelligence. Many Lycavorians, Alpha, Beta and Gamma, took female elves as their mates. Chiron had told him to insure that the young Alphas of the Kirek Pack were very careful about approaching a female elf they saw among these men and women. Many of them were already mated and even those that were not, they had lived among Lycavorians for much of their lives and they knew what was appropriate and what was not from a Lycavorian male. It would not be a good thing to cause tension because a young Alpha followed his instincts more than his brains, especially with these men and women from the Union. Kesas smiled a little wider as he remembered Rothan making his way away from them after the conversation to pass the word. Throughout the rest of the cargo bay, Kesas saw Kirek Pack members sitting with these men and women that were called Durcunusaan. Wolves of the Blood. They were speaking in soft whispers and most of them were running through firing point procedures for their new weapons.

Kesas turned his head away from the monitor and stepped to the railing before he looked directly into the main cargo bay below. He saw three of Martin’s daughters standing together on the deck below. Lisisa, Eliani and Nara he knew their names to be. Nara, Kesas now knew, was the twin to the son Deion, and both of them were like burning points of bright light within the Etheric realm because of their Pralor abilities. This was another note that Chiron had told all of them over the course of the last hours. The Praetorian Gene it was called. It gave those who carried the active gene the ability to be so much more. 
Kesas had felt it within Martin and Androcles, so powerful and pure. Being around such men and women had already begun to stimulate the normally minor Etheric abilities within the Lycavorians on Pakar Six and many were now beginning to sense this different power within their King and his bloodline easily enough. 
Lisisa and Eliani were far less than Nara in this regard, at least in the Etheric power that they radiated, but both of them were off the charts compared to others from what Kesas could tell. Far more than any among the Kirek Pack could ever hope to achieve unless they married into the Mahanlo-Leonidas bloodline. Their brother Denali was like his brothers and sister, the pure Lycavorian blood within their bodies being more of a stable conduit for this active Etheric power and the abilities it could give someone. It appeared that all of Martin’s children with his Anome and pureblood Queen Aricia carried the active gene like him. He also detected this active gene from Eliani’s husband and mate Jomann as well but according to Chiron, that is where the active gene stopped. At least with those out here with Martin. There were others back within the Union that were intent on finding more with this Praetorian Gene and bringing them into the fold. 

It was still almost too much to really take in for Kesas Pengot, and it was happening so fast. Acki had been the one to focus him, as she always had, just before he boarded this ship and they departed to rendezvous with the hidden monstrosity in orbit above the planet. All of them had tried to steal a glimpse of this ship as they approached and Kesas had been one of the lucky ones standing in the cockpit as he had been. While the size of the ship was not surprising to him, the fact that this was a warship and not a huge transport like he would have first thought is what stunned him. This SPARTA'S WRATH equaled the size of the Onab ships they had come to Koltar Four on, but he had never seen so many gun turrets on a single ship before and it was frightening just to look at the ship even for the brief moment he had seen it from the outside.

Kesas’ eyes finally came to rest on the three that sat lotus style near the ramp that could open the rear of the ship into oblivion. Androcles, Dorian and Laren sat in a triangle on the deck of the ship, Elynth, Ryner and Ladur behind them. They ignored the activity all around them and Kesas saw that no one moved to interrupt them in any way. Even the other dragons that were below were calm and quiet. Jeth and Tharua rested on the deck beside one another, Jeth quietly caressing Tharua’s wings with his large snout. Aradace, Marux, Jeru, Mayla and Majeir were speaking to one another openly, further advancing their voice ability skills. Anthar rested with Caydren and Cinol, actively instructing the twins on their duties. While still growing and nowhere near their full size, Caydren and Cinol were the perfect dimensions for protecting the ship when it was on the surface. While they were just learning how to carry Sadi and Ne'Veha in flight, the brothers were already very well skilled in ground combat from their father Vollenth and the Elder Mother’s instructors at Dragon Mountain. 
The power he could feel coming from Androcles and the others was unlike anything he had ever felt before and Kesas was quite sure that he was nowhere near skilled enough to truly sense what they could do. While he knew Androcles and Dorian were Martin’s sons, the young woman, Laren Ti'shara, was quite the exotic beauty. Her long, raven black hair surrounded an enchanting face that her soft, scale like outer skin only enhanced to ravishing proportions. Her normal skin, closer to the center of her beautiful face was deeply tanned. Her eyes he found unique as one was cobalt blue and the other azure blue. Her petite body was lush and firm and Kesas knew that many young Alphas would not hesitate to pursue this elivonth ber woman for her beauty alone. Kesas doubted it would be that simple since she was considered a daughter to Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas and a beloved sister to the Mahanlo-Leonidas children. She was also never far from Androcles or Dorian and her dragon always seemed to be beside her. Whoever chose to court this young woman, Kesas hoped he had large nor, for he would need them.
Kesas took this time to let his eyes linger on the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos that each of them wore. The cowls were not fully up around their heads, but Kesas easily remembered the day that he saw the four sets of armor so long ago. No one knew why the Onab built the armor, for Daniho Mahanlo was not skilled enough within the Etheric realm to even wear the armor at that time. Looking back, Kesas now believed that Daniho and Ashten knew exactly who the Onab had built it for. They had known even back then what was coming, perhaps not everything or how it would happen through the many thousands of years, but they knew their descendants would need this armor.

Kesas didn’t know why he picked it up right at that moment but the words of the music playing all around him reached out to him for some reason and he lifted his eyes above him to stare at the ceiling of the ship for a moment.

I'm a soldier of freedom in the army of man
We are the chosen, we're the partisan
The cause it is noble and the cause it is just
We are ready to pay with our lives if we must

Kesas Pengot brought his eyes back down and focused them first on where Androcles and the others sat, then they moved around the interior of the cargo bay slowly, touching everyone who was present as they went about their duties. Finally, he turned and looked at the monitor that showed the others in the attached cargo bay. That is when Kesas realized there was no doubt or hesitation in their movements or their actions. They were here to get their family and their blood back and nothing else mattered. And with this intense focus came clarity the likes of which Kesas had never felt. And this clarity spread, even to those from the Kirek Pack among them. It was a natural osmosis that was occurring, reinforcing everything that the Kirek Pack had taught through the years to all their children from the day they were born. This is what naturally brought the Kirek and Mahanlo Packs so tightly together and even after all the millennia that had passed, it was still there. The same closeness and values that had their Packs so tightly woven together for millennia, was still very much present and he would even dare say, far more powerful than it had ever been given how much they accepted and merged with each other, despite knowing one another for only a few hours.


Kesas blinked several times as he felt the rush of air to his side and then he saw Deion’s body hurtling the railing into the lower cargo bay, his young wife and mate right behind them, and then Kesas’ eyes grew wide when he saw Liita Nenay right behind them.


“Fervon!” Deion barked as he hit the deck below with barely any effort and only a slight bending of his knees.


Androcles opened his eyes and turned to look at his brother as he began getting to his feet. “Deo?” He asked him.


Deion held out Mari’s portable P9 to his brother. “Andro… I give you Lady Nystai Arhtai. Youngest sister to Yelma Arhtai.”


Andro’s azure eyes were wide as he took hold of the computer and looked at the face of the much older woman on the screen. There were tears rolling down her cheeks and she wore a smile that Andro doubted could have been removed by explosive.


“My Lord… Orwara Indalfrid Andro.” Nystai stammered the words. “Una coi… cyn vada carians forn sey heuhly chevsh.”  (Crown Prince) (It is, thank the gods you have finally come.)

“Nystai!” Kesas gasped when he heard the name, and quite unlike himself and much to the surprise of the younger members of the Kirek Pack present, Kesas leaped the short six-meter drop to the deck beneath him and was beside Androcles in an instant. “Nystai Arhtai! How can that be? She was listed as killed on the Dremsa rie Saan!” Androcles was looking at him and shifted the computer slightly when he came up beside him. Kesas’ eyes grew wider as he saw the woman on the monitor. “Vada carians silice lae!” 


“It has… it has been a very long time Lord Pengot.” Nystai spoke with measured words. 

KOLTAR FOUR

EASTERN SECTOR 

LIPIRI


“…Can’t stop it! It’s some sort of computer worm!” Taarie almost shouted as she worked feverishly on her computer. “It is brute forcing its way into our system!”

Comelo was also at a similar computer station beside Taarie, his hands flying over his own computer console. “I’ve never seen anything like it Nystai! No matter what we do, it just bulls its way through! The code simply reconfigures on the fly and pushes further!”

“Source!?’ Nystai shouted from her own, much larger computer station.


“I can’t be sure but… it appears as if it came through the System Bypass that Liita installed for us.” Taarie exclaimed aloud causing Nystai’s head to come up at this information. “Someone else must have found it. No one from Internal Security has this kind of skill! No one!”


“Liita would not have betrayed us!” Nystai barked. “Not for anything!”


“Taarie, try a rotating frequency variable!” Comelo barked now.


Taarie shook her head within seconds. “It’s not working! It will breech our network security in seconds! It will…”


Before she could finish her statement, the huge monitor that resided on the wall behind them came alive with the faces of three individuals. Foremost among them was Liita Nenay who Nystai recognized instantly.


“Liita!” Nystai hissed softly in stunned shock.


Liita’s face resided next to the features of the exquisitely beautiful young woman who sat in the chair. Her brownish red hair was tied back in a long, tight braid and her eyes were bright and focused. 


“Lady Nystai…” Liita began quickly. “Forgive me for… for breeching your security systems as we did. I…”


“How?” Nystai stammered.


Liita smiled slightly and motioned with her head to Mari. “It was actually Lady Mari here.” She said. “Nystai we… we are coming! We need you to do something in order to make this easier.”


“You are coming?” Nystai looked confused. “What do you mean child?”


“We are coming there Nystai. To Koltar Four. We are going to retrieve Lady Kelia and my brothers. We need you to send false alerts all over the Network in order to confuse them.” Liita told her.


“Liita that is insane child!” Nystai gasped. “You cannot! Who has convinced you of this? My bitch sister will kill everyone if you do this!”


