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CHAPTER 1

FOUNDRY

My eyes were getting fuzzy. 

I was working in the small, glass topped observatory, recording the changes in the star movements from the day before. Built near the top of one of the larger mountains along the northern tip of the Spartan mountain range, the observatory was one of the most advanced in the world. It was also one of the most isolated. 

The observatory was run by the Zeus Technical Institute and its affiliates. This meant that it was part of a whole research facility that had been built along the mountain side. As an astronomer, I was spending the year up here in order to complete my research. And I wasn’t alone. Quite often I was joined by another research scientist, an astrophysicist by the name of Jordan. 

Being so far north, the observatory was usually kept just warm enough to make sure everything didn’t freeze solid. It did not make working there comfortable in the least as our actions were inhibited by the thick outerwear we were forced to wear. Thusly, I was sitting in the reclining chair with my eye pressed to the high powered telescope lens fully dressed in my red, institute provided cold weather gear. Jacket, pants, boots, balaclava. My gloves were clipped on my jacket, ready to be slid on at a moment’s notice. My tinted sun goggles were set up on my forehead.

The computer on the table beside me was working out calculations as I turned my attention to the other planets in our solar system. Iapetus, Crius, Tethys, Gaia, Phoebe, Mnemosyne, Asteria, Metis, Astraeus, Menoetius, Oceanus, and Uranus. Gaia was the fourth planet from Solis, the sun, out of twelve planets. 

“Morning.” Jordan’s voice was muffled from within his own covered visage. 

I glanced over to see him stepping over the high lip in the doorway that led into the observatory, pulling the heavy metal door shut behind him. 

“Morning.” I called back, returning to the eyepiece.

I was in the midst of recording some of the changes I was seeing when a loud, vibrating crack caught my attention. My heart stuttered with fear and my head whipped up and over to Jordan who had frozen three steps into the thirty foot wide circular room. That crack turned into an ominous roar that steadily got louder and louder.

“Move!” He yelled, his gloved hands gesturing me towards him. 

Shoving the computer aside, I frantically launched myself out of the chair and sprinted as fast as I could towards him. I silently cursed the heavy snowsuit that was inhibiting any true speed. 

Reaching the doorway, I jumped through, turning to help Jordan when he tripped over the lip. My body froze for the quickest second when my eyes caught on the wave of snow that was descending the mountain at a mind boggling rate. We both ran towards the main research facility that was about fifty feet down the slope from us. 

Being where we were located, avalanches were always a danger. Usually that danger was diminished due to some of the geologists taking steps to set them off on preplanned routes. Which was actually what they had been planning on doing today. Considering the wave of death sliding down the mountain towards us, I could only assume that they fucked up. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” Jordan chanted breathlessly as he ran at my side. 

“We aren’t going to make it!” I screamed over the roar. 

“Keep moving!” His voice yelled back. The roar was so loud that I barely heard him. 

My eyes caught on the people that had been moving around the outside of the labs. Red suited figures that were running towards the labs. Two of them were waiting, gesturing wildly for Jordan and I to hurry. 

I could hear my breath wheezing from my terrified tight chest as my feet slammed into the well worn snowy path, one foot at a time. My arms pumped, trying to put on more speed. But I knew it was worthless. 

We were still too far away. A loud, crunching crash of rock and glass told me that the wall of snow had hit the observatory. The roar was so loud that it was all I could hear. 

The energy and wind of the snow hit me first, a pushing woosh that almost had me flying off my feet. Then came the snow. I didn’t even have enough time to scream as the breath was propelled out of my chest with an astronomical force. 

The roar became muffled, mixed with crunching snow and agonized screams. My body was flipped and torn, bashed and abraded as it was rolled within the heavy wave of snow. Everything was happening so fast that by the time everything stopped, I was extremely confused. 

Mind you, a lot of that confusion could have been the head injury. 

My eyes blinked over the whited out landscape, the sun shining down still morning weak. My head hurt so bad that I was having a hard time focusing, my chest felt tight and I was having trouble breathing, my hands felt completely frozen. 

