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Felix Thomas, notorious thief Flashbang, couldn’t
explain what had just happened to him.

He was taken away by the police after being caught
by Moon Girl. After processing he was expecting to be taken to
prison but as soon as he was in the transport van, he knew
something was off. His guards were young and dead eyed; some barely
looked old enough to hold a job. He felt a strange momentary
sickness and when the van doors opened, he could swear he was in
another world.

He was pulled along streets, stared at by creatures
that hovered above the ground. They were humanoid, two legs, two
arms but their skins varied in colours, not just the pink and
browns he was used to but reds, yellows and other parts of the
rainbow. Their eyes were larger than they should be and almost pure
bright and vibrant colour.

The icing on the cake that convinced him the police
must have drugged him or something was the wings. They all had
wings. He’d heard Ad talk about a lady with bullet proof wings but
these weren’t the feathers he had described.

They were large rainbow wings he’d only seen on
butterflies and moths. Now he saw them on…people!? People who flew
in the sky and wore loose dresses of fire colours.

The place he was being led through was maybe some
kind of town or city? The architecture echoed Iwon city but rather
than the tall skyscrapers being made of metal, these were made of
wood, and covered by entwining vines that glowed soft colours. The
taller the building the thicker the vines were as if to support the
structures, some growing wild enough to branch out and sprout a few
paint-splatter shaped leaves.

He looked up; surely the sky at least would be
familiar? But he didn’t see a sky when he looked up. Rocks weaved
with those vines that grew into a bright clump, an eerie green sun
on the strange world he stepped into.

The green sun disappeared to a roof and he brought
his gaze back down to a lavishly set out building that looked like
he’d stepped into some kind of royal palace. Red carpets, golden
stair cases, paintings of a grand sun design.

Generally, the place screamed to be robbed as far as
he was concerned.

He was shoved to the left. One of the dead eyed
guards opened a beautifully carved wooden door before him and he
was led down, down, down.

The wooden stairs he was on didn’t creak, but the
lights started to dim and the grandeur of the room behind him faded
away to bare rock and a cold chill.

Still unable to appropriately process the situation,
he could only snigger as he thought of how cliché it was to be led
down to a dungeon. Maybe they’d even cut his hands off or
something. Was that the kind of medieval fantasy world he had
landed in?

The pulsing wire-like vines were his only light as
another door was opened in front of him and he was faced with
exactly what he was expecting.

A dungeon, four cells of stone, two on each
side.

At the sight of it his brain clicked. He didn’t want
to be a prisoner. He made to struggle against the guard holding him
but stopped. Even if he got out, where the hell was he supposed to
go? Did people here even speak the same language? Where even was
here?

Only one way to find out.

“Hey.” He snapped, giving the one holding him a
shove as another went up to a cell.

The guard didn’t seem startled by his sudden
movement. In fact, it didn’t react at all.

Felix gritted his teeth, “Hey! Where the hell are
we?” He snapped.

Again nothing. He glared at the guard but a sound
made his head snap to the one by the cell. The bars looked like
they were made of stone or something but they bent to the side to
make a way for him to enter.

He felt the guard holding his arms start to push him
forward but he’d recovered somewhat now. He had the sense to start
fighting back. Felix planted himself where he was, pushing back on
his guard. Suddenly, he felt burning where the guard gripped
him.

Felix winced, his footing forgotten in the pain and
he was thrown to the ground before he could recover. When he looked
up, the bars moved back to their original position.

“Fuck.” He hissed.

The guards turned away to leave and he darted to his
feet.

“Where the fuck am I?” He barked at their backs.

They ignored him, walking away and leaving him
alone. As the door slammed shut behind them it started to set in.
He was alone, captured, whereabouts unknown…

Felix took a deep breath to try calm the wave of
fear that hit him. His thoughts scrambled for escape ideas and
eventually landed on thoughts of his brother.

His brother might have technically been the reason
he was here in the first place but...even still, he would try to
visit him. He would realize he was gone, realize something was
wrong. Even if they didn’t see eye to eye, even if the two of them
found themselves on opposite sides of the law lately, Felix had
faith he wouldn’t be abandoned.

“Make like the hero you are and save me, Olly.”
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Light gave the pitch-black room an eerie glow as the
phone buzzed. It buzzed once, twice then started with a grand
orchestral piece more fitting for a fantasy game than the plain,
but tech filled bedroom the phone sat in.

A lump in the covers shifted until a head of light
brown peaked out, closely followed by a pair of unamused icy blue
eyes.

Tim glared at the phone for a while fighting the
warmth of his bed that just made him want to roll over and ignore
it. He eventually managed to convince himself to at least check who
dared to interrupt his slumber. If it was an unknown number then he
was going straight back to sleep.

He pulled a thin arm from the cocoon and, unfazed by
the temperature tapped at the bedside table until he eventually
gripped his phone. Tilting it so he could see the screen he winced
as the light assaulted his eyes and then squinted, to try focus
without his glasses.

His mind woke up suddenly when he saw the name.

"Dreda?!"

He sat up quickly; the blanket being thrown off his
bare torso as he fumbled to hit the answer button.

"Dreda." He said again, worried.

"I'm fine." Came Dreda's quick reply, hearing his
tone, "Sorry if I woke you."

Tim breathed relief. Now he wasn't panicking, he
rubbed his eyes and started to take in the world.

