CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX (PART II)

UZU OZEIB 7

PRIVATE MILITARY TERMINAL

SIX KILOMETERS OUTSIDE CAPITAL OF YDARE


It was brutally early and Narice was certainly not in the best of moods at the moment. The military officer interrupting her peaceful sleep was the main cause of that. She may have been vampiric and therefore did not need as much sleep as say a human for example, but Narice still did enjoy her down time. And it was even better when she was wrapped within Arrarn’s powerful embrace under the sheets of their bed, with Toria nestled between them, just as they had been when the junior officer made the call. That it was Cha'talla who ordered him to contact Narice did not make it any better. Narice and Toria Leonidas both found that they treasured the moments in their bed beside their beloved Arrarn. Half elf though he was, his Lycavorian blood was certainly dominant, as was the heat put off by his body because of that blood. It was a heat that both Narice and Toria could not get enough of now when lying beside him. It had not been as noticeable on Earth because of the more temperate climate the planet now had since the Sky Fire, but here on Uzu Ozeib 7 it was very telling because of the lower mean temperature during the night time hours. Most of those nights they simply talked of what they had done that day, but there were also the nights that had been filled with torrid desire and lovemaking that went on for hours. It still amazed Narice what he could do to her, what Toria could do to her, what both of them could make her feel. It was also an attention and desire she returned a hundred fold for both of them. They both preferred when they were wrapped around his powerful body and he was making them cry out in ecstasy, but for the moments when Arrarn was not with them, they were not shy about expressing the love, desire and want for each other that had originally brought them together.   


Narice and Arrarn had been working non-stop since their return from Earth and the conference with the Kavalian Rebels. Toria had travelled to fully a quarter of the planet in the last weeks coordinating the reorganization efforts of Admiral Pontal and Arrarn as they began the job of restricting the entire High Coven military. Toria had taken the point on this because of her skills and the fact that she was now widely recognized as the Blessed Wife to Narice and Arrarn. This unique arrangement had been fully accepted by the vast majority of the younger generation while the older generation of vampires had a harder time accepting it. This did not stop them from honoring her position and role for they knew that many of the old ways had no place in the future Narice was creating for them. 

Narice found that while all of the Ventash’ma agreed with what she had done, a few of them were willing to offer even more in order to redirect the attention of the Kavalians away from the High Coven. Narice and a few others knew that their attention had been diverted long before she had offered the Kavalian Rebels any High Coven support and equipment. The Kavalians had lost interest in the High Coven the moment Pian had made his announcement of the forming of a Kavalian free government. 

There were still those older High Coven families that were angered by her public decision to dismiss the long standing law in regards to succession. Her words had been simple but very much direct and to the point. Narice had made a very public statement that she was the wife and mate to Arrarn Leonidas, a name she now carried with immense pride and love and she had no intention of ever following the old High Coven law requiring her to take a Pureblood vampire as her husband in order to produce a pureblood heir to the High Coven. Toria was equally her wife and lover and would always bear the name Leonidas as well now. Narice would share her bed with no man who was not Arrarn Leonidas ever and any children that she and Toria gave birth to in the future would be Arrarn’s children and only his. And they would bear the name Leonidas proudly. Narice knew that this statement and her decision to help the Kavalians had not gone over well with many older pureblood families, but she also knew it needed to be done in order to help secure the future going forward.

Narice turned slightly as her three member Immortal security detachment parted and Toria stepped between them with a nod. Cha'talla had chosen all those who protected her and Toria personally and his son Lynom was head of that detail with his half elven wife As’hia. She did not like having all the security because she was as equally deadly as she was beautiful, but even she had to admit the precarious nature of things right now and the fact that Deneth and Arrarn would not always be around to insure her safety.

Toria came right up to her and Narice took her hands. “Did you find out anything?” Narice asked.

Toria shook her head. “No one is talking. The entire hanger is locked down and we are waiting for a ship to land.”

“A ship?” Narice asked. “What ship?”

“It’s a STRIKER Mark II.” Arrarn’s voice caused both of them to turn as he came up behind them with Cha'talla following close on his heels. “All we know right now is it is from Andro and it came from his ship. The Mark IIs have not fully replaced our regular STRIKERs, which means this must be something important.”

Narice’s eyes grew a little wider. “The new ship? SPARTA’S WRATH?” She stammered.

Arrarn nodded his head. “It has several passengers on it but aside from that we know nothing other than it is travelling with Andro’s command authorization. Which means he knows who is on it.”

“He did not contact you Cha'talla?” Toria asked as she stepped closer to Narice.

Cha'talla shook his head. “All Dilaen said was that I would understand when they arrived here.” He told them. Cha’talla turned his head when they heard the mild gasp and saw several members of the Ventash’ma enter the hanger bay, drawing intent glares from both Deneth and Vollenth who rested by the entrance. Cha'talla had fallen quickly back into his role as protector and the thousands of Immortals who had remained on Uzu Ozeib 7 looked at him almost reverently now. He was the only living Immortal to have ever bonded with a dragon and that alone told them he was something far more than they had believed. Datarik led Anebal and Riara over to where they stood.

“Forgive us for being late Narice.” Datarik spoke as he glanced back once more at where Vollenth rested. “Cha'talla… I must say… your dragon does not seem to like us very much.”

Cha'talla smiled. “Have no fears Ventash’ma Datarik.” He spoke. “If Vollenth thought he could not trust you… none of you would have been allowed into the hanger.”

Datarik nodded his head. “I know.” He said with a small smile. He turned to Narice. “Do we know anything yet?

Narice shook her head. “No. Only that the ship was sent by Androcles with his command authorization.”

“It’s very odd for him to just do something like this out of the blue with no warning isn’t it?” Anebal asked looking at Arrarn. 

Arrarn shook his head. “Not really Lady Anebal.” He replied. “Andro isn’t exactly forth coming with all the facts at times. It is a trait that he inherited from our father and it drives our mothers crazy.”

Anebal smiled. “Yes… I can see where that would do it.”

They had refused vehemently when Arrarn addressed any of them by Ventash'ma, saying that he was true royalty and a Prince of the Union. Arrarn Leonidas had been raised far better than that however, and he simply began to refer to them as Lady and Sir whenever he spoke to them. He considered them to be his elders and deserving of his respect.

Words were impossible then as the alarm in the hanger bay began to sound and the main overhead doors began to open smoothly. All of them turned to watch as the sleek shape of the STRIKER Mark II lowered into view following perfectly the landing vector given to it by the ground crew in the tower of this hanger bay. It was Narice, Toria and Arrarn’s personal hanger and held their own regular STRIKER off to the side as well as several Long Range G9 Runners. It was staffed around the clock by supporters of Narice and all she was doing and guarded by both Immortals and exceptionally well trained High Coven commandos under Admiral Pontal.

The STRIKER Mark II shifted slightly before settling gently to the hanger floor. The roar began to recede instantly as the ship’s pilot cut power to the main engines and they began to power down swiftly. Cha'talla motioned with his hand and half a dozen Immortals took up cover positions directly to the rear of the ramp, with several Coven Commandos interspaced between them in case they had to wrap the shadows around them. These men and women had been training for weeks now for this tactic, enabling them to become a clear and unified fighting group. Both the Immortals and the Coven Commandos would now die to protect their comrades as well as their new Empress.

Narice and the other watched as an Immortal soldier darted up to their group and looked at Cha'talla. “General… it is a female sir. She is asking for you by name. She wishes to talk to you before they lower the ramp.”

Cha'talla took the portable COM unit and activated it. “This is Cha'talla.” He spoke. 

“Ah… General Cha'talla.” The female voice said pleasantly. “Pa’cour and Androcles instructed I ask for you first.” 

Cha'talla’s eyes grew wider. “Pa'cour!” He gasped aloud. 

“I have six Immortals under your brother’s command with me General.” The soft voice spoke. “I wish to insure that there is no confrontation with those Immortals among you. They have sworn to protect me and I do not wish to see any of them injured. We are not the enemy, nor have we captured this ship. Androcles sent us here to deliver a message. And give to you a gift.” 

“A gift?” Cha'talla asked.

“Have you wondered why you have not been able to reach Admiral Pontal recently?” The female voice asked.

“There has been no need to contact him.” Cha'talla answered. “What is going on?”

“Then you don’t know?”

“Know what?”

“Your assurance first General?” The woman spoke again.

“Of course!” Cha'talla answered.

“Is Empress Narice with you?” The voice asked. “And the Ventash'ma as Androcles requested?”

“I am here.” Narice answered before Cha'talla could get her to stop.

Cha'talla shook his head at her actions and saw her grin at him in response. She was just as intrigued ad the rest of them about what was happening. “The Ventash'ma are here as well.” He answered.

“Good.” The woman’s voice answered. “Then if you will insure no one is behind the ship we will lower the ramp. You may wish to call for a medical bed… or restraining cuffs… it is up to you.”

“What?” Cha'talla asked even as the ship’s ramp began to hum softly and lower. 

All of them turned to watch as the ramp came down smoothly to reveal three heavily armed Immortals standing openly at the top of the ramp. They could see three more behind them, two of whom seemed to be holding something between them. The first thing Cha'talla noticed was that all of these men had taken the serum and now looked as any of his men might look. A true Akruxian Immortal. He felt his heart jump a little for it meant that his brother had also embraced a new ideology just as T'lolt had told him he had. All of the Immortals also wore standard Union ArmorPly body armor, a surprise yes, but just another sign that perhaps one day their family could one day reunite.

Cha'talla’s eyes grew wider, as did all of their gazes as the slim hand pressed against the shoulder of one of the Immortals and he turned his head and looked down. Soft words were spoken and he bowed his head and stepped aside to allow the exquisitely stunning, blond haired elven female to move in front of them. The others spread out quickly in a standard defensive posture, obviously intent on protecting the elven female whatever the cost to them. Though they did not know her name, Nameia made her way down the ramp confidently when she saw first Cha'talla and Narice, and then the others with them. The Immortals followed behind and to the sides of her. That they were very well trained was obvious to even the most unskilled soldier and Cha'talla quickly tapped the inside of his wrist three times signaling Lynom and As'hia to stand down from where he had them wrapped within the shadows and ready to pounce. 