Reaching down to pull my gloves on, I frowned when all I found was snow. A sob ripped from my tight chest when I realized that I was buried in the snow up to my armpits. When I tried to wiggle, I felt something inside my chest grate in a disturbing way. 

I was forced to use my frozen, clawed hands to dig. And dig. I wasn’t sure how long I dug until I was finally able to reach my waist and the gloves clipped there. By then my hands were ripped all to shit, my fingers and palms raw and frozen from the course, icy, snow. 

Although the gloves helped, my hands were already bad enough that digging the rest of myself out was still extremely painful. Once I was free enough to pull myself up and onto the top of the snow, I was forced to wrap my arm around what I was sure was a number of broken ribs. 

With the sun glaring off the snow in a blinding way, I adjusted my goggles over my eyes, slightly surprised that they were still on my head considering. Now able to see, I looked around the area, seeing the destruction all around me. Detritus from the research center was half buried in the mounds of snow all around me. My eyes caught on a set of human calves sticking out of the snow about ten feet away. 

Another sob broke free of my chest at that horrific sight. That sob turned into a frantically relieved cry when one of the booted feet moved. 

Scrambling over, I began to dig, ignoring the pain that inundated my body. I kept digging and digging until I dug down far enough that I saw a gloved hand. 

“I am coming. I am coming.” I chanted, gripping that hand for quick moment before returning to digging. 

I could hear muffled yells now, the person I was digging out wiggling in order to help me. It took an anxious number of minutes to finally uncover the person’s face and help them crawl up onto the packed snow. 

“My leg.” Jordan groaned painfully, his shaking hands gripping down on his leg. “Fuck, your head.” He gasped when his goggles came up to meet mine. One of those hands reached up to touch my head, making me realize how cold it was feeling. 

I reached up to pull my balaclava off to see it soaked in blood. No wonder my head was hurting as bad as it was. I reached up to touch the wound at the back of my head when a sound came to my ears. 

“Do you hear that?” I frowned, looking around the area to see if I could find the source of the sound. 

Jordan’s head tilted as he listened. Realization hit me like a wrecking ball and I was once again scrambling across the ground. I was able narrow down where the sound was coming from and start digging. The deeper I got, the louder the sound became. 

Jordan somehow pushed himself across the cold ground to help me. About three feet down we finally uncovered another person. Diablo, a geneticist. Half his jacket was gone, leaving half his chest, one arm and shoulder, and the side of his face striped with some pretty severe road rash. 

“Fuck.” He gasped, his body shaking violently. “Fuck.” 

“Hey, hey.” I cupped the side of his face, bringing his eyes to mine. “Look at me, Diablo. You are safe. Safe.” 

“Fuck.” His shaking slowed enough that his dazed eyes were able to clear and concentrate on me. 

“There you go.” I gave him a trembling smile, trying to keep my own shit together so that I could help him stay centered. 

“You look like shit.” He stammered as he attempted to return my smile. 

“I am not the only one.” A hysterical giggle burst out of my mouth. 

“Come on, out you come.” Jordan held his hand down to help pull Diablo out. 

Diablo hissed out in pain as we helped him climb out of the hole. “Is there anyone else?” He asked from his new position seated on the snow beside us. 

“I don’t think so.” I shook my head, feeling my eyes beginning to sting. 

“Fuck.” He grunted, pushing himself to his feet to look around. “Jordan?” He asked when I rose and Jordan didn’t. 

“Broken leg.” Jordan gestured to his leg. 

Diablo nodded slowly before turning to me with a set of questioning eyes. 

“Uh, my head.” I pointed out the obvious. “Broken ribs. And I am pretty sure my fingers are fucked.” 

Jordan frowned and reached up to pull my glove off to display my extensively ripped and bleeding fingers. 

“Do we know if anyone got an emergency call out?” Jordan sighed, handing me my glove back. 