"It's fine. What time is it anyway?" He asked.

"Two." She paused, "PM."

At that Tim stopped to think. He could sleep late
but not normally that late. Dreda was quiet on the other end as it
all came back to him, how insanely busy last night was for
basically every hero.

How a guy working for fairies caused hell. How he
set off bombs in the city to make near enough every hero leave HQ
so he could storm it himself and attempt to kill everyone in
it.

He shook his head. He wasn't quite sure what had
happened yesterday. Especially to Dreda. Because of a stupid spell
on the door he had to let her be the one to take down Sanson. She
took a while and looked pretty shaken when she came out but he'd
been sent out to deliver Sanson to the authorities. After he had
done that, he had to help the other heroes in rescue efforts for
those trapped because of the bombs. Then after that he went home
and passed out.

"Are you okay?" He started with the question that
bugged him the most.

"Yeah, yeah fine." She reassured him, "I'll catch
you up on what happened later, for now, can you come ‘round?"

He paused at that. He wanted to. Any excuse to spend
more time with her but, "Why?"

"Well..." She hesitated, "I need to cast something
and I'm not sure the scales you gave me will be enough."

"What?" He couldn't say he knew how much power his
scales held in the grand scheme of things but to not be enough
meant it wasn’t a run of the mill spell, or at least that's what he
could assume, "You...Well...What do you need to cast?"

"Well...it's a long story and," Dreda paused on the
other end to think, then came back with, "You know how my cat
hasn’t shut up lately?"

Tim frowned responding slowly and cautiously,
"Yeaahh..."

"Well I noticed that he's been trying to get me to
look at a certain page in the curse book from my parent's place and
that page happens to have a curse that turns things into helpless
kittens." She explained and Tim took a while to process.

"So...Your cat...isn't a cat?" He tried to
simplify.

"Basically." She confirmed.

"I..." He ran a hand through his messy hair and
tried to get his head round it.

His head refused to process it and told him to get
coffee.

"Give me a chance to have a coffee and I'll be over
in a bit." He answered.

"Aright, thank you." She chirped and hung up.

Tim flopped back into his bed. He could already tell
today wasn't going to be a good day.
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He arrived about an hour later, his second coffee in
a paper cup as he knocked upon the door.

His girlfriend was quick to respond. The door was
opened by a petite red-haired young woman. He smiled at her as she
smiled back and greeted him.

"Hi."

"Hey." He replied.

The two were just about getting used to the whole
boyfriend girlfriend thing so there was still a small awkward
moment of deciding what to do before they shared a kiss and Dreda
let him in.

He took off his coat, took off his shoes and
followed Dreda through to her living room where he stopped in the
door. Tim’s icy blue eyes went wide as he stared.

She'd rearranged, for one. All her furniture had
been moved as far as she could get it to the wall. He vaguely
registered Dreda climbing over the arm of her sofa to sit down so
that she didn’t stand on the masterpiece of circles and symbols
that took up the entirety of her floor.

Three circles overlapped each other. The main one
having a few smaller ones inside before it got to its centre. Each
layer had symbols stringed together like lace, some he recognized
from fantasy games and art online but most of it was a mystery.

All he could say was.

"Shit..."

"Yeah." Dreda nodded with a daunted look, "You don’t
want to know how long that took me."

"I can imagine..." His eyes wandered, taking it all
in, "Have you slept?"

"I got a few hours." She shrugged.

He nodded, making a mental note to make sure she got
some more rest.

"And this is just to uncurse a cat?" He
questioned.

"Yep." Dreda confirmed, "Though, it's technically
what it takes to cast the kitten curse. The easiest way to break a
curse is the cast the same one again. They cancel each other
out."

Tim shook his head, electing to stand rather than
risk smudging the white chalk markings. He leant against the wall
and asked, curiously,

"Aren't there any other ways to break a curse? True
name? Loves first kiss? That kind of stuff?"

"Yeah but finding out what it is isn't easy. Even
the caster doesn't know what it is."

"Really?" He looked at her surprised.

She nodded, "The book said every curse has a way to
be broken, but it's pure luck if someone finds out how."

"And it could be anything?"

"Anything," She nodded, "Any random task really. The
kiss thing and the name thing are apparently real examples." She
explained looking quite proud of her new knowledge.

Tim thought the proud glow made her look especially
cute. But there was another thought.

"Huh..." He nodded.

What in the world could break the curse over the
world?

What silly, mundane task had to be done to make
everyone in the world realize that most of them weren’t human and
were some kind of mythical creature?

What would have made him realize sooner that he was
a dragon?

"Anyway." Dreda derailed his thoughts, "Hopefully,
it shouldn't take long. All you need to do is stand there," She
pointed to one of the circles, "And-"

"So," He put his hands up to stop her, "This is to
make your cat not a cat anymore."

She paused and stared at him, "Yes."

"So, do you know what it actually is?"

He finally noticed said cat when its head shot up at
the comment and its large yellow eyes narrowed at him,
insulted.

"Him and no," He went to argue that it might be
dangerous but Dreda jumped in pre-emptively, "It'll be fine. One,
he'll owe us for uncursing him and two, you're a big bad dragon you
can protect me."

Tim's face scrunched up. He went to argue but the
words got caught in his throat. He narrowed his eyes and looked
away in annoyance. The part of him that grew up human was still
thinking it could be a very bad idea to uncurse an unknown creature
but the dragon part of him was unwilling to admit there was
something he couldn't protect Dreda from...

