CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
HIGH COVEN BLOOD REVERENCE DREADNOUGHT

INQUISITOR 

“Go!” Andro hissed the single word as he turned away slightly from the small hatch of the docking ring and where it was connected to the hull of the INQUISITOR. 


Senior Chief Joe Ranor slammed his hand down on the control box in his grip and the small, muffled explosion echoed only briefly. Ranor had volunteered to place the explosives to insure that no damage was done to his ship and that they did not lose seal containment. He was one of the new generation of Engineers within the Union Fleet, many of them humans from Earth. Many new ship captains within the fleet were specifically requesting human engineers from Earth for their commands due to the unique skill sets taught to them on Earth. While the schooling was essentially the same at both the Academy on Apo Prime and the Fleet Academy on Earth, the Earth Engineering Academy also taught extensive use of explosives and light weapons as well as theoretical quantum mechanics, giving their engineers more rounded skills for different postings throughout the Fleet and ground bases. Many of the newer skills that were taught at the Fleet Engineering Academy on Earth were being integrated into the Union Fleet Academy on Apo Prime and soon both schools would be uniform and turning out Engineers that would be more skilled than any in history. 
As one of the newer Engineers, Senior Chief Joseph Ranor had a hand in creating what was taught, especially about explosives, and his skills were being used right now. The shaped charge of C9 compound was perfectly laid and did exactly as Ranor had intended it to do. The heavy sheet of ArmorPly canvas covering over the hatch directed the force of the blast and any debris straight down into the ship. It ripped completely through the five inches of solid Layered Ferro-Crystanium hull armor on the BLOOD REVERENCE dreadnought as if slicing through paper, the extreme force of the blast carrying with it pieces of hull armor into the deck of the ship and unwittingly killing three High Coven personnel that had the misfortune of walking under that portion of the hull at the most inopportune time. The C9 Explosive Compound, at least this type of it, was designed by Union engineers to be used specifically for the purpose of penetrating star ship armor. To this end it worked to total perfection.

Andro didn’t pause and before the cloud of smoke had even cleared, he lifted his arms over his face and dropped through the newly created hole in the hull of the ship, crashing right through the armored canvas sheet. In his mind’s eye Andro could see Dorian doing the exact same thing from his STRIKER only thirty some meters down the corridor he was dropping into. Jomann followed Andro a split second later, followed in quick succession by Torian, Daio and then Eliani and Brendi. Daio had joined their assault team when Murano stated with Yuri and her Immortals hitting the landing bay, Dorian and he would not need additional people. Dorian agreed with him and Deion would break from their group with his Bridge Assault team and he and Dorian would move to join him.
Only thirty seconds before, Eliani had triggered the command to activate the Gas Drones that were anchored to the hull of the INQUISITOR. In seven different locations spaced across the hull of the INQUISITOR, the oval shaped Drones that were attached to the hull used a diamond core drill head to drive down a two inch diameter tube at nearly three times the speed of sound. Each tube penetrated the hull to a depth of sixteen inches, more than enough distance to punch through the hull and enter directly into the seven different main air filtration ducts that ran through the entirety of the ship. Exactly six seconds after punching into the large ducts, two cylindrical drums inside the drones began pumping the odor and colorless gas into the shafts at nearly five hundred pounds per square inch. The air circulating units did the rest of the work for them, carrying the gas to all portions of the ship in mere seconds. 
The only two locations that operated on protected filtration systems were the deck they were entering now and the bridge itself. This deck housed the quarters for Robert Moran and his son as well as senior officers.

The Neutron Gas had been devised many years ago and then refined by Union engineers and chemical experts through the years since its discovery. There had been a huge debate about use of the gas when it was first discovered since it was technically considered a biological weapon and the Union did not use such weapons of war, especially since so many vampires called the Union home and were trusted friends and family. After two long years of debate and testimony however, all seventeen vampire Senators serving at the time voting for its use, it was allowed in this form only and it was heavily monitored. This was actually only the second use of the neutron gas since the return of a Leonidas to the throne of the Union and with any luck Androcles and Eliani Leonidas hoped it would be the very last. Only he and Eliani had used this gas before and it had taken them three days to make the hard decision to use it the first time against a group of brutal vampire mercenaries that had been loose in The Wilds shortly after the Evolli War and were targeting Union assets and civilian personnel. They had used it then to save lives, just as they were doing now. 

In the dose that was being used right now, the neutron radiation gas was strong enough to invade the cells of any vampire, turned or pureblood, and for lack of a better description, shut down their bodies within seconds. It did no permanent damage to the targets; the composition of the gas no where near dense enough to be lethal in nature, but it was still considered a toxin. The neutron radiation isotopes in the gas invaded the many cells of any vampire and essentially slowed their bodies down in much the same manner as a body falling to sleep; only it acted within microseconds and not over many minutes. A heavier dose would have seen the radiation isotopes begin to break down the actual cell structure of any vampire leading to certain death, but Eliani Leonidas was far too good of a doctor to overlook that. One of her mothers was a pureblood vampire, two of her sisters and one of her brothers half vampire. She had friends and men and women who were like Aunts and Uncles to her, all of them vampires. Her former lover and still dear friend Nyla was a pureblood vampire. This was not something that Eliani would take chances with and the dose she using was perfect in every way to accomplish their task but leave no lingering after effects.
The crew of the INQUISITOR were among the finest that the High Coven had to offer and they were very good at their jobs. Within seconds after seeing the dragons unload from the G9 in the landing bay, an alarm claxon had begun to sound throughout the entire ship and many were rushing to their combat stations. The command crew on the bridge did not know of the other assaults or the use of gas. The claxon was falling on deaf ears for the most part, as vampires by the hundreds were entering the corridors and compartments of the ship and being incapacitated within seconds and the bridge crew would not realize this until is was far too late. 

Andro’s booted feet had barely touched the deck before he was stepping to the side to allow Jomann and the others to follow him. His Shi Viska flared to life on his left arm as he dropped into a crouch, the pommel of Saar filling his right hand, and the sizzle and pop of the blade appearing from Flatspace almost lost among the echo of their explosive entrance. Jomann moved up instantly beside him as Torian and Daio were next in quick order and then Eliani and Brendi followed. With the exception of Brendi, all of them had resorted to their partial changed forms, their eyes now those of wolves and their fangs protruding from their lips. Torian and Daio unlimbered chopped down versions of the P190. The P190A5s were identical to those weapons that Martin and Danny had been using out within Pralor space as they were better suited for close quarters combat. They were chambered for the much more versatile Kavalian 12.7mm round due to its stopping power. All of them had seen combat many times before with the exception of Brendi Faith. Their senses were on full alert for anything that might be out of the ordinary or out of place. Brendi Faith for her part was doing exactly what she and Eliani had been training to do the last twenty-four hours. She held the K14 KM in her right hand, while her left hand never left Eliani’s combat harness. Her dark eyes were wide in fear, but she was able to control it well enough to function. Their bodies were pressed close to one another and even in the midst of the situation they found themselves in, Brendi Faith could not deny the feelings that this caused in her.

Andro! We’re in! Dorian’s voice echoed to them within the Etheric Realm like a gunshot.

Breaking for the panel and bridge! Deion echoed his brother’s voice. Go get the nubous ronnus fervon!

Moving now! Dori… you and Murano meet us halfway! Andro ordered calmly.

On our way!


Andro turned and looked at Torian and Daio. He pointed with his hand and instantly Torian hefted his A5 and began to move.

“Here!” Sherice called as they rounded the short corner, dodging the inert bodies of dozens of vampires and found themselves in the empty passage. Directly above them in the recessed corridor was the hatch that would take them up into the main maintenance shaft and from there to the bridge. Deion was gripping Mari’s hand tightly as they came around the corner and his eyes found the computer panel. 


“Mari!” He hissed. 
All of them had chosen to wear the lightweight tactical headsets instead of normal battle helmets. It was a risk, as the headsets provided no protection, but instead had small sensors in the frame that fed them tactical data instantly through the small console in front of each of their left eyes. Deion determined they would be moving faster than his brothers as they had to get to the computer console in seconds. The helmets were heavier and would not allow for quickly and efficiently working on computer systems. After mulling over this for all of three seconds, Andro had agreed with him. As had Murano. It was like a shot of confidence in the arm for Deion and he swore not to let his brother or the others of their team down.  

Mari’s heart was racing beyond measure as she turned her head and with wide eyes she watched Deion reach up and simply rip away the covering of the computer console with his armored hand. Breathing deeply and using all of her mother’s teachings to maintain her calm, Mari stepped up to the panel, pushed he tactical lens out of the way and flipped open the P9 Deion had given her and let it dangle from her midsection in the armored case.


“Cowen… Ridor… the hatch!” Deion rasped out the order as he dropped to his knee directly behind Mari. “Nara, Sherice cover! Lisi… watch our six!”


Lisisa nodded instantly and dropped beside him in a crouch. She was not about to be left out of this mission and Andro had assigned her to Deion only because of her experience in small unit operations. It was not because he did not trust his brother to complete the mission; it was because Lisisa’s years and knowledge of doing these same missions during the Evolli War would give Deion an added advantage when they hit the bridge. On this mission Lisisa could use her abilities to wrap the shadows around her and blur, which were much more suited against fellow vampires. And it gave Deion’s team an extra lethal asset with a personal stake in the success of this mission.

Their wolf ears caught the sound of shouting voices from further down the corridor and Lisisa looked at her brother. “Those on this deck are regaining their senses fervon! We must move quickly!” She spat quietly.


Deion looked behind him. “Mari?” He questioned.


“There is an extra level of encryption on the system!” She gasped in horror as her fingers typed madly on the small computer console. A thin cable ran from her P9 to the connection in the computer on the wall.


Deion stood up and moved closer to her as he could detect her excited voice and the fear pouring from her scent easily. He pressed the front of his body against her back in such a manner that it caused Mari to gasp in shock and barely disguised delight. Deion lowered his head next to her cheek as she worked and time almost seemed to slow for her.

“You are more than capable of doing this Mari.” He spoke softly into her ear. “Be calm Aur Locarra. I have faith.”


My Flower. He had called her his flower and just his soothing voice and warm breath next to her ear was enough to relax Mari completely and fill her with resolve. His formidable physical presence gave her a sense of peace that she had never felt before, not even in the arms of her mother. This allowed her to work far faster than even she thought possible as different codes flashed across her screen almost faster than the eyes could follow. Yet follow them she did. She had dedicated her young life to learning everything she could while in school, hours upon hours of study and practical application had forged her into one of the finest graduates of the Advanced Pralor University. Feeling Deion’s powerful Etheric resonance surrounding her, calming her in a way nothing ever had, it allowed Mari to be better than even she thought she could be. 

“There is no time to break the extra level of encryption! I am rerouting all Command Codes and Primary Control to my P9 through a secondary data uplink and securing them with Pralor algorithms!” She spoke confidently now.
“Disable the secondary uplink with a random, mutating coding variable so they do not discover how you did it!” Deion spoke. His attention was focused down the corridor looking for enemies and he did not see Mari’s smile of delight at his obvious knowledge and skill.
Lisisa looked back over her shoulder, her forest green eyes wide. “Carians… I hope you two know what the hell you are talking about!” She rasped out the comment.

Mari tapped on her P9 twice in quick succession and the computer console in front of her went dark.


“It’s done!” She exclaimed lifting her hands. “I’ve routed all primary and secondary control of their engines to my P9! They will not be able to alter our position or activate their engines subsystems even from the main consoles on the bridge or in their engineering section!”


Deion didn’t hesitate. “Time to go!” He said as he reached up and yanked the cable from her computer and then smashed his armored fist into the screen itself, crushing the LCD readout and well as half the console. 
His arm then encircled Mari’s small waist and he and Lisisa blended even further into the recessed portion of the corridor. Lisisa went up first as Cowen leaned out of the upper hatch and grasped her hands, pulling her through the hatchway with barely any effort. Her petite form shot up into the opening and vanished from sight, just as Mari came under the hatch and looked up. Deion was lifting her up even as Cowen reached down once more and snatched her arm. Mari almost released an involuntary shout at the strength with which Cowen hauled her up, but then she was rolling to the side out of the way as he reached down once more. She turned her head and saw Deion’s hand clamp onto Cowen’s forearm and then he was lifting once more. Deion grunted as he rolled to the side and came to rest almost burying Mari under his large form. He looked down into her face and saw her blue green eyes staring at him so bright and beautiful, his chest pressed tightly to hers and his leg between her own. Deion Leonidas didn’t know what possessed him to do such a thing, but her orange clove scent was nearly unbearable so close to him as she was and even in the life threatening situation they were in he could not help himself. He lowered his head quickly and covered her moist lips with his own. Mari’s eyes went wide, not from her surprise at his actions, but at what his kiss ignited within her and the way her body reacted. 

Deion pulled back quickly and flashed her a heartbreakingly gorgeous smile, flashing his long dual fangs at her. Vicious dual fangs that were utterly beautiful to her. “I’m sorry… I’ve wanted to do that since I first saw you.” He stammered the words.