That is when Deion knelt down on the opposite side of Mari and positioned his face beside hers. “That would be my father.” He spoke.


Nystai drew back when she saw him, her hand going to her mouth in disbelief when she saw the resemblance. “By the gods!” She stammered. “You…”


Deion smiled gently as he looked at her, his eyes changing to his wolf persona and his long, thick dual wolf fangs extending fully. “My father and brother get that reaction more than I do, but I am honored nonetheless.”


“Nystai?” Taarie gasped aloud. “What is it? Who is this? He has… he has…”


“He has dual fangs!” Comelo almost yelled. “He has… he has Mahanlo blood in him! Just like the other one. He…”


“You said… you said your sister!” Deion spoke to Nystai. “What did you mean?”


Nystai lifted her head slowly. “I am Nystai Arhtai. Youngest daughter to Begal and Freia Arhtai, and sister to that vile witch Yelma Arhtai.”


Comelo and Taarie stared at Nystai in unabashed shock upon learning this but it also caused the young Alpha wolf in the transmission to move quickly. 


Deion lifted his hand. “Hold that thought…” He spoke as he reached for something in the transmission. “Mari my love, Liita, come with me.” And then Nystai saw the image on the screen shifted wildly as he lifted the computer and began moving.
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“It has… it has been a very long time Lord Pengot.” Nystai spoke with measured words now. 


“Son vada carians! Nystai!” Kesas gasped as Androcles and the others watched.

Andro saw her eyes come to rest on him and he watched her carefully as she stared at him. “Kesas says you are listed as having been killed on the Dremsa rie Saan.” Andro spoke.

Nystai nodded her head slowly. “I was… I did die on that night Orwara Indalfrid Andro. I… it is the night that my sister Yelma took from me all I had ever wanted in my life.”


Andro looked at Kesas. “Nystai… Nystai was the wife and mate to Tamal Kirek.” He answered. “They were mated shortly after we arrived on Koltar Four.”


Nystai nodded her head. “We were… we were so happy.” She spoke softly. “We…” She took a deep breath and focused her gaze on Androcles. “Two days before the Dremsa rie Saan I discovered I carried Tamal’s children within me. Twins. Strong and healthy boys. When they came for my beloved Tamal that night, I tried to protect him, I did. They shot me as well and… I could not protect…”

“Carians!” Liita muttered softly as she stood beside Mari and Deion.


“My babies… they did not survive.” Nystai continued. “My sister said it was for the best. That they would have only been trouble if they were born. I have… I have hated her with every breath I take since then.”


“Nine minutes until jump.” Sadi’s voice echoed over the ship’s internal speakers.


“She does not know you live?” Kesas asked now.


Nystai shook her head. “No. One year later I faked my own death. Yelma listed me as killed with Tamal. A traitor to our family. I have been… I have been doing this ever since.”


“You know who I am?” Androcles asked. “Who my brother is?”


Nystai smiled slightly as she nodded her head. “You… you are the Fera Tarivuos.” She spoke with an almost perverse joy. “You and your brother are sons to the Mard Revik. Mahanlo blood descended directly from our revered King Daniho and his brother Ashten. You are here to retrieve your bloodline and free our people from the oppression of my sister and those who follow her.”

“We need your help Lady Nystai.” Androcles said. 


“Command us aur Orwara Indalfrid.” She spoke firmly.


“How many… how many in your group?” Androcles asked her.


Nystai waved her hand around her. “This is my core gathering.” She said. “Nineteen men and women who control our entire network. Many of them have their families here with them, so perhaps a hundred and thirty men, women and children. We… we live ready to move on a moment’s notice.”


“Lady Nystai… in just over eight minutes we are going to jump directly into orbit of Koltar Four.” Androcles said. “We need you and your people to flood the Arhtai Mainframe with false sightings and reports from all over the planet in order to assist us in our missions. Can you do that?”


Nystai nodded her head. “We can Milord. On one condition.”


“Nystai!” Kesas gasped in horror.


Andro held up his hand. “And what is that?”


“What you ask will cause us to compromise our position here.” Nystai spoke. “They will be able to find us. You must come for everyone here sire. You must get them off the surface and to safety. I care not for myself but…”


“Nystai, no!” Taarie exclaimed.

“Done.” Andro spoke without hesitation.


“Then we will do what you ask happily.” Nystai spoke. “And they will not know from where you will appear.”
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“…Trust her son?” Martin asked Andro’s face on the monitor.

Andro nodded his head. “Yes.” He answered without hesitation. 


“I agree with Andro father.” Deion spoke from beside his brother. “We need to do this.”


“It’s a significant risk.” Martin said.


“This whole operation is a significant risk medwan.” Andro said. “So much is at stake and we cannot fail. You know that. I am sending Deion, Mari and a third of our ground force. Normya and Tir'ut will fly the second TYPE TWO. They have already left the PREMONITION and are prepping the ship.”


“Their current location puts them nineteen klicks from where you and mothers will be setting down father. On the other side of the city.” Deion spoke. “You will be drawing all of the attention. It should be a simple snatch and grab.”


“Nothing is ever simple for us son.” Martin hissed. “You know that.”


“I gave her my word father.” Androcles said finally. “I will not…”


Martin held up his hand stopping Andro’s statement. “I would not order that keto, you know that.” He said. “I can chop a few platoons to you and…”


Andro shook his head. “No. We will make due with our numbers now.” He spoke. “You will need yours. Deion will be successful and when he is, we can use Lady Nystai to send the Arhtai Pack into chaos. She says she has information that Vada Yowa does not know about. Information of her plotting to execute the Dremsa rie Saan for decades father. Even dating back to when our people left Cerath.”


Martin’s eyes grew wider. “Seriously?” He snarled angrily.


“That is what she says.” Androcles answered. “And given her skills in computers, I don’t question she could have done this.”


Martin finally turned his head to look at Lylor, who stood next to him with Aryera and Rothan. “Tenne? Your thoughts?”


“It is not something we can dismiss.” Lylor replied. “Androcles is correct.”


“Then it is settled.” Andro spoke from the PREMONITION. “We will adjust our mission goals and see you back on SPARTA'S WRATH when we are finished. PREMONITION is clear.”


“Androcles wait!” Martin snapped but it was too late and his image had already faded. “Sibfla!”


Aryera looked at him. “You have doubts he can do both, don’t you?” She asked.


Martin looked at her and shook his head quickly. “No. If he says he can do both, he will.” He replied.


“Then what?” Rothan asked confused.


“My son… Andro is far less forgiving than me.” Martin spoke. “Where he might have spared Arhtai lives with the forces he had to free Revia, Ivore and the Onab, now he will not give them the chance. If they attempt to fight him, he will kill them, without hesitation or remorse.”


“After what they are responsible for, do they deserve any less?” Lylor hissed.


Martin met his eyes and shook his head. “No Tenne, they do not.” He replied. “But they are still our people and I must try. To honor my grandfathers and my promise to them, I must try.”


Lylor looked at him for a long moment and finally nodded his head. “In the end, you will do what you must mandri.” Lylor told him. “I have faith in you.”


Martin chuckled at this. “Sometimes, people have more faith in me than I do myself.” He stated.


“Attention! Attention! SPARTA'S WRATH is preparing for Combat Jump! Two minutes! Two minutes until Combat Jump! All personnel take your combat stations! All personnel take your combat stations. This is not a drill!” The female voice echoed across the internal speakers on the ship, coming from the bridge of SPARTA'S WRATH.
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Third Shift on a ship was, notoriously, both hated and loved depending on what type of person you were. It was no different on the massive station that orbited Koltar Four. The space station was the Command Hub for all Security and Military matters of the Arhtai Pack. Yelma Arhtai may not have had much knowledge in this regard but Nyser Arhtai did, and he had a sizeable force of soldiers within the Internal Security Department. Both the Arhtai and Nenay Packs had their own militia force, or military, and they were expected to respond when Nyser Arhtai called for them, but for the most part, the military on Koltar Four was made up entirely of Arhtai Pack members. 
Nyser Arhtai did not allow any Nenay Pack members to work on RENDITION Station because he feared they were not loyal to the Arhtai Pack. He was right of course, but there was not a whole lot that anyone could do about it. Through the years there had been thirteen new Packs that had been formed after breaking with the Arhtai and Nenay Packs because of their size. Ranol Nenay welcomed them and treated them with respect, even the ones that stayed on Koltar Four, while Nyser treated them all with mistrust and condescension. Of the thirteen new Packs, all branched from the Nenay and Arhtai Packs, four remained on Koltar Four. It had been the practical move for them, even though they were treated as if their Pack members had the plague. Most were barely surviving, due in no small part to the fact that the Arhtai Pack made their lives very hard. This did not deter most of them, and they struggled through every day.
RENDITION Station allowed the Arhtai Pack Internal Security to keep track of all those they thought were aligned in some way against them, including the different Packs that had formed through the years. The space station was also the pivotal point from which all smaller transport craft arrived and departed from. Almost all the traffic was from the surface, bringing mine workers to the station, who then branched out to the many daily Ore mining points within the system. Personnel traffic on the station was just beginning to pick up because of the time of day and Arhtai Internal Security was just finishing its change of shift. There were four security checkpoints on the station that everyone had to pass through to get into the terminal portions of the station. Each of these stations was manned by no less that six Arhtai Internal Security soldiers, or AIS, as everyone now referred to them. Each of the entry points had sophisticated sensors built into the Archway checkpoint that everyone had to walk through in order to reach the interior of the station. These sensors were designed to pick up weapons, explosives and even detect blood. As had been the case for longer than most of the AIS soldiers had been alive, the sensors were meant to detect anyone with Mahanlo blood in them, and they hadn’t been triggered in well over a million years.

The Command and Control Center for the station was at the very top of the facility itself. The circular center was incredibly large, with both men and women sitting at different computer stations all around the huge spherical interior. The men and women in the CCC could gaze out three hundred and sixty degrees around the space station and look into the stars. They could see Koltar Four far beneath them, as well as the many satellites that now resided in orbit. The view all around was incredible to say the least.

After today, it would never be the same again.