"Damn it." He hissed before trying a deep calming
breath.

Dreda smiled in an attempt to reassure him, "I
promise it'll be okay. I don’t think Snickers is anything bad."

Tim moved his eyes to her. The deep blue that stared
back were so sure. She was so calm, so relaxed at this when he
thought she should be panicking at the idea of casting something
this big.

"How are you so sure?" He asked.

"I..." She trailed off, "I just am."

Tim rolled his eyes. It felt like being back when he
didn’t know about the curse. Dreda was holding something back but
he got the feeling she wouldn't talk about it until this whole
uncursing thing was all over.

He took another deep breath, "Fine."

With that he downed the rest of his coffee and after
disposing of the cup in the trash like the responsible hero he was,
he looked to Dreda.

"What do we need to do?"

Dreda beamed, her face lighting up in a way that
made him less annoyed about not knowing something.

"Like I said, you stand there," She pointed again
and Tim carefully took up the spot, doing everything he could not
to smudge the complicated design.

"Snickers." She looked to the cat who eagerly jumped
to his little furry feet.

The calico tomcat stopped at the end of the sofa,
slowly lowered himself down so he landed just outside of the
circle; then carefully walked to the centre of the big circle,
placing each and every paw in a place that wouldn’t smudge the work
of art Dreda's floor had become.

Tim could honestly say he wasn't completely
convinced about the whole ‘cat wasn’t a cat’ thing until he saw
that show.

Once he reached the middle, the cat carefully sat
down, stiff like he was doing everything in his power not to
move.

"Right." Dreda nodded to herself, taking up position
in the second sub circle opposite Tim, "It'll probably feel a bit
weird for you, Luke." She told him.

"I'm ready." He nodded, bracing himself.

"Good." She nodded signs of nervousness starting to
show.

He watched Dreda take a calming breath and her eyes
turning hard before closing them. She outstretched her hand.

The room was eerily quiet after that, Tim could
swear he heard that cat's breathing let alone his own. He kept his
eyes warily on his girlfriend, it still wasn't that long ago she
tried to channel magic power and ended up nearly killing herself.
The only reason he let this go was because she looked so confident
but he worried, he worried so much it hurt. He was ready to run to
her at any moment.

But then his legs started to feel a little weak. He
panicked a moment but it was more of a jerk reaction. Quickly, he
remembered it felt similar to when Dreda tried to use him as a
power source before.

He still didn’t like it. It still felt like he was
being forced to use his Trick but he gritted his teeth and put up
with it.

His ice started to flow out of him. Tracing the
markings on the ground and following it round until it met the main
circle and started to follow those markings too. The ice spiralled
round and round until it met the centre and Dreda spoke the
activation for the curse.

“Carlcat.”

The centre of the circle exploded into blinding
light. Tim threw his arms up to cover his eyes.

It took a while for it to die down and for Tim to
blink back his vision.

Where the cat had once been sat a young man now
stood. Clearly, he wasn't human and the main give away was the
large pair of grey feathered wings that protruded from his back.
There was a scraping of metal as he moved his arms in his navy blue
plate armour, staring at his hands with strange green eyes that had
white pupils and black markings that crossed his eyes like jester
makeup.

"It worked." Dreda's arm fell down as she took in
the sight of her...cat.

"Hell yeah, it did!" The man jumped excitedly,
turning to Dreda with a grin splitting his face.

Tim was nearly knocked off his feet by the large
wings as the man went to Dreda and threw his arms round her.

Tim now very much disliked this creature.

"Hey! Hands off!" Tim barked.

Dreda shifted in her cat's arms, trying to get
herself free, wary of Tim's narrowing gaze. Snickers though was not
fussed, he kept a hold of Dreda and looked over his shoulder at Tim
with a smirk.

"I was here first, Dragon boy. I've lived here a
long time now and I've probably seen her nak-"

He couldn’t continue his sentence because Dreda's
knee made hard contact with his groin, which was armoured, and hurt
her leg a bit but it was enough pressure to make him distracted
enough for her to be able to shove him off.

Snickers stumbled back, just about staying on his
feet as Dreda wagged a finger and scolded him,

"Bad Snickers. No winding up my boyfriend."

Tim smiled. His girlfriend was awesome.

"R-right." Snickers sniggered.

Dreda frowned though. This is what she knew he was
going to be like, and wished he wasn't. As soon as she heard that
her cat was not a cat she thought about Snicker's behaviour. How he
was always in the room when she got changed, how he loved to play
with her underwear.

She wasn't happy about it, but she knew her cat was
going to be a giant pervert.

She looked to Tim to make sure the jealous dragon
hadn't taken over but he seemed fine, in fact he quickly looked
away when she caught his eyes blushing a bit.

She shook her head.

"Zeev." Snickers broke the silence after he
recovered from the crotch shot.

"Huh?" Dreda looked to him.

"My name is Zeev. I mean, naming me Snickers was
funny and all, but yeah, Zeev." He was suddenly more serious; he
bowed his top half to Dreda and said, "Sorry for being an ass and
thanks for saving me."

Dreda stared at the sudden formality, "S-sure."

"What are you?" Tim questioned, without hesitation,
narrowed eyes sizing up the potential threat.