“Highly doubtful.” Diablo winced as he began to walk around, examining the destruction. 

“So, basically, we are fucked.” Jordan groaned in frustration. “We are all injured, trapped on the peak of a mountain. We have no communications, no shelter, no food. 

“No, no.” I shook my head carefully as I mimicked Diablo, digging stuff out of the snow to see if I could find anything useful. “There is a village southwest of here, about thirty-seven miles.” 

“Over the fucking mountains.” Diablo growled, digging something out of the ground and shaking it off. I was frankly amazed to see that it was a jacket. 

“True.” I agreed, tossing the broken pieces of wood and the water bottle I found beside Jordan. “But it’s a chance. We can warm snow in our suits as we walk then we will have water.”

“It’s the middle of fucking winter. We all know that as nice as today is, it’s simply a break in the storms.” Diablo pointed out. 

“Exactly.” I claimed. “We all know that communication with the main institute is basically nonexistent for the next three months which means that they won’t get worried about us until at least then. A week of walking compared to twelve weeks of struggling to survive on the now barren slope of a mountain.”

“Damnit.” Diablo growled, dropping another water bottle along with a first aid kit and a bunch of torn fabric onto the pile I started. 

Diablo continued searching while I did what I could to set and brace Jordan’s leg. I ended up building a walking brace that would help keep his weight off the leg. When I was done, Jordan insisted on looking at my head and hands. Since the kit was pretty bare bones, the only real thing he could do was clean them. 

Once Jordan had me taken care of, he forced Diablo down so he could clean Diablo’s extensive scrapes. I filled up the water bottles with snow and tucked them into my jacket before using the snow to scrub as much blood off of my balaclava as I could. With Diablo redressed, using some spare fabric for his head and face, and my hands and head recovered, we started down the mountain in the direction of the village. 

It was very slow going due to the steep, rocky mountain slope mixed with snow up to our thighs and the fact that we needed to help Jordan maneuver. 
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FOUNDRY

“Get the fuck up, Jordan.” Diablo ordered when Jordan collapsed to the ground. 

We had been walking for two days straight. The first day was by far the easiest, but that night the storms kicked up. Freezing wind mixed with blowing snow made visibility a challenge and forced us to slow down even more. We were all exhausted and hungry, not to mention freezing. At this point I honestly forgot what it felt like to be warm.

“Fucking hades, Diablo!” Jordan snarled, his gloved hand resting on an ice covered rock jutting from the three foot deep snow he was sitting in.

“Come on. Up.” I grabbed Jordan’s arm and ducked under his shoulder to pull him back up to his feet. Well, foot. 

Jordan hissed and hopped, trying to keep most of his weight off of me while Diablo slid under his other arm. 

“Keep going, man. Just a little further.” Diablo grunted as we once again began to move forward.

“You keep fucking saying that.” Jordan gasped, his voice exhausted and painted with pain. 

“And I am going to keep saying that. Just a little further. Keep telling yourselves that. A little further at a time. We will make it.” Diablo advised. 

It was smart and somewhat working. 

We continued walking, keeping our goggled eyes set on the horizon as the slight light from the snow masked sun slowly descended in front of us. We heaved our way through the snow until it became too dark to see. 

“We need shelter.” I shivered, ducking my head down when the icy wind once again began to pelt us with sharp snow. 

“There.” Jordan’s head jerked towards a small outcropping of rock that was set against the income wind. It was only about three feet high but it might work. 

Diablo and I set Jordon down to lean against the outcropping. Knowing that there was no chance of a fire, we sat around him in an attempt to share body heat. 

As my body curled up along Jordan’s I tried to contain my violent shivers and looked up in an attempt to see the stars I knew were splattered across the sky. It didn’t work. It was too dark and the snow was too thick. 

The night was long and cold, the dawn barely glinting on the horizon when a soft sound hit my ears. A strange wooshing that mixed with the whistling wind. My eyes cracked open when a soft huff breathed over the side of the face I was hiding against Jordan’s shoulder. 