Banaz Arhtai was the fourth son of Nyser and Yelma Arhtai born after the Dremsa rie Saan. He and his five brothers and three sisters were all born after the Night of Blood and all of them held major roles within the AIS, his role was the day shift commander of RENDITION Station. Banaz and all of his siblings had been brought up to hate everything having to do with Mahanlo blood. Yelma and Nyser had preached to Banaz and his siblings how Mahanlo blood and all those linked to them were the ones responsible for the deaths of their family members and siblings. None of them had ever lost this hate or even questioned it. 

Banaz was known for his intelligence and calm demeanor, which granted him a status slightly above his other brothers who were essentially nothing but brutes. Banaz treated those under his command with some semblance of respect, but he still clung to the superiority of his bloodline, though not to the extent of his siblings. While this granted him some respect in return, very few Lycavorians outside of his family trusted or liked him. He was still arrogant and regarded himself as above everyone else, but he was nowhere near as violent or quick to anger as his brothers. Banaz was sitting in the Command Chair of the station, positioned to allow him to gaze in any direction he wanted and smoothly move to any portion of the CCC on the chair’s small rail system. He was going over the reports from the previous shift and his head came up when he heard the female voice.
“Atle vada jorbhe.” The female voice spoke softly from across the CCC. (What the hell)

Banaz directed his gaze to the young, blond-haired female who had only recently joined the day shift. She seemed very competent and was the granddaughter of his oldest sister Gisule, but her instructors had given excellent recommendations in regard to her skills.

“Something Junior Lieutenant Issdra?” Banaz asked openly.
The young woman turned to look at him and then back to the two monitors and computer console in front of her. “I… I don’t know sir.” She stammered. “I am… I am detecting strange readings.”

Banaz engaged his chair and the command interface on the arm of the chair allowed him to slide easily across the bridge to a position nearly right behind her. “Strange in what way?” He asked her.

“Sir… Quantum Particles in and around the station just soared to over four hundred and thirty percent.” She told him. 

Banaz smiled slightly, intent on giving Issdra a fair evaluation and opportunity. And he would not embarrass his blood. “Is your equipment calibrated properly Junior Lieutenant?” Banaz asked. “The techs sometimes do not calibrate correctly after doing maintenance.” 
Issdra shook her head. “No, sir. All my equipment is operating at peak efficiency.”

“Issdra, a spike that large means that there is either several dozen ships powered by Quantum Drives or one very large ship out there.” Banaz spoke. “No other species that we are aware of within this quadrant of space has Quantum based power as we do.”

“I’m just stating what my instruments are saying sir.” Issdra told him. “We… sir, are we certain that we are the only species with Quantum power sir? We have not exploded the entire quadrant.”

“And we don’t need to in order…” Banaz started to reply when he saw another officer, this one more senior and experienced, turn quickly to his instruments with wide eyes as he detected something.

“Sir!” The man called out now. “I just detected a narrow beam, Quantum based power fluctuation surge in Section nine, deck three, near Security Checkpoint Two.”

“What kind of surge?” Banaz demanded.

“Unknown sir.” The man answered. “I have never seen anything like it before.”

“Origin?” Banaz asked.

“Tracing!” The man answered. “That… that can’t be right!” He hissed.
“Talach?” Banaz barked.

“Sir, my instruments are telling me point of origin is three hundred and fourteen thousand meters off our starboard beam.” Talach answered.

Banaz turned his head to look out into the space all around RENDITION station and he saw nothing. “Talach… there is nothing there!” He snapped.

“Sir, I am only telling you what my equipment is telling me.” Talach answered.

“Send a detachment of Internal Security to that location.” Banaz ordered. “And begin diagnostics on all equipment! All our systems are not having issues at the same time! It is something the Onab did to them. Has my father’s order gone out to my brother?”

Talach nodded his head. “Yes, sir. Nine minutes ago.”

Banaz nodded. “Good. Inform him of the problems we are having and have him bring one of the engineering teams here on his return. They will fix this.” 
“Understood sir.” Talach spoke. He turned to his station and began to start to issue the orders when the shrill alarm that began sounding across the CCC and within the breadth of the entire station.
“What… what is that?” Issdra stammered never having heard the alarm before.

“It can’t be!” Banaz snarled as he came to his feet now. “That is… that is the Blood Sensor alarm! That would only go off if it detected Mahanlo blood!”
“Mahanlo… I thought Mahanlo blood was dead?” Issdra questioned Banaz. 

“Sir! We have lost contact with Checkpoint Two! Weapons fire is being reported by roving patrol teams! They report we have been boarded by unknown troops.” Talach barked. 

“Dispatch additional Security Ready Teams to Checkpoint Two!” Banaz shouted. “Do it now! And get me a line to my father on the surface! Now! Now!”

Issdra heard her console begin beeping insistently and she turned back to it, her dark eyes growing wide in disbelief. “Sir!” She almost screamed. “Sir, quantum particle readings just soared to over three thousand percent!”

“That’s impossible!” Banaz barked. 
“All COM channels are down!” Another voice chimed in from across the CCC. “All COMS are being jammed sir! It’s a powerful signal and I can’t tell where it is coming from!”

“Who could jam our transmissions?!” Banaz roared.

“Quantum Particle dispersion is now at four thousand percent above normal sir!” Issdra exclaimed. “We have to…!!

“Son vada carians!” The male voice rose above all others now. “Ships! Ships appearing all around us! Saoi sibfla! I count one hundred and nine unknown ships! Detecting quantum power cores on all of them! Nubou!!! Their weapons are powering!! Starboard beam! Starboard beam! Nubou lae! Unknown configuration! Over twenty thousand meters long! It’s powering weapons!!”

Banaz’s eyes were wide in disbelief as he saw ships begin appearing as if by magic all around the station. Some were massive in size, others were of medium size and then there was the monstrosity that was now parked off their starboard beam. A gigantic ship unlike any he had ever seen before, even in their history books.

“Shields! Shields!” He finally screamed. “Bring all weapons online and prepare to fire!”  


“Sir! I am detecting six ships separating from the huge one! Smaller size, estimate at least heavy transports!” A man announced to everyone in the CCC. “Configuration unknown! They are… they are descending rapidly into the atmosphere! Their trajectory puts them on course for Lepiri!”

“Track them with station weapons and fire!” Banaz barked the order. “Do it now!”


The internal COM channel of RENDITION station came alive them, causing all heads to lift as the voice of the woman none of them had met came through the channel very clearly and confidently. 


“I am sorry… but I cannot allow you to fire your weapons.” The voice spoke calmly. “You will discover that I have jammed all of your communications and rerouted all of your command controls to a different location. One which I now control. The men at your Security checkpoint chose to fight… they are now dead.”

Banaz looked at Talach, who was trying to access his console. Banaz watched as he pounded on the computer console and then moved to the next console beside him, shoving the operator away. He pounded on that computer console a few times and then angrily slammed his hands down before looking back at Banaz and shaking his head.


Banaz turned to his weapons officer who was punching buttons at his own consoles to no avail. He finally looked up and shook his head.


Banaz looked up at the ceiling. “Who are you?” He demanded.

“I would think that is painfully obvious to you.” The female voice spoke calmly. “You can obviously hear the alarms sounding all over your station.


“That is not possible!” Banaz snarled loudly. “Anyone with Mahanlo blood is dead! The Mahanlo bloodline has been dead for over a million years!”


“Unfortunately for you… that is not the case, Commander Banaz is it?” The woman’s voice answered him. “My name is Aricia Mahanlo-Leonidas and I am the Anome and one of six Queens to Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas. The direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. We have come for our family and friends that you hold against their will. And we will not be deterred from our task. Whether you survive this day or not is entirely up to you.”

RENDITION STATION

SEVEN MINUTES EARLIER


Taion Nenay staggered slightly when they reappeared but he felt the hand reach for him and steady him. He turned and looked at the face of the tall, chiseled Lycavorian he now knew as Atropos. He was the Spartan Captain of the red-haired Queen and sister to the Queen that now stood calmly on his opposite side. The Lycavorian Spartan Atropos smiled broadly at him.


“The first time is always the worst. It will pass in a few seconds.” Atropos told him. 

He turned his head to the eight other Durcunusaan who had accompanied them. All of them were ready to move, standing just behind where Zarah, Lucia, Radem, Julie, Colin and Pablo circled Aricia. Four of Taion’s own Nenay Pack troops were mixed in with the others and looking just as green around the lips as he was from their very first teleport.
Taion shook his head quickly and dropped his portable computer into place just as Julie had already done. “The Checkpoint is fifty-three meters from our location.” He spoke somewhat awed by the exactness of the teleport. “Down this corridor twenty-seven meters, then we turn right and walk right into it.”

“Confirmed Aricia.” Julie spoke now. “Lot of contacts between us and the checkpoint.”

Taion nodded his head. “Shift workers my Queen. They are no threat to us. Most are barely able to provide for their families because the Arhtai Pack hoards so much.”

“Mother?” Zarah questioned softly.

Aricia nodded her head quickly. “Zarah… you and Lucia on point with Radem. Move to the checkpoint but remain in the shadows daughter and do not reveal yourself until we are upon you. Go!”

Zarah only nodded her head, both she and Lucia gripping one of Radem’s hands in theirs and then wrapping the shadows around all of them and moving out. 
“Sibfla!” Taion gasped as he watched it. 
Aricia smiled as she pulled up the cowl and dropped it around her head. “Yes. It can be very disconcerting at times. Luckily… it will not be you who she appears next to.” Aricia looked at her brother from under the hood. “Fervon?”

Atropos nodded his head. “We are ready.”

“Taion… if you would lead us out?” Aricia said.

Taion nodded his head and took a deep breath. Everything that had transpired in the last few hours had been almost too much to take in but Taion Nenay could and did adapt easily. When they arrived on Pakar Six, Taion had no idea that his three-month-old son would forge their future for them, yet he and Saymora could not have been happier.

“Come! We must move quickly! They will have detected the teleport beam by now and the moment you or your daughter moves in front of a Blood Detector Queen Aricia, we will be discovered.”  Taion said.

Aricia nodded her head. “Very well.”