"A Valkyrie." Zeev turned to Tim to answer and
nearly giving Dreda a heart attack as his wings swept dangerously
close to knocking her TV from its stand.

"Aren't Valkyrie’s female?" Tim asked.

Zeev's eyes narrowed, "That's just sexist. There are
more women than men but that doesn’t mean we don’t exist."

"Can you do anything about the wings before you
break something?" Dreda asked.

Zeev looked around, left and right, his wings
wagging behind him with the movement and only making Dreda wince
more as he came just closer and closer to her beloved TV. He pouted
sadly for a moment,

"Fine."

In a blink they were gone. In a blink he looked
generally more human. His wings were gone; the black markings were
gone though his pupils were still white which was strange.

"Thank you." Dreda made sure to say.

He nodded, throwing away his frown in favour of
rolling his shoulders and stretching his body.

"Odin, it's good not to be a cat anymore!" He
exclaimed.

"How did that even happen?" Tim asked.

"Her parents." Zeev pointed at Dreda.

"My parents?" Dreda stared, taken off guard,
"When?"

"Like..." Zeev paused to think, "Thirteen years
ago-ish?"

Dreda frowned; she at least knew that was before she
was put into The Project.

"How did you meet them?" She asked.

Zeev's eyes wandered the room, zeroing in on the
books that Dreda got from her neighbour to learn about mythical
creatures.

"That's a long one. Should probably sit down for
this one, kiddies."

"Kiddies?" Tim glared.

"You're like what? Twenty something? You're not even
three digits." He shrugged, wandering over to the books and
slipping out the book about the Knights of the Round Table and
flicking through.

"Be careful with those," Dreda made sure to tell
him, taking a seat as suggested.

Tim was reluctant to do anything the Valkyrie said
but did so anyway, more wanting to make sure Zeev didn’t sit next
to Dreda. Once he saw they were both seated, he snapped the book
closed with a slap.

"Righty-o then." He moved in front of them, crossed
his feet and bent his knees to land cross-legged on the floor.

"Once upon a time, little old me was in Valhalla
and-"

"Valhalla?" Tim stopped him.

"Warrior heaven, home of Odin and-"

"I know what it is, I just...that's real?" Tim shook
his head.

"You've been to the spirit world. Why is Valhalla so
hard to believe?" Zeev frowned as Dreda and Tim exchanged
looks.

"What?" Tim questioned again.

Zeev rolled his eyes, "When you broke into that
mansion. Dreda told me that ghost helped you get in by taking you
through the spirit world."

"That was the spirit world?" Dreda questioned.

"So, all those floaty things were ghosts and stuff."
Tim shivered.

"Yup." Zeev nodded smirking, "Not sure I should
continue if you're blown away by that."

Dreda watched Tim process it, surprised she didn’t
feel too overwhelmed by it. She wasn't sure if that was because she
wasn't taking it in properly or because of Galahad or something
else.

Tim rolled his eyes, "I'm fine."

Zeev nodded and continued, "So, like I said I was in
Valhalla when one of our warriors got summoned into this world. I
got sent to go after him, ran into your parents and they sprang the
kitten curse on me to make sure I didn't stop them."

He stopped on purpose because everything Dreda was
feeling was written all over her face. She had a very, very good
idea what he was trying to stop and who the warrior that was
summoned was.

Tim on the other hand looked confused at the stop
but followed Zeev’s gaze to Dreda.

"Are you alright?" He asked, concerned.

She nodded, a sad look as she said, "The warrior was
Sir Galahad. You had been trying to stop the ritual that
would...fuse him with me, I guess?"

"What?" Tim stared then looked to Zeev who
nodded.

"Galahad needed some kind of vessel; an uncursed
spirit wouldn’t be able to stay long without a body. If they
summoned his spirit and didn’t get him into a vessel fast they
would have lost him to the spirit world. I'm guessing they used you
because you’re human, Galahad was...at one point, so it makes you
more compatible." He explained.

Dreda just nodded but Tim looked between the two a
little panicked.

"So, Dreda has a dead guy's soul in her?" He glanced
between the two of them a few times but then his gaze rested on
Dreda, "And you...don't seem surprised by that."

Dreda nodded, her chest felt a bit heavy as she
thought of him, "Remember that voice Vince was asking about. The
one I could hear when I used my magic?"

Tim stared surprised, "How...I mean,"

"He was there for a long time. I mean, I don't
remember much from before The Project but when I was little, I used
to think of him as my imaginary friend. When I was first in The
Project he...I don't know, gave me his skills, I guess. He gave up
some of himself so I could have the skills to survive. The only
part that was left of him was his skills with magic. I'd forgotten
about him so I didn’t recognize him when he started talking to me
when I used magic."

Tim didn’t quite understand but still he could see
the sadness. He reached out a hand and put it on hers as Zeev said
bluntly.

"And that part is gone now too, isn't it?"

Dreda nodded, "Sanson would have killed me if he
didn’t give me the skills to counteract him and as far as I know
that was all that was left of him."

Dreda took a deep breath, trying to push away the
dark again but then she smiled,

"He told me about you with his last words." She
looked to Zeev.

The Valkyrie grinned, "Good guy."

"So..." Tim frowned just trying to get his head
round it, "He's gone now? So..."

