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        Primi Capitis, Primus Territory

        Saturday, 6th August 47 Aevum Magia

      

      

      Talos tapped the tip of his black oxford against the back of the prostrate human’s head while the point of the stiletto heel dug into the base of his skull. It would take only the slightest pressure to impale the pathetic, whining human. Talos scanned the human’s mind and determined that he had told all that he knew.

      With a flick of his wrist, a guard appeared. Talos removed his foot and stepped over the human. The guard grabbed the human by the back of the shirt and yanked him to his feet then pushed him forward out of the office, leaving Talos with the news the human had brought.

      The heels of his shoes clicked on the marble floor as he walked out onto the balcony overlooking his city. Holographic ads played across the night sky; the whirl of electric engines zoomed below as they crisscrossed between the towering buildings. Down and to the right, his colosseum in all its ancient and modern glory shown bright even amongst the numerous lights and flashes coming from the main strip that bisected the downtown area in front of his building.

      He narrowed his eyes at the building as if he could see through its many layers down into the cells where this would-be assassin plotted his demise.

      "Your fathers would be proud."

      The words broke Talos’ thoughts but didn’t startle him. Majid was his shadow and had been for over two thousand years. The Persian towered over him even in his heels. The gentle touch on his shoulder belied the strength Majid held in his lithe frame. Talos looked into the violet eyes of his best friend who now focused on the city before them as he had.

      "One hundred and fifty years, Majid." He gazed back at the city. "Some days I’m angry with my father for not leaving Japan when I told him to. But Papa was as determined as Father was to stay and hold our territory. We all underestimated the humans’ thirst for destruction." His tone turned hard as the pain of losing almost his whole family washed over him. It was a familiar pain now, but one that hadn’t lessened in the last century and a half.

      "We should have moved then but the council hadn’t believed. They were still too trapped in their conviction to stay hidden as they had for millennia. But look at the greatness we have created in less than fifty years. The world could have looked like this without the destruction the human vermin wrought against it." Talos closed his eyes as the memories angered him.

      He slammed the side of his fist on top of the concrete wall of the balcony. Cracks splintered down and across while bits dug into the meat of his palm. Talos shook his hand out and wiped the concrete crumbles off. He straightened his navy suit jacket and then the cuffs of the light blue shirt beneath. Majid squeezed his shoulder gently. "Primus was a legendary vampyr, and you are living up to his legacy. Your accomplishments are not anything to laugh about. He would be immensely proud at the hand you’ve had in shaping this world and leading the way to bring us out of the darkness and into the light."

      Talos took the comfort Majid offered as he prepared mentally for what was coming tonight.

      "Sire." Gideon’s rich Spanish baritone broke their reverie, and Talos turned toward the doorway. "I have the information you requested on the resistance operative."

      Talos nodded as he walked back inside. "Anything interesting?"

      "No, the usual." Gideon fell in step beside Talos as he continued through his mansion of a penthouse and to the elevator at the entrance.

      "We’ll leave him where he’s at. He’s already set to be part of tonight’s entertainment. Let’s see how good of a show he will give us." Talos smirked.

      

      The T-shaped Primus Industries Headquarters housed their casino and hotel on the lower levels, corporate offices, and housing for the supernatural employees above that. Talos’ mansion occupied the top four floors. The walk from Headquarters to the replica of the great Roman Colosseum through the underground tunnels was uneventful as it should have been. They entered the private elevator, and Talos tapped his foot to the Scottish folk music that played while it ascended. The elevator stopped and the doors opened into the large suite overlooking the arena.

      Three tiers of seats at the front of the private box were exposed on three sides, save the columns on the sides—some for structural integrity and some just for show. The noise of the crowd hit Talos as he stepped out and he was happy to see his family enjoying themselves. His sons in attendance stood and he made his way down to the bottom tier. Starting with his youngest son, Bellamy, he greeted and spoke a few words with each. Majid followed behind him, ever his guardian and almost more a piece of him than his sons who had his blood flowing through their veins.

      Only half his sons were in attendance physically. The other half were in their homes across his territory but had their holographic images projected into the box to watch the night’s events. Losing so many of his siblings in one strike had taught him a valuable lesson. A gathering of his bloodline like tonight was risky enough as it was in Talos’ eyes, but they needed things like this from time to time. To let loose and bond with their family and revel in what it means to be of House Primus. Talos should have changed the name now that his father was gone, but he couldn’t bring himself to and no one from the other houses argued the matter.