Taion moved quickly and efficiently down the corridor. He did not worry about being interfered with in this secondary corridor, it was mainly empty at this time of the day. The eight Durcunusaan soldiers were moving like skilled veterans of hundreds of battles, which he would later learn, they all were. All of them wore the floor length cape and cowls in order to cover their weapons. Taion had told them this was common, especially among the many miners that transited the station. The dark-skinned female stayed beside Queen Aricia as they moved, always watching her computer, and with the PPR gripped in one hand. The other man, Taion didn’t really know what he was, but he moved like a wolf in many ways. He knew his name was Colin and he remained on Queen Aricia’s opposite side and Taion knew his goal was singular. He was there to protect the Queen and the dark-skinned female like him. They all carried the shortened version of the Pralor PPR, most had begun calling it the PPR4 as Taion learned when the huge Lycavorian Atropos had given it to him. 

They made the turn into the main corridor smoothly, blending into the masses of men and women who were going to work. This main corridor would take them right to Checkpoint Two.

Six at the Checkpoint Mother. 

Zarah’s voice spoke to all of them within the Etheric realm. It surprised Taion at first, but thanks to the brief experience on Pakar Six, he did not flinch. It seemed his son and the unborn daughter of the Crown Prince binding themselves to each other as they had done gave him and his wife Saymora a different status among the others. Androcles had blessed both his wife and himself with Etheric abilities that they would not normally have been able to obtain. They would now be classified as high-level Tier Six Etheric users back with this Union that had been created.  

Do they appear agitated? Taion broke in still new to this and shouting within the Etheric realm.
To her credit, Zarah Mahanlo-Leonidas only chuckled softly. You do not need to shout Lord Taion. She answered him. And yes, they seem rather excitable now. They must have received some sort of communications just before we arrived.

Taion looked at Aricia’s covered head as they continued down the corridor. They detected the Teleport Beam. The power surge caused by it anyway.

It would appear so. She answered. Taion, do we know if these Blood Sensors even work anymore? It has been centuries since they were installed.

I do not know my Queen. Taion answered. We have never…


I understand. Aricia spoke not allowing him to finish his statement. She knew what he was going to say and she did not want him to feel awkward. I guess we will find out shortly. This is the checkpoint I take it?


Everyone passes through the archway into the interior of the station. Taion told them. Just move normally and we may get lucky.


There were dozens of men and women both in front of them and behind, moving through the security archway. Zarah, Lucia and Radem could easily bypass the archway hidden in the shadows as they were. Though they knew it could happen, only Aricia knew that Martin had planned for this very thing to take place. It was why he wanted the station taken instead of destroyed. He wanted Aricia to trigger the blood detectors, for it would signal to hundreds of others that Mahanlo blood had returned. As his Anome, and with the dormant Praetorian gene within her, Aricia’s blood would be nearly as pure as his and the four children she had given him. Between her and Zarah, they would trip the alarms on the station without even trying.


And this is exactly what took place the instant that Aricia Mahanlo-Leonidas stepped into the Security Archway. The shrill alarm began to sound the instant she stepped under the archway. Aricia stopped moving as dozens of men and women began looking all around them for the source of the alarm. Four of the six AIS guards moved around in front of the archway and brought weapons out, leveling them at the many people in front of them.

“What is it?” The Senior AIS officer spat. Even he had never heard this alarm before. “Is someone carrying weapons?”


“It’s not… it’s not the weapons detector. It’s the blood sensor!” The man at the controls hissed softly. “It’s detecting Mahanlo blood! Huge spikes!”


“That’s not possible!” The Senior AIS officer spat. “You are reading it wrong!”


“I’m telling you! Mahanlo blood readings are off the charts!” The second man barked right back.


“Your man speaks the truth.” Aricia spoke from under her cowl causing heads to turn towards her at the words. Aricia reached up and grasped the edges of the cowl and tossed it back casually. Men and women both gasp aloud all around her as they saw first her amazing azure colored eyes and then the dual wolf fangs as she smiled widely. Dual Lycavorian fangs that had only ever existed within one bloodline of their people. A bloodline all of them thought long dead. “I will only ask once. Place your weapons on the deck, surrender to me and you will live out this day.”


“Our systems are correct!” The guard at the station yelled. “She has Mahanlo blood in her! Pure, unbroken Mahanlo blood! How is that possible?!”


“It doesn’t matter! Kill her! Kill her now!!” The AIS officer snarled as he lifted his sidearm to level it at Aricia’s head. 


Only Aricia wasn’t there anymore.


“Zarah! Now! Aricia screamed out as she sidestepped and was beside the officer in a single blink of an eye. His own eyes went wide at this for he had never seen anyone move so fast, but then it didn’t matter as Aricia buried the Shukar she had drawn from under the cape completely into the man’s chest. His eyes bugged out of his head in agony even as Atropos, Colin and Taion moved as well.


Zarah and Lucia appeared from the shadows behind the two men at the controls of the checkpoint, Radem between them. They struck without hesitation or mercy. Radem drove his poisoned blade into the lower back of one of the Lycavorians, his left hand reaching across his face and grabbing his jaw, where Radem used every bit of his strength to savagely jerk his head to the side. While it was a move he would never have been able to carry out against a Union trained Lycavorian, Radem rightly assumed these Lycavorians were unprepared and poorly skilled in the arts of war. He was right as the man’s head jerked viciously to the side and the bones in his neck snapped completely. Zarah and Lucia brought the second man down with their R4 fighting knives, Zarah stabbing him in the side of his neck severing two of his arteries while Lucia drove her blade under his armpit and into the top of his heart, where she twisted the blade and tore open the top of his heart within his chest. 


Aricia stared calmly at the eyes of the AIS officer as the life left him, and her wolf eyes shimmered in the light of the fixtures above them embedded into the ceiling. Atropos, Colin and Taion move quickly and pummeled the last three guards into submission. Atropos was not a small man by any means and he had been raised a Spartan all his life. He simply stepped into the first guard and smashed his PPR4 into his face like a club. The man’s large nose crumbled instantly and blood erupted all over as he screamed in pain and reached for his face. Atropos hit him again in the face with the butt of his PPR4, this time catching his right hand as well as the blow crushed his right cheekbone and the bones in his right hand and then dropped the man into unconsciousness. 
Colin and Taion were not as forceful, but equally as successful. 
Colin flipped the second Lycavorian over his hip while wrenching his sidearm out of his hand and breaking four of his fingers as he did so. While the man yelled in hot pain and hit the deck hard, Colin drove stiffened fingers into his throat, silencing his screams and crushing his larynx. The man began to choke on his own blood as Colin pushed him further to the deck and out of their way. Taion Nenay was a good sized Lycavorian and well built. He had also spent the better part of the last three million years of his life learning everything he could from his father and other members of the Nenay Pack who had fought the Iais'Kai. He stepped close to the last guard and snatched his arm and shoulder before spinning him around and sending him careening through the thick glass partition that surrounded the checkpoint. As the plate glass shattered, one piece of shattered glass turned awkwardly and punctured the man’s eye, driving completely through the eye socket and into his brain. When he hit the deck, he was already dead and did not move.

Julie wasted no time and stepped up to the security checkpoint, unceremoniously shoving aside the body of the man Radem had killed. She instantly plugged her P9 into the station and began typing hastily.

Aricia let the body of the AIS officer drop slowly to the floor and she turned to look at Julie. “Jules?” She asked as she squatted down and wiped the blade of her Shukar on the man’s chest.

“Almost!” Julie hissed softly. “Got it! We’re in! Rerouting all command functions to my P9!” She exclaimed.   
“Can you tap into the command center?” Aricia asked.

“Standby!” Julie told her. “There!”

Unknown voices began to erupt through the internal station COMs in this area and at the checkpoint.   

“Track them with station weapons and fire!” The male voice barked the order. “Do it now!” 


Aricia saw the nod from Julie and began speaking. “I am sorry… but I cannot allow you to fire your weapons.” She spoke calmly. “You will discover that I have jammed all of your communications and rerouted all of your command controls to a different location. One which I now control. The men at your Security checkpoint chose to fight… they are now dead.”


“Who are you?” He demanded.


Taion moved up beside her quickly. “Banaz.” He hissed softly. “Commander Banaz! He is a son to Yelma and Nyser Arhtai.”


“I would think that is painfully obvious to you.” Aricia continued to speak calmly while nodding her head to Taion. “You can obviously hear the alarms sounding all over your station.


“That is not possible!” Banaz snarled loudly. “Anyone with Mahanlo blood is dead! The Mahanlo bloodline has been dead for over a million years!”


“Unfortunately for you… that is not the case, Commander Banaz is it?” Aricia answered him. “My name is Aricia Mahanlo-Leonidas and I am the Anome and one of six recognized Queens to Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas, the direct descendant of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. We have come for our family and friends that you and your family hold against their will. And we will not be deterred from our task. Whether you survive this day or not is entirely up to you.”


Aricia looked around at the murmurs and whispers that were sweeping through the men and women who cowered all around them. All of them had heard what she had just said.


“This is my station upaee!” Banaz shouted now. “You cannot have it!”


Aricia shook her head slowly. “Mahanlo blood already controls this station Commander. I have troops boarding the station using teleportation technology that you do not possess. They can appear anywhere I need them. Your security forces will be outnumbered shortly and then they will die. As you will die Commander. I have control of this station in my hands.” Aricia looked at Julie and pointed at her. “I am not without mercy however Commander. You are too young to have taken part in the Dremsa rie Saan. Surrender and you may yet continue to live.”


“Nubou forn!” Banaz snarled at her.


Aricia’s eyes narrowed and she nodded at Julie. “I hope those in the CCC agree with you Commander, because you just killed all of them, as well as yourself. You will notice that I have ordered life support disengaged from the CCC. Now all of you will die a very agonizing death and their blood will be on your hands.”

Julie cut the internal feed with one touch of her hand. “Mute.” She spoke.


“How soon until life support drops them all into unconsciousness Jules?” Aricia asked her.


“Your people are tough to kill Aricia.” Julie answered. “I’d give it fifteen minutes at least. But we will need to move fast.”