"Basically, Dreda and Galahad are now one and the
same," Zeev informed him, "No soul tug of wars, no voice in her
head, nothing. Dreda is now the owner of all Galahad's skills."

"But not knowledge." Dreda frowned, "Why don't I get
that?"

"Well, to give you that he'd have to give you his
memories, and that would disrupt who you are. His views, his
personality would affect yours. Only giving you the skills was the
best way to keep you, you." Zeev explained.

"So...he basically destroyed himself for me." Dreda
tensed.

Zeev nodded.

Dreda wasn't sure what to think. She moved her hand
so she could grip Tim’s and stared down at her knees. Sure, she
didn’t remember Galahad well but she felt like she lost something.
She felt like she lost someone important.

She took a few breaths as Tim shuffled closer, then
looked at Zeev,

"Your job was to take Galahad back, right?" He
asked.

The Valkyrie nodded.

"What are you going to do now he's...not here?" He
asked, warily.

Dreda looked up, blinking away threatening
tears.

Zeev sniggered, "I'm not going to kidnap your
princess if that's what you’re worried about." He assured them, "In
fact I'm going to avoid going back to Valhalla completely. The gods
are going to be pissed at how much I've fucked this up."

"What would he do?" Tim asked curiously.

"Don’t know. Best case scenario would be
banishment...don’t want to find out worst case." Zeev gave a grim
look but pulled on his smile again soon after.

The two boys went quiet as Dreda processed it. Well,
she wasn't processing just, thinking. She could at least say she
wasn't lying to Galahad when she said she’d miss him. She shook her
head of it though. There was something else that came to mind.

"Weird how this all keeps coming back to King Arthur
and the round table." She pointed out.

Tim frowned confused, "What does?"

"I remember Vince saying something about the curse
being related to the round table or something. And Fort and the
others all named themselves after the weapons of the round
table-"

"Yeah, that one's weird," Zeev jumped in, flipping
through the book on his lap, "I remember you telling me about that,
I wanted to show you."

He found the page he wanted but paused on it as he
asked, "Fort was a dragon, right? And she took the name
Excalibur?"

"Yeah." Dreda said slowly, not sure she wanted to
know what he was going to show her.

"Well," He flipped the book and held it up for both
Tim and Dreda to see.

The page was all about Arthur himself. The king had
illustrations of a blond man with blue eyes, by all means the text
book picture of a knight and also paintings of a great golden
dragon that apparently Arthur himself was.

"So... By some coincidence she took the name of the
sword that belonged to a dragon." Tim frowned.

"Not just her." Zeev pulled the book back, "Aken,
the stone elemental. He took the name Arondite, didn’t he?"

"Yeah..." Dreda nodded slowly again.

Zeev repeated the movement, flipping the book round
on the page of Sir Lancelot, the wielder of Arondite and, by some
coincidence, a stone elemental.

"What..." Dreda stared.

"How?" Tim echoed her.

"The Kitsune was Galantine, I think." He pulled the
book back and flipped the pages again, turning them back on the
page of Sir Gawain, wielder of Galantine and a Kitsune.

Dreda shook her head, just staring. Tim though
frowned.

"Piwen was Arthur’s shield and Carnwennan was
Arthur’s dagger. How does that ad up?" He questioned.

"Well, there isn't a demon or pixie on the round
table." Zeev told him flicking through to be sure.

Tim frowned then looked to Dreda, "You think they
did this on purpose?"

Dreda shook her head, "I don't see why they would. I
don’t think they are even aware of the curse's origins with the
round table."

Tim's back hit the back of the sofa as he thought,
"Can't be a coincidence though."

"That's what I thought," Zeev nodded slapping the
book closed, "Thought you should know."

"I'll have to ask where they got their ideas." Dreda
shrugged then looked to the book, "Can I have a look?"

"Sure." Zeev handed it to her and Dreda flicked
through.

The book detailed a lot of knights who had sat at
the round table but there were eight, including Arthur, Gawain and
Lancelot, with a weird mark on their page.

Sir Gawain the Kitsune, Sir Percival the griffon,
Arthur the dragon, Sir Gareth the celestial spirit, Sir Lancelot
the stone elemental, Sir Bedivire the spirit of courage, Sir
Tristan the angel and of course Sir Galahad the human.

Dreda closed the book.

"You okay?" Tim asked her.

"I'm fine." She spared him a small smile then looked
to Zeev, "What are you going to do now you're not a cat?"

Zeev looked away and frowned, "Not sure...haven’t
thought that far ahead."

"Hmm..." Tim frowned, "You've got no normal clothes
and no identity...you won't be doing anything for a while."

"So, he's going to have to lie low here for a bit?"
Dreda frowned, not sure if she could handle a roommate.

"He doesn’t have to lay low but-"

"It might affect my rent agreement if they find out
I have someone else living here." She pointed out.

"Well yeah, he's going to have to lie low then." Tim
nodded.

"But...I can't even explore?" Zeev pouted.

"Maybe when we get you some new clothes." Tim shook
his head.
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“I'm sorry sir; I can't find the prisoner you’re
referring to. They could still be being processed or-"

Leo, Light Tiger, gritted his teeth. His hazel eyes
narrowed at the woman. He knew it wasn't her fault, but worry
pushed his eyes into a glare and unfortunately she was on the end
of it.

"But...he was brought in by Moon Girl a few days
ago. He should have been processed by now." He insisted.