A soft set of lips nipped at my hood as I turned my head to look up into the brown eyes of a horse. No, not a horse.

“Is that a fucking Pegasus?” Jordan’s voice asked weakly. 

“I do believe it is.” I frowned, my gloved hand reaching up to draw over its nose. 

Its soft lips whickered as it stepped closer, nudging my hand aside to huff along my prone body. The creature was a golden yellow with white and golden wings and a pale beige mane and tail.

“We need to get moving.” Diablo grunted, slowly pushing himself to his feet. His limbs and body were moving stiffly from the cold. 

I cringed and handed out the water bottles so we could all have a drink. I refilled them with snow and tucked them back into my jacket. Pushing myself to my feet, I struggled to pull a groaning Jordan with me. 

“Motherfucker.” Jordan hopped on his good foot while we got him situated over our shoulders. 

As delightful as it was to see the Pegasus, a rare and beautiful creature, we all knew that it would not be helpful at all. Pegasus’ imprinted on one person and anyone else who attempted to ride them usually ended up meeting their end in very painful ways. 

With the sun just barely peeking over the horizon and the wind at a low hum, we continued onwards. I couldn’t tell how far we had travelled within the mountains, all I knew was that we all needed to continue moving.

I was frankly surprised when the Pegasus ambled along in front of us, the wind and elements not seeming to bother it at all. It would disappear at times only to meet us farther along the path we were travelling. We all ignored the beast as we continued down one mountain and up the next, once again finding a slight shelter for the night.

Late the next day, we were walking along a tight ridge that had a steep drop before flowing down an arching slope far below when my feet slipped on a patch of black ice. A yelp ripped from my throat as my body fell straight down. I spun in an attempt to grab the cliff edge, feeling my glove rip as my raw fingertips grazed the jagged rock, sliding over it before latching. 

My heart burst in my ears as my breath burst free of my straining chest. My ribs screamed almost more then my arm did. 

“Hang on.” Jordan yelled, dropping to his ass, his legs dangling down. Diablo leaned over Jordan’s body, bracing him, as they both reached down for my hand. 

“Like I am going to let go.” I snarled, my teeth bared and clenched with my effort to hang on. My fingers slipped a centimeter causing my hand to grip down even harder, my bared fingertips freezing along the edge. 

Jordan caught my wrist and the arm of my jacket, his hold firm and unyielding. He pulled me up just enough that Diablo was able to get his own hold on my jacket. All three of us yelled with pain and effort as they began to drag me back over the ledge. My free hand found a forearm as my leg swung up. With one last pull of strained muscle, I rolled back onto the two foot deep ledge. 

“Holy fuck.” I breathed, staring up at the sky breathlessly. 

“Holy fuck.” Jordan agreed, his gloved hand covering my forehead. 

My head was pounding so hard and my ribs felt like they had been broken all over again. I wanted to curl up into the fetal position and cry myself to death. 

I didn’t know if I had anymore in me. I was so fucking tired.

A heavy woosh of air had me shifting my head to see the damned Pegasus flying along the edge, the beat of its huge wings sent snow swirling. 

“So fucking helpful.” Diablo grated out sarcastically. 

Knowing that the guys would refuse to leave me here, I forced myself to shift over and carefully push myself to my feet, my hand reaching down to help Jordan back up. 

“Right?” Jordan groaned in pain. 

When we finally reached the edge of the deadly ridge, a wall of snow blinding wind almost blasted us right back. It had kicked up violently enough that I could barely see five feet in front of me. 

“I swear, these fucking mountains are doing everything they can to kill us.” Jordan yelled through the howling wind. 

“Keep moving.” Diablo yelled back. 

“Where?” Jordan snarled. 

“There.” I tugged on them when I heard a familiar whicker. 

“Do you seriously want to follow the fucking Pegasus?” Diablo growled, his voice filled with disbelief. 

“I don’t fucking know, Diablo.” I exclaimed, feeling hysterical. “All I know is that I can’t see shit and we are out in the middle of a fucking storm with no shelter. Our choices are not the greatest.” 