      Talos spent a few minutes with each son, but as he got to the third tier, he noticed an extra seat had been placed between his throne and Gideon’s seat. A wide smile broke out on his face and he almost skipped his remaining children to greet his brother. But ever the stickler for giving his children his attention as equally as he could, he continued with the few sons that were left. Gideon tried to rush their time together, but Talos hugged him close, knowing he was to thank for his brother’s presence.

      The half-giant vampire grabbed Talos with one hand around his waist and brought him in for a hug. Talos squeaked and feebly pounded on Odin’s chest before giving in. He wrapped his arms around his favorite and only sibling left.

      "Odin, you big oaf, you’re going to break me in front of all my children."

      Odin laughed a deep rumble that shook Talos where he was. "Little brother, I have missed you." Odin finally put Talos down.

      He huffed as he straightened his suit. "I thought we agreed not to ever be in the same place. That it was too dangerous."

      "It was time, brother. My territory in Europe is in Xerces’ fine hands. I’m here to stay for a while."

      "What?" Talos didn’t bother to hide his shock. "Odin, you can’t. It’s too dangerous."

      "It’ll be fine. You worry too much." Odin sat, the chair Gideon had requested creaked with the weight of the albino giant. The cobalt blue eyes were now level with Talos’.

      "There is a resistance assassin down in the gladiator cells this very minute plotting on how they will win these games and get close enough to me." Talos scowled and resisted the urge to wag his finger.

      Odin laughed again. "You’re just playing with your food. Sit, brother, and let the games begin. It’s been a century since I saw you last. And while I understand your paranoia, especially on the anniversary of my sire and your father’s death, it is equally important that we do not forget each other."

      "Fine." Talos whipped around and stood in front of his throne to address his children, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and so forth, for the whole arena was filled with his progeny. Thousands of his bloodline filled the seats and with a single chime they all fell silent.

      "Majid, do not think I didn’t see how you slipped by without saying hi, my little Persian firecracker," Odin whispered behind him. And with the excellent hearing their kind had, probably half the arena heard as well judging by the muffled laughs of his sons below him.

      Talos cleared his throat and spoke. "Today marks one hundred and fifty years since my fathers, along with most of my siblings, were killed by humans too stubborn to sit and talk. My blood runs through each one of you and many of you were with me when we lost one of the greatest beings this world has ever seen.

      "Primus Kentusrix witnessed civilizations rise and fall and yet he stood. If it were not for Primus, none of us would be here. And were I not in this very city that day, laying down the groundwork for the territory we now have—a territory that stretches from Alaska all the way to the tip of Mexico and from the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific ocean—I would have been at my fathers’ side. All it took was one bomb, one flash of light, one plane, and one human to order the end of the greatest vampyr I have ever known.

      "But it was not the end of his house. The House of Primus was not destroyed and in the face of great loss and tragedy, we rose. And when it looked like humanity was going to do far worse than it had ever done before, all of you stood by me when I said no."

      Talos paused, looking out at all the eyes trained on him. The anger and conviction he felt on the day he stood his ground against his fellow council members returned to the surface.

      "We could not just stand back and watch the humans destroy this planet. Could we have fled to other planets, planes, dimensions even? Sure, we could have done that and left the humans to their own destruction, but I was born here on this planet. All of you were born here and you stood by me while we took our planet back." Talos mimed reaching out and grabbing something and brought his closed fist to his chest.

      "While we are still many years away from finding complete balance between nature and all the races that inhabit this planet, we have made strides in undoing the massive damage the humans did while we let them be in charge." Talos let his arm fall back to his side, hand still clenched with his emotions riding high.

      "A hundred and fifty years ago, I lost almost everything that I held dear in this world. But House of Primus did not fall, and it will not fall. We are the legacy of Primus Kentusrix and his loving mate Vesryn Trafir. Together we will take the House of Primus into the next century. And we. Will. THRIVE!"

      Everyone stood as one and chanted as loud as they could. "Primus! Primus! Primus!"

      Talos took his seat, his back straight, and crossed one slim leg over the other. A single chime sounded, and the arena quieted down again. Talos raised a hand in the air. "Let the games and the feast begin."

      Cheers rose again, and the announcer took over as doorways were opened and humans were led into each row of seats. They were naked and clean but subdued with mild drugs.

      Soon the sounds of metal clashing and men grunting carried up into Talos’ box, which mixed with the sounds of feeding and sex. Blood scented the air and the doors to his box opened again. Several attendants carried trays and platters and placed them in front of Talos and Majid.

      "That looks good, brother, but I still prefer my meals alive and squirming." Odin slapped the ass of the man he currently had on his dick with a laugh.

      Talos looked at Odin while his food was arranged in front of him. He had straightforward tastes. His rare steak was probably from a fancy cow, but it was cooked simply. "I like that too, but I like this first."