Nameia wore the standard Mark V ArmorPly given to her by the Union Quartermaster after tailoring it to fit her like a glove. Her long blond hair hung well below her shoulders and her blue eyes were bright and happy. Arrarn was the first to notice, followed quickly by Narice and Toria, that this elven female bore no indication in the least that she feared the Immortals she was with. She looked completely comfortable in fact. Exactly like those elven females Narice had seen on Kranek when they stopped there before returning here. She wore a Union K14 KM in a holster on her right thigh and though it looked odd on her small frame, she appeared to know it was there and how to use it.

Nameia strode across the short distance and stopped in front of Narice and Cha'talla. She bowed her head respectfully to Narice and looked at her.

“It is a true blessing to finally meet you Empress Narice.” She stated calmly.

Narice glanced at Arrarn and Toria before looking back to her. “You know me?” She asked. 

Nameia shook her head. “I know all about you.” She stated. “But no… regrettably we have never met.”

“Who are you and what are you doing here?” Cha'talla demanded.

Nameia did not seem intimidated in the least by his gruff nature and she only smiled up at him. “Pa'cour told me you did not like surprises.” She said with a smile. “Apparently he was right.”

“You speak of my brother as if you know him.” Cha'talla said.

“Know him?” Nameia said seductively. “Yes… I suppose you could say that. My name is Nameia and I am the Blessed Elven Wife of both Pa'cour and Yuri.”

Nameia knew the response this news would have and she was not disappointed. Their faces told her of the shock and disbelief they felt and she smiled even wider. She turned as the Immortal stepped up to her side.

“It appears Princess Yuri and Colonel Pa'cour were very correct in the reaction the news would have.” He told her as he held out the small holo transmitter to her.

Nameia chuckled softly. “Indeed they were Al’ten. Indeed they were.” She looked at Cha'talla. “Pa'cour and Yuri insisted that Al'ten and the others make the journey here with me. Being their Blessed wife does have its advantages I suppose. Al'ten and the others are very smart and well spoken.”

“You did manage to beat all of us in Tolarian Squares.” Al'ten told her with a smile.

Nameia chuckled. “I think you all let me win.” She said.

“Yuri Moran is no Princess of the High Coven! She is a war criminal and I demand on behalf of the Ventash'ma that she be brought to justice!” Riara snapped as he stepped forward. “You will tell us where she is at once.”

Nameia looked at him as did the young Immortal Al'ten and Narice could detect the ever so slight twitching of the elven female’s jaw in anger. She was still trying to process what the young woman had just told them. She found it so hard to believe, but this elven female had spoken with conviction and confidence when she had told them. As if it was the most natural thing in the world to her. Narice knew from experience that elven females were exceptionally blunt and very forward when it came to their sexuality, but once they had found something that was dear to them, they defended what they had and who they loved with vicious lethality.

“You are correct in that she is no longer a Princess of the High Coven…” Nameia told him harshly, but keeping her anger under control. “However… she is a Princess to us. Whatever crimes she may have committed while under the control of that abomination Xaxon do not matter to me. She and Pa'cour saved my life and the lives of half a dozen others from a future existence of rape and sexual slavery at the hands of Immortal mercenaries. They did so at great risk to themselves and without hesitation. I remained when they returned the others who were with me to Elear. I eventually found love in their arms.” Nameia glared at Riara now, her blue eyes showing simmering anger. “If you refer to her as a criminal in my presence again sir, vampire or not, I will tear out your eyes and feed them to you!”

Narice stepped forward and touched Riara’s arm. “Ventash'ma Riara… please.” Narice said. “She came under the orders of Androcles.”

Riara sobered instantly when he heard that and he turned to look at Arrarn. “Arrarn… is this possible?” He asked.

Arrarn nodded his head still trying to grasp everything as it was happening. “The ship is a Mark II STRIKER sir. The only way they could have got it is if Andro released it to them.”

Narice squeezed Riara’s arm and turned back to Nameia. “Why are you here?” She asked now. “And why all the secrecy?”

Nameia smiled at her patiently, all the anger from a moment ago gone from her eyes. “I have a message for you… and a gift.” She said. “Just as I said.”

“A gift?” Narice asked. “From who?”

Nameia leaned over and set the transmitter on the deck and stepped back. “I will let my Blessed Wife explain it to you.” She said as she tapped the holo disc and stepped back. 

Narice and the others nearly jumped back as the holo disc flared upon activation and then the life size image of Yuri was in the hanger bay with them. Standing beside her, towering over her really, was the broad shouldered and heavily muscled Immortal.

“Hello sister.” Yuri’s voice echoed in the bay as all noise had ceased and everyone was staring at the image of her in shock. 

“Pa'cour!” Cha'talla almost shouted.

“Cha'talla.” Pa'cour spoke as Yuri looked up at his face. “You are looking… you are looking well brother.” He said evenly, though it was obvious from his fidgeting that he was very nervous. 

Narice saw it first obviously.

Yuri’s eyes were so much brighter and filled with life. She watched her older sister smile up at the muscular Immortal and then take and squeeze his arm in her hands. The powerful aura of darkness that had permeated her being for so long, like a constant shadow on her face and body, it was now gone. Narice remembered Andro’s words on Earth to her that night. He said that this was not the Yuri she had known. He told her to trust him, something that Narice had never questioned. Looking at her sister, Narice could see what he was talking about. This was not the sister she had grown up knowing. This was the woman she had seen in very rare and unpredictable moments when Xaxon’s control of her must have slipped. This woman exuded confidence and calm, yet also the unfettered ability to hurt you in many different ways.

“Yuri?” Narice gasped now as she moved closer to the holo image of her sister.

“Narice!” Arrarn barked and reached for her arm.

Narice turned and looked at him. “It is a holo image Arrarn my love.” She told him. “It can’t hurt me.”

They all saw Yuri smile and take a deep breath as she looked at Narice. “I do not have the gifts that your brother and father do Arrarn Leonidas.” Yuri spoke calmly. “To be honest… I do not wish to have them. Believe me… I am not a threat to my sister.”

“So you say.” Arrarn answered defensively.

“Arrarn please!” Narice insisted before turning back to the image once more. “Yuri… Yuri what is… what is this all about?”

“It is exactly as Nameia has told you.” Yuri said looking at Nameia directly. “We miss you our elven wife.”

Nameia smiled warmly at the man and woman she had come to worship so completely. “You and our husband can make it up to me when I return.” Nameia spoke proudly.

“We intend to.” Yuri told her.

“As do I.” Nameia said brazenly.

Yuri smiled at her and Narice knew then it was no act. They had been raised by their mother to consider such relationships unnatural and taboo even though they discovered that Aikiro had partaken of such pleasures in secret and never told them. The old Yuri would have hissed and spat openly, unable to hide her disgust at such a relationship, yet now her older sister stood and gazed at the elven female with a look of desire and love. A look that Narice herself knew very well, for it was the same way she looked at Toria.

Narice watched as Yuri turned back to gaze at her. “You look breathtaking sister.” She said softly. 

“Yuri what is...?”

Yuri held up her hand causing Narice to stop speaking. “This is the only way we could facilitate this Narice. I knew that if I returned myself I would have been arrested and treated as the criminal I am.”

Riara opened his mouth to bark out that she was correct but stopped when he realized what she had said. He looked at Datarik and Anebal and saw both of them looking on with confused but interested expressions.

“I will not makes excuses for my actions through the years… there is nothing I can say to take back anything I may have done.” Yuri said. “Truthfully… there are many things I do not remember doing because Xaxon had such control over me. Ultimately however… I am the one responsible. The only thing I can do now is try to atone for whatever sins I have committed in the past and try to live the life I have embraced now. I have found with Pa'cour and Nameia what you discovered and embraced with Arrarn and Toria sister. There are things I must do first before returning there and facing the music as your father has said in the past Arrarn Leonidas. I have to do them… if only to… if only to put my own demons to rest.”

“Yuri… Yuri I don’t understand.” Narice said truthfully.

“I am not the Yuri you grew up seeing Narice.” Yuri told her evenly. “That woman died on Earth when Androcles killed me.”

“What?” Narice gasped in shock.

Yuri nodded her head. “I was foolish to think I could face him alone you know… well… Xaxon was foolish one to force that upon me. Between his claws and his teeth, Andro did a wonderful job of making sure I would bleed out in seconds. I died on that world and only Pa'cour’s love for me saved me.”

“Mother you…” The female voice spoke from out of the cone of the transmission.

Yuri shook her head. “Yes I do Onera.” She said. She looked at Narice. “You should meet someone.” She spoke holding out her hand. They all watched as the equally stunning half Immortal and half vampire female stepped up to Yuri without question. Holding tightly to her hand was Carisia which made it even more surreal. “Narice… this is Onera. She is… she is the fruit of the love that Pa'cour and I share. She is our daughter.”

The bright dark eyes looked at Narice and she smiled. “Ilninil Narice. It is a joy to finally meet you. Even in this transmission.” (Aunt)

Narice could only gawk at the transmission in disbelief. “You are… that isn’t possible.” She finally stammered.

Yuri smiled. “Not normally no.” She said. “But thanks to your mother Arrarn Leonidas… the infliction upon my body that would have killed Onera did not occur.”

“Yuri!” Narice gasped. “You had… you had Darpia Syndrome?”

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes. Anja gave to Nalavi the means to treat me much the same way she developed the treatment for Isabella. Using her work Nalavi was able to accelerate Onera’s growth within my womb and she came to join us before my womb could no longer sustain her. The accelerated hormones however… well they caused her to grow far faster than normal. Much as they did to your brother Dorian I understand Arrarn Leonidas.” Yuri looked at Onera and lifted her hand to stroke her cheek. “This is the result. She is beautiful isn’t she?”

“Mother?” Onera gasped and even in the transmission you could see her blush under her dark Immortal skin color. They all saw Carisia laugh and lean into her half sister affectionately.

“Narice…” Carisia spoke now. “Do you think I would be standing here if things were not so very different?”

Narice shook her head without question. “Never.” She said.

“I have found my true mother Narice. And so has Lucia. She was always here… but she just wasn't allowed to be herself.” Carisia told her. “Trust in me Ilninil Narice.” 

“That… that is not something I will ever question Carisia.” Narice told her.

Carisia nodded. “Good. Come sister… we are almost to Ukwav and we need to prepare.” She pulled Onera out of the transmission.

“Ukwav?” Cha'talla asked. “Why are you…?”