“Eight seconds!” Cowen called out in a harsh whisper as he secured the hatch.

Mari could only gasp once more as Deion lifted his powerful body from atop hers and was moving before she could draw in a breath. She felt Lisisa’s hands grab her arm and pull her to her feet just as quickly and she looked into her eyes. Lisisa grinned at her from under her headset, her own dual wolf fangs so very evident.

“Their timing for such things is typically horrid!” Lisisa told her with a smile. “They take after our father! Come!”

Mari could only follow Lisisa as they began to sprint down the massive maintenance shaft. Horrid though his timing may have been, Mari could not deny the feelings Deion’s simple kiss had caused to come rushing forth within her. His soft lips had ignited a fire within her and Mari decided right then she had no desire to resist the feelings rushing through her. No… she was not going to resist them in the least. She was going to embrace them and all that it brought to her.

The trip was amazing to say the least.

Sarlana had never been able to view the stars as she was now in her last voyage through them. She had been confined to the lower decks of a City Ship with those of her kind as they prepared for their Seed Mission. The Pralor Corvette was comfortable yet designed for combat she knew. The Flight Crew had gone out of their way to make her and Conlar feel at ease, but Sarlana knew their actions were by direction of the Dahakoan Androcles more than anything. Like his father, he was a natural born leader of men, and no doubt others followed him with little or no question. The Dahakoan Dorian Leonidas also had this trait she knew, and it would develop quickly now that he and his bonded brother Ryner were with his brother and Elynth. Sarlana had spoken their names over and over many times in the last few hours, delighted beyond belief to be able to speak them openly. The four of them were a dominant force within the Etheric realm, not only because they were Dahakoan, but also because they were Praetorian warriors. Their Etheric resonance was staggering even from this distance, as was their father’s, for she could still feel Martin even as they drew further away from Manne. Their Etheric abilities had been one of the reasons that the Darastrixi and Pralor people cultivated such a close bond between them.
Sarlana didn’t question for a moment that they could sense her own powerful Etheric resonance growing closer, and while they might not understand what she represented for them, the two brothers trusted in their father completely. Teniri had remained with Arzoal on Manne, not wanting to leave the side of the Elder Mother who had placed so much trust and faith in her all those years ago. There was still so much she could learn from Arzoal and Sarlana had agreed with her.

Sarlana turned her head from the long couch she was sitting on as she felt the ship revert back to normal space from its third and final Quantum jump. She held tightly to the steaming mug of the liquid they called coffee, not wanting to spill its contents. She had never tasted such a thing and it electrified her taste buds. The friendly elven pilot had told her what it was, and that it was a special blend made by the youngest Queen Aricia. Conlar had just entered the main cabin and he turned from where he was pouring himself of cup of the coffee as he too felt the very slight tug in his stomach. Sarlana watched intently through the clear view window as the stars became bright points once more and off in the distance she saw the reddish green cloud of some unknown nebula. Her emerald green eyes were wide with wonder and she turned back as Conlar settled to the couch beside her.


“We’ve completed our final jump.” He observed as he looked out the view window. “We are now within the Alpha Quadrant. Something I never imagined I would ever think of let alone see.”


“Such wonder.” Sarlana stated softly. “I was with the Vrrarhoinpa all of the time helping them to prepare for the beginning of the Seed Mission. I was never able to see the stars like this. It is truly amazing.”


Conlar nodded his head. “There were times during our escape when one could look out into the stars and for a fleeting moment forget what was going on all around us.”


Sarlana reached out and placed her hand on top of his. “You seem much more relaxed than when we first began this trip my friend.” She told him.


Conlar nodded in agreement and took a deep breath. “Delnash told me something before we left. He told me to forget everything we had been raised to believe. Forget everything that we grasp onto. He told me to open my mind.” Conlar looked at her. 
“He is a wise man.” Sarlana told him. “Now that his eyes have been reopened he will be the leader he was always meant to be.”
“I did not do that when we first arrived on Manne and I appeared just as arrogant as any other Pralor they had met.” Conlar said.

“And now?” Sarlana asked him.


Conlar smiled as he looked at her. “Now? Now I have seen things that prove all we ever thought was a lie. Just as Delnash has seen.” He told her.


Sarlana shook her head. “Not a lie Conlar my friend.” She told him quickly squeezing his free hand. “A misconception. One which we can fix with but a simple decision to expand our minds. We as two species, advanced though we may be with our technology, in some ways we think we can do no wrong and that makes us dim-witted beyond measure.”


Conlar nodded in agreement. “A choice. Something I decided to do the moment I boarded this ship. I have been reading of their history Sarlana. From before Martin Leonidas returned to them and after. It is… it is a grand story. Almost… almost magical in nature. It is filled with brutal violence and death yes, but never violence that they themselves began. And for all the many reports given by others supposedly so much smarter than all of us that said this species was barbaric and vile, I have seen dozens of acts within their own history that refute that notion bitterly. Even before Sumar joined with them. Acts of compassion and bravery that were often dismissed as irrelevant and nothing more than oddities.”

Sarlana nodded her head. “I have done much the same.” She told him. “My people are no better Conlar. We took much of your knowledge as explorers and Seeders of Life and used this to base our own thoughts and decisions on because we never left the world of our birth. It was a choice… as you said. We have ships, grand ships, but we never looked beyond what we as a species had. We never truly looked to the future. That is what I believe Wer Zezhuanth wanted us to do. We…” Sarlana’s eyes grew wide and she froze in her spot, her hand clamping onto Conlar’s arm with all of the strength in her small form.


Images flashed through her mind causing her to gasp almost in pain. The dark red blood and agony, the shame at the vile laughter as she was taken against her will. The pain of every touch, every bite that they had laid upon her. The devastation in her eyes.


Conlar gripped her tightly. “Sarlana?” He gasped aloud. “What… what is it?”


“Such… such pain and agony!” She echoed as she shook her head.


“Sarlana!”


Her head came up them, her emerald green eyes brighter than Conlar had ever seen. “We must… we must go to the where they fly this ship.” She stammered.


“What? Why?”


Sarlana rose to her feet in the next instant. “Come quickly.” She stated as she placed her mug on the small table and regained control of her emotions.


Conlar could only follow as she practically dragged him through the upper deck of the corvette and unerringly guided them to the cockpit. Within moments they burst into the medium sized cockpit filled with two elven pilots and a vampire engineer. All of them were female and all of them turned to look at her.


“Can we help you Lady Sarlana?” The vampire female asked as she came to her feet.


“Where are we?” Sarlana demanded.


“We have reverted to normal space.” The woman answered her. “Our present course will take us to SPARTA'S WRATH in just under fifteen minutes. They conducted a standard combat deployment while we were collecting you and have moved. Prince Androcles will greet you when they return from their mission.”


“Return?” She asked. “They are not on this SPARTA'S WRATH.”

The vampire female glanced at her pilots and then back to Sarlana. “No. If the reports are accurate, they have just begun their assault to bring the criminals Robert and Dante Moran to justice. Armen has directed us to land immediately in the Port landing bay.”


Sarlana shook her head. “No!” She barked. “We must go to them!”


“Lady Sarlana… our orders were to deliver you and Elder Conlar to…”


“I am not an Elder.” Conlar corrected her. “I…”


Sarlana grabbed the woman’s arms. “Listen to me!” She demanded. “I must go to them! They are the last hope of my people and…”

“Lady Sarlana…” The female elf pilot spoke now. “Their plan was perfect. And there is no one who could stand against Androcles, Deion and Dorian Leonidas except their father. And now that Praetorian Murano is with them…”


Conlar looked at her with wide eyes. “Murano is with them?” He almost yelled.


The elf pilot nodded. “Yes.”


Sarlana looked at Conlar. “I can see what they did to his sister Conlar. Their sister. I can see it within them as easily as I stand before you now. I can feel their rage and hate coursing through them. I must go to them!”


“Wait!” The elf pilot spoke once more as she became more attentive. “You can… you can see within the Prince’s mind from here?”


Sarlana looked at her. “You know what I am? Martin Leonidas told you what I am did he not?” She asked calmly.

The pilot nodded her head. “As much as he was able… yes.”


Sarlana met her eyes. “Child… if Androcles and Dorian Leonidas and their Bonded Ones unleash the full scope of what they are truly capable of… everyone on that ship will die. I must insure that does not happen. In order to do that I need to be with them… guiding them. That is my place… my purpose in this life now.”


“Lady Sarlana we… we don’t even know you.”


Sarlana stepped forward quickly and reached out her hand to touch the female elf on her shoulder. “I am not an enemy child. Most would consider me a religious icon among my own people. My only goal in this life now is to guide those you call Prince. I could no more hurt them or anyone close to them than I could hurt my own children. I know you can feel that within me.”

“Regardless of what I feel… you are asking me to enter what is no doubt a combat zone right now.” The elf pilot said. “One that SPARTA'S WRATH will surely have complete and total control of. Armen will see to that. The attack was to take place on the High Coven ship Lady Sarlana. There is no telling what conditions we will be entering. I can not risk your safety for anything, no matter how important. Those were Prince Androcles’s words to me before we left to come retrieve you.”


Sarlana blinked. “He told you that?” She asked.


The pilot nodded. “Yes.”


Sarlana looked at Conlar. “He knows what I am.” She gasped.


The elf pilot Mal’ita looked at Sarlana for a long moment without saying anything. This strange woman was so very different. She remembered well her classes in school about how the modern elf was descended from dragons. How over millennia of evolution they stood as they were now, but had lost none of the connection to the dragons that they had when they were first conceived. It was why no elf within the Lycavorian Union was afraid of any dragon. She could indeed sense that this woman meant no harm to the Prince. Any of them. All that flowed from her when she spoke their names was love. Mal’ita’s own life was full of unknowns that she had embraced, the first and most important among them the beautiful vampire that was now her wife and lover. They had been together for six blissful years now and had she not followed what her heart and intuition had told her, they would never have been brought together. She made her decision now based on that very same intuition.

“Leeta… engage Full Jammers and Whisper nodes.” She spoke looking at her vampire lover, wife and engineer.

“We’re going in Mal’ita?” Leeta gasped in shock.

Sarlana looked at the pilot once more as Mal'ita met her eyes. “Yes. We’ll sweep in under the starboard wing and if all seems stable we will hold position until we can contact Princess Sadi or one of the Crown Princesses.”

Sarlana looked at her. “His… his Anome. His wives.” She said.

Mal’ita nodded in answer. “I will not enter that ship unless she or another Crown Princess tells me it is ok Lady Sarlana.” She told her. “You must understand… my task is to protect you and Conlar… nothing else. Without permission from one of the Crown Princesses then we will not proceed.”

Sarlana nodded. “I understand.” She stated calmly. “What you are doing… as close as you are going against your orders… thank you.”

Mal’ita looked at her co-pilot. “Suraie… bring the sublights to full power. If something happens I want to be able to escape quickly. That includes the Prince’s wrath if he does not approve of what we are doing.”

“We’ll need more than sublights to escape him then.” The elf co-pilot said as her hands began to move over her controls.

INQUISITOR 
STARBOARD LANDING BAY


Anthar pulled up short only fifty meters from the port entrance to the landing bay, light wisps of smoke lifting from his mouth. His head snapped back and forth looking for further targets and finding none. Majeir was twenty meters to his left unleashing a withering blast of flame down upon a dozen crew members trying to hide behind the body of several huge pieces of machinery as she moved for the starboard entrance. Anthar turned back to the G9.


Sister! Now! Go now! He shouted within Mindvoice.


Carisia was holding tightly to Lu'ria’s hand on one side and Sheva’s on the other. The instant she and Lu'ria heard Anthar’s voice begin to speak they moved.


We go! Carisia spoke firmly just as she wrapped the shadows around herself and Lu'ria while Sheva and Onera added their own ability to their group, effectively causing all of them to disappear from sight.


Yuri whispered a short blessing to her daughters just before Majeir’s voice boomed in her own head. 


Yuri… I have cleared the path to the opposite entrance. Move now!


Yuri turned to her Immortal husband. “Let us bring this to an end my beloved husband! Forever!”


Pa'cour hefted the P190A5 in his hands and looked at their team of twelve Immortals. The best men he had, all of them having spent the last months training under both Yuri and himself. He turned back to Yuri and nodded. 


“Let’s.” He stated.


Yuri pulled the small mask down over her nose and mouth to keep from being affected by the gas and they plunged from the back of the G9, turned to the left to see Majeir laying down another stream of fire to her right, and they broke into a dead sprint for the starboard entrance on the opposite side of the landing bay. It was a path that would take them to the only direct lift to the bridge from this deck and bring an end forever to a history that Yuri was rapidly leaving behind her in favor of a future so bright it brought tears to her eyes.
INQUISITOR

BRIDGE


“Seal it!” Moran screamed as he continued to beat at his smoking jacket. “Seal the fucking bridge!” His eyes were wide in disbelief as he began to yank at the outer jacket trying to get it off to keep from burning him more.


“Report!” He roared once more as he tossed the jacket to the deck.