Aricia nodded her head. “Inform Armen! I want the CCC tapped into and someone watching it. Once the last person is down, have a team breach and secure the CCC at once. I do not want to kill more than we need too in order to succeed.”


Julie nodded her head as she was typing. “Armen confirms.” 


Aricia looked at Pablo where he stood next to Atropos. “Pablo, take Taion and three others to the main computer relays. We need to get this Nystai woman plugged into the system as soon as possible.”


“You’re going to have incoming Rica.” Pablo spoke using the nickname all of Martin’s team referred to her by,


Aricia nodded her head. “Our follow-on team is sixty seconds out. We will be fine. Move quickly Pablo, and do not engage unless you have to.”


Julie tossed the smaller P1 to Pablo when he looked at her and she nodded. “It’s all set up. Just plug it in and she will be able to access the system.”


“Thanks Jules.” Pablo commented before he turned and pointed to three others and Taion. “Time to roll.”


Pablo and Taion didn’t see the flare of orangish white light as a dozen Spartans appeared all around the checkpoint fully armed and ready to work. Aricia smiled to herself. Their follow-on forces were arriving sooner than she had expected. Within another eight minutes this station would be flooded with experienced Spartan soldiers from SPARTA'S WRATH. They were not the Durcunusaan, but they were part of Androcles’ 9th CSAFG and superbly trained. Four hundred of them had been permanently assigned to the ship to provide security and assistance where needed and now they would be doing what they were trained for.


Aricia turned to Zarah and Julie now. “I want that Banaz character alive.” Aricia told them. “Zarah, you Radem and Lucia see to it.”


Zarah nodded. “We will mother, but why?” She asked. “He is Arhtai Pack.”


“And he is too young to have taken part in the Dremsa rie Saan.” Aricia told her. “You know what we decided. Any who are too young to have taken part in that night will be given a choice. Stand with their Pack or renounce their actions.”

Zarah moved up in front of her Lycavorian mother. “Sometimes father and Andro are too compassionate mother.”


Aricia reached up and placed her armored hand on Zarah’s cheek. “I agree with you fenneennum.” She said. “But they are still our people, and we can’t blame all of them for the deeds of a few can we?”


Zarah shook her head slowly. “No.” She said softly.


Aricia leaned forward and nuzzled Zarah’s cheek and Zarah smiled happily as her motherly aura filtered over her. “Go now. But do not get yourself hurt. If anything happens to you we will not be able to hold your brother back and you know it.”


Zarah smiled and gripped Lucia’s hand once more and then they both took Radem’s hands. “You will send Dutkne to us when he gets here?” She said.


Aricia nodded her head. “Of course.” She answered. “He will arrive with the second echelon. He is our point contact with your brother. Now go.”


Zarah and Lucia nodded and wrapped the shadows around themselves and Radem once more to the astonished gasps of the men and women now sitting on the floor all around them and staring at them, still murmuring to themselves.


Atropos stepped up to his younger sister. “They will try to take back this checkpoint sister.” He said. “We are already detecting movement on the upper and lower decks.”

Aricia looked at him and nodded as another group of Spartans appeared in the orange white flare of light from the teleporter. “Then let’s make sure that they do not.” She said. She looked at the professional Spartans who were beginning to dig in around the checkpoint without even asking and then her eyes lifted to the dozens of civilians that were staring at her in open mouthed disbelief. “We must move these civilians to a safe area fervon. Get them out of the open corridors. Put them in the side rooms and get them out of the crossfire that will surely come. Quickly!”


Half a dozen Spartans sprang into action instantly and began to usher the civilians out of the main corridor and into several side rooms.

Aricia took the PPR4 from Atropos as he removed it from his shoulder and held it out to her. “We are here to confuse and misdirect!” Aricia spoke to the Spartans who all turned their heads to look at their Queen. “We are… we are here to retrieve those who are our family and punish those members of the Arhtai Pack who took part in the Dremsa rie Saan! You and so many like you volunteered to help us conduct this sacred mission to retrieve our family. We are only a small part of the overall operation, but no less important than the many others. We are Lycavorian Spartans and we do not kill indiscriminately. This has never been our way and it has not changed no matter where among the stars we are. If they have a weapon, then they are the enemy, otherwise they are still our people and we do not kill our own people.” Aricia saw the many heads of the Spartans nod in agreement with her words. “Then let us prepare.” 

TYPE TWO

DESIGNATION: SPARTAN ONE

“We are in the glide!” Endith called out. 

“PREMONITION and KADENS have broken from formation and we are six minutes out from target!” For'mya announced.

“Confirmed!” Tina echoed her words. 


For'mya touched the large computer console on her right side. “Martin… we are six minutes out.” She told him.


“Chatter on their Com channels is picking up quick Boss!” Tina broke in. “I think word is getting out that Rica is there messing up their perfect day.”


“Good. Stand by.” Martin’s voice answered them calmly.

For'mya turned her head slightly to stare the rear of the TYPE TWO when she heard his voice. It may have seemed calm to most, but to those who knew Martin Leonidas as For'mya and the two women in this cockpit did, he was anything but calm.


Endith turned to look at her. “He’s ready to explode For'mya.” Endith said.


For'mya turned her head back and looked at her. “Yes. Every since we discovered how many were actually killed it, has been growing in both Martin and Androcles.”


“Jesus!” Tina gasped. “That ain’t good.” Her head turned quickly when she heard the soft beep. “There it is! There is the signal! Cirith… are you getting this?”


Cirith’s voice replied instantly. “I have it Tina.” She replied. “Activating main monitor and intercept.”


Martin wore simple dark gray fatigues now and he stared at the face of the much older woman in the transmission on the main monitor in the rear of the TYPE TWO. Anja, Cirith, Isabella and Dysea stood just behind him, Kenny, Cody, Tony, T'lolt and Murano behind them checking their personal gear. Kasdan was working at another computer station on the deck of the rear of the TYPE TWO, Torma, Aurith, Isheeni, Iriral, Miath and Arzoal resting on the deck of the ship, and behind them, spread out all over were a hundred and twenty Durcunusaan crammed into every section of the ship. Double the TYPE TWO’s normal configuration, but rules were made to be broken and if Star Commander Endith O’Connor couldn’t do it, then no one could.




Martin looked at the face of the woman as she bowed her head deeply to him. “My… Milord King.” She gasped aloud and with great reverence. Martin saw several others standing behind her bow their heads just as deeply. 

“You know who I am?” Martin asked.


Nystai looked at him and nodded. “You are the Mard Revik of our people.” She stated with much confidence. “Descended from Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo. The greatest of us. There can be no mistaking that.”


Martin looked at Cirith when she said that and then back to Nystai. “I need you to do something for me.” He spoke.


“We are already acting upon the Crown Prince’s instructions my King.” Nystai told him. “As of ninety seconds ago, we are initiating false security alarms all over the Capital City. With the hidden breech into the Mainframe that Ch'eldo and the others left for you to find, we can monitor everything from our location here. At least for a time. Arhtai Internal Security is just waking up, but they will begin to respond soon enough. I am sending them to the far edges of the city and as far away from you as possible.” She stepped closer to the monitor on her end. “It is our understanding that RENDITION station is under the control of your people as well. I did not suspect you would take the station Milord.”


“Predictable is boring.” Martin spoke with a half grin.


“Indeed.” Nystai said in reply. 

“I need something else Nystai Arhtai.” Martin spoke firmly. “I… my son showed me what you told him. About your mate, your children. She is your sister Nystai Arhtai, and I need to know if you can do this? I intend to see that justice is done.”

Nystai met his eyes without flinching. “She stopped meaning anything to me the moment she ordered the death of Tamal Kirek, the Alpha that I loved with all that I was, and the twins that I carried that were our future together.”


Martin considered her eyes in the transmission and slowly nodded his head. “I need to you tap into the internal feed in their home.” Martin spoke. “I want to talk to them.”


Nystai looked taken aback at this request. “Talk to… but why Milord?”


“I also want the transmission going planet wide.” Martin told her. “Every monitor, every channel, everything that can carry a signal. Can you do that?”

“We can sire… but why?” Nystai asked. “My vile sister deserves no sympathy and no reprieve from justice. She cannot be allowed…”


“Your sister’s fate is already sealed Nystai Arhtai.” Martin spoke firmly. “As is the fate of everyone who took part in the Dremsa rie Saan. There will be no leniency, no reprieve and no forgiveness.”


“Then why must you…”


“How many right now were not even alive when the Dremsa rie Saan took place Nystai Arhtai?” Martin asked. “I will have my vengeance… but I will not strike down those who were not even born. I will give them a choice. A very simple choice. Fight me and die, or surrender and live.”


“How do I…”


Martin stepped closer to the monitor on his end. “Fifteen thousand, four hundred and two Nystai Arhtai.” Martin spoke to her. “That is how many of my bloodline Yelma and Nyser Arhtai ordered butchered. That is how many voices scream out to me in my mind and in my heart for vengeance Nystai. Five hundred of them were less than a year old. Five hundred of them. Sixty-three just as your twins were, waiting to come into this world and make a name for themselves and do wonderful things. Do I appear to you as someone who will just let that go unpunished?”


Nystai shook her head without hesitation. “No, Milord.” She answered firmly. 


“Do as I ask you Nystai.” Martin spoke. “And then prepare for my sons to keep their word to you and pick up you and your people.”


Nystai turned her head. “Taarie! Make the connection child! Quickly!”

KOLTAR FOUR

ARHTAI PACK COMPOUND

LEPIRI


Yelma Arhtai walked into what was her husband and mate’s central office in their home sipping a mug of tea and she saw the half dozen military men standing around where he sat at his desk.

“…Don’t care what it takes!” Nyser almost screamed the words. “You re-establish contact with the station and my son!”

“All signals are being jammed Nyser.” The man spoke calling him by his given name only because he was Nyser’s oldest living brother. “Nothing is going in or out. It is a type of jamming our people have never seen before!”

Nyser got to his feet. “I have Fomir on his way to the Sanctuary now to bring back Ch'eldo and his engineers. They can break through this jamming.”

“And the ships brother?”

Yelma’s ears perked up now. “Ships? What ships?”