“It is a rather long but very exciting story Cha'talla.” Yuri told him with a semi-smile. “Suffice to say I will give you the short version. Roughly thirty hours ago Androcles led a rather risky and completely insane assault against Robert’s command ship. Pa'cour and I and many others took part in this assault. It was successful. If you have not yet heard from Admiral Pontal… it is because we gave the coordinates to him of Robert’s remaining traitorous forces. Enemies of the High Coven that you lead sister. I imagine that he and Admiral Riall are still cleaning up the garbage as Androcles called it.”

“That’s… that’s not… ussta yah Yuri how…” Narice couldn’t form coherent words at the moment. (My god)

“Nameia our love.” Yuri spoke again. “If you would have Al'ten deliver my gift to the Empress and members of the Ventash'ma who are present.”

Nameia didn’t blink and she motioned with her hand for the two Immortals to come forward. That they were dragging a large man between them was now obvious. They moved directly in front of the transmission of Yuri and unceremoniously dropped the body to the deck with a thump. Nameia motioned them back and stepped up to the inert figure, reaching out to take hold of the black hood that covered the head and yanking it off. The collective gasp that followed was loud enough to echo within the hanger bay, as was Narice’s rage filled scream of hate as she saw the bloody gagged mouth and dark eyes staring up at her. His once handsome face was deformed somehow now, his jaw and nose misshapen as if someone had beaten him severely, but those eyes glared at her with evil intent.

Narice didn’t hesitate for a single moment and unleashed all her anger and hate in one exceptionally powerful kick. The kick was for all the pain he had caused so many people she had come to love as dearly as she did Arrarn and Toria. It was more instinctual than she was used to, but Arrarn’s wilder and more instinctive nature was rubbing off on both her and Toria. The savage kick would have done far more damage had she been wearing her normal combat boots, but as it was the kick slammed squarely into Moran’s chest with a resounding thump. All of them heard Moran groan in agony and curl up into a ball on the floor of the hanger. Arrarn had to reach forward and wrap his arms around her petite form to keep her from continuing her assault.

“Narice no!” He hissed softly as she tried to pull away.

“I had Al'ten interrogate him on the trip there.” Yuri spoke once more when Arrarn had Narice securely within his embrace. “Everything that was in his twisted and feeble mind now belongs to me. This is your gift sister. When I woke up in Nalavi’s care and discovered that Xaxon’s presence had left me… my eyes were opened Narice. Opened to everything that had been going on, to include what he and mother were forcing upon me and doing so willingly. I should have drain him dry that night so long ago… I have no one to blame but myself for that foolhardy action… but now I will leave it to you to insure he meets the fate he so deserves.”

“What do you mean?” Cha'talla asked.

“Nameia has a data pad.” Yuri spoke and they watched her draw it out of her small back pouch and hold it out to him. Cha'talla took it and handed it to Narice as Arrarn continued to hold her back from hitting Moran again. “On that pad are the details to much of what he, mother and father were collaborating in for the last several centuries. She confided in Robert their most secret plans and operations Narice. Far more than even I realized or knew about. Mother did not reveal everything to him, but I have her files and my people are doing their best to decrypt them as we speak. When we discover something new from her records and secret files I will have that information provided to you immediately. As well as any action that we will take to counter what it may be. Their combined conduct during the war with the Kavalians was treasonous at best… horrific at worst. They used the Kavalian invasion as a means to gain what they always wanted Narice. The Mindvoice ship on Earth or Martin’s help in securing the one taken from Ritaah by your brother Arrarn. He was still plotting things right up until the hour we captured him. It is yours now sister. All of it. As you can see from his beaten physical condition Lisisa did quite the number on him. He was a fool for trying to fight her. Lisisa is five times more deadly than he ever was. She was with us when we assaulted his bridge and she acted as you just did… only I did not stop her then. It did not want to.” 

They saw Yuri smile in the transmission and a small glimpse of the cruelness that still remained within her came out. It was directed cruelness however; it was no different than what any of them would have exhibited in the same circumstances. 

“It was extremely gratifying to witness to be quite honest.” Yuri continued. “Androcles and I have the only other copy of the information Narice and that is how it will remain for now. We have already begun to put in motion things that will thwart what they began. And save the lives of millions across the stars. Pian’Nruarani’s rebellion being the major event. When you and the Ventash'ma and your military commanders have gone through it… please contact me with whatever ideas or operations you wish to put in motion. It will be better to coordinate our moves.”

Cha'talla looked up from gazing over Narice’s shoulder at the pad. “Pa'cour… you did… you were part of this?”

“It is all true brother.” He stated. “I have the forgiveness I always thought I would never receive from our brother Cha'talla. There is no reason to lie to you now. I will not hide who I am anymore Cha'talla. I do not wish to. I ask only that you allow me to regain at least some of the honor that our father instilled in us and I lost so many years ago.”

“Pa'cour there was never…” Cha'talla began.

Pa'cour nodded his head. “I know… it is something T'lolt told me as well brother. I just could not bring myself to believe it until he was standing in front of me. As I said… there is no reason to lie to you now Cha'talla. We want nothing in return for this information brother... only the safe return of our Blessed Elven Wife. She is precious to both of us now.” Cha'talla watched his brother’s arm curl around Yuri’s waist and pull her tight. All of them took note that Yuri turned slightly and pressed against him intimately without even a hint of unwillingness. Narice was the one who saw Nameia’s face blush slightly but she was smiling brilliantly at his words. “I have everything I could have ever dreamed for now brother. And so much more. As Yuri said… we have much to atone for. This is only the beginning.”

“Wait!” Narice stuttered. She looked quickly at Arrarn before turning back to meet Yuri’s eyes. “What about Dante?”

Yuri nodded. “We have him in custody as well.” She spoke somberly. “His fate… his fate is already sealed sister and that is why we are only a few hours from Ukwav. When Xaxon’s Etheric resonance left me… he jumped to Dante because he was of my blood. Now we will bring about the end of two individuals who have so much to answer for.”

“He is your son Yuri.” Narice said softly.

All of them watched as Yuri shook her head sadly. “No. The moment that monster took control of him he ceased to be my son. Perhaps even before that happened, since I was very much influencing him while under Xaxon’s control.”

“He’s… he’s on your ship?” Arrarn asked.

Yuri nodded in response to his question. “Yes. Androcles asked that I pass a message to you as well Arrarn Leonidas. Dante’s fate is already decided… that much you knew and in truth it is no different than what would have happened to him within the High Coven. He also wanted you to know that Pusintin, the traitor to your people and your family, the man who raped your mother, is dead as well. Your father and those with him were victorious. The man who defiled your mother is but ashes now Arrarn Leonidas. It was the most vile of his sins to be sure… but not the only one… and he has paid for them all. And soon… the others who took part in that plan will be as well. Just as your brother promised you.”

Arrarn took a deep breath and felt a weight of worry and anger lift from his heart. “My father and mothers?” He gasped after a moment. “They are…”

“They are all fine.” Yuri told him quickly. “I understand your cousin Kalis was seriously injured saving your mother… but he will make a full recovery.”

“Andro?” Arrarn asked.

“He will contact you directly after we have concluded things on Ukwav and before he departs for the Beta Quadrant.” Yuri told him.

Arrarn looked at her. “Thank you… thank you for telling me.” He said.

Yuri shook her head. “Do not thank me Arrarn… if not for your brother and his often times frightening ability to see within people… I would not be here. I should be thanking you. All of your family. I have already spoken to your sister Zarah and…” Yuri choked up for a moment but Pa'cour pulled her tighter. “What was done to your sister I will forever bear the shame for Arrarn Leonidas. I do not ask for your forgiveness… I have no right… I only ask that you allow me the chance to show you and your family that it wasn't truly me.”

“I think Andro has already decided that Yuri.” Arrarn said. “I will… we will never doubt our brother again.”

Yuri nodded slowly and turned her eyes back to Narice. “Narice… I…” Yuri waited until Narice turned from Arrarn and looked up at her. “You have no reason at all to listen to anything I say to you sister but take my advice and do not let him live. Do not give him the opportunity to rally those who still wish to hold onto the old ways and cause dissension within our people. You have united the Coven in a way no one ever has in our history Narice. Let nothing keep you from doing what you were always meant to do. Those unwilling or unable to change how they think… leave them behind to wallow in their own misery.” Yuri took a breath and then continued. “I give him to you to decide his fate, but for his crimes against our people as well as me, blood is the only recourse and you know this. You are the Empress of the High Coven now Narice… but do what our mother never did. What I never did. Listen to our people.”

Narice turned her eyes on Moran who lay still on the deck staring up at her. “I intend to.” Narice hissed.

Yuri nodded her head and her face showed relief. “Then all that is left is my message to the Ventash'ma.” Yuri spoke as she turned her dark eyes on where Datarik stood with Riara and Anebal. “I say to you on the record… the senior members of the Ventash'ma… I relinquish any and all claim I may have had to the High Coven, whatever it may be. I am not fit to lead our people… if I ever was. My sister Narice is now Empress of the High Coven, for only she can lead our people in the direction they must go. She is also a Leonidas and you must take that into account as well. I am no longer under the control of the monster that gripped me for so many years. I will leave Narice to explain to you what all of this means… but you are free to contact Androcles at any time to confirm what she tells you. He insists on this in fact if you have any questions at all. I know many things thanks to the information that bastard held within his head. I say to all of you now… you are utterly free to help Narice in building our people into what they were always intended to be. Nothing remains that could harm you or bring harm to those you love for your unquestioned support of her actions. You may pass this message to all the other Ventash'ma as well for she will need all of you. But know that I will be watching from the shadows. I will protect my sister and what she is trying to do with all the viciousness you once knew and should any harm befall her… those responsible will not have to worry for what her Blessed husband will do. That will pale in comparison to what I will do.”

“You threaten us Yuri?” Datarik asked but in a neutral voice.

Yuri shook her head. “No Ventash'ma Datarik. I am merely stating a fact.” She answered. “I give you my word this day, to the three of you, for I knew you would be the ones that Narice would have summoned, exactly one century from this time I will return to Uzu Ozeib 7 to face the judgment of our people whatever it may be. I would hope by then I will have been able to make you see I am not the monster that had power over this body for so many years.”

Datarik stepped closer. “You would surrender to us?” He asked.

Yuri nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered.

“But why?”

Yuri’s smile was completely natural and honest. “Because I no longer fear the unknown Ventash'ma Datarik.” She told him. Yuri turned back to Narice who was looking at her intently. “Nameia has something she will give to you before she departs sister. Do not keep her too long Narice. Pa'cour and I miss her.”