“Admiral… a massive battleship appeared on our sensors from Shroud only moments ago. It has… it has destroyed our entire escort! One volley and… it obliterated all of them!” A voice spoke from somewhere on the bridge. “Our sensors can not penetrate the hull of the ship but its weapons appear to some sort of Quantum based arrays that are off our charts in power output!”
“Shit!” Moran exclaimed. “The Mindvoice ship from Ritaah! They took it!”
“We received two brief reports of explosions on deck two!” Another officer offered. “The report was interrupted and we have not been able to raise anyone on deck two!”


“Seal all access to the starboard landing bay!” Moran snarled as he moved to the main chart table. “Deploy security teams to both entrances with heavy weapons!”


“To fight dragons sir?” Another man echoed in surprise.


“Hit them with enough firepower and it will overwhelm their Etheric shields!” Moran snapped. “They already killed the security I brought with me to secure Yuri! They were turning on the crew when I last saw them! Do we have visual into the landing bay?”


“Coming up now Admiral!” 


Moran turned as a large monitor to the side lit up with internal feeds of the landing bay and they could see the massive bodies of two dragons still laying down blistering streams of flames in different directions. 


“Phraktos!” A woman gasped. “They are killing everything!”


“Admiral… we are getting a report from deck two!” The man shouted from across the bridge. “Sir… Union troops are… Admiral… we have been boarded!”


Moran’s eyes grew wide. “Boarded?” He gasped. “How… who the fuck is insane enough to board…” And the unthinkable with Yuri just became very real. “Leonidas! Yuri is working with Androcles Leonidas!”


“Admiral how?” The Officer of the deck exclaimed coming up to him. “I thought… I thought he wanted her dead!”


Moran shook his head. “I don’t know damn it! But only he and his father are fucking crazy enough to attempt something like this! It was a set up from the very beginning! They set me up!” He turned. “Our escorts are gone?”


“Yes sir! We… Admiral look!” The man motioned with wide eyes to the feed from the landing bay and all of them saw the STRIKER DT and strange looking ship Corvette sized ship suddenly de-shroud and come to rest on either side of the massive fighter bay. Even before the strange ship was down, the ramp in the rear lowered and Moran saw three additional dragons burst from the interior of the ship, one of which was the obsidian beast that Androcles Leonidas rode.


“Fuck!” Moran hissed. “Emergency jump back to our Fleet!” He roared. “Get us out of here before they can land more dragons and troops!”


“Admiral! An ORIC-Class Heavy Cruiser and DARK BROOD Frigate are breaking away from the unknown ship! It has to be the ship from Ritaah! They are moving to take up station on…”


“Main LSD coils are off line!” The next voice screamed out and caused Moran’s vampire blood to go cold. “Admiral… the LSD main drive has been powered down remotely!”


“What?” Moran screamed. “Get it back!”


“I have been locked out of the entire system!” The man exclaimed as he turned and watched as the bridge consoles all around him began to go dead as they lost power. “Fuck! Someone is rerouting control of all bridge functions! None of my command codes work! They are shutting us down!”

DECK TWO


“And that is that!” Brendi Faith exclaimed happily as she finished typing on her P9. 

They had discovered a computer terminal only a few dozens meters from where they had entered the deck and with Andro and the others covering her, Brendi had immediately set to work. She noticed right away that Mari had not only disabled the main engine commands, but rerouted their control to her own P9 as a safety measure. Seeing this, Brendi used her P9 to attack and take control of the individual subsystems. Without the main computer control system that Mari had locked out, it was almost child’s play for Brendi to remotely take control of and order all subsystems on the ship to shut down and answer only to command codes that now resided in her P9. She quickly reached up and pulled the terminal cable from her P9 and tossed it to the floor and looked at Eliani. “Once Mari overrode their main command codes I was able to begin shutting down their weapons and all main systems!” She gasped excitedly. “They are now effectively blind and dumb and the systems will only come back online with an directive from my P9 or Mari’s!”


“You… you did all that?” Eliani gasped.


Brendi smiled brightly at her. “I thought… I thought that is why you brought me.” She stammered.


Eliani reached out quickly and took Brendi’s face in her hands happily. She laid a lip locker on her that Brendi Faith neither drew away from or felt repulsed by. Indeed… she relished in the feel of Eliani’s lips on her own and was disappointed when Eliani pulled back, her fern green eyes wide and delighted.


“You beautiful… talented… devious person you!” Eliani told her.


Brendi smiled as new and very welcome feelings rushed through her and she turned to look at Androcles. His azure eyes were bright under his helmet as he looked at her. “Welcome Brendi Faith.” He stated with a smile. “Welcome to our world.”

She saw his face suddenly twist up and his head snapped around like he had detected something.

“Dante!” Andro growled viciously and then he exploded from his crouched position down the corridor.


Jomann’s eyes were wide but he acted within a heartbeat. “Go!” He barked the order to Torian and Daio. “Go!”

STARBOARD LANDING BAY


“Elynth, Ryner, Caydren and Cinol are clear!” Ne'Veha barked as her hands flew over the two consoles that seemed to wrap around her body completely.


“Meka… activate the turrets!” Sadi barked the order. “They will no doubt be bringing additional security to both entrances and we must not let them overwhelm Carisia.”


“Charging belly turrets!” Kameka replied calmly. “Activating area ground shield and repulsor fields! 

“Sehri
…” Sadi called as she looked out her cockpit window at the rush of landing bay crew members scrambling to get out of the way of the two dragons that were loose within their work areas.


“I am moving for the upper turret Sadi!” Sehri’s excited voice answered. “To see better and cover them with the cannon!”


“No DuanGai!” Sadi told her quickly. “Direct Elynth and Ryner to the port entrance and have them link up with Anthar to cover Enylarcopri’s retreat! Have Caydren and Cinol form with Majeir and hold the starboard entrance! Then go to the ramp and standby with Bren! The ground shield and repulsor field will only work briefly if we come under attack and we will need you to shield the ramp entrance if they try to assault our ship directly! Only you can do this Sehri! Only you have the control of your Etheric shields to do this! Have one of Joseph’s engineers occupy the turret once you have reached the ramp!”


“They… they will listen to me Sadi?” Sehri questioned.


“You are wife and mate to Androcles Leonidas and a Crown Princess of the Lycavorian Union!” Sadi answered her with confidence and love in her voice and her tone. “They will listen to you DuanGai!”


The tone of Sadi’s voice and the resolve that her words carried caused Sehri to blink for a moment. Up until this point in time a very small part of her had questioned and doubted what she had found with Andro and the others. It was not because she didn’t trust or believe the feelings and emotions she felt within her, but because she didn’t understand them. She didn’t understand how she could feel for each of them what she felt. The unquestioned devotion and love that filled her being when they held her in their arms or when Andro nuzzled her ear and cheek. The physical desire she felt not only for Andro, but for all of them. At this very moment Sehri decided she didn’t need to understand it. It was all very real and to try and comprehend it didn’t matter anymore. As Andro had told her, understanding what they all felt for each other was unimportant. All that mattered was that they were together. It was part of her now and she would not question her role or position.

“Understood!” Sehri answered firmly taking that last leap into her new life.


“SirsanGai can you pinpoint the landing bay controls?” Sadi asked quickly detecting the excitement and fear in Sehri’s voice, but also the new confidence and resolve. The youngest of them she may have been, but she was rapidly turning out to be far more.

“I have them! The bulkhead directly in front of us, sixty meters! This is incredible Sadi… Lady Mari and Brendi have managed to reroute all command functions if what I am seeing is accurate! They have essentially shut down the ship!” Ne'Veha answered her dark eyes glued to her consoles. “Internal sensors indicate that the bridge is sealed. That must be where the scum Moran went to.”

“Leave Moran and his ilk for Andro and Dori.” Sadi directed calmly even as her own heart raced. “Meka… deploy the forward Point Defense Quad cannons and keep them directed on the landing bay controls! If anyone even blinks in that direction, vaporize the entire wall! It is overkill but we must insure they do not try and vent the bay manually!” 


“That would not be a good thing!” Kameka called from her chair behind and to the side of them as her hands deftly deployed the dorsal mounted PDT and it swiveled around until it was pointed on the huge control panel along the far wall of the landing bay.


The huge explosion rocked the landing bay and caused a shudder to pass through the PREMONITION even as several fighters were lifted off the deck and fell back quickly, bursting into flames. Sadi’s eyes were wide as she gazed out her cockpit view window.


Majeir! She screamed out in Mindvoice.


Oops! Sadi heard Majeir answer immediately. I think I may have ignited one of those fuel containers you told us to be careful of.


Are you hurt? Sadi asked.


No… however the same cannot be said for those who were close to it. Majeir told her.


Nubous them! Sadi snarled. Caydren and Cinol will be with you in moments! Do not let them reorganize Majeir! And be careful! If you injure yourself Lu'ria will be very upset!
DECK TWO


The explosion from deep within the ship caused the entire vessel to shudder violently, throwing Dante into the bulkhead as a lieutenant staggered by him.

“…is going on!” Dante roared as he grabbed the arm of the nearest officer he found which unfortunately for him, was that lieutenant.


“We have been boarded sir!” The lieutenant shouted back. “Lycavorians and their dragons are loose in the starboard landing bay and on this very deck!”


“Lycavorians! Here!” Dante shouted in disbelief.


“There were dragons on the ship that we thought carried your mother!” The lieutenant stammered. “They poured from the G9 and began killing everyone! At least two of them. That explosion felt like it came from the landing bay! They must have destroyed the external fuel cells for our fighters to cause such an explosion.”

“That… that is not possible!” Dante hissed. “Who could assault our ship in the middle of space?”

“They are also loose on this deck sir! Somehow they breached the hull of the ship and are loose on this deck! We don’t know how many!” The lieutenant snapped right back. “We are trying to form a defensive position near section eleven!”
“Where is my father?” Dante screamed.

The officer shook his head quickly. “We think he made it back to the bridge, but all of our communications has been cut off.
They have somehow seized control of most of our internal systems and shut them down! No other decks are answering calls for assistance! It’s like they are all asleep and do not know what is happening!”

“This is a BLOOD REVERENCE Dreadnought!” Dante screamed. “Surely even they are not stupid enough to…”

Dante’s eyes grew wide in horror when the officer’s chest blossomed outward in a spray of bright red blood, showering his face and neck as the head and at least twelve inches of the shaft of the Nehtes burst from his sternum. The man’s eyes were wide in agony as blood erupted from his mouth and his hands involuntarily grabbed Dante’s shirt. Dante blinked rapidly, his own wide eyes staring at the point of the Nehtes only inches from his cheek. He wiped the warm blood from his eyes as he tried to rip the officer’s death grip from his uniform and his own blood went cold when he heard the voice. 
A voice from the deepest reaches of the dark abyss, a voice tinged with rabid hatred and the cold finality of death. 

“Hello Dante! Retribution for your sins has arrived!”

Dante Moran stood in the corridor unable to move as fear anchored him in his spot and he watched as the body of the lieutenant dropped to the deck in front of him when the Nehtes was torn from his chest, revealing the figure standing behind him. Dante’s eyes grew even wider if that was possible and he saw those azure blue orbs behind the Dragon Armor encased helmet. The tall black plume announced to all who Androcles was, falling well past his shoulders. His eyes were glowing with the same intensity as a sun and they were filled not with soothing warmth, but frigid and terrible wrath and hate. The half dozen figures that were gathered behind Androcles Leonidas were but an afterthought as all Dante could see were those evil blue eyes and the pain they held within them.
Andro depressed the button on the side of his Nehtes and the snik sound of the bloody spear reducing in size was like a clap of thunder in the corridor. Standing before him was the man who had caused his beloved sister such agony and shame. The man who had taken from her, at least for a brief time, her innocence and her purity. Andro had never felt such anger well within him before and now he embraced that completely. 

All thoughts of justice escaped Androcles Leonidas at this very moment as emotion took hold of him. He lifted his face slightly and barred the vicious looking dual set of wolf fangs that so marked the bloodline of Leonidas among their people. Andro stepped without thought into the head butt, channeling all of his considerable anger and power into the blow. Dante’s nose and one entire side of his face crunched and shattered as his skin was torn open down to the bone. Blood burst forth and he was viciously slammed back against the bulkhead as if he had been hit by a fast moving Lifter vehicle. He saw only stars in his eyes as terrible pain lanced through his brain and blood from his crushed nose and lacerated cheek poured into his mouth and caused him to cough and choke. He looked up quickly as powerful hands grasped the front of his uniform and those azure orbs were only inches from his face glowing even brighter.

“I am going to take from you everything you took from my sister you sick, nubous excuse for a man!” Andro screamed the words directly into Dante’s face. “And I’m going to take it piece by nubous piece! You will beg me for death! Just as you made her beg for her life!”

“Arghh!” The scream was unlike anything Eliani Leonidas had ever heard from her older brother and her green eyes went wide as Andro lifted Dante’s two hundred pound frame like he was a ragdoll in his hands and then launched his body down the corridor as if he was nothing more than paperweight.  