Nyser looked at his brother and nodded his head. “Tell her.”

“Seven minutes ago, over a hundred ships jumped directly into orbit above us.” Conron Arhtai spoke. “Unknown ships that are all power by Quantum Power Drives. One of the ships is over twenty thousand meters long. Within three minutes we lost contact with RENDITION station and everyone on it. All of our COM signals are being jammed by an unknown carrier wave that we cannot break through.”
Yelma was looking at him with wide eyes now. “What… what are we doing about it?” She demanded.

Nyser moved around his brother and looked at Yelma. “I have Fomir moving to bring Ch'eldo here.” He said. “The Onab will be able to break this jamming easily. AIS personnel are boarding transports as we speak to move to the station to reestablish contact and respond to these alerts.”

“What alerts?” Yelma demanded.

“Twenty-six so far Lady Arhtai.” Another of the men in the room answered. “All over the city. Security breaches of some kind at outlying facilities that do not have continuous security assigned to them. Mostly archives and data centers, but we have men responding to them all.”

“Nyser?” Yelma asked turning to look at him. “What is going on? Is this an attack of some kind by rebels? By that ronnus orato!” (Bastard Devil)

“We don’t know if Vada Orato is responsible Lady Arhtai.” The same man spoke again. “We have never really been able to confirm that they exist.”
“Have our ships respond!” Yelma hissed. 

Conron shook his head quickly. “Our ships are transports Yelma.” He spoke now. “We have no dedicated warships and even if we did, ground sensors are telling us that every ship in orbit above us is a warship of some kind, and they are all heavily armed. They vary in size, but they are all warships, the smallest being nearly a thousand meters in size. Six transport sized ships began descending through the atmosphere several minutes ago, but we have not yet been able to determine their destinations and…”

“Wait!” Yelma gasped. “They are coming down from orbit?!”

All of them turned when the large monitor on the wall began beeping loudly. Nyser moved for it. “This is probably Banaz. He will have a report for us and…” His voice died as he touched the panel beside the monitor and it came alive with a face that none of them had ever thought they would see again in their lifetimes.

“Nubou lae!’ Conron gasped aloud.

“Aur carian!” Another rasped out the words.
“Una bjarter tur!” ((It cannot be)

“Esulo!” Yelma stammered.
“Impossible?” The image of Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas spoke. “Not hardly. Nothing is impossible, it just might take a little longer. Though from your reactions, I get the sense you are far more surprised than you should be. I wonder why that is?”

“Who are you?!” The youngest among them barked. He was Conron Arhtai’s third oldest son and the most militarily efficient, which is why he spent most of his time with his father or Uncle. 

Martin shook his head slowly in the transmission. “Who am I?” He spoke. “That’s pretty sad really. Kesas Pengot told me that you were trying to erase us from history, and I guess he was correct. Too bad that ends today.”

“Kesas Pengot is a traitor to our people!” Conron snapped. “He…”
“Ata vada nubou uvenn guckly!” Martin snarled loudly cutting off his words. “I ain’t talking to you.” (Shut the fuck up ugly) Conron looked utterly stupefied at being talked to in such a way and his eyes showed it. “They know who I am… and they know why I am here.” Martin barked pointing at Nyser and Yelma.

“You lie!” Yelma spat now.

Martin chuckled softly and shook his head. “Being way out here didn’t make it so easy to talk to your traitor friends back in the Alpha Quadrant, did it?” He spoke now. He saw Nyser and Yelma look at one another and then back to him. “Yes, I figured it out a few weeks ago to be honest. You just confirmed it for me. Thank you.”

“You have no idea of what you speak!” Yelma barked out.

“Don’t I?” Martin continued. “They are gone you know. All of them. The Utane, Ormck, Ekela and Taild Packs no longer exist. They were banished for their roles in the assassinations of Mahanlo blood. Eventually the survivors died out. The Chetak Pack has only one survivor and he will rebuild his Pack with his wives and mates into something to be proud of once more. He is doing an excellent job of it so far. Tell me… how did you get them to go along with you? They risked their Packs to turn against Mahanlo blood. Why? What did you promise them?”
“Power!” Yelma hissed angrily. “And revenge!”
“Revenge?!” Martin gasped. “Mahanlo blood suffered just as much, if not more than the rest of the Packs. Why is your sacrifice any more significant than what anyone else suffered?” Martin shook his head. “Four Packs were wiped out by their own betrayal because they followed you and your lies! The fifth Pack lives only because of one man and his honor and they are now tied to Mahanlo blood more tightly than they ever were before. You have no idea what happened do you? After you lost contact with them? You only assumed that they had succeeded and then you acted out yourselves.”

“Our children!” Yelma screamed. “My parents! So many of our pack dead in your war!”

“Mahanlo blood had nothing to do with the Iais'Kai and their…” Martin began to speak.

“Silence!” Yelma barked. “You were not alive back then! You know nothing of what we endured! We control what is left of our people now! It is Arhtai blood that now commands all Lycavorians no matter where they may be! We will…”

“You will do nothing!” Martin roared savagely, cutting off her words. “The remaining eight Packs have built something great in the Alpha Quadrant! A Union of species and worlds that your feeble little minds could not begin to imagine! I am Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas! I am the eighth-generation grandson of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo and I am King based on the First Cerath Accords. Yes, I know about that! I have the memories of five lifetimes within me Yelma Arhtai, and I remember! You cannot… you will not go against the will of the people! I have come for my blood! We have come for our blood!”

“You have no idea what you are saying!” Yelma snapped.

“Do not toy with me Yelma Arhtai.” Martin growled at her. “You hold my Tenna Kelia Mahanlo prisoner in cryo sleep! I have already woken my Tenne Lylor, her husband and mate, and three of their remaining children. You hold the sons of Ranol Nenay and his mate Gara. And you hold prisoner countless Onab who accompanied you freely when you left Cerath and now you hold them as slaves.” 

“Kelia Mahanlo is dead!” Yelma barked loudly. “She died over a million years ago from a disease that we still have not found a cure for! We… we tried to save her but were unable to do so.”

“Did you think you could hide her from her own blood?” Martin snarled at her. “You had to have known that we would come for her! You cannot hide her from me. I can feel her Etheric resonance even now, the closer we get to the surface. I will give you one chance…” Martin moved closer to the monitor now. “Release my Tenna to me. Release Ranol’s sons to me, and release the Onab to me. I will not allow them to be treated as slaves by you and your Pack any longer. All those who took part in the Dremsa rie Saan will be handed over to Mahanlo blood for punishment. All those who killed our children, they will answer to us. All those who took the lives of Kirek Pack children will answer to us. That includes you and your foul husband and mate Yelma Arhtai. I already have your daughter Sama and your granddaughter Roeza, and for their crimes, they will answer to the Lycavorians they have wronged.”

Yelma’s eyes were wide now as she gazed at the man’s face in the transmission. “They… Sama… they live!” She gasped aloud.

Martin nodded his head. “For the moment.” He spoke. “Their crimes are great, and they will answer for them.”

“You will return them to me immediately!” Yelma screamed. “Return them to me or I will kill Kelia and Ranol’s sons!”

“By your own words… you just told me that my Tenna Kelia was dead.” Martin spoke knowing that he had caught her in her own lie. “That she died because of some mystery disease that you and your people made up. Now you are telling me this is not true?”

Nyser turned when the door to the room opened and the younger wolf burst in. He went right to where Nyser was standing and whispered in to his ear. Nyser’s eyes grew wide and he turned to look at Yelma.

“What is it?” She demanded as she looked at him.

“He is… he is broadcasting on an open channel Yelma.” Nyser exclaimed. “It is being broadcast all over the system!”

Yelma’s own eyes went wide and she looked back to Martin in the transmission. She moved closer to the screen now. “I hope that… I hope that we can come to some sort of arrangement that will benefit both of us.”

TYPE TWO 

DESIGNATION SPARTAN ONE
“You hope?” Martin gasped aloud as he stared wide eyed at Yelma and Nyser Arhtai in the transmission.  

It was almost too much for Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas to reign in his horrific rage as he stared at the two people most responsible for the deaths of so many of the family and blood he never had a chance to know. 

Innocents and children.

Yelma Arhtai shuddered in fear when the roar erupted from Martin and she gripped her husband’s arm tightly in the transmission as they watched the Vada Arwa rie Vada Revik deploy instantly from Etheric space, wrapping around Martin’s body and head as the massive wings took shape and expanded fully to the sides. Dysea and Bella pulled Cirith back as those wings stretched across almost the entire cargo bay deck. Yelma and Nyser Arhtai could only watch from the surface as that helmeted head finally turned to stare at them in the transmission, the yellow gold eyes almost surreal to look at as they gazed upon them. They could see the multicolored plume that fell from the helmet’s top and the dull silver armor that surrounded Martin’s face and cheeks. His dual fangs were fully extended now, terrifying to behold, and those eyes turned finally to them. 

And when those chilling, yellow gold eyes focused on them he spoke, the tenor of his words cutting through them both, ripping whatever confidence they may have had from their hearts and crushing it beneath his power.

“Mahanlo blood has returned!” Martin growled savagely. “We are the direct descendants of both Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo! I carry both of their sacred bloodlines within me, as do my children and my blood! We have Reva Mahanlo among us, grandmother to us all and Matriarch to the Mahanlo Pack! I am the rightful heir to Daniho Ashten and it is I who will carry that title and honor into the future. You are not worthy to lead a parade, let alone our people. We have come for our family that you wrongly hold Yelma Arhtai! We have come for our friends that you wrongly hold! Mahanlo blood has now returned and we are the nightmare that will plague your waking dreams!” Martin turned to face them fully, his wings drawing closer to his body and lifting near his shoulders.  

“Come to us Yelma Arhtai, deep down in the dark where the monsters be, in the maw with the jaws and the razor teeth. Come to us where the brimstone burns and the angels weep, for that is where we reside. You may call to your gods if we cross your path, because your hope Yelma Arhtai… your hope is a moment that is now long past.” Martin snarled viciously. 