“I won’t.” Narice said softly. “Yuri…”

Yuri shook her head. “Only you can do this Narice. Only you can lead our people now. Be strong sister. Be strong. Perhaps one day in the future we may yet come across one another among the stars. I love you Narice. I love you so very much sister.”

They watched Yuri touch her wrist and then the holo image faded instantly.

“Saoi sibfla!” Arrarn exclaimed his voice carrying over the silence that gripped them all.

“That… that would be an accurate statement.” Cha'talla spoke finally.

Narice let her eyes return to where Moran lay on the deck still glaring at her. Her dark eyes narrowed considerably and she knew what she had to do. “Cha'talla?”

He turned his eyes to her. “Narice?”

“Cha'talla… take this… take this monster to the closest decompression chamber and put him in it.” Narice told him. “Lock the chamber and have a guard posted. No one is to come near him or even know he is here. I will not have that knowledge give fuel to those who still fight against the changes we are trying to make. Just as Yuri said.”

Cha'talla nodded his head without question. “I will see to it.” He said.

“He looks like he hasn’t fed in some time on fresh blood and I intend to see he never does again.” Narice snarled viciously.

“Narice… what are you doing?” Datarik asked moving up to her.

“I’m going to insure that this monster dies the most horrible death I can think of.” Narice spat. She turned her eyes on Moran and they all saw those dark orbs switch to the cobalt blue of the vampire inside her. “When the Blood Fever overwhelms you Robert Moran… when there is nothing left of your mind except the instinct to feed… then I will have your throat cut and hung upside-down while your remaining life drains from you. Then I will see to it your corpse is dismembered and cast into the deepest pits of darkness I can find on this world. None will ever know you even existed.”

“By the gods Narice.” Toria gasped as she took her arms.

“It will not be enough for what he has done.” Narice snarled. “But it will atone for some of the pain and anguish you have reaped upon others.”

Narice Leonidas spun around on her heels and began walking out of the hanger bay with over a dozen sets of eyes on her back. From this day forward no one would ever doubt the granite like resolve of their beautiful new Empress.

Nor would they doubt how cruel she could truly be.

SPARTA’S WRATH

DECK THREE 

STARBOARD HANGER BAY 2

ORBITING UKWAV


They were the first to arrive in the hanger bay, mostly because neither of them had slept. It wasn’t an issue for Deion, for like all purebloods he required far less sleep, and Mari felt utterly reborn and full of energy and life. Her petite body was joyously sore, but she felt so wonderful it was beyond words. They both wore fresh ArmorPly uniforms and Mari carried the sidearm that Deion had given her. Deion wore his standard loadout which included his Nehtes, the K12 KM on his right thigh and the A4 chopped down version of the P190. They had stopped at the Mess Lounge on the way here and grabbed several Greek Loukoumades and two large containers of some sort of Berry juice and they were now happily feeding each other the honey dipped and cinnamon sprinkled fried dough. Mari had been quite delighted to find the Loukoumades in the Mess Lounge for she had developed quite a taste for them while among the Lycavorians on Manne. Aricia had apparently shown her how to make them at some point and now no one could stop eating them. They were traditional Greek food and part of the history of Deion and his family and their Greek culture and background that she knew they all worshiped and held dear to them.


Deion straddled the shipping crate while Mari sat lotus style on top of it facing him. As he chewed he reached out and drew a finger along the corner of her mouth, brushing away the cinnamon stuck there. Mari giggled and tried to bite his finger as he yanked it back. Deion noticed the landing bay doors open and his twin Nara was the first one through. He looked back to Mari, a sobering look on his face as what they were going to do came forth.


“Mari… you do not have to come with us.” He said softly. 


“We have been through this already Deion.” Mari told him. “Or were you too busy gawking at me to listen to what I was telling you when I was dressing.”


“Gawking at you was much more fun.” Deion told her with a smile.

“Deo… I want to be with you.” Mari told him.


Deion nodded. “And I with you. More than anything. You taste much better than these Loukoumades.” He told her with a twinkle in his dark eyes.


Mari blushed under her tan and snapped out with her hand to slap him lightly across the face. “Stop it you pervert.” She hissed at him. Mari set her Danish down and reached out to take his hands when she saw the somber look return. “What is it Deion my love?” She asked softly.


“It’s just… what we are going to do is justice for us.” Deion told her meeting her gaze. “It may seem barbaric and cruel to others who do not know our ways. Who do not have our sense of justice and follow the same code of honor that we do. It is not going to be pleasant to witness and I don’t want you to have to… I don’t want you to see it and think that we are like that all of the time. That I am like that.”


“I know you are not like that Deion.” Mari told him. “You may not have bitten me and turned me but I know our minds were joined. It was unlike anything I have ever felt and it made me see you. The wolf within you is part of who you are Deo. I know that. I embrace that. And when you finally turn me I will know it completely.”


“I just wish we could have met at a time when all this was not happening and…”


Mari placed a finger to his lips silencing his words. “You do not have to explain it to me.” She told him. “This is part of who you are. Who your people are. I know that and I still want to be with you. I’ve never wanted anything more in my life.”


Deion looked at her. “That’s not entirely true.” He told her.


Mari nodded her head knowing he meant her father. “I know… but that will come in its own time Deo. I have fallen in love with you Deion Leonidas. And it grows stronger by the minute. I want to be like you more than anything. To experience all that you are for myself. I want to know all of you… and that includes the parts that are not always the most pleasant to watch. Lycavorians are not the only species who have a… questionable and often times violent past Deo my love.”


Deion looked at her and smiled. “You called me your love twice now.” He said. “Does that mean you love me?”


Mari rolled her eyes. “No! It means I want to kick your mida across this hanger bay for asking so foolish a question after what we shared the last hours!” She exclaimed. “Of course it means I love you!”


“You are learning our language pretty fast.” He told her with that grin. “You know most people would call you insane for wanting to become part of my family.”


Mari laughed at that. “Then they don’t know what I know. They haven’t felt what you make me feel.” She said. “And they are fools!”


Deion was about to speak when Nara appeared next to them and plopped down on the crate beside Mari with a bright smile. “So… tell me Mari. Did he make you scream his name to the moon and the stars?” She asked.


Deion shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Oh… that is so subtle sister!” He growled at her.


“Don’t growl at me.” Nara spat at him. “Your barking is too high pitched fervon.”


Mari laughed at their exchange and leaned into Nara affectionately. “There were no moon and stars that we could see.” She answered honestly. “But I was screaming my head off.”


“Mari!” Deion exclaimed in shock as Nara laughed.


“What?” Mari demanded. “I’m not going to hide what you make me feel!”


Nara leaned over and kissed Mari full on the lips. It was an action that Mari did not shy away from for she already knew and had witnessed the closeness of Deion’s family. It was a very common thing for them. She leaned into Nara as she then nuzzled her cheek. “Finally… I have someone who will help me keep him on a leash. And our mothers will love you.” She commented with a grin as she drew away. “I hope you are ready to be rushed.”


“What?” Mari asked.


“Sister no!” Deion complained.


“Don’t look at me!” Nara snapped. “We all felt it the moment your Etheric resonances joined together! Remember… Eli is Jomann’s Mage as well. She is just as attuned to him as I am you dummy!”


Deion’s eyes were wide and he swore under his breath. “Sibfla!”


“What is wrong?” Mari asked.


Nara smiled. “Nothing is wrong… Deo just forgot to tell you that we would all feel your happiness and the joining of your minds. Not to mention that the entire deck reeked of…”


“Nara!” Deion snapped. “She doesn’t need to know that right now!”


Mari looked back and forth between them and then realization hit her and her eyes grew wide. “Everyone could smell that we were…” She gasped.


Nara nodded. “Yep!”


Mari blushed even more now. “Oh my.” She stammered.


Deion cut his eyes when the figures came through the open hanger bay doors and he saw his sisters heading right for where they were sitting. Right behind them were all of his brothers except for Andro. “Oh boy!” He hissed softly. “Mari I am so sorry!” He pleaded. “I…”


Mari looked at him with a brilliant smile of love and adoration. “I am not.” She said proudly grabbing his hand.


Deion looked at Nara. “Where is Andro?” 


Nara shrugged her shoulders. “No one has seen him in over an hour. Dorian either.” She replied as she scooted over in front of Mari somewhat in order to protect her. “Brace yourself Mari.” She whispered. 


Mari chuckled happily. “I am ready.”


“I’m not!” Deion protested.


“You baby!” Nara hissed.

SPARTA’S WRATH

DECK NINETEEN

ANDROCLES AND ELYNTH’S PRIVATE TRAINING GYM 


It was much larger than either of them had expected when they first saw it but it allowed them to practice and train on many maneuvers that they could only do on the surface of a planet. Now however… now they were simply sitting in the middle of the massive room on the mat, Androcles on both of his knees and his eyes gazing at the wall where there were a myriad of images and old paintings of Sparta and warriors from her past locked in battle. Soft light globes were placed in different locations within the small alcove casting eerie shadows over the images and making it appear as if they were almost alive. Elynth rested just behind Androcles, her head bowed low and her eyes gazing at the same wall. For the first time since coming on board the ship Dorian and Ryner had joined them here. No one, not even his siblings, were allowed access to this training room. It was their brother and Elynth’s escape and sanctuary. The small lounge area near the back corner was decorated with many different items from the time in Sparta’s history. Androcles had purchased them all over the years from the many vendors within Sparta and this was the first place he had ever displayed them. Weapons. Shields. Armor. A short but very telling account of Sparta’s history and that of the Lycavorian people, now bound so tightly together as if they were one. Both Androcles and Elynth knew that Dorian and Ryner belonged here, just as they did. Whatever called to the four of them, here they would discover it. 

At this moment however… all four of them were absorbed within their own thoughts as the music echoed throughout the entire training room almost louder than most people could bear to stand within. It did not give her pause or concern. She allowed the heavy beat and rhythm of the sound to cascade through her as it did them. To reverberate through her limbs and her mind. Never had she heard such a chorus of sound and while the beat was foreboding and she did not understand the words that were spoken, it flowed through her evenly and caused her skin to tingle. She could almost see and understand what it was that whispered within their thoughts as the music flowed through them.