Murano had been involved in countless operations during the Scourge Wars with fellow Praetorians and even regular Pralor troops, yet he had never witnessed the precision that he had seen so far. The moment they had breached the interior of this deck, all of them became focused on their goals and Murano could only feel pride swell as the Spartan training all of them had undertaken from near birth came shining through. 
There was no one in the corridor where they breached and within seconds Deion had grasped Mari’s hand in his and his team was splitting away smoothly headed for their goal. He and Dorian moved in the opposite direction, heading to link up with Androcles. Four vampires had made the mistake of appearing in the corridor as they moved, rushing out of the room they were in with drawn hand weapons and unsure of what was happening. All four were now quite disabled on the deck and they would not wake for several hours at least. Androcles had been very clear that they were not to kill wantonly; indeed he wanted to avoid death as much as possible given what Faren had told them. Dorian hadn’t hesitated when the four burst from a small lounge and he had unleashed a precise and powerful Etheric wave that crashed into the four of them before their eyes had even registered the two intruders loose on their ship. Murano had pounced on them then, using his Saberstaff to incapacitate each of them with crisp and powerful blows. Two of them would suffered from broken bones, all of them from severe headaches, but they would live. Three times they had dispatched crewmembers as they moved with measured speed down the near empty corridor. Each time they left unconscious men and women behind them. They were very close now as they sprinted around the last corner.

Then they heard the scream.


It was a scream of rage and hate unlike any Murano had ever heard and as they rounded the corner, their eyes went wide as they saw Dante Moran’s body impact the bulkhead corner only five meters away with bone crushing force. Murano’s keen brain instantly calculated the distance that he had been thrown based on where they saw Androcles standing and his eyes grew even wider as he realized the strength needed to launch such a large person so far. Dante Moran impacted the bulkhead with such force that they heard several of his ribs snap and his body left a significant imprint in the steel bulkhead before he dropped to the deck in horrific pain. His face was frozen in a visage of suffering and awash with blood from what appeared to be a shattered nose and deep cut on his face. It was then that they witnessed something neither of them could have predicted. Androcles’s moved with such speed it actually appeared as if he blurred in motion like a vampire, covering the ten meter distance between him and Dante in a single blink of the eyes. His armored and booted foot rammed into Dante Moran’s midsection with enough force to lift the young man off the deck a good meter at least and splinter any ribs that might have remained intact. 
As Dante Moran howled in agony and dropped back to the deck, Andro fell upon him like a rabid wolf even as they stood frozen and watched. Androcles Leonidas was widely recognized as perhaps the most lethal hand to hand fighter in the entire Union. He had been schooled by so many different masters of warfare, his uncles, Lynwe and his aunt Aihola of the Drow, the cloned vampire Colonel Norris to name but a few. He had taken all of their intense instruction and blended it into a fighting form that no one could match or hope to duplicate. Only one other person had begun to learn this style of fighting, because like his brother, Dorian Leonidas had been born fully aware and there was far more to the brothers than even they could understand. All of this training left Androcles in this moment and his armored fists began to pummel Dante without regard for where he was aiming his blows and with a speed that Murano had never seen before. 

“My sister!” Andro screamed in rage. “My blood!”


Dante tried to fight back, launching a vicious punch directly at Andro’s face that never had an opportunity to connect. Andro simply snatched his wrist in his left hand before the blow even got close and he twisted Dante’s arm down with a savage jerk. Pureblood Lycavorians had always been known to have immense physical strength, far more than even a pureblood vampire could muster, and Andro’s blood, like his father and mother, was as pure as it got. Dante’s arm snapped like a dry twig and the bones in his forearm tore through the skin under his uniform sleeve and bulged against the fabric as his scream of anguish caused even Murano to cringe. His arm fell useless, blood quickly soaking his uniform sleeve and the floor beneath him, just as Andro grabbed the front of Dante’s uniform and lifted his body off the deck, glaring at him with glowing azure eyes and fully extended fangs. He rammed him back into the deck three times in rapid succession, each time his skull crashing into the deck with incredible force. The third impact crushed both of Dante’s shoulder blades, his eyes wide in horrific pain, but no sound able to escape his throat because of the blood in his mouth. Andro yanked him off the floor once more and brought his upper body to within inches of his face once more.  

“My sisters are now untouchable to scum like you! My mothers beyond the foul reach of all who would do them harm! I will protect them all with every breath in my body!” Andro screamed into Dante’s torn, bloody and horrified face, the spittle showering his bloody cheek. “You are not worthy to even walk in their footsteps scum! And now you will pay for your actions in blood! Your death will be the herald to all of what to expect should anyone touch them ever again!”


“Mer…” Dante’s spit out blood and his ravaged and bloody lips tried to form the word. “Mercy!” He finally managed to croaked out.


Andro’s eyes grew even wider and angrier at this if it was possible. “Mercy!” He roared even louder. “I will show you the same mercy you showed to my sister you fucking monster! None! None at all!” Andro smashed another head butt into Dante’s face and then proceeded to continue to pound him with his fists. 

“Sibfla!” Dorian gasped and made to move forward.


Murano’s hand snatched his arm and he shook his head quickly. “No!” He gasped softly.


“Murano… he will beat him to death, I kid you not!” Dorian protested trying to pull his arm free. “He’s… he’s never been like this!”

Murano held him tight and shook his head. “No!” He spoke. “Your brother is… he is in complete control of his actions! Do not interfere!”


“That is in control?” Dorian gasped.


“Do not interfere Dorian!” Murano ordered him. “Not yet!”


Everyone would forget the words they had heard Andro speak within a few hours. All but one. 

Eliani Leonidas felt tears well in her eyes as her brother’s words filled her. It was at this moment in time where Eliani discovered just how dear they all were to her brother, and what he was willing to do in order to protect them. This was about justice for their sister Zarah yes, but in taking that justice, Androcles Leonidas was sending a very clear message across the stars that his sisters and his mothers, indeed all of his family, were just as he spoke. 

They were now untouchable for those who valued their lives. 

Eliani Leonidas would share this moment with her sisters and later her mothers and it was also a day that would forever see Androcles’s sister begin to view him in another light. It was a day that all of them saw the true nature of their brother come forth and part of what drove him. Eliani Leonidas would never forget this day and none of the Leonidas sisters would ever fear anything again after this moment in time.

It took them only twenty seconds wrapped within the shadows as they were to move to the main weapons magazine. There were seven vampire soldiers within the magazine when they entered, all of them scrambling to arm themselves. Carisia, Lu'ria, Sheva and Onera fell upon them like a swarm of deadly insects. With the small masks covering their mouths and nose to protect them against the gas, Carisia used the Tears of Heaven to nearly decapitate the closest soldier to her, the blood from the two wounds on either side of his neck arcing into the air as he fell gagging on his own blood. Lu'ria’s Glaive snapped out twice in quick succession and another soldier fell, trying to hold his innards in as they spilled onto the deck.

Sheva and Onera worked as a seamless duo, something they would explore in the future after they realized it. Sheva twisted the arm of one soldier to the side hearing him scream as his arm and shoulder dislocated while Onera stepped into the single swing of her sword. His scream ended quickly as her blade opened his throat to the air and she spun away sweeping her foot to the side and knocking the legs from two other soldiers out from under them. Sheva blurred instantly and fell on them with her dual blades, burying the dragon armor encased blades into their chests as she dropped between them. Onera turned her head and her eyes went wide when she saw Lu'ria holding Carisia’s hands as she spun her around in midair, Carisia’s booted feet meeting the heads of two of the remaining three soldiers. It was a display of her newfound wolf strength that Onera thought exquisitely beautiful. Her half sister’s petite body was packed with muscle and the kicks she unleashed were instantly lethal. One soldiers head snapped around from the force of the blow and his neck popping was very audible in the room. The other spun with the force of the blow and his head and face smashed into the bulkhead with devastating force. He dropped to the deck like a limp noodle, unconscious and completely out of the fight. It saved his life as Onera turned her attention to the last soldier who had secured a rifle and was bringing it to bear on Lu'ria and Carisia.

Onera acted out of love for a sister she never thought she would know. She drew back the arm that wielded Iphan rie Aellseleum and heaved the sword at the remaining vampire soldier with all of her combined Immortal and vampire strength. The throw was perfect and the tip of the sword entered just above his left nipple. It struck with such force that it drove him back nearly three meters into the bulkhead as the pommel came to rest pressed against his uniform with the entire blade impaling his chest and sticking out between his shoulder blades. He stared at the pommel, his eyes wide and unable to comprehend the terrible pain he felt as his severed heart no longer fed life giving blood to his body. He slumped to the deck slowly, leaving a bloody stain on the bulkhead as he did.


Carisia turned blindingly fast and looked at her sister with a brilliant smile. Her maya blue eyes were now the cobalt blue of her vampire persona and she turned her head back to the door quickly.


“Mistress… the door!” She gasped her voice somewhat muffled by the mask.


Lu'ria was moving before she finished speaking. “I have it!” Lu'ria spoke as she slammed her hand down on the control panel.


“Sheva…” Carisia whirled around and looked at her. “Lock out all the weapons magazine vaults! There should be four of them on this deck!”


Sheva sprang to the computer console in the center of the room and began typing with practiced ease. “Gods!” Sheva hissed.


“What?” Carisia demanded as she moved up next to her.


“Brendi and Mari!” Sheva exclaimed. “They have shut down or rerouted all of the ship’s main systems and many of the subsystems! The entire core is open to me!”


“Are you serious?” Onera exclaimed moving up beside her, her eyes going wide when she saw for herself.


Sheva nodded as she continued to type on the computer panel. “Yes! It appears as if they have reversed the Command Codes as well and no system will come back online without a direct command from one of their P9s!”


“Sister… we must take advantage of this!” Onera said turning to look at Carisia.


“Sheva… use your P9 and tap into their code!” Carisia said quickly as she was thinking the same thing. “It will make it easier! All of our P9s were coded for this mission! Use the same commands and seal all the weapons vaults! On all the decks!”


Sheva had already pulled her P9 from the pouch at the small of her back and she went to work instantly. Carisia heard the groan and turned as the vampire solider who had been knocked out rolled over. Onera quickly went to the dead soldier who had taken her thrown sword and yanked Iphan rie Aellseleum free of his chest. She stepped up to the survivor and prepared to end his life.


“No sister.” Carisia said watching as her eyes turned to look at her. “Remember what Faren told us… what Andro’s orders were. We do not kill unless necessary.”


Onera gazed at her for only a second before nodding and with an elegant twirl of her wrist Iphan rie Aellseleum went to its sheath on her back. She reached up to the wall and ripped down some cable and began to secure the soldier’s hands and feet.

Sheva looked up quickly. “Done!” She shouted. “All magazines have been sealed!”


“Bring up whatever internal sensor feeds you can Sheva.” Carisia told her. “We need to insure that the crew is subdued before Eliani will order a purge of the air filtration systems and we can dispense with these infernal masks.”


“On it.” Sheva declared.


Carisia turned her head and looked at Lu'ria while reaching out to Sadi within Mindvoice.

KertaGai! We have secured the magazines!


The landing bay appears to be ours as well! I’m ordering in the follow on Durcunusaan and Immortal forces Enylarcopri! We need to secure the ship before Eli will order the vent of the filtration systems! Sadi answered immediately. 

Carisia looked at Lu'ria as both of them finally felt it with the Etheric realm. Lu'ria stepped up to Carisia now. Sadi… what is wrong? Saradasaar… the rage and hate we feel from him? There is something wrong!

Have faith in our love Mistress. Sadi answered calmly. He knows what he is doing. And he will reach for us when it is time for us to sooth him.

Lu'ria felt Carisia take her hand and nod. “Sadi is right Mistress. Let us help Sheva as she monitors the sensors Mistress. ”


“Here! Here and here!” Pa'cour ordered his men, pointing at the three different spots on the reinforced armored door and then he moved out of the way as they went to work. He quickly stepped up beside Yuri who was looking at a time piece on her wrist. The lift had brought them directly to the secondary entrance to the bridge only to find that is was sealed. This was exactly something they had expected and the Immortal engineers went to work quickly.


“We adjusted Deion’s assault time Pa'cour. He is standing by at the maintenance hatch! We have thirty-eight seconds my love.” Yuri told him. “Then Deion will execute his attack!”


Pa'cour nodded. “We will be ready.”


Yuri pulled the P9 computer from her side, flipped open the armored cover and looked at the screen, tapping on it quickly. That Androcles had given this to her was another sign of his faith and trust in her now. This new type of Pralor computer was strictly controlled and only members of his family and certain highly placed individuals had one. He had also given her and Pa'cour the smaller P1 data pads that were bio-encoded to them. This was not something Yuri had expected, but it told her that Andro trusted her far more than she believed. It was a trust she had no intention of ever violating.


“It appears that this Brendi Faith and the Pralor woman Mari have succeeded beyond all of our expectations.” Yuri told him as she worked the small panel. “They have locked out all the ship’s main systems and shut them down. Onera and Carisia have succeeded in locking out the main weapons magazines and Sadi has just ordered that our follow on forces begin to deploy.”


Pa'cour nodded his head in agreement at the steps being taken. “He grew complacent Yuri.” He said. “We must not.”