“Oh, you mean all of our choices. Each and every one of them leading to certain death?” Jordan exclaimed sarcastically. “Let’s just follow the damned Pegasus. It’s better than waiting here and freezing to death.” 

“Fine.” Diablo agreed.

Hunched down against the wind, we followed the sound of the Pegasus’ whickers. Time lost all meaning, my fingertips tingling painfully, my limbs freezing. 

I frowned when a loud, stoney crunch sounded underneath my feet. Looking down, I stared in confusion at what looked like cobblestone. My head darted up and I squinted through the storm to see looming shadows. The closer we got the more I could make out. 

They weren’t shadows but tall, jagged turrets made from ice covered black and grey rock. 

“It’s a castle.” I breathed, stumbling to a stop. 

Both men looked at me in confusion when they were forced to stop right along with me. 

“Holy shit.” Jordan breathed when he followed my gaze.

I spared a glance at the Pegasus that was standing in front of the large, metal doors as I desperately stumbled passed, pulling Jordan and Diablo with me. 

Slamming into the doors, I felt my heart sink when they refused to budge. 

“Come on!” Jordan yelled, frantically pounding his fist on the door. 

“Fuck!” Diablo screamed angrily, kicking at the door. 

Locked. They were locked against us. 

Feeling my exhausted body finally giving out, I leaned back against the door and slid down to sit on the ground, tucking my frozen fingers between my thighs. I was so tired, hungry. At least here the wind wasn’t beating at me. 

Jordan gave a sob and slid down the door beside me, his shoulder pressed into the icy metal. 

Diablo sank down beside us, his body bent over his knees. “I can’t.” He whispered, his voice broken. 

“It’s ok, Diablo. We just need a rest, then we can keep going. Just a little bit further.” My voice came out slurred. My eyes blinked, staring blankly into the quickly greying white. 

My body felt cold yet hot, comfortable right where it was. My heart was beating slowly, my breathing shallow and steady. 

Time passed as that grey darkened to howling black and the shadow of the Pegasus disappeared into the darkness. 

My frozen limbs screamed in pain when I was suddenly lifted up from the ground. It was too much. It was all too much. 
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FOUNDRY

I woke up warm. So warm. 

Opening my eyes, I saw that I was in a large room with pale blue walls. The furniture was all a light grey. End tables, a long dresser, a number of shelves filled with books and other paraphernalia, a small table and comfortable looking chair sitting in front of a length of tall, arching windows. The bed I was laying on was huge and comfortable, covered in soft, thick bedding. Heavy grey curtains were opened along the windows that showed a slowly brightening sky. The grey marble fireplace crackled softly with the fire within. A somehow woodless fire. 

Strangely enough, the pain in my body had diminished drastically enabling me to sit up with barely a wince. However, it did not stop the nauseating faintness that overcame me or the weak feeling that inundated my limbs. I caught the soft woolen robe that I was wearing, tightening the belt as I rose to my feet and stepped across the wooden floors that were also strangely warm. Making my way over to the windows, I looked out to see a cobblestoned balcony that faced the rigid rock of an ascending mountainside. 

The wind and snow had died down, the day clear and somewhat sunny. Stepping away from the window, I shuffled out of the room in search of a bathroom. 

I paused in the open doorway that apparently led to another room. This one was larger and looked like a sitting room with a large sectional couch facing towards another burning fireplace and a TV that had been hung in the corner. There were numerous shelves set about the room filled with books and knickknacks along with a small table set in one of the corners.

Seeing the tray of food on the table, I immediately made my way straight to the beckoning sustenance. A sandwich and vegetables were slowly devoured despite my empty stomach’s demand to wolf it all down. Slow and steady. After days of putting nothing but water in it, I knew that eating too fast would just make me sick. 

A loud warning gurgle in my stomach had me leaving the rest of the sandwich and making a beeline towards another door that was set in the wall opposite the couch. 