Sarlana simply stared at them for a long moment. She had not expected to be drawn here as she was, nor had she expected the doors to open at her touch, yet now she knew why. They knew she would come to them. They were calling her and did not even know it. Or perhaps they did know and were simply caught up in whatever filled their minds at the moment. No doubt it had something to do with what they were going to do… but Sarlana did not feel fear coming from them. At least not for the justice they would hand out over what took place regarding their sister. Sarlana had seen it all within Androcles’ mind as he was beating Dante Moran into bloody pieces. Normally she would have had to touch someone to see and sense their surface thoughts but not with Androcles. She could sense his rage and hatred for the man, but she also detected the precise control he was exhibiting by keeping his emotions in check and insuring that he did not kill the fool and unleash the monster she knew was within Dante Moran. That would have put his other brothers and sisters at extreme risk and that was something he would never do willingly. She could sense the power within them both easily. It was more pronounced with Androcles, more focused and clear and pure, but Dorian was rapidly learning and his Etheric resonance was becoming just as bright. Sarlana had never met a Dahakoan before but she had heard and read many stories and accounts of how their simple presence could stir untold confidence and bravery from other Darastrixi. This trait was very prevalent within Androcles’ family for she had seen this same characteristic within Androcles’ father on Manne. If she was any judge of character it was also ubiquitous within Androcles’ own command here aboard this ship. He inspired others to reach for and succeed even against their own doubts and fears. And Sarlana knew this was something only a true leader of men and women could do. Someone both born and forged to lead others.

Thank you for joining us. Androcles’ voice filled her mind and Sarlana felt peace sweep through her. She turned her eyes on where he knelt and watched as he rose to his feet and then Dorian. Elynth and Ryner shifted their positions as she stepped lightly across the map and came up to them both. So tall and powerful looking. Darastrixi men could be tall, but Sarlana had never seen the muscular definition on men of her species that she saw on Androcles and Dorian. Neither of them had yet changed into body armor and wore only simple clothes.

I will always respond to your summons Dahakoan. Sarlana told him with a smile.

We didn’t summon you Sarlana. Androcles said. And you do not serve us or anyone. We will not allow it.

Sarlana shook her head at his words. It is the way of things Androcles. Dorian. It is how it should be.

Not anymore. Dorian told her. 

Sarlana glanced around the huge training room and allowed the music to cascade through her. This music… it is so… it makes me shudder with the emotion carried within it.

She watched Androcles turn and lift his hand slightly. The music, once so loud as to interfere with normal conversation, dropped to barely a whisper in the background. He turned back to her. 

“My father and mothers used to tell me it would make me go deaf when I was smaller.” He said with a smile. “It is one of the reasons that they had the apartments built on the Royal Island on Apo Prime. Elynth and I would listen to this for hours.”

“I have never heard anything like it.” Sarlana said as she moved closer to them. 

“I found several what were called compact discs in the ruins of one of the great cities on Earth.” Androcles explained. “My father used to take Elynth and I to the different city ruins to train. One day we wandered off and discovered a half buried vault filled with items like these. They found us six hours later listening to this.”

They told us they could hear the music through the vibrations in the ground. Elynth said with humor in her voice.

Sarlana looked at her and reached up to touch her head. Elynth lowered her snout without hesitation and felt Sarlana’s palm rest on her scales. “We will have to teach you quickly to manipulate your vocal cords so you can speak child. Your voice is beautiful.” Sarlana said.

Elynth blinked quickly. We do not have the ability to speak as you do Doraanar.

Sarlana laughed softly. “Yes you do child.” She answered. “All Darastrixi can speak as I am speaking now. You just have never learned how to use the vocal cords within your throat. It was forgotten along with so many things through the years.”

Elynth and Ryner moved closer to her. You jest with us Doraanar. Ryner spoke.

Sarlana shook her head. “Not at all. I will begin instructing you as soon as you return from your task. It should not take long at all given how advanced your Etheric abilities are.”

“What do you think of our… my task?” Andro asked her. 

Dorian looked at him. “It is not just your task fervon.” He told him. “It is ours as well.”

Sarlana looked at Androcles and once more felt herself shiver under the gaze of those incredible azure colored eyes. “You did not wish for me to come here to ask me what I thought of what you are going to do Androcles.” Sarlana told him. “I think you already know that I approve of your actions and your intent.”

“Are you so sure?” Andro asked.

“All of you are Dahakoan.” Sarlana said. “It is part of who and what you are. You have no doubts about what you will do. Your other siblings perhaps… but not the four of you. And neither will the final pair.”

“What are we?” Dorian asked softly. 

Sarlana looked at them for a long moment, four pairs of eyes glued to her. “You are the culmination of Wer Zezhuanth and his knowledge and wisdom. The holders of everything he had learned in his nearly four million years of life.”

“Dadrien.” Androcles spoke softly. 

Sarlana looked at him. “Excuse me?” She stammered.

“His name…” Andro said again. “It was Dadrien.”

Sarlana gazed at him with wide eyes and felt her hands beginning to shake. “You… how do you know that?” She gasped. “His true name… his true name has been lost for millions of years. Not even the most senior scholars of the Livaiji Sulevfu can remember his name.”

Dorian shook his head. “Not lost Doraanar. Just forgotten.”

“How do you know this?” Sarlana asked.

Androcles shrugged his broad shoulders. “We just do.” He answered. “We have always known.”

Sarlana was silent for a long moment before looking at him once more. “Androcles have you never wondered why you and Elynth share such a unique bond. A bond that makes it feel as if you are truly one being. The same emotions and sensations both of you experience as if you are one person. Why Dorian and Ryner now share the same type of bond. Have you never asked why you can do so much more than your fathers? They are so very powerful together, your fathers, but they are not like you. They do not have what you have within you.”

“What is that?” Androcles asked.

“You and Dorian… you have Darastrixi blood running in your veins Androcles. Dragon blood. Elynth and Ryner have Lycavorian blood within their veins. Flowing freely within their veins.” Sarlana told them. “I showed this to your father and mothers before coming here. Once your mother Anja… and she is such a gifted woman… once she saw what I showed her she was able to point it out to all of your mothers. You are part dragon Androcles and Dorian Leonidas. And you are part Lycavorian Elynth and Ryner. The final pair will carry the blood of both of you within them as well.”

How is… how is that even possible? Ryner asked.

Sarlana shook her head. “How is it possible that the sun comes up during the day? Or the moon rises at night? The rotation of a planet perhaps? Or because it was always meant to be by a higher power.”

“Are you saying we were… we were created by the gods?” Androcles asked her.

Sarlana shook her head. “I am saying that The Ancient… that Dadrien knew this would come to be.” She said. “The Ancient Scrolls say that one day others not of our species would be born with the blood of the Darastrixi within them. Not how or why… only that it would happen. Perhaps Dadrien had a vision and saw this. Perhaps he read it somewhere. What does it matter now? What he foresaw has come to be and you are the result. Androcles… you and Elynth have always wondered why it is you are so different. Ever since you were small. You felt it within you for so long until the demons of a place you both want to forget chased the questions and the dreams away. When Dorian was born these dreams returned even stronger than before. And now they ask the same questions you have asked for so long. Am I correct in what I say?”

Elynth’s golden eyes were wide in shock. How are you able… how do you know that Doraanar? We told no one but our fathers.

Sarlana nodded her head. “I knew that even before your father told me of the dreams you have on Manne. It is the way of the Dahakoan. They were all intertwined with each other. It is why no Darastrixi will ever question what you are… or deny your words. They will feel it within them! Just as the dragons among you feel it within them and treat you and Elynth so differently. Add to that fact that you and Elynth are both Vrelvel Sargti… they will quake before you.”

“There is something more though.” Dorian said. “Something that we are not seeing. This has happened for a reason.”

Androcles nodded in agreement. “Dorian is right.”

Sarlana nodded her head in agreement. “And that is what we will need to discover.” She told them. “That is why I felt the urge to come here when I discovered that you existed. To be with you. Guide you and teach you. Just as Murano feels that same need. This is what I told your father.”

“Will we discover it?” Androcles asked.

Sarlana nodded her head. “Yes. Something is driving all of this Androcles. And it is driving us ever closer to the truth of it all. I believe when you are together with the final pair it will all make sense. More sense than it does now. At least enough to help us determine what it is that is happening and perhaps why.”

“Laren.” Andro said.

“Excuse me?” Sarlana asked.

“Their names.” Dorian spoke. “They are Laren and Ladur.”

“You… you have spoken with them?” Sarlana gasped once more in disbelief.

Elynth shook her head. Not openly… no. Only within images and emotions. They are like bright points of light in a dark universe to our eyes. When we focus enough we should be able to speak with them, but so much has occupied our minds these past months that we have been unable to clearly focus enough to reach out to them. And with Dori and Ryner now among us it should be even easier.

Sarlana looked at all four of them in turn. “Then the four of you are even more powerful that I first thought.” She said softly. “And this Laren and Ladur equally so.”

“Then you do not have the answers that we seek?” Andro said softly.

Sarlana took his hand and then reached for Dorian’s as well. It helped to steady her and the quivering of her hands vanished the moment she touched them. She waited until Elynth and Ryner had lowered their snouts close enough to touch her shoulders and then she spoke. “Life is full of questions Androcles. The journey to the answers is sometimes even more eventful and enlightening than the answers themselves.”

Andro grinned. “Now you sound like the Feravomir.” He said.

“We will discover these answers Androcles. We will discover them together and you will know all that you wish to know.” Sarlana told him. “I promise you.”

Androcles met her eyes. “I do not know if I want those answers Doraanar.” He said. “Not if it changes who I am.”

Sarlana shook her head quickly as she gazed at them. “I will tell you again what you are Androcles. And you Dorian. And you Elynth and Ryner. You are Dahakoan. Dragonkin. You have within each of you the most incredible potential for compassion and love and the blessing of understanding. And also the most pure potential for devastating, savage and final power. Combined with the incredible gifts and the power you both wield as Praetorians because of your blood, there has never been anyone that I know of like you. Most certainly never among the Darastrixi or Pralor people. And that is why this Laren and Ladur will be in great danger until they are among us here. I know you have been planning to reach out to them… but know when you do… their existence will become known very soon afterward.”

Andro nodded. “We know.” He said softly.