Yuri nodded her head. Nothing in her long life had ever prepared her for what she was doing now. Working so seamlessly beside Lycavorians. Children of the man she had hated for centuries for a crime he did not commit. A man she was willing to kill at every opportunity, but a man who had shown her mercy when his boot was pressed to her throat. 

This was not a flunk Yuri thought to herself. This was as Androcles had said it was. It was fate and destiny correcting a mistake made long ago. “I don’t intend to.” She said firmly. She tapped her jaw where the implant was. “Sadi Leonidas?”

“Here Yuri.” Sadi answered instantly, her voice seemingly very calm.


“We must insure that all of the decks are under our control before Eliani Leonidas orders the purge of the air filtration system! We do not need them waking up while we are still in the process of securing the ship.” Yuri spoke. “We do not know how many are willingly following Robert.”


“Carisia and I agreed on that.” Sadi answered. “Our follow on force of Durcunusaan is already landing. I can have Armen deploy additional forces from SPARTA'S WRATH. They are on standby anyway.”


Yuri nodded in agreement. “Have the first group begin from the landing bay and sweep through decks eleven, twelve, thirteen and fourteen and the two decks above the landing bay. Eight and nine! Have them put a security lock on any who are unconscious in their quarters or work areas. We have effective control of the ship and they will be able to do nothing. When the others arrive, split them and have one group move immediately to deck seven and then sweep upwards to the bridge. The second group can begin on fifteen and sweep down to deck twenty-four!”


“Understood! I have Faren already standing by to intercept any transmissions that may come in from Moran’s fleet.” Sadi told her. “Just to be sure.”


Yuri looked at Pa'cour in surprise. “We did not think of that.” She said.


Pa'cour nodded. “She seems more tactically efficient than we first thought.”


“Indeed.” Yuri agreed. “We will execute our breach ten seconds after Deion begins his assault Sadi. I will leave the deployment of forces to you.”


“We’ll get it done.” Sadi spoke confidently.


“We are ready!” The Immortal engineer hissed as he turned from the door to face them.


Yuri looked at her beloved Immortal husband and reached up to place her hand on his cheek. “It is time to bring an end to a vile part of our past my beautiful Immortal husband.” She said softly.


Pa'cour nodded. “Yes it is.”


Deion’s eyes were glued to his timepiece as well.


Cowen was stacked right behind him in front of the hatch, Sherice next, with Nara and Lisisa behind them. Mari was leaning up against the interior of the shaft holding her P9 and watching with wide eyes.


“Eight seconds.” Deion hissed softly. He turned his head and looked at Mari, her eyes already focused on him. “Mari you stay right there until one of us calls for you.” He told her. Mari nodded her head quickly.


Sherice was staring at Cowen’s broad back and shoulders and made an instant decision that would prove to be a defining moment in her life. She leaned her head close to Cowen’s head, pressing her lush body against his back. “Do not get yourself injured Cowen'Shan.” She whispered. “I would not be happy in the least.”

Cowen turned wide eyes on her beautiful face and saw her pale blue eyes gleaming as they gazed upon him. He blinked rapidly as he saw her smile and then Deion’s voice jolted him back to the present.


“I’m left. Cowen right. The rest follow on as we discussed.” Deion looked at his sister. “Lisisa… take Moran down hard.”


Lisisa Leonidas nodded her head, jaw set firmly. “Count on it.” She stated.


Deion took a deep breath and plunged his finger down on the small panel by the hatch. “Go!”


“…get me a fucking report!” Moran screamed. He was pacing back and forth, concern etched into his face now, the skin of his neck and upper back burning in pain. The dragon’s fire had scorched him good, all along his upper back and neck. His skin was blistered and red, some of it even peeled away behind his right ear. The lower portion of the back of his head was missing all of the hair that once grew there.


“We are locked out of all major Command Systems Admiral! All control of ship wide subsystems has been rerouted!” One of his officers yelled. “All operational command codes have been altered and shifted to a remote terminal! I’ve never seen this type of coding sir! It’s far more advanced than anything we have! None of our codes work any longer! Engines are offline! Weapons and shields are offline! All of it appears to have been rerouted to three remote terminals somewhere on the ship!”

“Where?” Moran screamed.

“I don’t have control of internal sensors anymore Admiral!” The man yelled. “I can’t begin a search! And there is no response from security forces on deck two and all other decks appear to be silent!”

“We have over five thousand men and women on this ship!” Moran screamed. “We can raise no one?”


“All the internal sensors are reading lifesigns but there is no response from any deck sir! It’s like they are all asleep!”


“Asleep?” Moran snapped as his eyes grew a little wider. “Can we get Vid feeds?” Moran demanded as he moved up beside the man.


“Accessing security feeds from… phraktos!” The man gasped as the image came up on the monitor. 


“Fuck!” Moran growled loudly as he took in the numerous bodies littering the corridors of the deck they were viewing. “What deck is this?”


“Six sir! Main security stations!” The man answered. “I don’t understand sir… how could they have…”


Moran stepped back as what Viror had said in the landing bay struck him. “Gas!” He hissed viciously.


“Admiral?”


“Viror said there were seven spikes in hull integrity just before Yuri’s ship landed!” Moran barked.


“Yes sir! A diagnostic revealed nothing. The Chief Engineer determined the internal sensors needed to be recalibrated!”


Moran shook his head. “There’s nothing wrong with the sensors!” Moran snapped. “They used gas!”


“Admiral? Gas?”


“Somehow they punched through our hull armor!” Moran said. “Where were the spikes? Show me!”


The man quickly brought up a schematic of the ship and Moran saw the seven red dots that the internal sensors had picked up earlier. He moved closer to the screen as his eyes narrowed and then he slammed his fist down on the console. “All seven are directly connected to our main air filtration ducts!” He snarled. “They pumped gas into the decks! Do we still have control of the medical biosensors?”

“Yes sir. Medical subsystems still remain under our control for all the good it does!”


“Scan for foreign substances! Anything not normal to the ship!” Moran spat as the officer was already in motion. “Maybe we can reverse whatever it is they did and…”


“Admiral… shu! I’m detecting massive levels of neutron radiation saturating all but deck two and the bridge!” The officer exclaimed with wide eyes. “Not enough to kill… but more than enough to incapacitate within seconds!”


“The bridge and deck two are the only areas not connected to the main air filtration and duct system!” Moran said. “Shit! They got us good! Can you purge it?”

“Negative! Main filtration systems are part of engineering! They were the first controls locked out! Admiral… who the fuck is crazy enough to try this out of space dock?” The officer asked. “This is insane! It…”

It sounded like a clap of thunder from a major lightning storm on the bridge. The noise was so loud it caused all of the bridge crew to reach for their ears in pain. The sound caused both Moran and the officer beside him to whirl around to look behind them. Time seemed to slow as they saw a large cloud of white smoke rising from the side of the bridge where the maintenance hatch was situated. 
And then that entire hatch was rocketing at them at terminal velocity. Moran was able to duck in time to save his own life, but the one ton hatch slammed into the officer beside him moving faster than they could track it. The man died instantly from the impact and was saved from the agony of being crushed against the unforgiving bulkhead as the hatch proceeded past him and slammed into the far wall. Moran turned back with wide eyes just as two massive, black clad forms burst from the cloud of smoke, Lycavorian P190A5s spitting death. 
Robert Moran knew instantly that all was lost then. 
He knew of only one force in the entire galaxy that could execute such a breach into a secure area like his bridge with such timing and precision. Only one group crazy enough to even attempt something like this. He caught the flash of black body armor through the smoke as two more figures came out of the smoke immediately and from their size Moran knew they were female. They too had the Spartan close assault weapon and both of them were firing with exact movements and accuracy. 
Robert Moran turned to move behind the console and try for the emergency hatch in the floor under the Tactical station. His only thoughts were for himself now, and only his survival mattered to him. He would not make it. Moran felt the hand clamp onto his tore and burned uniform with surprising strength, stopping his forward motion.

“You will not escape this time murderer!” The female voice growled from behind him.

Moran twisted away and turned quickly, reaching for the knife he carried on his belt. His eyes fell upon the petite but muscular form of the female as the knife came up. Even under the Tactical Headset her features were very clear and he saw the long fangs and wide forest green eyes that were focused on him. Moran knew instantly who it was that stood in front of him and even as he brought the knife snapping up he knew he would not win. 

Lisisa Leonidas held nothing back. All the pain this man had caused her beloved father and sister through the years with his actions. A father who had never considered her anything but his very own daughter even though his blood did not flow within her veins. A sister that had endured the emotional humiliation all of her life until finally finding those who had been in her dreams for so long. The horrific shame another dear sister had to endure by orders given and then supported by this man and carried out by his vile sons. No… Lisisa Leonidas held nothing back now and brought the knife edge of her hand down across his wrist with unfettered control and power and all of her combined strength. Moran’s wrist snapped in two, the bottom bone bursting through the skin and blood gushing forth. As he began to scream in terrible pain Lisisa swung the butt of her 190 with every ounce of the vampire and wolf strength her small frame carried. The crack of the blow rose above even the noise of the silenced weapons echoing across the bridge and there was nothing Moran could do to stop or dodge it. Not at the speed it was coming. 

Lisisa’s 190 actually shattered when it connected with Moran’s jaw, the butt splintering into different sections and flying off in opposite directions, but having done what she intended. Robert Moran felt a moment of even more intense, searing pain and then his brain overloaded and he dropped into unconsciousness. He would awake some hours later to horrible pain in his back and shoulders from where his body had seemingly grown wings and launched him across the bridge to smash against the bulkhead and several computer consoles ten meters away. He slumped to the deck and did not witness the secondary bridge doors being removed by the expertly placed reverse explosion or the rush of Immortals that filled the smoke riddled bridge, their weapons out. He did not witness Yuri and Pa'cour sweep onto the bridge intent on death only to find that Deion’s team had already secured the bridge. All nine bridge officers were dead and sprawled across the deck, their blood leaking from precise and deadly holes in their heads or chests.
“Cowen!” Deion’s voice echoed like a another, milder clap of thunder in the confined space.

“Clear!” Cowen’s deep throated reply came.

“Clear!” Sherice echoed.

“Nara!” Deion yelled turning his head. “Sister!”

Nara got to her feet slowly her azure eyes wide but clear. “Clear… clear!” She softly stammered out the reply.

Deion moved up to her without hesitation, pressing his forehead to hers, Nara breathing deeply of his scent and using it to calm her racing heart. This was her first taste of combat and the actual taking of life. Deion knew what was racing through her for it had been racing through him after he had to kill the fools on the colony where Sheva’s parents were. Nara nodded her head quickly then, reaching up to squeeze his arm and meet his yellow wolf eyes. “I am fine.” She muttered. “I will be fine!”

Cowen moved up beside Sherice his keen feline eyes looking over her armored figure for any sign of injury. “You are unhurt?” Cowen demanded.

Sherice met Cowen’s eyes and nodded quickly. “Yes.”

Cowen didn’t really think about it, he just reached out and began to run his hand over her arms and shoulders to insure this fact for himself. Sherice couldn’t help the flush of desire that rushed through her as she realized this and let her A5 drop on its quick release straps and she reached up to take his hands. “Cowen…” She spoke softly seeing his beautiful eyes focus on her. Sherice squeezed his large hands and brought them to her chest. “I’m am ok.” She said.

Yuri moved up beside Lisisa where she stood staring at Moran’s inert form a few meters away. 

“Secure the bridge!” Pa'cour barked out the order to his men. “Insure that all remaining systems are locked out and under our control!”

“Lisisa?” Yuri spoke softly causing Lisisa to turn and look at her.

“That… that was for Zarah.” Lisisa said softly.

“Lisisa…” Yuri began.
“You have been given a second chance mother.” Lisisa told her gently, no malice in her voice. “A second chance to be someone different. To be who destiny and fate meant for you to be, just as Andro has told you. Do not betray my brother’s faith in you Yuri. For if he does not find you and make you suffer then I swear to you this day that I will.”

“I would expect no less from my daughter.” Yuri stated.

Lisisa turned to face her fully. “I sing with happiness at what Carisia has discovered with you. The person you are now. You are so very different Yuri… and I see the happiness it brings my sister and you and I welcome that… but you are not my mother and I can not…”

Yuri reached out and took her arm in her hand gently. “No.” Yuri told her softly. “You do not need to explain. Least of all to me.” 

Lisisa lifted her hand and covered the back of Yuri’s fingers with her own and squeezed firmly. “Perhaps one day I will be able to forgive and put the memories behind me. Denali’s love has allowed me to feel so much more than I was able. One day we may yet be friends… and maybe after that who knows… but that will…”
Yuri shook her head. “I will not betray the chance your brother gave to me Lisisa.” She stated confidently. “Or the trust he has placed in me. When the day comes that you can call me friend… that will be a start. That is… that is all I can ask for and work towards. And I intend to see that day happen.”

Lisisa Leonidas saw the conviction in her dark eyes and nodded slowly. She looked at Moran’s unconscious form. “What fate do you have in store for him?” She asked.