"I'm sorry sir; I can't find him in the system. I
suggest you talk to the police for further information." She told
him, a thin layer of professionalism over her annoyance.

Leo took a step back from the desk so the person
behind him could talk to her. He walked away a bit, took a breath
and ran a hand through his short bleach blond hair. He didn't know
how it was possible. He'd worked with Dreda and Tim to bring his
brother in but somehow, somehow, he wasn't in prison.

He'd confirmed that Felix had made it to the police
station but...did he escape on the way to the prison or...

He bit his lip in worry but, not seeing anything he
could do, turned to leave.

But he stopped suddenly when a thought hit him.

There was someone else in this prison who might know
what happened to his brother. Leo re-joined the queue for reception
again and the woman gave him a sharp glare when she saw him
again,

"As I told you before sir, there is-"

"Sanson." He stopped her.

"Pardon?" She faltered at his sharp statement.

"If possible, I'd like to see Edward Sanson,
please." He asked nicely.

The woman took a few moments to recover from that
but soon she shook her head and did her job.

She sent Leo through and he passed through the usual
checks, anything sharp was taken off him, his phone as well and
eventually, he was placed in the waiting room. Though, he had to
take a long way around to the quiet solemn room since at least half
the prison was being rebuilt after the time a giant dragon
demolished it.

A lot of villains got out the day of the lock down,
even more found their end. Leo and the others caught who they could
but even so, the prison didn’t have much capacity anymore.

Many criminals had been transferred to another city.
The only ones still left here were the ones with super villain
status, for two reasons. One, they were just too dangerous to move
and two, many of the intact cells had Trick containment.

Leo knew it was possible his brother was transferred
but Henry had pulled some strings to check which prison he was sent
to. As far as he could find, Felix was definitely sent to Iwon
Prison on their documents.

Leo bit his lip again as he waited in the quiet,
solemn waiting room, the only sound was awkward shifting as people
tried and failed to get comfortable of the cold plastic chairs.

He hated that he had nothing to do but think until
his name was eventually called.

It was a relief when it was. He did his best to rid
himself of doubts as he pushed himself up. This could be the
biggest mistake in his life. Sanson was a villain, he could tell
him anything, lie through his teeth...

But Leo needed to know. He and Felix were twins
after all; it took more than a disagreement about the validity of
the law to break them up.

He escaped the waiting room through the blue door
and entered the room that was split between visitors and prisoners.
Amused, he smirked a bit as Sanson came into view. The dark-haired
man's face scrunched up in confusion. His steel eyes started
looking left and right, scanning for someone he expected Leo to be
here to see.

Leo took the steel stool opposite him, watching the
cautious stare Sanson gave him as he picked up the phone on his
side. Sanson took a few more moments to glare at him before finally
picking up his side.

"Here to gloat?" He hissed.

"No," Leo's amusement vanished as he thought of the
reason he was here.

Sanson tilted his head curiously, at the serious
expression.

"What happened to, Felix?"

Sanson's eyes went wide but he nodded with the
realization.

"Should have been able to guess that one." He
scolded himself.

Leo narrowed his eyes, "Logan looked into it. Police
records say he was sent here but the prison has no records of
him."

Sanson nodded, his expression concerned but
unsurprised, "For what it's worth I'm sorry I dragged him into
this."

Leo paused a moment and glared, "Don't dodge the
question."

Sanson leaned back, completely unfazed by the glare.
His steel eyes looked at Leo, uncaring but thoughtful. Leo tried to
keep his glare up but it was starting to feel weird to even
him.

Slowly, his expression softened in the silence until
eventually he asked,

"You...you know where he is...don't you?"

Sanson again, didn't respond. He still looked like
he was mulling it over, mouth set in a deep frown.

Leo sighed, "Guess it was too much to hope for your
help."

He went to put the phone down but was stopped by
a,

"Wait!"

Leo looked at him, surprised as Sanson leant forward
again, an expression of worry as he took a breath and said,

"I don't know where he is..." He admitted and Leo
rolled his eyes, ready to leave again until he said, "But I do know
who has him."

Leo's heart stopped a moment, "Who has him? Someone
has him?"

Leo had thought he'd escaped, got lost in the
system, killed. Kidnapping was not something that came to mind.

Sanson nodded but he went quiet again. Leo gritted
his teeth,

"You can't just tell me that then nothing." He
snapped.

"It’s not that easy." Sanson muttered, looking away
with a bit of regret and that only annoyed Leo more.

"Yes it is, just tell me!"

Sanson took a breath, he looked really, really
annoyed but then he stopped, his body slumped and he shrugged to
himself, smirking.

"Fuck it. Your brother was taken by the fairy empire
of Solala."

Leo leaned back and stared, "The fairy empire of
sol-what now?"

"The fairy empire of Solala." He repeated.

Leo just stared for a while. He knew Sanson had gone
a bit off the rails. Why else would he have done what he did
but...fairies?

"If you don't believe me you can ask Moon Girl about
it or probably Dart Tornado...maybe that newbie hero in blue too."
Sanson added with an amused look as Leo processed it.

Leo's hazel eyes just stared, as he waited for
Sanson to say something like 'I can't believe you thought I was
serious' but the man's steel eyes, though amused, didn’t look like
he was joking.

"So... you’re insane."

Sanson slumped into his seat, defeated, "Yeah,
sure."