Sarlana glanced between them. “This is what you are. Do not shy from it! Embrace it and all the good it can do! The how of it we will discover as we go forward I swear to you. I have… I have questions as well that need to be answered. Why I feel so drawn to all of you. Like I have known all of you for centuries. It is quite unlike anything I have ever felt in my four hundred thousand years of life and I find it… I find it so uniquely refreshing. I need you to trust in me. Allow me to teach you all I can. Let me…”

Androcles squeezed her hand, cutting off her words and suddenly Sarlana found herself sandwiched between the two much larger brothers as Elynth and Ryner drew even closer and swept their wings around her encasing all of them in the cocoon like ball. Sarlana looked up into their eyes, so very bright and animated and full of life and power. It made her shiver as they held her close, but it felt so very wonderful.

“I swear to you we will discover what is happening.” She told them. “I wish the answers to the same questions as you.”

“Together then.” Androcles said.

“Together.” Dorian spoke.

Together. Elynth and Ryner echoed.

UKWAV

EXTERIOR OF FORMER IMMORTAL BUNKER NUMBER 4


The ride down to the surface of the planet had been very quiet for the most part. Andro sat on one of the small lounge couches in the PREMONITION’s main cabin area between Sehri and Carisia while Lu'ria rested on the deck between his legs. All of them were touching him in some manner and at times he would lean over and nuzzle them or kiss them softly. Everyone was wrapped up within their own thoughts and there was no banter back and forth. Even Eliani was unusually subdued as she leaned against Jomann on another couch, Brendi leaning against her. Sadi and Ne'Veha settled the PREMONITION to the surface a hundred meters from where it appeared a small base camp had been set up. Their skills with their new ship were improving by the minute and the PREMONITION powered down completely within moments. Two Mark II STRIKERS were already on the ground a short distance away and the sleek Drow Guards INTERDICTOR-Class Corvette was now in orbit matching SPARTA'S WRATH and her own orbit. 


Elynth, Anthar had departed from SPARTA'S WRATH at the same time as they had, Caydren and Cinol with them, as well as a small Durcunusaan team. Armen had discovered only two smaller ships that had diverged from the INQUISITOR’s base course as they escaped earth, both times leading to smaller moons barely capable of sustaining life. No one was in a real hurry as they began to move down the ramp and into the dazzling sunlight of the scorched world. Androcles had been here twice before with his father and brothers to train and never had he seen a more barren and inhospitable world. All of them wore sunglasses to block out the brilliant glare of the twin suns, Yuri and Carisia also wearing cowboy style hats to keep the sun off their exposed faces. They were both purebloods and could withstand far more direct sunlight that most people realized, but why take the chance. Andro could see at least a dozen Drow Scouts spread out across the entrance, most of them facing outward looking for any danger. Am'uur stood near the blasted out entrance to the bunker, Tastia and his father and mother beside him. Lu'ria didn’t hesitate as they moved down the ramp and she sprinted to where they were, Carisia following close behind with Sehri. Lu'ria’s entire Drow family now considered Androcles and each of his wives and mates as part of their family, just as they now were thought of as part of the Leonidas clan. None of them had yet met Sehri and Lu'ria was insistent that some happiness come out of this trip and she would introduce Sehri to her new Drow family. They might not get another chance to do so before they departed for the Beta Quadrant and Androcles had agreed without question. He hung back with Sadi and Ne'Veha holding his hands as Sehri was greeted by Daba, Am'uur and Lu'ria’s father with embraces and Drow kisses of greeting. The happiness on Sehri’s face was genuine and warm, as they took turns holding her at arms length and bestowing their blessing in the Drow tongue upon her. Ne'Veha and Sadi stepped away to join Lu'ria and the others when Am'uur and his father Re'lon moved up to him. Andro didn’t hesitate and embraced first Am'uur and then turned to Re'lon.


“Ussta Ilythiiri Ilharn.” Andro spoke as they embraced. (My Drow father) “Ol zhah bwael ulu Kyorl dos h’uena mzild.” (It is so very good to see you again)


Re'lon nodded his head as he held Andro’s arms. His white hair was long than Am'uur’s by quite a bit and tied into a single pony tail. “Siyo ol zhah ussta ilythiiri dalharuk.” He gripped Andro’s arms tightly. (Yes it is my Drow son) “I hope you still intend to include us in your wondrous trip?”


Am'uur shook his head with a smile. “It is all he has talked about for days.” He told Andro who was smiling.


Andro nodded his head. “I would not have it any other way.” He said.


Re'lon nodded happily. “Good. Good.”


“Everything is prepared?” Andro asked looking at Am'uur.


“The drones repaired everything that was damaged within hours.” Am'uur told him. “We searched for and discovered three slabs exactly like those your father destroyed. We tested them just as you asked and you were right. They are impervious to any known energy weapon or explosive we have in our arsenal. We hit it with a full barrage from orbit and did not even scratch the surface.”


Andro nodded. “My father thought as much.” He said. “The equipment?”


“The Worker Drones had an easier time repairing and improving it than we did muscling those slabs here.” Re'lon spoke with a grin. “They enhanced the shielding and inhibitor fields using the Secondary Pralor power core you gave us to use. It is a dead zone… just as you wanted.”


Andro saw Tastia standing with Lu'ria and Sadi and speaking animatedly. “Tastia seems quite happy brother.” He said.


Am'uur grinned proudly. “She carries our first child.”


Andro looked at him surprised. “So soon?”


Re'lon elbowed his son in the ribs. “He has done nothing but assault her every chance he gets… the pig.” He stated with fatherly pride. “Of course it would help if she refused him once or twice… make him work for it… but he has corrupted her already. She needs to spend more time with Daba… but there is occasion enough for that.”


“Anuk’s senior doctor says it will be a boy.” Am'uur stated with a swelling of his chest. “His skin will be a darker blue than most Vanari… but she is fairly certain his hair will be as white as ours.”


Andro smiled. “I am happy for you. Truly. When this business is over… we will have you to SPARTA'S WRATH and have a celebration during the trip.”


“Good!” Re'lon announced. “We will need a good party.” He saw Andro turn and watch as Murano began to walk over from one of the Mark IIs. “Dos khaless nindol nesst ussta ilythiiri dalharuk?” (You trust this man my Drow son?)


Andro nodded instantly. “He is part of our future.” He answered. “He knew and fought beside our grandfather and he will be our teacher going forward for many things concerning these new skills some of us have.”


“Ji tlu ol. Usstan orn khaless ukta 'zil al.” Re'lon said. (So be it. I will trust him as well.)


Murano’s eyes cut to where he saw Mari standing beside Deion and Dorian near the bottom of the PREMONITION’s ramp. She was holding his arm tightly while he spoke with Dorian and was talking with Nara, Sheva and Onera. He noticed right away that he had never seen her face so bright and happy and her eyes glowed in delight for some reason that he did not know. He turned back to Andro as he came up and removed the sunglasses they had given him. Andro immediately took his hand and shook it tightly while gripping his arm above the elbow.


“Murano.” He said.


“I have reviewed the facility.” Murano told him. “It is impressive to say the least. The drones have improved it even more and it will do what we intend.”


Andro nodded. “Good.” He spoke.


Murano looked around. “Not all of your family is here.” He said.


Andro shook his head. “Normya and Tir'ut remained on SPARTA'S WRATH.” He said. “Normya and Zarah are like twin sisters and she has no desire to be here. She trusts us to take care of things. There is no need for my grandmothers, Retta, Calyb or Bryon to witness this. I don’t intend to beat around the bush. I will do what we came here for and then we will leave this part of our history where it belongs. In the past.”


Murano nodded. “I understand.” He said. “And I agree completely.”


Re'lon and Am'uur nodded as well and Re'lon answered for them. “Zil ol zhal'la tlu.” (As it should be)


“Has he spoken?” Andro asked.


Murano shook his head. “No. That will change quickly when he realizes what his fate will be. He was always arrogant and deceitful.”


“Dante?” Andro asked.


Murano met his eyes. “I fear whatever may have been left of the boy is now gone after the beating you gave to his physical body on the ship.” He said somberly. He turned when Yuri came up beside them with Pa'cour. “My sincere apologies Yuri. There was nothing I could do for your son.”


Yuri gripped Pa'cour’s hand tightly and shook her head. “He was lost many years ago, the moment I allowed Xaxon to infect him even a little.”


Murano reached out and took her arm. “That is not your doing. The others may have some understanding of what took place within you Yuri… but I know what he was truly capable of. When your mother allowed him to seize your mind there was nothing you could possibly do to resist his influence over your actions.”

“I could have fought more.” Yuri said.


Murano shook his head. “It would not have mattered.” He told her. “As I told Martin and Androcles… he was no match for Sumar in terms of raw power or skill, but he was a master of deceit and manipulation using his Praetorian power. There was nothing you could do Yuri.”


“The transition went far faster than you and my father thought Murano.” Andro told him. “Why so different than with Yuri?”


Murano nodded. “With Yuri he had to use subtle techniques at guiding her to follow his will. She is much stronger than Dante within the Etheric realm. It takes longer… but it insures a more cohesive transfer. With Dante he simply bulled his way to power and destroyed his mind. Whatever is left of Dante is now just as twisted and evil as Xaxon ever was.”


Andro took a deep breath. “Let’s just do this and get it over with Murano. I want my sister to wake this morning and begin the day with the knowledge that this creature is dead.” He said.


Murano nodded. “I will bring him if you will make sure everyone else is ready.”


Andro nodded as well and turned to look at where Sadi and Ne'Veha were already staring at him. 

KertaGai. Sirsangai. Bring everyone and let us be done with this business. Andro reached out to them.


Sadi and Ne'Veha nodded and quickly began to motion everyone in the right direction.


The short metal pole had been sunk into the hard packed bedrock slab nearly three feet, extending nearly eighteen inches deep into the surface of the planet beneath. The naturally formed, pedestal like rock slab was roughly eighteen inches off the ground and two by two in circumference. The metal pole was situated in the center of the slab. Andro was the first to take a spot next to the slab of rock, Dorian being the first to move alongside him, briefly touch his shoulder and then he moved to the opposite side across from Androcles. Jomann came next, also touching Androcles and then moving to his right, and lastly Deion who moved to his left. It was then when the four Praetorians were set that the others began to fill in. Sheva and Onera on either side of Dorian, Sadi, and Ne'Veha on Andro’s left side, Lu'ria and Sehri on his right. Carisia was beside Lu'ria and Yuri and Pa'cour next to her. Nara and Mari took spots on either side of Deion while Eliani and Brendi did the same beside Jomann. Am’uur and Re’lon stood with Daba and Testia between them slightly behind Lu'ria and Sehri. All of them had moved into their spots after first touching Androcles ever so briefly. For Daba and Re'lon and the other Drow who were present it was the quintessential show of exactly where they stood within the ranks of the Leonidas family. Martin Leonidas had always been an ardent supporter of the Drow and all they did, holding them in the utmost regard and this emotion being returned by the Drow with reverent like support from all Drow. When Androcles took Lu'ria as his wife and mate, this feeling and support reached proportions bordering on fanaticism among the Drow. Whatever else came of this day for the Drow; that they were here with one who called them family was all the honor and respect they had ever hoped for. No matter what had taken place in their past since Walter Carson had made them, their future was brighter now than any of them had ever dreamed of.