Yuri’s eyes darkened and shifted to the cobalt blue of her vampire nature as she turned her eyes where Lisisa was looking. “One filled with as much pain as I can fathom for all he has done to me. And to so many people.”

Lisisa nodded. “Insure it is fitting.” She said softly. “Andro will leave Moran’s fate for you to decide… but Dante… he belongs to us.”

Yuri met her eyes now. “As it should be.” She said. 
Lisisa looked at her. “He is your son.” She said.

Yuri shook her head quickly. “The day your brother killed me… that life ended Lisisa. He is no son of mine. I have found my true self with Pa'cour’s love. All that I care for from that past life is Lucia, Carisia and you.” She motioned with her head. “Take three of our Immortals and sweep back down the lift to insure no surprises plaque us. They will follow you without question Lisisa.”

Lisisa stared at her for a long moment and then nodded her head and turned to leave the bridge. Yuri only had to glance and motioned with her head once more and Pa'cour’s second officer nodded and pulled two others with him to follow her. Yuri then moved up and looked down at Robert’s inert form. Her cobalt blue vampire eyes held nothing but distain and hate in them and she spit forcefully on his unmoving body as Pa'cour and two other Immortals came up to her.
“Take this piece of garbage from here and secure him. Make sure a medic controls his bleeding. I do not want him to die before he faces justice and I do not want Eliani Leonidas to waste her skills on one such as him.” Yuri spat. “And search him thoroughly… he will not escape our justice because we were lax.”

“Yuri?” Pa'cour spoke softly as his hand slipped around her waist. He had overheard most of the conversation with Lisisa.

Yuri leaned into his powerful form and relished in the sensations he could and did make her feel. “We are about to close a chapter on our former lives Pa'cour my love. And I will be so very happy when that comes to a conclusion.”

Pa'cour nodded. “As will I.”

Yuri lifted her hand and tapped her jaw. “Androcles… we have secured the bridge and Robert Moran.” She spoke calmly. “Deion and the others performed exceptionally and we will begin to secure the rest of the ship from here.” She glanced at Pa'cour. “You may cease with your diversion.”

“A diversion Dante will not soon forget.” Pa'cour spoke with a hint of humor as he moved to another bridge station.

Yuri nodded. “For however many days he has left in this life.” She agreed.

Mari hadn’t moved through the entire assault, pressing back against the bulkhead in the shaft clutching her P9 in one hand and the K14 KM in the other. She could hear the shouts and weapons fire, each sound causing her to jump and shiver in fear, but just as Dante had told her, she had not budged. She had succeeded in her task however and she was very proud of herself for that. Real fear coursed through her veins at what was happening all around her, yet there was something very deep inside her heart and mind that told her she did not need to be afraid. It told her that Deion would take care of her. That he would always…

“Mari!” His voice startled her and she jumped slightly as her eyes sprang open. 


“Deion!” She gasped.


He moved through the still smoking entrance into the shaft and stood in front of her a dazzling smile on his handsome face and his dual wolf fangs fully exposed for her to view. Small splotches of blood dotted his armor and cheeks, sweat and dirt mixed together on his skin but Mari had never seen so beautiful a man in all her life. She dropped her P9 and let it dangle on the straps and then she hit him with the slap and all the power she could muster in her petite body. It wasn’t very much given the fact he stood just over a foot taller than her and she was barely over a hundred pounds soaking wet, but it served to cause his smile to vanish and his eyes to look severely injured. 


“Do not ever leave me alone like that again Deion Leonidas… you… forn mida! Ever!” Mari shouted at him with more relief than anger. Her blue green eyes suddenly went wide when she realized she had just spoken a phrase in the ancient Lycavorian language just as fluently as she had heard others speaking it. She looked up into Deion’s face and saw his own eyes, now returned to their gorgeous dark brown, just as wide as hers at the force and fluency of her words to him. His vicious looking dual fangs, though very beautiful to Mari in their own way, slowly retracted and then Mari did something she had never done before.


Mari took a leap of faith.


Literally.


Just as her mind and heart screamed out that he would, Deion caught her in his powerful arms just as her soft lips covered his and she kissed him with a zealous fervor that she had never felt in her young life. It raged through her like an unchecked storm and she embraced all of what it made her feel completely and without hesitation.

When his arms crushed her tiny frame even tighter against his… and he deepened their kiss… Mari was so very happy she had. 

Murano was watching carefully the savage beating Andro was giving Dante Moran, one of his hands still holding Dorian back while the others could only watch in shock. None of them had ever seen Androcles so enraged and radiating with so much power with the Etheric realm. Not one of them had the courage to try and step between Andro and Dante, for while all of them knew how much family meant to the Leonidas clan, no one truly realized just how sacred it was to Androcles until this very day. None of them had ever been witnessed to such a beating as the one Dante Moran was receiving, and only Jomann knew of anything comparable in anyone’s history. Jomann was a voracious reader of history and what he was seeing this day reminded him of a practice that the ancient Roman’s of Earth’s storied past had used for a time.

Decimation.


Dante’s face was almost unrecognizable. His right eyes was already swollen tightly shit, his left eye nearly so. His nose, or what remained of it, now resided in a crooked fashion at least an inch to the left of where it had once been. His upper and bottom lips were both very nearly shredded and several of his teeth were missing, including both of his main vampiric fangs. Both his cheekbones were crushed, the skin over that portion of his face looking much like mangled hamburger while his jaw had been broken within the first dozen blows Androcles had landed. Aside from his shattered arm, every rib within his body was now broken, two of them having perforated his right lung. Androcles was not using his Etheric power to augment his physical blows as they knew he could, there was really no need. Androcles was a pureblood Lycavorian, and dating back more years than most could claim to have been living, pureblood Lycavorians were simply overpowering in their physical strength even when compared to vampires. 
And Dante Moran was no pureblood vampire.


All of them heard Yuri’s voice echo within their ear implants.


“Androcles… we have secured the bridge and Robert Moran.” Her voice spoke calmly. “Deion and the others performed exceptionally and we will begin to secure the rest of the ship from here. You may cease with your diversion.”

The instant Murano heard those words he nodded to Dorian. “Now.” He rasped quickly and began moving forward. 
Dorian didn’t hesitate and they rushed up to where Andro had drew back his large fist for another punch but now held it angled high over his shoulder. Murano didn’t hesitate and he placed his hand on Andro’s shoulder immediately, Dorian matching this movement almost as if knowing this needed to be done.
Murano closed his eyes and reached for those who he knew would calm Androcles’s racing blood.

Sadi! You and the others! Elynth! Now! Deion! Nara! Eliani! Lisisa! All of you! Reach for your brother now! Murano announced the command within Mindvoice so loudly that even Yuri and Pa'cour heard it.

It was something only he and Murano had talked about. A way to insure Xaxon’s Etheric presence would not give away or impede their assault on the ship. They had to keep his full attention focused on Dante and keeping him alive. Androcles had told Murano of the berserker lust that Lycavorians could enter in the midst of rage, how they would focus all of their energy and force on one person or object until that person or object was dead or destroyed. He also told Murano that to keep him from killing Dante, Murano had to insure no one interfered until Yuri had announced the ship was theirs. 

Now that Yuri’s words had gone out, Murano acted and within a heartbeat he felt the staggering presence of Sadi Leonidas and her fellow Crown Princesses reaching for the man they all so adored. That was quickly followed by Elynth and all of his brothers and sisters, and as he watched with wide eyes, the effect was very telling. The unmistakable and eerie glow in Andro’s azure colored eyes immediately began to fall away and as the love and warmth of his family surrounded him, filtered through him, caressed his senses and mind, Androcles Leonidas returned that feeling ten fold. He did not hear Sadi and his other wives and mates gasp in utter delight as his resonance swarmed around them with absolute devotion. He did not see the looks of peace surround the faces of his siblings as they felt the unquestioned love and commitment for them pour forth from his resonance. 

Only one other person was truly included in this massive wave of emotion, for Mari was still quite securely wrapped in Deion’s arms. It was unlike anything she had ever felt as Deion deepened their already sizzling kiss even more, his powerful arms pulling her closer as her body melted against his. The Etheric resonance of his brother passed to her without hesitation and Mari knew at that very moment where her life would lead and who would be in it. She had become, quite unequivocally, part of the Leonidas family and that knowledge made Mari’s who being cry out in happiness.
Murano watched with wide eyes, and for the first time since meeting Martin and feeling his Praetorian resonance echo outwards, complete understanding came to him. He now knew without question why his dear friend and mentor Sumar had done what he did. Binding himself and their people so tightly to these Lycavorians. He could feel it within all of them now. And while he didn’t understand why he could feel the full effect, it still filled Murano, swarmed around him and made him feel reborn. Murano didn’t question it this time. No… Murano embraced it and relished in the sense of freedom and purpose it brought to him. Very soon he would discover why he could feel it as he could.
They watched as Andro slowly got to his feet and lowered his hands. His azure eyes had returned to their normal state, the thick black ring surrounding the pupil, and ever so gripping in their normal brightness. His dual wolf fangs were still fully exposed however, and Murano watched as he took a deep breath and exhaled heavily. In that final exhale of air, all the savage hate and rage and desire to extract vengeance upon Dante Moran left Androcles as liquid flowed over a waterfall and was carried away. It was as if a strong, cool breeze had swept across him in a still room and carried those emotions into the wind as it passed.

Andro looked up above him, not at anyone in particular, but his eyes stared at the ceiling of the corridor for a second and a small smile split his face confusing those who were watching him so intently. He reached for the one person no one else had yet detected. 

[Vinxa.] He whispered the words fluently in the Darastrixi language. [Vinxa] (Thank you)

PRALOR CORVETTE

HOLDING ON STARBOARD WING OF INQUISITOR 


Sarlana smiled behind her closed eyes and felt the peace wash over her once more. She wasn’t aware that Conlar and the others were staring at her intently, for she had been echoing soft words that none of them could understand while she stood in the cockpit.


[We have… we have so much to talk of Dahakoan.] Sarlana spoke. [So much to reveal and so many decisions to make.]


[And we will make them.] Andro’s deep voice filled her mind causing her to lift her arms and clutch herself in happiness. [I have… Dorian and I have so many questions.]


[And I will answer all that I am able. Just as I told your father I would.] Sarlana told him. [My only… my only purpose now is to serve you. Guide you. Though I dare say, after what you have just done, hiding your true purpose, my guidance many not be needed. It was a masterful performance Dahakoan.]

[No. You serve no one.] Andro told her confidently. [And your knowledge and guidance will be very welcome.]


[Then I will have this wonderful pilot you gifted me with take me to your ship and I will await you and Dorian and the other Dahakoan there.] Sarlana said. [We have time Dahakoan, but do not… do what you must to bring this to an end Androcles Leonidas, but there are others who need us as well.]


[I will remember.] Andro said. [And we will speak soon.]

Sarlana’s emerald green eyes opened slowly and the smile remained. His presence and that of Dorian’s and the other Vrrarhoinpa Dahakoan were far more powerful than she had ever anticipated, and it filled her with new found hope and resolve.


“Sarlana?” Conlar asked as he reached out and took her arms.


Sarlana opened her eyes fully and smiled at him. “I am fine.” She stated. She turned to Mal’ita. “Young lady… I have done what I needed. You may take us to your ship with your Prince’s blessing.”


Mal’ita’s eyes grew wide. “You… you spoke with him?” She gasped.


Sarlana nodded her head. “They have succeeded in their task. I will trouble you no more child.” Sarlana took Conlar’s hand and urged him towards the rear, his eyes full of questions. “Come Conlar… let us remove ourselves so that they can do their job without our distraction.”

 
Mal’ita shook her head quickly and looked at her flight crew as Sarlana and Conlar disappeared into the back. “Carians… sometimes those who are able to Mindvoice scare me to no end.” She gasped.

Leeta couldn’t help but smile and nod her head in agreement. “No arguments here.” She stated.


“Suraie… get us to SPARTA'S WRATH before someone else changes their minds.” Mal’ita said. “I just wish for this day to be over.”


Suraie chuckled as she turned back to her controls. “Admiral O’Connor did warn us that serving with the Crown Prince and so many members of the Leonidas family would be an adventure beyond any we have ever had.” She said.

“Insure we have that gold plated so we can hang it on our bulkhead.” Leeta spoke from her station. “We can look at it and remind ourselves we volunteered for this posting every time something strange happens.”

INQUISITOR


Andro dropped his head and looked at Murano. “It worked.” He said.


“What worked?” Dorian asked as he looked between them. “What is Yuri talking about? What diversion?”


Murano nodded. “Given what Yuri told us concerning Dante it only made sense. Did you…?”


Andro nodded slowly. “And more evil a resonance I have never felt. I see and understand why grandfather did what he did.” He said softly.


Murano gripped his arm tightly. “You… you and your father; Dorian, Deion and Jomann, you make me proud to call myself a Praetorian Androcles. As your father knew you would.”


Andro nodded his head to him. “We have much still to do.” He said turning and seeing Eliani step up to him, her green eyes alive with sisterly love and adoration.


Eliani reached up to place her hand to the side of his helmet. “Andro you…”


Andro smiled at her. “Do what you need to do to insure this ronnus does not die just yet sister. No more than that.” He told her. “I will not have you soil your presence with his for very long.”