“For you… the shadow of death is the one that we will cast for all those who took part in the Dremsa rie Saan. Mahanlo-Leonidas blood follows the Spartan law and code, taught to us by those who came before us! For those of the Arhtai Pack listening to me now, know this, if you have no blood on your hands then you have nothing to fear from us. But if you choose to fight us… to follow the ones that have lied to you for so long… then you will die. Mahanlo blood has returned, and now… now we will have our retribution!”
Martin stepped closer to the monitor in the rear of Spartan One and barred his vicious looking fangs into the transmission, his yellow gold eyes flaring in anger.
“If you will not release my family to me willingly upaee…. I will fucking take them, and the blood of anyone who stands in our way will be on your hands.” Martin snarled savagely. “Stick that in your pipe and fucking smoke it midaeus!” Martin slammed his hand down on the console and ended the transmission.
KOLTAR FOUR
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Nyser whirled around after the transmission ended. “Call out all of the garrisons, planet wide!” He barked. “I want the Research facility reinforced with additional troops within thirty minutes! I want all critical locations reinforced with added AIS forces! Someone get me a COM channel to RENDITION Station and someone find out where my son Fomir is!”
The same young wolf who had burst into the room only a few moments ago returned with a data pad in his hand. “General Nyser!” He stammered. “Planetary Air Defenses are offline sir! All civilian COM channels are being flooded with random information, overloading the system. All Military channels are being jammed by the ships in orbit! They must have several dedicated to jamming all our frequencies! The moment we switch, they find us within seconds! The six ships that were inbound to the surface have broken apart sir!”
Nyser stepped closer to him. “Where are they headed?”

“Four have altered course north but have fallen off our planetary sensor grids!” The young wolf spoke excitedly. “Their ships were fast General. Very fast.”

“They are going to the Onab facility.” Nyser spoke looking at Conron. “Find a way to contact the garrison there… I don’t care how. We must warn them. Use the buried land lines if you have to.”

Conron nodded his head and bolted from the room. Nyser looked at the young wolf. “And the others?”

“The others sir?”

“The other ships!” Nyser hissed. “Where are they going?”

“One is projected to be over the market sector in just under three minutes. The other is… the other is headed directly here, sir.” The young wolf spoke.

“Here?” Nyser gasped.

“Their course puts them over the Constellation Monument in four minutes!” The young wolf said.

Nyser turned his head and glared at Yelma. “He knows where she is Yelma!” He almost yelled. “He knows where she is! How could he know where she is?!”

Yelma stepped close to her husband and mate. “You must stop him Nyser.” She spoke. “It is the only way now! His transmission went out over a public channel. Our people will know everything now and if they don’t, they will know shortly. The only way to save this is to kill him.”
“Fuck!” Nyser Arhtai snarled. He leaned over quickly and nuzzled Yelma before looking at the other men in the room with him. “All of you with me. Call out the standing garrison in the compound and muster them on the north platform! Send half of the men to the Research Facility under the Monument. They are to stop anyone from gaining entrance to the underground tunnel network connecting the Research Facility and the Parliament building. We will take the rest and meet them by the Monument! They must think they can somehow gain entrance from above it! They are wrong and we will show them that they are wrong!” 

Yelma watched as the men ran from the room following her husband but then she moved to the large monitor and activated the private COM channel. She waited as it powered up and then the face of the young woman appeared.

“Lady Arhtai!” She gasped.

“Are they there yet Kitali?” Yelma asked.

“They have just started to arrived Lady Arhtai.” The young woman answered. “Lord Robal and Lady Nuvia.”

“Let me speak to Robal.” Yelma spoke. She watched as the young woman motioned frantically to someone and then within seconds the burly face and shoulders of the young man appeared.

“Mother!” Robal Arhtai spoke. “Mother what is going on? Where is father?”

“Listen to me Robal.” Yelma said. “You must get everyone to the emergency transports and wait for your father and I to get there. They should already be powering up and standing by for us to arrive.”

“Mother what is happening?” Robal spoke. “AIS came to my house last night and said we needed to move to the emergency site.”

“Some things are happening Robal.” Yelma told him. “Make sure you and your sisters reach the transports once they all arrive.”

“I should be with you and father. With Fomir and Banaz.”

 Yelma shook her head. “You are still too young my son.” She told him. “Do as I ask you. Now it is you who are in charge until we are all together again. Do you understand?”
Robal nodded his head. “Yes, mother.”

“The minute that Ereri and Taniua arrive, all of you move to the emergency site and wait for us.” Yelma said.

“I understand mother.” Robal said.

“Do not fail your father and I Robal. Look after your sisters.” Yelma told him. 

“I will mother.”

Yelma nodded and ended the transmission. She looked out the large window and could see the city of Lepiri as it began to wake up, the sun rising over the horizon.
“Gods help us.” She muttered softly before moving from the room.

SPARTAN ONE

Only two men and one woman in the entire universe had the courage to approach Martin Leonidas when he was like this. He was pacing back and forth in the cargo bay like a pent-up animal, his emotions exposed for all to see. He was angry, saddened, in pain and he needed to release. Only Danny and Andro had ever seen him like this before, for this is a part of himself that Martin rarely showed to anyone. Helen knew what he was capable of because she was his Praetorian Mage, but even she had never seen it like this. The wolf aura he was radiating was one that no one wanted to be on the receiving end of in any way. Lylor had felt something like this only one other time before and that is during the last battles with the Iais'Kai on Cerath. 

Danny finally took matters into his own hands and leaped the railing from the upper deck, landing on the lower floor with a heavy thud as heads turned to look at him, Reva, Lylor and Ranol watching this unfold. Martin turned quickly to look at Danny and without an iota of fear Danny reached out and grabbed Martin’s head, pulling him close. Reva was among the many who were seeing it, and she gasped when they felt the surge in his aura and then the calm that just as quickly enveloped him. Martin’s large hands went to Danny’s shoulders and he squeezed them tightly as everyone saw Danny whispering to him in a way that no one would ever hear what he was saying. They all watched Martin’s head come up and he stared at Danny intently. Torma rose to his four muscular legs now because he was the only one who had heard Danny’s words. 

Danny released Martin’s head and stepped to the side of the cargo bay. When he reached the interior wall, he slammed his hand down on the ramp controls for the TYPE TWO and all of them heard the screaming of the air as it began to race through the interior of the ship.

“GO!” Danny screamed at Martin above the roaring of the air. “GO NOW! I will see you on the ground! Go!”

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas didn’t hesitate and he considered the opening of the ramp for a split second before he sprinted off the end of the ramp without looking back. Torma followed him a millisecond later and they both disappeared from view, as the sun was beginning to break the horizon and bathed the rear of the TYPE TWO in sunlight and warmth.

 Danny slammed his hand down on the ramp controls once more and then lifted his armored hand to the side of his head where he touched the implant on his jaw. 
“How long For'mya?!” He barked out.

“Three minutes Daniel!” For'mya’s voice filled the interior of the ship through the COM speakers.

Danny nodded his head and looked around at those who were now staring at him. “Three minutes people!” He barked. “Three minutes and we are in the shit! Let’s do this!”

Reva moved up beside Anja as Dysea, Isabella and Cirith came over to her. “What… what did he say to him?” Reva asked them.

It was Helen who answered for all of them and they turned to look at her petite form standing beside Arzoal. “Whatever it was Reva Mahanlo, believe me, we probably don’t want to know.” 

RENDITION STATION

CCC


Banaz Arhtai groaned softly and rolled over on the deck where he had fallen. It had taken place quickly, life-support being cut off and everyone in CCC succumbing to the results of that. In a matter of only two minutes, no matter what they had tried, everyone had been rendered unconscious and the CCC had fallen. 
Banaz had caught only the briefest of glimpses of the strangely armored men and women rushing into the CCC before a sharp blow to his temple had dropped him completely into utter blackness. It had not lasted long as he woke a brief time later to find his hands secured behind his back and he was face down on the deck. He rolled over and saw Talach beside him, along with Issdra and several others, all of them now regaining consciousness slowly. He jerked his head around and saw several men and women in the strange armored uniforms sitting at four different command stations in the CCC working the controls. Banaz snarled angrily and began getting to his feet even though his hands were secured behind his back. 


He groaned when he felt the powerful hand drop onto his shoulder and squeeze hard, pushing him back into a kneeling position.


“No one told you to get up.” The male voice growled at him.


Banaz turned his head quickly and he saw and smelled the large Alpha right behind him. “You have no idea what you have done!” Banaz barked at him. “Do you know who I am?”


“You seem to be of the mind that I care.” Atropos answered him and he saw his sister come up to him while he was looking at Banaz.


“I am Banaz Arhtai and right now I am your only hope for staying alive once we retake this station.” Banaz hissed.


“Retake the station huh?” Atropos said with a smile. “That might be a tad harder than you think since we now have over three hundred troops on your precious station.”


Banaz was unable to keep the surprise out of his eyes at this pronouncement. “You… you lie!” He snarled.


“My brother does not need to lie!” Aricia spoke calmly from in front of him and Banaz’s head jerked around when he heard her. Her sweet lavender and coco scent hit him full in the face, but it was mingled tightly with a mixture of other soft female scents and a single male scent that was dominant in every way. “Your space station is now ours.” Aricia told him as she squatted down in front of him. “And I do so thank you for confirming who you are for us. It saved a lot of work. Thankfully for you, your age kept my daughter from killing you outright.”

Banaz blinked rapidly and his eyes filled with shock and even a little fear when Zarah unwrapped the shadows from around her body right next to Aricia. 


“The rest of your Command crew has been taken to a central location, but we will keep the three of you here with us for now.” Aricia spoke as she got back to her feet. Banaz stared at her as she turned to look at what could only be a soldier of some kind as he stepped up to her.


“We have secured all but three decks my Queen.” The Colonel from the 9th  CSAFG had taken charge of securing the station. “Five groups chose to fight us. None of them survived. I have three wounded but none seriously. Their energy weapons appear to be solely defensive in nature. At least those they were armed with.”


“Police?” Aricia asked him.


The man nodded his head. “It would appear so Queen Aricia. Not very well trained if they were soldiers, so I have to assume they were some sort of police force.”  


“The rest of them?” Aricia asked.