I wanted to scream in frustration when I burst into the room to see a large area with a long countertop boasting two sinks. Along the opposite wall was a giant, blue tiled, glass fronted shower. What I didn’t see was the one thing I desperately needed, a toilet. 

Moving forward I came to a huge soaker tub tucked just around the corner surrounded by even more of that tile. Another corner and I finally came to the item I was looking for, the toilet. It was thankfully enclosed. 

When I was done, I slowly peeled the bandages off my hands and winced at how rough they looked. The skin was scraped, ripped and torn, the tips of some of them where slightly numb, tingly. Carefully washing my hands and drying them, I left them open to the air.

Stepping out of the bathroom, I looked around what I now understood to be a suite of rooms, I made my way to the one door I hadn’t tried. I opened the door to see a long, disturbingly shadowed hallway. Glancing up and down the hall, I wondered if I had died and was now stuck in purgatory. 

I carefully made my way into the middle of the hallway, shivering when my skin tingled and my hair stood up on end. This place felt dark, the walls felt stained as if death constantly walked up and down their length on a daily basis. I winced at the pain in my ribs when I automatically wrapped my arms around myself in a protective gesture. 

Everything hurt, aching in a way that made me want to return to the bed I woke in. Instead, I found myself wandering down the hall in search of Jordan and Diablo. Halls. So many halls and stairs that led me all around. Low wall sconces were the only source of light. Various paintings covered the walls with statues and busts set within alcoves or along the sides. All of them were dark with some frankly disturbing in nature. 

Eventually I found my way to the second floor and finally ran across someone. A man with white blond hair and pale hazel eyes. Eyes that lit with a psychotic glee.

Death. Death rolled off this man. A pure predator that liked to play with his pray. 

“Hello, little girl. Are you lost?” The man’s voice came out in a sadistically smooth croon as he prowled soundless towards me. 

I jumped when his head ducked down to mine and he took a deep inhale, smelling me. His amused chuckle ran terror up and down my nerves, freezing my limbs in place. I wanted to run screaming away but was trapped by his circling body. 

“I like to help lost souls.” He paused behind me, his voice whispering right in my ear. “Although, I should warn you that usually those souls weren’t very fond of my help. Not that their opinions really mattered to me.”

I bit back my whimper of fear when he shifted to my other ear, his bloodstained presence radiating coldly along my back. 

“You smell so good.” He hummed with sadistic enjoyment. “Like fear. That scent always does things to me. Makes my fingers itch to draw out even more.”  

His fingertips brushed against the back of my arm, sending me flying into motion. His cackling laughter followed me down the hall. 

Frantic to be away from the man, I darted into the first open room I came across. A large, airy room that looked like a sitting room. Shelves ran along one of the walls filled with books and other items. A large wooden desk was set in front of a set of large windows facing the room. A fire burned in the black marble fireplace that was surrounded by dark red couches and chairs and dark wooded accent furniture. 

My eyes caught on one of the couches and the man sprawled along the length of it. A mess of red hair with a sharp, pointed jaw covered in a dark red scruff. His face was long which went well with the long length of nose. A lush set of relaxed lips, darker red eyebrows, sunken cheeks that only made his face seem sharper. He was more fascinating looking than attractive. 

What was attractive, however, was the t-shirt covered chest. The wide shoulders and thick muscles of a swimmer that led to a set of large, well defined pecs. The shirt had ridden up on his stomach enough that I could make out ridged abdominal muscles that were placed between a sharply curved V arrowing down into the sweatpants that sat low on his curved hips. I wasn’t even going to mention the eye popping rounded bulge sleeping just under the band of his pants. 

He had one arm curled up over his head, the hand gripping down on the arm of the couch. The other arm was cocked down his body, hand resting on his lower abdomen with the fingers tucked under the waistband of his pants. 

His legs were long, stretched out with one cocked slightly to the side. 

“Hello.” A low voice had me gasping and jumping back from the man on the couch before crying out in pain when my sudden movement jarred my ribs in a very painful way. 