Eliani looked down at Dante Moran. “As little as possible?” She asked.


Andro nodded. “Only enough to keep him alive for a few days longer.”


Eliani nodded her head. “Avoi.” She stated. 



Andro tapped his jaw. “KertaGai… Carisia… Sehri… Lu'ria… SirsanGai… all of you are…”


“We are secure Saradasaar!” Sadi’s voice answered instantly for all of them. And it was a voice filled with love and desire for the man they cherished. “All of us! The follow on forces from Armen are landing even as we speak! He had them holding in three STRIKERS and a MENKLA just outside the shield grid under shroud.”


It was Normya’s voice that broke into all of their implants and finally broke the tension and rush of combat that still surrounded them. “Andro… fervon… you really need to come up with something to call them that does not require you to say all of their names!” She stated ever calmly. “As with father… it takes too long when you inquire of them or their health.” 


This caused all of them to laugh gently and Eliani elbowed her brother in the ribs. Andro shook his head in embarrassment. 

“Sadi… have a single detachment of Durcunusaan proceed directly to my position. Half to secure the rest of this deck. There are still those who are resisting. The other half is to take Dante Moran back to SPARTA'S WRATH and insure he is held in solitary confinement. Have Bren and Famus see to it as they have already been briefed. The rest you may deploy how you and Yuri see fit to secure the entire ship.”

“Understood.” Sadi answered instantly. 


“Armen… are you monitoring?” Andro asked.


-Affirmative-


“The STRIKER that is carrying Yuri and Pa'cour’s elven wife Nameia to the High Coven capital. Burst a secure transmission for them to hold their position. I have something I want to discuss with Yuri before they proceed.” Andro ordered him.


-Done-

“Armen… set up a defensive perimeter with APOC Drones and RAPTORS. Any ship that enters your established perimeter without permission from you, and is not of Union designation, destroy them immediately. No warnings Armen. Just obliterate them completely. We can not risk that Moran’s followers did not get some message and come to investigate.” Andro told him.


-I am already launching APOC Drones. RAPTORS will join with them in three minutes- Armen answered causing Andro to look at Murano in surprise.


Murano shrugged his broad shoulders. “Avatar 41 was much like this. He could almost predict what Sumar would do. He is like this with your father now.”


Andro shrugged as well. “Deion?”

“I am here fervon.” Deion’s voice answered instantly.


“Lady Mari?” Andro asked.


Neither Andro or Murano saw Deion look down at where Mari still resided within his embrace. “She is fine.” He stated with a smile to her that they could not see.


“Mari?” Murano questioned as he tapped his jaw now as well.


“I am fine Uncle.” She answered. “Just as Deion has said.”


Andro saw Murano breathe a sigh of relief and he continued. “Set up a defensive position around the bridge with Pa'cour’s Immortals and your team fervon.” Andro told him. “No one is to enter the bridge without direct permission from you, myself or Yuri and Pa'cour. For any reason. Contact grandfather Riall on our secure family channel and give him the coordinates for Moran’s remaining forces. He and Admiral Pontal will want to work quickly. And have Lady Mari download any information from their computer banks that she is able to access. Yuri… you and Pa'cour join me on deck two. Is there a lounge or conference room of some sort on this deck?”


“Yes.” Yuri answered immediately. “If you are still near Dante’s quarters then there is a large conference room on the port side near section nine.” Yuri answered him. “What are you planning Androcles?”


“We will find it. You and Pa'cour meet me there in one hour and we will discuss what I have in mind.” Andro said.


“And Robert?” Yuri asked hesitantly.


“It is his future, or lack thereof, that we will discuss.” Andro told her. “For now… secure him in whatever bindings you feel are appropriate. His comfort or condition is not my concern as long as he lives for now Yuri.”


“Well… he will not awake anytime soon after the beating that Lisisa gave to him… but I will make certain he is secure.” She spoke with some humor. “Androcles… did we… did we lose anyone?” The change in her voice was noticeable by all.

“The gods were with us this day.” Andro answered her. “We have done the unthinkable and did it with no injuries.”


Once more they all heard Yuri sigh. “L’phraktos dumo udossa.” She spoke. “Pa'cour and I will join you shortly.”


Andro looked at Murano. “Will you assist Bren and Famus with this piece of garbage when they arrive?” He asked.

Murano nodded. “With pleasure.”


Andro looked at Dorian. “Take Daio and Torian and search his quarters for anything that could be useful Dori. Moran’s as well. Anything fervon… anything that could help us as well as Narice and Arrarn.” He told him. “Then join with me, Yuri and Pa'cour. And bring Sheva and Onera.”


Dorian nodded. “I’m on it.” He said motioning Daio and Torian to follow him.


Andro turned to Jomann now. “Take Brendi to this conference room and have her work her magic on the computer in there. Same order as Lady Mari.” He said. “Eli and I will join you there when we are done and Dante has been secure.”


Jomann nodded and took Brendi’s hand without question. Eliani stepped up to Brendi and brazenly leaned up on her tip toes and kissed her fiercely. It was a sensual kiss that Brendi Faith very much returned with equal emotion. Eliani drew back after a moment and looked at her with smiling eyes. “Watch out for him Saarrieemeran. He can be sneaky.”

Brendi nodded to her, dark brown eyes alive with new emotions and feelings. “I will.”


Andro turned to Murano as Jomann led Brendi off and Eliani stepped close to her brother once more. She looked at him as he spoke.


“Murano… there is something we need to speak of.” Andro said. “This remains with the three of us. At least for now.”


Murano instantly detected the cautionary tone in his voice and he also knew that if only his sister Eliani was included in this information then it was probably not very good. Or at least could mean problems in the future. Murano had come to discover that Sadi and his mates aside, Andro trusted his sisters Zarah and Eliani with information and knowledge that no others were aware of. It was not something that Androcles did consciously for he trusted all of his siblings completely. With Eliani however, it was because she was born in a very emotional time for their parents and like him, she had memories imprinted on her that their other siblings did not for their parents had not yet to learn to control what they passed to their children at the time. He knew well why Androcles felt as he did for his sister Zarah for Andro had shown him all that had taken place during that time and the connection they now shared because of it. 
Eliani and Zarah Leonidas alone, among all of their siblings, rarely if ever thought any differently about things than their brother. According to Martin and all of their mothers, Eliani, Zarah and Andro hardly ever disagreed with one another about how to conduct themselves in any given situation.

“Talk to me.” Murano told him.

 
“Our detachment was directed here by Crown Princess Sadi. I contacted you immediately Princess.” The Immortal told Yuri and Pa'cour as he stood in front of them. Yuri noted that he did not hesitate to share this information and this was only another sign that she and Pa'cour had come a long way from only a year ago. “She wanted us to insure that Moran did not hold any prisoners that we might not be aware of.” He turned his head back to the interior of the cell, the force field now gone. “We found her.” His dark eyes were hard when he turned back to her. “Princess… they… they fed on her like she was a piece of meat. Used her! And they filmed it all!” He stated motioning to the bank of monitors. “I ask… I ask that you do not… I wish to kill them all! I wish to…”

Yuri reached out and put her hand on his arm. “Calm yourself Em'cer.” Yuri said softly. “Their fates are already sealed.”


The huge Immortal, nearing six foot five in height and well over two hundred and thirty pounds nodded his head. “As you say Princess.”


“You are Ma'dur’s oldest?” Yuri asked him.


The Immortal met her eyes. “Yes Milady.”


“I have asked your father to stop calling me that.” Yuri said with a smile. “I see he has passed it on to his sons.”

“While he stands as your Guardian he will always refer to you in this way Princess.” Em'cer told her. “As will we all.”

Yuri stepped closer to the open cell, fighting down the urge to vomit at the stench that assaulted her senses. Unwashed body odor and the distinct smell of old blood. The woman was curled into as small a position as she could get, her legs drawn up to her chest. She wore only the ragged remains of a fleet uniform that had been torn in almost every way and which she had managed to tie and cover herself as much as was possible. Yuri’s dark eyes grew a little wider when she saw the long blond hair and the face of the young woman and she moved quickly to kneel in front of her. 


The young woman tried to push further back against the bulkhead as she saw Yuri move closer. Her stunning green eyes were filled with undisguised fear and pain and Yuri felt a flash of anger within her.


“Please… please.” The young woman croaked out the words. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! You… you were right! I… I don’t want to hurt anymore! Please…”


Recognition filled Yuri as she realized this was the young woman Robert had taken into his bed even while she had been healing in a Blood Vat. No doubt she had done this with promises from Robert of advancing her career and power. It was not something uncommon within the High Coven, at least before. Pontal and Narice would see that it no longer was an issue in the future.


“What… what is your name?” Yuri asked her.


“I… please Princess… I am sorry!” The young woman stammered. “I don’t… I don’t want to die! I don’t want to endure this anymore!”


“I am not going to hurt you child.” Yuri said softly. “What… what is your name?”


The young woman’s blue eyes gazed at her. “As… Ashuna.” She finally spoke.


“Robert… Robert did this to you?” Yuri asked.


“He was… once he recovered from the wounds you gave him… he was… he was crazed with anger.” She spoke softly. “So… so violent and… he hurt me. When I… when I refused to… to let him have my ass he beat me! He beat me and then gave me to his sick, perverted son! I tried to… I tried to fight but…” Yuri’s hand was shaking in rage as she reached out and placed it on Ashuna’s shoulder.

“You do not need to…” She started to speak.


“He gave me to these pigs!” Ashuna screamed. “He gave me to them and he laughed when he did it!” The tears came then as she shook her head vigorously as if trying to rid the memories from her head. “He laughed… he laughed at me.” She sobbed as she fell into Yuri’s arms as a child would reach for their parent when in pain.


Yuri slid to her butt as she pulled the young woman into her arms and held her tightly while Ashuna’s entire body shook in shame and humiliation.


“Yuri my wife?” Pa'cour asked moving into the cell now.


Yuri looked at him with tears coming from her own eyes now. “Go husband.” She said softly. “Leave us. Tell Androcles I will join you as soon as I am able. This… this is my fault Pa'cour. What she has endured is my fault.”


“You can not hold yourself accountable for that animal’s crimes Yuri.” Pa'cour told her gently.


Yuri shook her head slowly. “No… this one I must. I… I left her here when I should have taken her with us.” She told him. “Go… I will follow shortly my love. Leave Em'cer with me. I will follow soon.”


Pa'cour was silent for a moment and then squeezed her shoulder in knowing fashion and rose to his feet. He stepped back outside the cell and looked at Em'cer, the young Immortal’s eyes filled with anger and something Pa'cour knew well.


“Remain with her Em'cer. She is now your charge.” He said. 
Em'cer glanced back into the cell and then turned back to Pa'cour a new determination in his dark eyes. “I will see to it.” He spoke.

“When they are ready…” Pa'cour said. “When they are ready, take this young woman to one of Eliani’s Hadarian Healers. There is one in the landing bay setting up a triage center even now. No one is to see her like this Em'cer and no one else is to treat her.”


Em'cer nodded. “As you order.” 


Pa'cour turned back once more and saw Yuri rocking her back and forth and he took a deep breath. Her actions only served to reinforce Pa'cour’s love for Yuri to new levels. And he would show this to her when they were once more alone.

BLOOD REVERENCE CLASS DREADNOUGHT

BLOOD OF HONOR 

ADMIRAL PONTAL’S COMMAND SHIP 


THREE LYS FROM UZU OZEIB 7


Pontal groaned as the intercom in his personal quarters continued to buzz insistently. He felt the weight of Victoria’s arm lift from his bare chest and her sleepy voice filled his ears.


“Answer it Pontal.” She told him. “It could be something important.”


Pontal turned his head and looked at her face, her dark eyes alive and always so bright. “You are important.” He said.


Victoria smiled at him. “As you showed me for five glorious hours last night.” She told him smacking her full lips in response. “Duty calls however.”


Pontal grumbled as he threw back the light sheet. “Sometimes I hate that word intensely.” He stated as he rose to his feet naked and padded across to the small desk that occupied their quarters. He stabbed his finger down on the COM panel. “I asked not to be disturbed OD.”


“Admiral… my apologies sir… but we are receiving an Alpha Priority transmission. It is encrypted sir… and it bears the Command Codes of Deion Leonidas.”


Pontal’s eyes grew slightly wider. “I will be there in three minutes.” He stated. He turned from the desk as he saw Victoria push herself up on the bed now.


“Pontal… why would the brother of Androcles Leonidas be contacting you?” She asked.


“I don’t know. Cloth yourself my wife. Let us find out.” He said as he reached for his uniform pants.

Pontal strode onto the bridge of his ship holding tightly to Victoria’s hand. Since the day he had taken her as his wife and made her a vampire, she had become a frequent visitor to the bridge. Pontal’s crew was handpicked and utterly loyal to him and Narice. Victoria may have been human once, but the crew of the BLOOD OF HONOR quickly came to regard her as the catalyst for the path all of them had chosen. She was treated like royalty on this ship and in most cases; her orders were followed as if they had come from their beloved Admiral himself. She had quickly asserted herself after becoming his wife and now she was in total charge of the entire medical deck on their ship. She cared for them as if they were all her children and this had earned her untold respect and honor.