“We have secured them in four separate locations at the bottom of the station in the cargo bays.” The Colonel answered. “If necessary, we can vent them to space.”


Aricia nodded her head. “Let’s hope that isn’t necessary.” She spoke. “Pull your men into the remaining sensitive areas when they finish clearing the last three decks Colonel. The transmission from Martin was broadcast all over the planet and here on the station. Now it is just a matter of wait and see.”


“Permission to send another two teams here to you my Queen.” The Colonel asked her. “Prince Androcles will never forgive me if I let anything happen to his mother.”


Aricia grinned and nodded her head. “Very well. Have them report to my brother when they arrived but I want you established in the secondary command post that we set up at this checkpoint.”

The Colonel nodded his head. “I’ll make it happen.” He said before turning and jogging out of the CCC.


Aricia looked at her brother. “Now we wait fervon.” She said.


Atropos nodded his head. “We had the easy part in of all this.” He spoke calmly. “Martin and Androcles have the hard parts.”


“They are torn fervon. I can sense their emotions even from here.” Aricia said softly.


Atropos nodded his head. “I don’t doubt it, but they will do what they must. They always do.”


“What is going on?” Banaz demanded. “I demand that you tell me who you are and why you are here!”


Aricia turned back to look at him and it was then that she allowed her dual fangs to extend fully even as her eyes shifted to that of her wolf persona. The thick black ring around her azure colored eyes and her dual fangs caused Banaz to gasp.


“I have already told you who I am fool.” Aricia snapped as she leaned close to him. “The blood of Daniho and Ashten Mahanlo has returned for their awran. And we will not be denied.”
KOLTAR FOUR
TWO HUNDRED KILOMETERS NORTH OF THE CAPITAL CITY OF LEPIRI 
IAALDO ENGINEER COMPOUND
Ivore Arhtai stood in the center of the compound staring up into the brightening sky as the sun continued to rise. He had woken early this day, earlier than normal, for he felt odd. He had left Revia’s sleeping warmth because he felt as if something was going to happen today but he could not put his finger on it. his eyes were focused on the sky above them, the mug of strong tea in his hand forgotten. He did not even smell Ch'eldo and Ra'tel approach him quickly, Ra'tel holding his father’s arm.
“Ivore we…” Ch'eldo Iaaldo began to speak when they were close enough but he stopped abruptly when he sensed what Ivore was feeling. “Ivore…?”

Ivore shook his head slowly. “Something is… something is wrong.” He said softly. “There are… there are dozens of ships in orbit above us.”

“Ivore!?” Ch'eldo hissed as he gripped his son’s arm. This caused Ivore’s head to whip around until he was looking at him.

“Ch'eldo what…”

“It is beginning my friend.” Ch'eldo spoke clearly. “We must make ready.”

“What? What do you mean?” Ivore stammered.
Ra'tel held out the data scroll to him. “We know that you and Revia met him the other night.” He spoke. “Father could feel him. He spoke with him.”

“Androcles?” Ivore gasped. “You…”

Ch'eldo nodded his head. “Yes, my friend.” He answered. “He could sense me when he was on the roof with you and Revia. I felt him reach for me and…”

Ivore shook his head and placed his hands gently on Ch'eldo’s shoulders. “You do not need to explain it to me Ch'eldo my friend.”

Ch'eldo gripped his arms. “It has begun Ivore. Mahanlo blood has arrived in orbit and they have already begun to act.”

“How do you…?” Ivore shook his head stopping his own words. “It doesn’t matter. What do you know?”

“RENDITION Station has already fallen.” Ra'tel told him seeing Ivore’s eyes go wide at this knowledge. “Our contacts within the Lepiri Underground informed us of this only moments ago. Over a hundred ships are in orbit now, one of them is massive, over twenty thousand meters long.”

“Ch'eldo… can you feel Androcles?” Ivore asked.

Ch'eldo shook his head quickly. “No… but I sense… I sense something growing closer Ivore. Something powerful and so very pure, and it is coming here. It can only be the Tarivuos Ivore. Only they could echo within the Etheric realm like this. I sense something else as well, something even more powerful yet distinct, but it is much further away.”

Ivore looked around quickly and his wolf eyes detected something off in the distance by the garrison building. “Something is happening at the garrison.” He said quickly. “They must be realizing what is taking place.”

“Ivore we need to…” Ch'eldo began but Ivore nodded his head. 

“I know.” Ivore said. “Return to your villas and ensure everyone is awake and moving.” He spoke. “I will do the same with Revia and our family. We will meet in the center courtyard. Keep everyone together and make certain they do not bring anything they cannot carry easily. Hurry Ra'tel… Ch'eldo… if it has already started, then this thing is going to happen very fast. Androcles promised he would come for all of us, and a Mahanlo never goes back on his word.”

Ch'eldo nodded his head in agreement. “Protect your beautiful Revia, Ivore my friend.” He spoke firmly. “If anything were to happen to her at the hands of these fools, nothing will be able to stand before the Heralds and live out this day. And if the Tarivuos are here…”

Ivore nodded his head. “Then the Mard Revik is here. And Revia’s father.” He squeezed Ra'tel’s arm. “Take care of your father Ra'tel… and move quickly. Go!”

Ivore Arhtai turned and began the sprint back to his and Revia’s home. No, not their home, their cage, but after this day, a home they would begin to make. A home for the future back with their family.
 
It would have been a sight to see if anyone had been around to see it besides the beasts that inhabited the wilderness below. Of course, there really wasn’t anything to actually see.

The PREMONITION had dropped to barely a hundred feet off the ground, the three KADEN transports keeping pace with her in a diamond formation and all of them under full Shroud. They were blazing across the surface of Koltar Four, using nape of the earth terrain following sensors, their engines blasting the tops of trees as they passed by at three hundred KPH. The three KADEN transports being used were specially designed to operate for the military and be used on different covert missions by the Durcunusaan and other Special Operations Units within the Union military. For this mission, they had all been stripped of nearly everything on the interior in order to carry as many men and women as possible. Normya was supposed to fly the lead KADEN, but Androcles had switched her and Tir'ut to the second TYPE TWO to retrieve Nystai Arhtai and those with her. The normal flight crew was now back in charge and doing an outstanding imitation of Normya Leonidas.

Sadi was monitoring the instruments that surrounded her body in the pilot’s seat while Ne'Veha’s hands caressed the controls of the PREMONITION. Ne'Veha was the better close quarters pilot and Sadi knew this so, Ne'Veha did all the close quarters flying while Sadi handled the rest of the equipment as she did now.


“Coming up on twenty-three kilometers, prepare to slow SirsanGai.” Sadi spoke quickly. “And… hold!”


“Onab Flight… hold!” Ne'Veha barked into her headset mic as she caressed her controls and brought the PREMONITION to a complete stop in two point three seconds. 

“Onab Flight is holding.” The pilot of the lead KADEN announced as all three KADEN transports stopped on a dime and came into formation with the PREMONITION.
“Smooth!” Meka spoke from her chair surrounded by her three consoles. She was checking the position of all their ships on her sensors.

Sadi turned her head slightly to the monitor on her left side and saw the image from the cargo area of the ship.  “Andro… we are in position.” She spoke.

Sadi saw Androcles’ head turn towards her voice and he nodded. “Thank you KertaGai. Ramp coming open.” She saw his hand extend out and touch the side of the bulkhead.

“Cui fas vada carians duan Saradasaar.” Sadi spoke the words. (Go with the gods our beacon of light)
“Pen sey hote rie forn caburyng lae.” Andro answered. (I have all of you guiding me.)

“Nirr ea urt gur forn!” Eliani’s voice echoed now. (Get a room will you)

This brought laughter from all of them and the tension that was building was lessened just enough. 
“Just as we discussed nathos, the six of us will go in first! The rest of you one minute behind us in order for us to assess. Lisisa, Jeth, Carisia and Anthar on the command center at the top of the wall, left side. Denali, Aradace, Lu'ria and Majeir on the missile pod launch control room opposite the command center. Right side. Eliani, Tharua, Sehri and Marux straight up the gut and over the wall to mark for KertaGai.” Androcles spoke. “Kalis… once I open the wall chrora, you, Daio and Ridor bring them! Bring them all!”

“We will not hesitate Andro.” Kalis answered.

“Then we go!” Andro hissed.

Kesas and the others watched as Androcles, Dorian and Laren extended their own wings from the Arwa rie vada Tarivuos and just dropped off the rear of the ramp without even a pause. Seconds later they could be seen rising above the tree tops using their wings to climb into the air. Elynth, Ryner and Ladur followed a split second after and then they were gone as well. Almost instantly Kesas saw them rise above the trees and become specs in the morning sky as they joined with their riders and were gone. 

“Gods!” Kesas muttered to no one in particular as he saw Lisisa leap up onto Jeth’s back followed by Carisia onto Anthar and everyone else until there were six more mounted riders on the backs of dragons. Kesas Pengot had not spent much time around Dadrien back then, or his species, the sinuovas eliciting fear within even the stoutest Lycavorian warrior. This would wane in the years before they left Cerath but in the beginning, it was very prevalent. Now… now no such fear existed and once more his people and the sinuovas would fight side by side. Perhaps history was repeating itself once more, but whatever the reason, Kesas Pengot knew they would succeed this day. “Such fearlessness. Such commitment.”

Kesas looked out the rear of the PREMONITION and just before Lisisa and Denali led the rest of them out he whisper the words he had heard in that song not so long ago on this very ship.
I'm a soldier of freedom in the army of man
We are the chosen, we're the partisan
The cause it is noble and the cause it is just
We are ready to pay with our lives if we must
For the second time in his lifetime of over four million years, Kesas Pengot was joining Mahanlo blood as they moved into battle. No hesitation, no doubt. To rescue and protect. If ever there was a bloodline that deserved to rule, it was Mahanlo blood. And that is why so many of their people had sworn allegiance to them all those millions of years ago, and Kesas knew why they would once more. There was no back down in Mahanlo blood, no quit. They would not allow their people to fail for any reason and that is why they had made it this far. 

Martin Mahanlo-Leonidas and his sons, his nathos, they would make it so once more.