There was no humorous banter between the Leonidas siblings as they watched Murano lead two Durcunusaan troops towards them with the hooded figure slumped between them, the booted feet dragging in the hot sand. Andro took a few steps forward out of the circle around the slab, Sadi and Ne'Veha moving closer together as Murano and the Durcunusaan moved between Deion and Nara into the circle. The Durcunusaan moved up onto the slab and quickly dropped the figure to his knees and then secured his hands firmly behind the three inch wide pole. When they were done with that, one of them reached up and removed the black hood exposing Dante Moran’s brutally disfigured face before they both moved out of the circle of Leonidas family members. 
Dante Moran was no pureblood vampire, his father being a genetically enhanced genome soldier and when the bright sunlight from the two large suns above Ukwav touched his badly mangled skin it caused him to scream in pain. While direct sunlight could not penetrate the first few layers of a turned vampire’s skin in short durations, Androcles had done quite the number on Dante’s face and damaged the skin cells for many layers. Eliani had only healed him enough to keep him alive per Andro’s instructions and the sunlight on his damaged face and neck was enough to cause his face to begin to smoke slightly as it burned.


“It is time to pay for your crimes Dante.” Andro snarled. “However much of you remains in that form.”


“This… this is your justice!” Dante screamed through the pain. “I deserve… I deserve a trail!”


No one moved as the solitary figure moved from beside Daba and slowly between Sadi and Ne'Veha to stand beside Androcles at the base of the rock slab. When that figure was beside Andro the hands came up and tossed back the cowl of the long cape exposing the beauty that was their beloved Aunt Deia.


“You deserve nothing!” Deia hissed at him viciously. “You have been tried Dante Moran, in absentia, by the whole of the Union Senate. The outcome of this trial was without question… but you don’t care about the vote do you? You have been found guilty of the heinous crimes of attempted murder and the brutal rape of a Princess of the Lycavorian Union. The sentence is the same for either crime. Death. And may your soul, whatever part of it remains, rot in jorbhe for all time for what you have done.” 


Androcles stepped up onto the rock slab and stared at Dante. “Know this before I send you into the abyss Dante… I will find Marux and I will insure he is taken care of. The monster within you forced you to abandon him like he was nothing and he severed your bond with him. It saves me the trouble of having to do it myself to be honest. And know that your mother has been saved and become the person she was always meant to be.”


His face still smoking from the burning sun, the pain no longer impacting on his twisted features, Dante laughed through the agony of his skin peeling away from his bones slowly. “She… she was tight!” He spat hysterically. “Your sister... she begged… she begged for more! She was… she was a slut and whore! She…!”


Androcles moved with the same speed they had all seen him exhibit on the INQUISITOR only a few hours before. A speed that no Lycavorian should have had. A speed driven by the Praetorian and Dahakoan blood within him, and once more it stunned them all. There was a brief flash and sizzle of a weapon appearing from Flatspace and then the sound of steel biting through flesh and bone and suddenly Andro’s sword Cana was protruding from Dante’s skull through his right eye socket. Andro’s hand was firmly on the pommel of the sword and he leaned close to Dante’s face as the life quickly began to ebb away from his body, Dante’s face frozen in a mask of horrible pain. 

“The pestilence that is your existence is over now Dante Moran and my sister will know peace once more. I wanted to… to make you suffer for days because of what you did… to keep you on the edge of death while I heaped upon you all of the pain and the humiliation that you caused her. I have other matters that need my attention now and you are an insect when held up to the bigger picture.” Andro growled at him savagely, his wolf eyes and fangs now fully revealed for all to see. This caused all those among them who were Lycavorian or turned to change as well, such was the power of the aura that Andro was radiating at the moment. Andro moved around in front of the dying Dante Moran and squatted down, his hand still holding the pommel of his sword. “I curse your name and the memory of you in every way and in every language that I can speak! Now die… and tell my coward grandfather to come forth so that I may deal with him and send his misbegotten ano to the abyss!”

Andro stood up and with equal speed and strength he yanked Cana free of Dante Moran’s skull, blood and brain matter splashing wetly on the ground as Andro stepped back. Yuri looked on from beside Pa'cour and felt nothing. No remorse. No sorrow. No anger. She knew then that she had indeed turned a corner in her life. As the remaining life of Dante Moran ebbed onto the ground around him, it took with it the last vestiges of the old Yuri Moran with it. She squeezed Pa'cour’s large hand tightly and felt his grip constrict on her hand. She felt Onera’s small hand clutch even more on hers and it filled Yuri with new purpose and hope for the future. They all heard the sizzle like noise as Andro willed Cana back into Flatspace and this brought Yuri’s head up.

“Stand ready.” Murano spoke firmly. 


Dante Moran’s body slumped even closer to the ground, only the restraints on his hands keeping him from falling completely. His blood was pooling rapidly around his knees in a copious amount as his life came to an end and his vampiric heart ceased its beating. 


It started slowly, but did not go unnoticed by anyone. Dante’s skin began to shift color and then turned almost completely black as the rippling mist began to take shape around him. It began lifting off his body, leaving his normal skin once more as it formed into an almost solid form above him. And then it laughed. A deep, evil laugh that coursed through all of them, but only served to increase their resolve. The black mist slowly took the shape of a man as it had when fighting Martin Leonidas at SODRAG. A thin filament still connected itself to Dante Moran’s body until the figure had taken shape enough and it finally left his body entirely. It hovered above Dante’s dead form and then turned its full focus onto Androcles. Twin orbs of red burst to life where there would normally be eyes and the creature spoke, it’s deep voice dripping with vile contempt and hated and echoing like it was coming from all around them.

“This was a mistake boy!” The voice growled openly. “You are no match for me! You cannot resist me!”


Androcles Leonidas stood in front of the black mist creature and felt no fear. Only the love of family and friends. “You are nothing grandfather.” Andro spoke more calmly than anyone expected. “And I do not fear you.”


“You know who I am boy.” Xaxon’s spirit snarled at him. “Then you should fear me. This vassal… this boy was weak! Once I have control of you I will be reborn and nothing will stop me!”


Andro shook his head. “You will never control me.” He spoke. “You feed on the weak of mind and body. I am neither. You are nothing more than a monster.”

“I controlled your father!” Xaxon hissed savagely. “You will be mine as well!”


“You never controlled my father.” Androcles stated almost defensively. “Your illusion of control was shattered the moment he understood who and what you are monster! Grandfather Sumar was wrong in what he tried to do. He should have left you to rot instead of trying to find redemption for your soul. You are beyond any hope of redemption. I will do what he was not able to do. And you will never harm another innocent ever again.”


The black apparition that was Xaxon laughed bitterly. “How will you stop me boy!” He barked. “You are alone! I could take any of those standing with you so bravely and foolishly with ease! What will you do then boy? Kill your own blood?”


“You are not as powerful as you believe you are grandfather.” Androcles spoke. “You are the weak one. Those standing around me are not weak of mind or body. We are Lycavorians and Praetorians and Drow!”


Xaxon’s apparition snarled loudly and seemed to lazily drift to float in front of Yuri as if taking note of her for the first time. The red orbs glowed brightly as it glared at her, yet Yuri did not shy away from those eyes and glared back at them with defiance. “I will grant you a second chance Yuri.” It spoke the words. “You enjoyed the power I gave to you! Join with me again and we will be unstoppable!”


Yuri’s dark eyes narrowed and shifted to the cobalt blue of her vampire side. “You are a vile creature!” Yuri spat viciously. “You have nothing I want monster! You offer misery and hate and pain and death! I never wanted those things! I do not want those things!”


“I will take you by force stupid woman!” Xaxon’s apparition spoke.


“I am not afraid of you anymore monster!” Yuri barked right back. “You hold no sway over me any longer!”


“You see grandfather…” Andro spoke as the black mist shifted inward upon itself until it was once more centered on Androcles. “You have nowhere to go.”


“I will leave this planet and find another host!” Xaxon gloated. “You cannot stop me!”


“I will not allow you to do that grandfather.” Andro said.


“You can’t stop me boy!” Xaxon roared.


“Yes… I can.” 


“Dorian! Deion! Jomann!” Murano’s voice yelled out. “Now! Nara, Eliani, add your power to theirs! Now! Everyone! Do it now!”


Xaxon spun around and watched as Dorian, Deion and Jomann stepped forward slightly and an Etheric bubble grew forth from each of them, growing larger until it covered the entire group. Three layers of Etheric bubbles encased them, growing brighter as they merged and became one solid Etheric shield. Eliani and Nara added their own Etheric presence and power to the strength of the bubble that now wrapped around all of them. Deia, Mari, Sheva and all the others reached out with whatever power they could add to the shield which only seemed to make it grow even brighter and radiate more brilliantly. Am'uur stood holding tightly to Tastia’s hand between Daba and Re'lon just outside the bubble of Etheric power, all of them looking on in awe at what was taking place.   


Xaxon twisted around in every direction seeing the seamless shield that now held him. The misted form tried to shoot up and penetrate the bubble four different times, each time being pushed back with ease.

“You will not escape this time monster!” Murano barked out as he came to stand beside Androcles now.



Xaxon’s shifting form snapped around to glare at Murano and it moved to float in front of him. “You!” He screamed. “Murano… my brother’s favorite pet.”

“I remember you Xaxon!” Murano barked. “And I remember why we punished you the way we did! You will not find that mercy among these Praetorians.”


“These children?” Xaxon laughed. “These children are not Praetorians!”


Murano allowed the smile to split his own face. “These children are far more powerful as Praetorians than we ever were! Sumar became even more powerful after he joined these people. I know that now! They taught him to embrace his emotions and it made him stronger than he ever was. They are his descendants! And together we will exact the punishment upon you that should have been done millennia ago!”