“Speak to me!” Pontal declared as Victoria moved to the side out of the way as she always did.


“Deion Leonidas is standing by Admiral!” The OD spoke.


“Main holo disc!” Pontal barked. “Let’s see it.”


The disc came alive with the face of a handsome young man, one who looked remarkably like his father and brothers. His dark eyes were alive and all of them could see movement in the background. Among them several women and several Immortals. All of them were sitting at stations on a bridge that looked like their own. Deion’s face shone with a thin film of sweat and Pontal was certain he saw blood stains on his body armor.

“Admiral Pontal?” Deion’s voice echoed.


“I am Pontal Prince Deion.” He answered respectfully.


Deion looked almost embarrassed. “My brothers and I send our regrets for having to disturb you at this hour Admiral. I know it is still very early where you are.”


Pontal waved it off. “If you are contacting me on behalf of your brother then it must be important.” He stated. “What can I do for you?”


“Actually sir… I am going to do something for you.” Deion told him. They watched as he turned his head in the transmission. “Mari?”

“Transmitting.” The female voice spoke from outside the cone of the transmission.


Deion turned back to look at Pontal. “Admiral… I am sending you an encrypted data burst sir. On it you will find the coordinates for the ships that follow Robert Moran. Androcles would like for you and my grandfather to put your heads together and remove whatever threat that they might pose. I have already spoken to my grandfather and he is standing by to receive your transmission when we are done.”

Pontal’s eyes were wide as his aide handed him the data pad. “I… I don’t understand.” He gasped. “How did you… how did you get this information?”


Deion’s grin was infectious. “We sort of stopped in for an unscheduled visit with Moran and his ronnus son.” He answered. “It wasn’t pleasant. Well… at least for them anyway.”

“I’m not sure I follow.” Pontal spoke.


Pontal’s aide stepped up to him with wide eyes. “Admiral… he is transmitting from the bridge of the INQUISITOR!” The man gasped.


Pontal’s eyes darted back and forth between his aide and Deion who still wore that odd grin. “You… you have taken his ship?” He finally stammered. “How… how is that possible?”


“A little bit of luck and a whole lot of crazy.” Deion answered. “Andro wanted me to tell you that Moran and Dante are now in our custody. You and our grandfather are free to roll up the remaining forces loyal to him. Word will spread quickly sir; Andro suggests you act within the next few hours.”


“You… you conducted an assault of his ship while out of space dock!” Pontal exclaimed. “But… but that is unheard of!”


“For the moment Andro would like to keep the details to ourselves.” Deion answered. “He will be making a full report to you and Narice as soon as he is able, but for the moment we will keep the details quiet as I said.” Deion glanced out of the transmission once more, nodded and then turned back. “Forgive me sir… but I must go now. The data burst contains all the information you will need to bring Moran’s forces to heel. Andro will be contacting you soon I’m sure.”

Pontal blinked when the transmission ended abruptly and he looked at the pad in his hand. He felt Victoria’s hands grasp his arm and he looked at her and saw shock in her own eyes.


“Husband?” She spoke in wonder. “Pontal… is it possible?”


“Admiral! Incoming transmission from Admiral Riall! Priority One!” The voice echoed.


Pontal felt the smile split his lips and he squeezed her hands. “Apparently it is my lovely wife. Apparently it is!”

INQUISITOR

“… truly lost your minds!” Deia raged within the transmission as she glared at Andro and her nieces and nephews in the room with him. It had been going on for the last few minutes and to Murano and Mari and the others who had never seen Deia worked up before it was very amusing.

“Tenna… we were successful and no one is hurt.” Andro told her calmly.


“Son vada carians Androcles Leonidas!” Deia continued. “This has got to be the most malda thing you have ever done! Even your igord father has never done something so brash and reckless!”


Andro turned and looked at Eliani and Dorian sitting with Deion and Lisisa. “A little help here.” He said.


Eliani held up her hands in mock defeat. “Nope! This is all you fervon.” She told him with a smile. “This was your idea and…”


“And yet you went along with him Eli!” Deia barked silencing Eliani and making her look away sheepishly. “All of you! He has corrupted all of you! Your father has finally done it! He has succeeded in his efforts to drive me completely off the deep end by corrupting all of you and making you just as malda as he is!”


“Tenna… it was an opportunity that came up and we took it.” Andro stated calmly. 


Deia thrust her finger at him angrily. “Don’t you… don’t you dare preach to me about opportunity and need Androcles Leonidas! You are the Crown Prince of the Union! You cannot act as your father would act!”


“My father would have done the same thing given the intelligence we had.” Andro said.


“That is the problem!” Deia screamed. “You are too much like him!”


“And that is why you love us so.” Andro said with a smile.


Deia glared at him from within the transmission but his words had the effect on her that he knew they would. She settled back in her chair once more and took a deep breath. “This is going to… this is going to set the Netnews on fire mandri.” She stated softly. “We… we never imagined we would catch them so soon.”


“And we would not have…” Andro told her. “If not for Yuri and Pa'cour.”


Deia looked at him. “What… what do you wish of me Andro?” She asked.


“Twelve hours tenna.” Andro said. “Wait twelve hours and then release this information to the Netnews worms. By then grandfather and Admiral Pontal will have rolled up the forces that were aligned with Moran and I will have put together a full report and Dilaen will have sent it to you. She and Thomas were monitoring everything from our TAP cameras and no doubt will have extensive footage. She knows what she can send to you that can be released to the public.”


Deia nodded. “What else?”


“I only wanted to make you aware tenna.” Andro said. “The rest of my intentions you already know.”

Deia gazed at him intensely. “You… you make him pay for every finger he laid upon your sister Andro.” Deia snarled softly. “Make him feel every iota of pain he caused her before you send his cursed soul to jorbhe.”


Andro nodded his head slowly. “That is my intent tenna.” 


Deia nodded her head. “I will inform everyone here what has taken place. You will be continuing on to the Beta Quadrant?”


Andro nodded once more. “I spoke with Deni just before we began our assault. Things there are tense at the moment. They are being watched and he has moved them from Austrova to the Protectorate homeworld. It is safer… but the OSG has fingers everywhere it seems.”


“Are they in danger?” Deia asked.


“That is why I am going to finish up what I need to here within the next day.” Andro told her. “I will contact you again just before we depart.”


Deia stood up. “I have much to do.” She said. “Dilaen’s report with be forthcoming?”


“Within the next few hours I imagine. You know how efficient she is.” Andro replied.


“Go with the gods mandri.” Deia said. “All of you.”


“And you tenna. And you.”


Deia ended their transmission and Andro turned to look at the others in the room. The conference room was medium sized, a dozen chairs surrounding the polished metal table. The air in the room smelled slightly of smoke, but Yuri and the other vampires were able to remove their masks on this deck and had done so eagerly.

“That went well.” Andro spoke with a grin causing his brothers and sisters to laugh softly.


“She rants at father just as passionately fervon.” Deion spoke. “You know that better than any of us.”


Andro nodded his head. “Yes she does.” He looked at them. “Ok… where do we stand?” He asked.


“The ship is ours completely.” Pa'cour was the first to speak. “The last two teams of Durcunusaan and our Immortals combined their forces and will finish sweeping the last deck within thirty minutes. Everyone who was outside of a room or work area has been moved into one and the doors sealed. All computer functions, no matter how small, have been routed to the main bridge or engineering. They will be able to do nothing. If there are any die hard supporters of Moran among them, they will be helpless.”


Yuri leaned forward in her chair in front of Pa'cour. “Androcles… what did you mean when you said this meeting pertained to Robert in some manner?”

Andro moved around the table and went to the counter where he poured himself a glass of cold water that had been brought in by several teams of Eli’s medics. He lifted the glass to his lips and took a long pull before turning back and moving up beside Dorian.


“During my… encounter with Dante… several images flashed from his thoughts and I was able to detect them.” Andro explained. “I now know who among the Ventash'ma have been helping Moran, and they may lead us to others who plot against Narice.”


Yuri’s eyes grew wide and she came to her feet. “We must… we must warn her!” She stated quickly.


Andro lifted his hand. “From what I was able to see… they have only provided peripheral support Yuri. And only because Moran’s hardcore supporters on Uzu Ozeib 7 have threatened murder their families and to expose them to Narice and accuse them of crimes they have not committed.”


“You are certain?” Yuri asked more sedately.


Andro nodded. “Believe me… if it was something else or if their assistance had caused injury or death I would not be bringing this to you. Everything I saw… they were only trying to protect those close to them. I cannot find fault with that.”


Yuri returned to her chair and Andro could see her mind racing behind her dark eyes. The old Yuri would not have hesitated and she would have ordered them executed instantly. This Yuri was not the same woman and he knew that. She looked up finally and met his eyes. “Part of me… part of me wants to have them punished for even putting Narice in harm’s way even a little bit. She is the only hope for the Coven to move forward.”

“And now mother?” Carisia asked her softly.


Yuri shook her head. “I can understand why they have been driven to do this.” She said meeting Andro’s gaze. “To protect those I love from a monster… I would do the same.”


Andro nodded. “As would I. Any of us in this room. And so would my father.” He told her.


“What do you suggest Androcles?” Pa'cour spoke. “Moran cannot be allowed to escape… or go unpunished for his crimes! Any of them!”


Andro turned and took the data pad from Sadi and slid the pad across the table to Yuri. “And he won’t.” He stated firmly. “This is what I suggest. If you and Pa'cour agree… I can make it happen within the hour and it will only delay Nameia by two hours at most. Everything will be ready when they arrive. And only Arrarn and Cha'talla will know everything.”


Everyone saw Yuri’s face relax and the smile begin to form on her lips. Pa'cour was leaning over her shoulder and he too had bright eyes and a smile could be seen on his thin lips. Yuri lifted her eyes to his face.


“M’ranndii?” She questioned.


Pa'cour met her gaze and nodded his head. “I very much approve.” He told her.


Yuri looked at Andro. “So do I.” She said.


“It will require a message from you.” Andro said. “It is the only way to truly make this work Yuri… and allow Narice to lead them into the future.” He moved closer to her. “And I know that is what you want as well, for your first thought would not have been for Narice when I told you.”

Yuri nodded her head slowly. “I know.” She said. “And it is what I want Androcles for I will say what is in my heart.”


Andro nodded his head. “I will send for Dilaen and Thomas.” He said beginning to turn away.


“And Dante?” Yuri asked watching him stop and slowly turn back to face her. “Xaxon?”


Andro looked at Murano who had pushed off the wall when she spoke his name. “You knew my intent going into this Yuri.” Andro said firmly. “Your son’s fate is already sealed. As is Xaxon’s. Nothing will stop that.”


“He is not my son!” Yuri told him just as firmly as she stood up once more. “I birthed a monster! I created that monster! And I will see that monster destroyed with the vile essence of the beast Xaxon who forced me to be someone I was not! Do not… do not take that away from me Andro! Not now!”

Androcles turned slightly and looked at Murano but it was Carisia’s hands on his arm that turned his focus. He gazed into her dazzling maya blue eyes as Sadi, Lu'ria, Ne'Veha and Sehri surrounded her in unified support without hesitation. 


“For the future Andro my love. A future for all of us. Free of the past and all the horror it brought to us.” Carisia spoke softly. “For me.”


“For me Andro.” Lisisa spoke now as she stood up.


“For me fervon.” Deion spoke from where he stood, Mari beside him.


“For all of us.” Sehri said instantly as she gripped Carisia’s arm tightly.


Andro watched all of them stand up with firm resolve in their eyes and on their faces. He turned once more and looked at Murano and Andro could see the pride swelling within his chest as he nodded.


Andro turned back to Yuri. “It will… it will not be pleasant Yuri. I cannot bring myself to show mercy for him. Not after what he did.” He said gently. 


“And I would not allow you to show mercy Androcles Leonidas.” Yuri said firmly. “Not now.”


Andro nodded slowly. “So be it. We depart for Ukwav in one hour and…” The wrist COM on Andro’s forearm began to beep insistently and Andro lifted his arm. “Armen?” He answered knowing only he would contact him on this channel for they had already planned for it.


-I am receiving the signal Androcles- Armen told him. –It is nearly over and he has initiated the coded frequency-


Andro stepped away from Carisia and the others, surprising all of them. “Armen… you have my signal locked?” Andro demanded.

-Affirmative-


“Engage the STS teleport!” Andro barked. “Now!”


Gasps of stunned surprise erupted from everyone as Andro’s entire body was engulfed within the bluish white field and in seconds he was gone. All of them turned quickly to where Sadi and the others staggered against each other.


Murano was the first to reach Sadi and he grabbed her arms to steady her. “Sadi… what is going on?”


Sadi gripped one of his arms and reached for Carisia with the other. She looked at him, her jungle green eyes wide.


“Something… something is happening where Martin and the others are!” She gasped. “We must… we must get back to SPARTA'S WRATH! Now!”