I bent over, clutching my ribs, my squinting eyes following the sound of the voice straight to the desk and the dark chair that was now turned towards me. 

A big man with golden brown hair and a gaze that was cold and calculated was sitting there, staring right at me. That gaze of his seemed to look through me straight to the bone and pick out every weakness to be found. I felt cold just glancing into the eyes that looked to be striated with various colors. Blue, grey, brown, green, and some in between. He boasted a chiseled jaw and high cheekbones along with a hawk nose and high, pointed ears. He had a wicked scar that ran down the side of his face.

He was just as terrifying as the man in the hall but in a vastly different way. Whereby the other man would eagerly bathe in someone’s blood as it gushed from their still living body, this man would simply break your neck and walk away. He radiated dominance and control like none I had felt before. 

“I, uh, there was a man.” I gritted out between shallow breaths. 

“There are a number of men around here.” The man stated, his eyebrow arching up. 

“He said that my fear smelled good.” I winced, slowing rising with the easing of my pain. 

“Hmmmm.” His forehead furrowing. “Demetrius. I am surprised that he is out and about.” 

Feeling lost and overwhelmed, my eyes once again fell to the man sleeping comfortably on the couch. There was an odd sense of peace that radiated off of him that seemed to help. “Where am I?” 

“Scabbard.” The man stated bluntly. “Your name?” 

My eyes widened as they snapped back to the man. My heart stopped beating only to resume at double time. 

There was no way. 

Scabbard was pure myth. 

The home of the Hunt. Ancient magic users who hunted magic lawbreakers. They were the boogeymen of the mystical world, terrifying beings. My eyes dropped to the sleeping man to see his eyes cracked open just enough that glowing yellow peeked out from dark red lashes. My initial instincts were right, this was the home of death.

Everything seemed fuzzy and it unreal, my chest hurt and it was hard to breathe, my head feeling strangely light. 

“Your name?” The man demanded for a second time. 

My body jerked and my arms protectively crossed my chest. My numb lips whispered, “Foundry.” 

“Foundry.” That voice repeated. 

“Foundry, Foundry.” I mumbled to myself, my legs feeling too weak to hold me up and collapsing until I was sitting on the ground. “I hate that name.”

“Why?” Someone asked, crouching down in front of me. Hard fingers caught my chin and drew my eyes up until I was staring into a pair of striated irises. 

“It’s what the priestesses named when they found me. I was a foundling. Foundling. Foundling became Foundry. They thought it sounded better. As if someone actually cared. But it didn’t. They didn’t.” I slurred, my eyes darting between the slitted yellow ones staring at me from the couch and the striated ones.

“Where did they find you?” Striated asked.

“At the edge of the Spartans.” I found myself speaking. “Found. Foundling. Foundry. A baby abandoned in the wilderness, left to die alone in the elements with only the moon and stars as company.” 

“Foundry!” A loud, familiar voice yelled and I felt myself being pulled away from striated. 

“Diablo.” I gasped, my hands circling Diablo’s wrists when his hands protectively covered the sides of my face. “We are in Scabbard.”

“We are?” His pale greenish blue eyes widened, darting over the other men before coming back to mine. His road rash was scabbed over, looking tight and uncomfortable but healing. “It’s ok, Foundry, it will be ok.” 

“My head hurts. And I am really confused.” I whimpered, feeling myself break. After everything that had happened, I felt scraped raw, terrified in a way I could no longer control. 

“Yeah.” He sighed softly, his hand cupping the back of my head, his fingers carefully feeling over my healing wound. “I get that.”

“Jordan?” I asked, worried for the man. 

“He’s around somewhere. Stubborn asshole didn’t want to stay in bed like I told him to.” Diablo chuckled softly. 

“Well, since everyone is up and it’s time for supper...” The striated man gestured to the open doorway, his tone brooking no argument. 

“Come on.” Diablo helped me up to my feet and held onto my elbows while I worked at getting my legs to stabilize. 