      The sounds around Talos had his dick half-hard, and he was looking forward to dessert but didn’t want to rush the beautiful meal before him. Majid ate his steak slowly while a man sat between his legs and sucked on his cock.

      "Gideon?"

      "Yes, Sire?" Despite the noise levels, their voices were pitched low, so only those in the immediate area would hear.

      "Tell me when our would-be assassin is on the field. I look forward to seeing how he fairs."

      "Of course." Talos didn’t need to see the smirk that played across his eldest son’s features.
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      Bayne sat on the surprisingly comfortable padded wooden bench in one of the holding rooms below the Colosseum. His two days in the Colosseum were nothing like he had been prepared for. The city wasn’t like he had been told either. He hadn’t seen much of the human slums when they were smuggled in by fellow THRUST, The Human Revolution Usurping Supernatural Tyranny, members who lived in the city, so he couldn’t attest to the validity of how run down and filthy he was told they were.

      The first sight of the Colosseum had taken his breath. It was larger than he had imagined and shone brightly against the modern buildings around it. Bayne had had to crane his neck back to take in the whole structure. Stone statues decorated arches in the upper levels. Bayne had touched an outside column unbelieving that such a structure could exist amongst the steel and glass world around it.

      When he’d entered the Colosseum with the other humans who sought out a chance to be transformed into a monster, he expected to be thrown into a cell and wait until they threw them all in the pit for the vamps’ entertainment. Nothing like that happened. They had been screened one by one, and Bayne thought his mission would end there if they discovered what laid in wait in his blood, but they passed him through.

      He was then measured and outfitted in leather and iron armor. It wasn’t scale armor or anything fancy like a Roman soldier would wear but he wasn’t half-naked either. He had been told the king—even thinking of him with that title filled Bayne with disgust—was very particular about the authenticity shown in his games. The armor was high quality. He didn’t want to think about the amount of money wasted in just armor and weapons for this place. The armor he wore wasn’t new, but it was in excellent shape. They only had to make some minor adjustments to fit it to his muscular body. Next, he’d chosen his weapons. He’d been trained in several kinds of melee weapons over the years just for this mission.

      Bayne went with the classic gladius and round shield. If needed, he could pick up others on the field. After he’d been given his armor and weapons, they showed him to a barracks building next to the Colosseum. He had been surprised it wasn’t under it, but it seemed they didn’t want their prospective new vampires to be shunned from the sun just yet. Like all the buildings in the city he had seen so far, except the Colosseum, it had numerous large windows.

      All the cities were built like this, the windows served two main purposes besides looking out of. The first was to protect against UV rays, which the bloodsuckers were vulnerable to, and the second more important reason was to collect energy. After The Fall, a mass infrastructure change took place and over a decade, cities were transformed, small towns were destroyed, and the bulk of humanity was forced to live like cattle awaiting slaughter. Or so he was taught.

      What little Bayne had seen of the human slums didn’t look very destitute. So far, he had been treated with respect and, dare he even say—courtesy. He wasn’t pampered by any means, but he had imagined far worse. They had fed them more than one meal and the foods were unlike anything he’d ever had. He was careful not to eat too much of the rich unfamiliar foods. A few had gotten sick the night before from overindulging. Maybe it was the vamp’s way of giving them all a last meal since most would not survive the games.

      The xolos patrolled the hallways of the arena. They were big, black, furless dog-like creatures with large ears and narrow muzzles filled with very sharp looking teeth. They were also called anubi and were most likely the original inspiration for the Egyptian god Anubis. However, THRUST slang for them were hellhounds and were considered denizens of hell especially since they moved through shadows, disappearing from one place to appear in another. Bayne had learned as much as he could about them in preparation for his mission.

      They were guardians of the vampires and loyal to their master till the last breath left their lungs. The xolos were long-lived, highly intelligent, and some said they could shapeshift into a humanesque form. He had not seen that, but he had witnessed them communicating telepathically. Or at least he assumed that’s what they were doing when they stared at one another. They also made a series of growls and yips, but mostly they were dead silent.

      A chime sounded and the screens at the tops of the walls stopped flashing announcements and showed the king’s tiered suite. He was talking with a very pale giant with a long beard and a bald head. The giant-sized vampire wore jeans and no shirt, showing off his muscular physique. He was twice the size of the king who looked startled when he was picked up.

      Bayne snorted at how short the king was. Everyone around him towered over him, including the one that shadowed his movements and stood behind him when he turned to face the crowd. Cameras zoomed in on him when he spoke. The power he wielded showed in the tenor of his voice and the presence he exuded.