“You know nothing!” The apparition snarled at Murano.


“We have trapped you grandfather.” Andro stated calmly. “You have nowhere to go now. You can’t force yourself upon any of us for we are all better than you ever were! Just as our father was!”


“You don’t know what is coming fool boy!” Xaxon spat at him. “Only I know what is coming! And only I can stop it! Only I know how to stop it!”

Andro shook his head. “No.” He stated firmly. “Whatever is coming… we will face it as Spartans and Lycavorians and vampires. As Drow elves and all other species that stand united. We will face it as we have faced everything in the past and as we will face it into the future. We will face it together.”

“You cannot win fool boy!” Xaxon shouted now shifting his apparition back to face Androcles. “You need me!”


“We do not need your hate and anger.” Murano exclaimed. 


“Bah!” Xaxon’s apparition hissed. “I will simply take you child! I will enjoy being within your body and I will do what must be done!”


The black apparition shot straight at Androcles with blinding speed. It was an unexpected move by most of those gathered and it was Sadi who yelled out Andro’s name at the same time as Ne’Veha and Lu’ria as they stepped for him.


“Joa.” Androcles spoke the simple word as he held up his hand in front of him. His azure colored eyes flared brightly until they were glowing like two luminous beacons on a dark night, and his hand clamped around the throat of the black apparition and squeezed. “It ends now!” Andro spoke firmly. “It ends today!”

The screeching sound erupted from the apparition of Xaxon and it caused all of them to cringe even as Murano withdrew the item from the small pack he carried. “Sadi… no! No!” He screamed as he moved between them and Andro. “Don’t touch him!”


“Murano… what… what is happening? Andro is…!” Sadi screamed as Ne'Veha and the others clutched at her their eyes wide. 

The black mist that was Xaxon was spreading around Andro’s armored hand, moving outward like a disease, the red orbs glowing nearly as bright as Andro’s own azure eyes. The black mist reached Andro’s elbow before the voice that was Xaxon made his mistake. It was a mistake that would cost him everything.


“I will take you boy!” Xaxon snarled. “And when I have control of you I will partake of the women you have chosen! They will serve me!”


Murano’s head snapped around when the voice said that and he knew it was time. A smile split his face and he shook his head knowing exactly how the comment would echo within Androcles. He also knew what the reaction would be. “For all your intelligence Xaxon… you never were very smart! You have sealed your fate fool!” Murano extended his hand out and using his Etheric power he propelled the small box like object directly under where Xaxon floated, Andro’s hand on his throat. “Now… do it now Androcles!”


Xaxon’s red eyes grew wide when he felt the Etheric resonance that was Androcles Leonidas explode outward. He was Praetorian. He was Dahakoan. He was Lycavorian. But most of all… Androcles Leonidas was a Spartan. He had embraced that life with everything he was from the moment he understood what it meant. 

It was like experiencing the burning of a new born star in its brilliance, just as it had been when he had lost control of Martin in their brief fight at SODRAG. The fingers of his power that had extended up Andro’s arm were beaten back easily as he felt the overwhelming force of will being projected out by this young man. A force of will he had not felt since his brother lived. It was then that first Dorian and then Deion and then Jomann stepped forward as well and wrapped their fingers around Andro’s arm, directing all of their own power as Praetorians into him just as Murano had showed them. Then it was Sadi, Ne'Veha, Lu'ria, Carisia and Sehri moving up behind their beloved husband and mate. That was followed by Eliani and Nara and without hesitation Mari joined them reaching up to firmly grasp Deion’s forearm. Sheva and Onera beside Dorian, Brendi not really understanding what was happening and still in shock over what she was witnessing, simply pressed as close to Eliani’s petite form as she could. And finally… there was Yuri who stepped forward, moving up beside Deia and laying her hand on Carisia’s slim shoulder.


“Never will you harm another member of my family!” Androcles growled as his face took on a look of concentration. “Never will you be allowed to harm an innocent! I curse you Xaxon! I curse you and all you have done! By the blood that runs in my veins. My father’s blood… Spartan blood! It ends today! It ends now! Forever!”


With those words echoing on the air, Andro squeezed his fist tighter around the throat of Xaxon’s apparition and began to force the black mist down towards the ground. The red orb eyes began to panic and the black mist began to flail about.


“No!” Xaxon screamed. “You don’t know what you are doing! I can help you! I know things! I know where they are!”

“You will know nothing but the abyss monster!” Murano screamed as he slapped his palms together and a silver white light burst from the small box he had thrown under the mist. The red eyes went into full panic mode now as the first fingers of the trailing mist were drawn into the box and began to pull even harder.


“No!” Xaxon screamed. “I will have my vengeance! I will…”


“No… you will not!” Andro growled loudly now and shoved down with his hand. Almost like a great broom, an Etheric scoop spread around the black mist completely and Andro pushed down harder with his hand. The words Xaxon was screaming into the wind were no longer understandable as the black mist was drawn into the box unshakably, until all that was left was Andro’s hand resting atop the box. Murano moved forward quickly then and grabbed the edges of the box, wrapping his hands around the sides.


Andro’s hands covered Murano’s in the same instant as his azure eyes began to return to normal. “Dori, Deo, Jomann! Join with Murano and I! Use your Etheric Praetorian codes! Help us to lock it!” He spoke quickly.


The three of them didn’t hesitate and they moved even closer, wrapping their large hands around Murano’s and their brother, until nothing of the small box could be seen. None of them saw the looks of confusion on the faces of the others as they stood back and witnessed nearly forty thousand years of torment and horror come to an inglorious end.

It did not take long as each of them concentrated and added their own Praetorian codes to the Etheric lock that only they could see within their minds. Then it was done and each of them began to step back slowly while Murano kept the box within his large hands and simply stared at it.


“It… it is done.” He finally spoke the words softly. “It is done.”


That was when all the emotion that had been building came rushing forth as Sadi reached for Androcles a second after he turned for his wives and mates. He drew them all into his arms as best as he was able as they crushed each other to squeeze tighter against him, his Etheric resonance and wolf aura sweeping all around them. Dorian did the same with Sheva and Onera without hesitation, while Onera drew her mother into her embrace and Pa'cour simply placed his hands on Yuri’s shoulders. Jomann crushed Eliani and Brendi in his arms and didn’t hesitate to pull Deia into that same embrace as Deion did the same with Mari and Nara.

Sadi looked up into the azure eyes that had so captured her heart and soul all those years ago. “Andro… my love?” She questioned. “What did you… what did you just do?”

Andro didn’t answer right away and he looked skyward into the cloudless sky, ignoring the bright sunlight that beat down on his face. They all felt him reach out using the last of the ebbing power from his brothers and Jomann, their heads turning to watch his face as his Etheric resonance and power reached away from the planet and across the stars as easily as if he was lifting a glass in a toast.
MANNE


Zarah Leonidas was sitting between Lucia and Eirene as they were enjoying the evening meal. All of them were present at the same table, Elder Valael, Tobia and Tinra joining them as well on the end. There was laughter and happiness at the table, a sense of family and warmth that drew even Tinra into its fold. It was unlike anything she had ever felt.


They all felt it arrive. It could not be missed by any present at the table or in the room for that matter. The Etheric pulse was staggering in its power and all of them saw Zarah’s body go rigid as it was directed completely on her. The words thundered in all their minds however, and Zarah gripped Lucia’s hand tightly as her other hand clenched on the edge of the table.


Zarah my beloved sister. It is done. 
Andro’s powerful voice echoed within the Etheric realm though Valael, Tobia and Tinra had no idea what the voice was speaking about. All they saw was Zarah suddenly burst into tears, followed quickly by Isabella and then For'mya as the other Queens reached for them.
“Andro!” Zarah gasped out, tears pouring down her cheeks as Lucia’s arms quickly pulled her tighter.

It is done my sister. I made you a promise Zarah. It is done. 

Andro’s voice echoed once more and Tobia and Tinra could not understand why the young Leonidas daughter was crying so hard. Or why her mothers had begun to allow the tears to spill forth as well. They looked at Martin Leonidas and saw only a twitching of his jaw as if he was trying to hold it all in while the dark haired Aricia was leaning against him, tears also flooding her eyes. 

Zarah my beautiful sister. Andro’s voice spoke again. Now there is a promise I want you to make to me jonia arande. There is something I know about you that you may or may not already know about yourself Zarah. You have within you more resources of energy than have ever been tapped, more talent than has ever been exploited, more strength than has ever been tested and more to give than you have ever given. Whatever has happened in the past; leave in the past Zarah my sister. Take the hands of those you love and who love you and moved forward into the future now. Without hesitation. Without regret. And without looking back. That door you thought closed is open Zarah. All you need do now is walk through it. That is the promise I want you to make to me.

Zarah turned and looked instantly at Lucia whose own dark eyes were flooded with tears. Pen marvan aur elivonth fervon Androcles. Pen marvan. (I promise my beautiful brother)


The feeling of happiness that flooded from Andro was almost a palpable thing and each of his mothers and his father could not suppress the gasp of delight when they felt that emotion from him. Andro had always been the most guarded with his emotions and feeling this burst of happiness was a rare thing indeed. And it would be treasured.


Then I will see you all soon arande. I wish… I wish to hold my family in my arms once again. It has been too long.

I know. Zarah answered as she leaned into Lucia’s embrace. I know.

Tell father that what we spoke of is complete. Andro said. And will never bother us again.

I will fervon. Come soon. Zarah spoke.


They all could hear Andro chuckle and it was then they realized he didn’t know that all of them had heard his every word. And face the wrath of our parents if I am late arande? Me? Never!


Zarah couldn’t help but burst into laughter as well even as the tears continued to roll down her cheeks.



Soon sister. Soon.

UKWAV


“Andro?” Sadi pressed his once more and saw his face lower until his eyes were gazing at them with happiness that they could all clearly see.


“Anyone up for a trip to the Beta Quadrant?” Andro suddenly blurted out as he spun around holding Sadi and Ne'Veha in his arms.


“Jorbhe jainn!” Dorian bellowed. “It’s getting to be boring as all hell here.” 


Sheva’s slap was almost instantaneous and the laughter began. It became even louder and more pronounced when Onera did the same thing on his other cheek.


“Hey! No fair!” Dorian blurted out.


Deia smiled as a single tear rolled down her cheek. “And into the unknown they go.” She said softly. 