Leo frowned at that.

"You actually believe that?" He raised an
eyebrow.

"Well, we saw all sorts of creatures running around
the city a while ago. Not to mention the giant dragon that crushed
most of this building. Is a fairy empire too much for you even
after that?" Sanson pointed out.

Leo’s face was stuck in that frown. He wanted to say
they were illusions. The Griffon, the overrun city, the
dragon...He'd spoken to Trish and they were all starting to feel
the same. They wanted to believe what they told the public but it
was hard having seen them so close.

Leo had ridden the griffon himself. He knocked it
out of the sky, pulled at its feathers been nearly deafened by its
shrill roar. The only reason they didn’t say anything was
because...no one wanted it to be real, no one wanted to be the one
to say it was real. No one wanted to be called insane.

But Leo picked up on something he just said.

"You mentioned...Moon Girl knows?" He
questioned.

Because he remembered that Roza and a few others
didn’t seem surprised by it. Roza seemed pretty calm when she met
the griffon. She even apparently knew what to do when the city was
overrun. She'd never once mentioned that there was a god damn
dragon at the prison that day she went to visit. Yes, she lost
someone that day but...surely she'd think the dragon was somehow
connected to that...

Sanson nodded, "She's aware. The only one I know for
sure who is, though like I said, I'm pretty sure Dart Tornado knows
as well."

"Right..." Leo shook his head.

Fairies? Fairies had his brother...and apparently
Roza knew something about it...and hadn’t said anything...

"Does Moon Girl know they have my brother?" He
questioned.

"Probably not." Sanson shrugged.

Leo frowned. Then why hadn't she said anything?
Assuming this Solala was real, maybe not fairies, but at least a
real group, they obviously had something going on. Something
villainous, something nefarious that the heroes should probably
know about...

"Thanks." Leo sighed, his mind flooded with thoughts
and doubts, doubts he didn’t want.

The last thing any of the heroes wanted was doubts
about each other. They may have put in the fake name protocol for
just such a thing but no one wanted for it to be really needed.

"No problem." Sanson nodded and the phones went back
on the holders.

Leo left the prison confused. He didn't want to
think badly of Roza. She had been a great help, she saved Henry's
life, and she hovered around him to make sure he was okay when he
was being investigated by police.

But...

His face screwed up in a frown as he found the large
black Land Rover in the car park. He climbed up into the passenger
seat and sat back, arms crossed over his chest, overall looking
like a perturbed child.

Henry stared at him surprised and quite
concerned.

"What happened?"

"Felix isn't there, I saw Sanson instead." He said
bluntly looking away so he didn’t have to face Henry's clear
disapproval.

"Why?"

"Because I was worried about Felix. We know he
should be here but the prison has no record of him. I thought
Sanson might know where he was." Leo dared to look out the corner
of his eyes glad to see that reason seemed to be acceptable.

Henry went back to his look of concern.

With that Leo continued, "He said some...weird
things. I mean..." Leo struggled to put it into words, "Well,
apparently there's this organization called the Solala Empire and
they have my brother and Roza knows about them."

Henry didn’t react. He stared at Leo longer and Leo
frowned deeply, he loved Henry and all but he knew him too well it
was scary.

"He said they were fairies." He admitted the last
piece of information.

At that Henry raised an eyebrow, "And you believe
him?"

"Well..." Leo looked out the window, "Can we really
be sure after everything that's happened?"

"Yes, we can, it's nonsense." He stated strongly but
his eyes had wandered away.

"Even if they're not fairies there's still a chance
they exist. We thought he was working with someone anyway." Leo
argued.

Henry nodded his approval at that, "That, at least,
I can believe."

"Then...should we ask Roza about it?" Leo asked
unsure.

Henry didn’t respond for a good few moments as he
thought it through, probably going through what Leo had before,
weighing up trusting his fellow heroes, not prying into their lives
and the idea of a potentially organized threat.

Eventually, he nodded,

"We'll ask Roza. If she hasn't said anything about
this Solala then she has a reason and we should find out what that
is. This maybe more complex than we think." Henry said simply
turning from Leo and starting the car.

Leo's grin found its way back to his face.

"I love how logical you are, you know that?" He
beamed.

Henry blushed but didn’t respond as he started the
car and they left the prison.
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Leo and Henry got back to HQ a bit late but they had
informed Trish of their plans that morning so they weren't in
trouble. The two found their way through security and into the
elevator.

"Don't you have combat training this morning?" Henry
remembered.

"Nope!" Leo smirked.

Henry shook his head, "Then I guess we should check
the bat cave."

Leo nodded, trying not to get too nervous. The two
had decided to ask Dreda about what they had descovered as soon as
they got back, get it over and done with.

They got into HQ, greeting people at the media
office before going through into the hero area and finding the
large metal door that still had the torn-out notebook paper sign of
'Bat Cave'. It was starting to look a little yellow with how long
it had been there.

"I'm surprised he doesn’t get rid of that." Leo
thought out loud as Henry banged loudly on the door.

They waited patiently for a while; Dreda and Tim
didn’t get many visitors that knocked so they guessed it might take
a moment for them to get over the confusion. Henry went to knock
again as the door opened.

Roza was on the other side, her blue eyes surprised
to see them.

"Hey," She looked between them, "What do you
need?"