      Bayne couldn’t take his eyes from him. The words spoken didn’t filter down into his brain. He was captivated by the lips that moved, the cobalt eyes that marked him as a vamp flashed with anger and loss. He wore a tailored navy pinstripe suit that fit his petite frame perfectly. His dark blonde hair fell to the sides of his face sharply, complimenting the high cheekbones.

      Chanting broke Bayne’s possessed stare. He scrubbed a hand over his face. "Stupid bloodsuckers," he mumbled under his breath. A deep growl near the alcove’s entrance where he waited drew his attention. Bayne lowered his head and raised his hand in supplication. The guard huffed a clear warning and continued down the hall.

      The cameras panned down to the arena where the actual prisoners were let loose onto the sands. They were kept under the arena where he thought everyone was held. He took some comfort in that his last few days weren’t stuck in a windowless hole. He’d spent so little of his life in the sun that he relished the time he got. It angered Bayne that they had to live without the sun, forced to hide in underground bunkers to survive.

      The prisoners were all human and let loose upon each other with little more than clubs and spears and no armor, but the cloths wrapped around their waists. Both men and women fought to survive—the last one standing given hope that they might live another day. Bayne didn’t know the crimes that had landed them there as sacrifices to the entertainment of the vampire audience. But he had a feeling the last one standing would wish they’d fallen with their brethren.

      One of the screens stayed focused on the royal box, and Bayne tilted his head in curiosity. The king was eating regular food, as was the one that followed him everywhere. How was that possible, and why were they the only ones? Even the giant next to him drank from the poor human he was having disgusting, immoral sex with. Bayne ignored the fact that sight stirred arousal in his loins.

      That was a part of himself he buried deep. To be gay in THRUST was impossible. One couldn’t breed the same sex. Thankfully, because he was in the infiltration unit, he only had to give regular donations of sperm and not physically impregnate any of the women. The thought alone made his arousal die. For a moment he was jealous of their open sexuality, but that was part of what made them such repugnant creatures.

      Bayne continued to watch the king as he ate and talked to the two next to him. He narrowed his eyes as he studied him. If all went according to plan, he would be face to face with the king very soon.

      He looked so young, but he wasn’t. THRUST only had public information on him. It was common knowledge that the Roman period was his favorite; thus the whole get-up Bayne was currently in, so they knew he had been alive then. It was hard to wrap his mind around living for more than a few decades, much less more than two thousand years. Thankfully, after tonight his mission would be done, and he wouldn’t have to worry about his future.

      Something the giant one said made the king laugh, and his whole face lit up with a wide smile, even his eyes seemed to sparkle with happiness. Emotions stirred inside Bayne that he couldn’t name, and it seemed a shame to kill such an innocent-looking creature. But the king wasn’t innocent, and he had to remember that.

      While things were sanitized here in the city, out there beyond the wards, life was hell. And if it hadn’t been for the supes and especially Talos-fucking-Primus, then the world wouldn’t be burning down around them, and humans wouldn’t be stuck living underneath them like rats in sewers.

      A bell chimed in the alcove. It was time. One of the humans who worked in the Colosseum came to collect him. Everyone he had encountered except the guard dogs was human. They all had crisp black uniforms with the Primus logo on the breast and an electronic bracelet on their wrist. From watching them, the bands gave them access to various parts of the Colosseum and the color of the band denoted rank. Bayne wasn’t sure yet what the ranks were but if he did his job right, it wouldn’t matter. He’d be escorted directly to his target.

      Bayne followed the attendant to one of four entrance ramps to the sanded Colosseum floor. He didn’t know how many people he would have to get through to be the only one left standing. There were easily twenty around him now, all similarly dressed in leather armor, with their chosen weapons. He even spotted a few women in the mix.

      Bayne didn’t look too closely at them since very shortly they’d all be his enemies. It was quiet, almost eerily so as they each took a moment to prepare themselves. The large double doors at the top of the ramp flew open, and like horses bolting, the bodies around him jumped forward.

      The sound of cheers and roars blasted Bayne in the face along with the stench of blood. The hall had been so quiet that the assault made him flinch. He had expected to be hit with heat from the center, but it was well into the night and any heat left in the sand was long gone.

      Bayne turned at the deep woof behind him and eyed the xolo. This close to them, he finally had a true sense of their size. The shoulders of the beast were above his hip. The large head nodded toward the ramp and then rolled toward the hallway as if saying "Choose." Right. Bayne took a deep breath and before he could second guess his mission, he ran up the ramp onto the blood-soaked sand and into the fray.

      He had a king to kill.
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