“Thank you.” I whispered when I was steady enough to go it on my own. 

We followed the striated man out of the room with the now fully awake red headed man walking behind us. I couldn’t help myself from peeking over my shoulder at the fascinating man. His strangely glowing yellow eyes were centered on mine in a very disconcerting way. The sense of peace I had felt from him when he was sleeping was completely gone, replaced by sharply jagged walls. 

This man was a hidden threat, the death he carried was less something he wore for the world to see and more like a something hidden, locked behind the walls I felt covering him. The thought of those walls coming down was unimaginable. I shivered as I turned back ahead, my eyes trained down to the floor ahead of me. 

We made our way down into another large room, this one had numerous low lights that glowed softly off of the cream colored walls. A darkly wooden carved table that sat twenty ran the length of the room. The high backed wooden chairs matched the wooden table with each of them carrying slightly different carvings. 

As large as the table was the room still had enough room for a good five feet of maneuverability between the edge of the table and the side walls with about seven feet at the heads. At one end of the room was a set of empty counters and warming tables.

I gasped and launched forward when I saw Jordan, breathing and alive if still quite pale. 

Jordan was sitting in one of the chairs near the middle of the table, his braced leg pushed out in front of him. Jordan reached out in order to take the hands I was holding out to him, his warm brown eyes assessing me. 

“Are you ok?” He asked, looking over my hands. 

“Yes, are you?” My eyes making their own study over him. 

“Sit.” A male voice commanded in a way that had me automatically wanting to sit. 

Diablo shot a glare over my shoulder as he helped me find a chair between him and Jordan. 

It was only once I was settled that I realized that the long length of table was now filled with people. Eight of them. Uniformed staff members were moving around, filling glasses up and setting out plates of salad. 

“Thank you.” I whispered to the tall man who served me, feeling a slight jab of surprise when he winked playfully back at me.

I picked up the fork and looked around the table, examining the group of people around me. 

At the head of the table was the striated man. He was clearly the leader of the group. 

To one side of him was the yellow eyed man who was relaxed back in his chair slowly eating his salad. 

To the other side was a black haired female who had red eyes. What was with the eyes around this place? Not just the eyes but all of them seemed strange, just slightly off, as if they weren’t quite human. 

The female was thin with a delicately heart shaped face, pointed chin and pillowy lips. Along the sharp edge of her jaw ran a wicked looking scar. 

Beside the yellow eyed man was a dark male. This one was a lot less human than the others. Black hair curled over his head, crystalline green eyes glowed from behind his glasses. Right along with the square jawline, roman nose, and wide mouth, the man also boasted a sharp set of fangs that peeked out with every bite he took and a set of black claws that scraped softly over the top of the table. 

Across from the fanged man was a small, delicate blond woman with a pointed face and big greenish blue eyes. She looked like one of those innocently naïve anime characters. At least she did until you caught the cold look of death those eyes carried. This woman clearly had no problem slitting someone’s throat for even the smallest infraction and walking away while their life was still spurting from them. 

Beside the darkly fanged man was another male, this one was just as big as the main guy and looked very similar to the terrifying one I met in the hall. Ice blond hair slid over his forehead, brushing along his brightly colored hazel eyes. He had a fairly sharp, square jawline that led up to a set of rounded cheekbones and a pointed nose. Soft lips seemed to be stiffer than they should’ve been. 

Across from the blond man was another female, this one had red and white hair and black eyes that carried a concerning edge of fiery cruelty. She had a long face with high cheekbones and a wide mouth. She was also a lot more lushly built than the first two women. 

The last person at the table besides us was a blue haired woman. This one looked strangely adorable compared to the others. Lush lips, an uptilted nose and eyes, a rounded face and curved body. She also boasted a set of amused purple eyes. 

Eight. There was eight of them. All of them carried the dreadful aura of barely leashed violence and death. All of them strange and slightly off with powerful presences that all but grated over my nerves. 
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