The only light in the room behind them was the
monitors the two sat at but that was plenty for them to be able to
see Tim putting in his hearing aids before looking at them
confused.

"We need to talk to you." Leo stated, shoulders
hunched with an awkward smile.

Roza's head tilted with a look of concern, "What
about?"

Leo had a glance to Henry and the man sighed,

"Alone." He stated.

He saw Tim's eyes narrow behind her but, as if
knowing he would have that reaction Roza turned from them and gave
him a reassuring smile,

"I'll be right back."

"Alright." He sighed and slowly turned back to
whatever game he was playing, only taking his eyes off them when he
had fully turned.

Her body stiff under the gaze Roza, stepped out,
blinking at the light as she closed the bat cave door behind
her.

"Do we want to go somewhere else or...?" She
asked.

"Probably best we do." Henry agreed leading them
through the library and into one of the small side rooms.

Clair was there; she raised a curious eyebrow at
them but didn't say anything.

Henry stayed by the door, letting them into the
cramp little office space before entering himself and closing the
door behind them.

Roza found a place leaning back on the little desk.
Worry in her eyes, her gaze drifted between them expectantly. Leo
looked to Henry but the man stayed as silent as ever.

Leo didn’t want to ask. He liked Roza. She was
pretty cool and he didn’t want a reason for that to change. But he
had to. For Felix.

For his brother, Leo took a deep breath and got
straight to the point.

"What’s Solala?"

Roza's reaction to it told him a lot. Her blue eyes
shot to him so fast her red locks whipped up. She stared for a
while getting over the shocked before she asked.

"How did you hear about them?"

Leo frowned, she did know about them...He didn’t
want Sanson to be right.

He watched her closely and told her everything
Sanson told him. He told her how he went to the prison to talk to
his brother, was unable to and talked to Sanson instead.

She nodded a look of understanding on her face as
she sighed. Her eyes found the floor, her body tense.

"I didn’t know they had your brother." She stated at
least.

Leo nodded, relieved that she hadn't been hiding
that at least but he saw Henry get up from leaning on the door.

"Who are they? What do they want? Why haven't you
said anything?" He harshly listed the questions and Roza bit her
lip.

She took a while. One of her fingers tapped the desk
behind her in a frantic rhythm.

"It’s complicated." Was all she came out with.

"Are they a danger to the city?" Henry asked,
impatiently.

There was a pause, a deep breath and eventually she
answered, "No."

Henry didn’t look convinced but Leo wanted to give
her the benefit of the doubt, he talked over Henry's further
questioning and asked,

"Do you think my brother is okay?"

"They wouldn’t bother to take him if they didn’t
need him alive. I think your brother is okay." She told him and Leo
breathed relief.

Henry could see Leo didn’t want him to grill her too
much so he backed off. For now.

"Do you have any idea where they could be keeping
him?" He asked.

Roza shook her head, "I'm sorry. No idea."

At that Leo's shoulders slumped but he was at least
glad to find out he probably wasn’t dead.

"Is there anything else you can tell us?" Leo
asked.

Roza shook her head, "I don't know too much about
them.”

Henry tensed his fists in frustration but he left
it, trying and failing not to sneer when he said,

"Thank you for being so honest."

"Henry." Leo scolded, "You have a good reason for
not telling us some stuff, right?"

He looked to her and Roza nodded without
hesitation,

"And you'd tell us and sound the alarm if it got bad
right?"

Roza nodded again.

"See." Leo gestured to her as he looked at
Henry.

Henry's eyes were hard, he didn’t respond, rather he
turned and left the room. Leo sighed and offered Roza a kind
smile.

"I'm surprised you're not giving me the cold
shoulder." Roza admitted, "I'd be pissed if someone was holding
back info about my family."

"We're heroes, sometimes we have to do the whole
mysterious thing." He shrugged, "I just...I don’t want to suspect
anyone of being a traitor or anything. I don't want a rift."

Roza smiled sadly, "Let's hope we don’t get one
then."

He nodded painting on a bright smile again, "Sorry
to drag you off like that. See ya."

He left the room and Roza was left on her own. A
heavy heart as she watched the cracks begin to form.
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Leo’s bright smile disappeared as soon as he left
that small room. He winced as he saw Henry had gone straight to
Clair.

"She's hiding something," He heard him say.

"Henry!" Leo snapped running up to them.

He studied Clair's face; it was sad, but
knowing.

"I know." She said simply.

"You know?" Henry raised an eyebrow.

Clair sighed, "I know part of it but I don’t have
the full picture." She admitted, "I get what you're saying, Henry
I-"

Clair paused awkwardly as Roza walked out of their
small room and left the library. She sighed to herself, trying to
ignore the guilt as she continued,

"What I know is incredibly personal to her,
but...I'll admit there is something more she's holding back."

Henry nodded, "I know we all have our secrets but
strange things have been happening..."

“And you think she knows something about that?"

Henry nodded.

"She might not. She might just know about the Solala
people and that's it." Leo tried to push.

Henry sent him a sympathetic look, "She wasn't
surprised by the creatures like we have been. Roza knows something
about what's been going on with the city. That much we can’t
ignore."

Clair nodded sadly, "I'll talk to Trish."

Leo frowned, "If she hasn't said anything then she
has a reason."

Clair nodded, "I know but...four times now we've had
unexplainable creatures show up in the city. I would like to keep
ignoring it too but...enough is
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