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(An Evolution & Legacy of Ash Spin-off Series)

Meet...The son of Ash!  Enjoy the captivating adventure of a few old friends and many new, as the next generation’s story will unfold.  

Discover how the end of one tale grows up to begin on his own...although he will never truly be on his own.

When we left the now ‘elder team’ including Ash and all the others...they were enjoying a taste of peace and tranquility no one anticipated...and they enjoyed this for about two-decades.

False charges leading to a prison break.  Divided attention leads them to miss the one thing they never saw coming...the real collision of two-worlds.

Survival...the only name of the game and life becomes about trying to heal a war they did not start.  Does duty fall when family and their existence become most important in that game?

Apocalyptic living conditions after the veil between realms destroyed will not stop them from trying to regain all they had.

Similarities from the past refuse to be ignored...although, how similar are these new missions...this new life?

Does Relic ever get his moment to surpass his own mother’s shadow?  What about his team and their powerful bunch of parents?  What about their newly adopted salsa eating pup who carries secrets all his own.

Continue on this new adventure with the children of Kyra & Samuel (The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra), Sarah & Kaleb (In The Woods), and the infamous Ash & Erik (Evolution & The Legacy of Ash Series).
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Relic Romacinov Warner

Haunting flashes...images and sounds flood my dreaming brain.  Voices...past and present...although, these may not be familiar in my future.

Mom giggling, reminiscent of how adorable Elayna was when I was born.  “Those big, bright eyes wide and very curious, watching you adoringly in my lap.  Oh, it was so precious.”  Recalling with my Aunt Sarah.  “Remember how she wanted to make me a ‘deal’ since I wouldn’t let her trade ‘brother’?”  

Their joined laughter from the kitchen fades...leaving me in cold darkness and unnerving silence...waiting for the next wave of memories to crash over me.  

Training with my boys, birthdays, and all the doting from our ladies, pit night, and stories with the entire family.  Oh...and holidays! 

Multiple sets of parents and grandparents teaching and loving each of us...all as their own.  A family not divided or defined by neither blood...nor apparently species...just love.

Although, throughout each sliver of these images I’m processing, there was one constant smile with me at nearly every milestone in life.  Good or bad...she was there to lift me up...or savor success with me.  

My first memories...farther back than I am supposed to be capable of remembering...it was all one girl.  Not my mom...not my grandmas...one incredibly amazing creature I was given the blessing and privilege to know.

That was until she up and took off on me ‘for a bit’ she said...which was four years ago.  

And yeah...I’m still pissed she missed my graduation because of it.  Oh...and holidays...and birthdays too.  Not just mine...even her own twin.  Her own twin!  

Ok...not all...she was never completely MIA.  But she missed enough that it mattered...and it hurt.

How does one get too busy or forget those meaningful moments in our lives?  A wicked, heart-smashing temptress...as my Uncle Leif would say.

Though most won’t complain...she’s broken many hearts.  However, her father and I have been the most vocal about that part.  The rest of this crazy family begs us to back off and ‘give her a life’.  

Her own Nana begging and bargaining with me utilizing freshly baked cookies to soothe my heart too.  Blatant bribery!  Now, her father was easier to win over...I only took the cookie as a polite peace offering...ready to discuss the rest as adults.  I blinked to take one little bite...and she was gone.

Grandma Angelica always called us ‘magnets’...Elayna and I. 

There have been many ‘magnet pairings’ in our crazy collective over the years, and not just for romantic interests.  Strangers became friends, then a family, and an even larger family when my parents’ generation met to combine.

All drawn to each other for many reasons: similarity of powers, interests, goals for the future, and primary realm of residence were all factors.  Yet with time...they found a few key member’s lives interlinked far more than initially anticipated.

Each individual story, unique in its own way...but similar as far as those lessons learned and experience gained.  Either way, the result was the same...even it if it was over a decade in the making.

(Quick Note—We are NOT all blood related, so my lifelong crush is not as twisted as it sounds...and is completely legal in both realms.  I checked.)

To say my family is excessively large and becoming increasingly crazy...huge understatement...as we’re learning while years pass, and we just keep adding more.  I guess we are all magnets of sorts...to people just like us.  

The once broken, now healed with the love from each other.  Lives shattered at one point beyond repair until they were reminded of a little thing called hope...and then they grabbed ahold, refusing to let go.  

Unions later formed...no one even dreamt...between what turns out for us to be three very distinct worlds.  There was our supernatural world, existing within the human world...and while paralleling us in this life...a whole other realm that was just trying to exist as we.

Myths dispelled...facts and reality twisted to suit, later unwound and exposed...beliefs not changed overnight...and in the end, there was one truth between all worlds.  We just wanted to live in peace...happy and safe with those we love.

That singular fact...that shared mission...proved to be a tremendous battle.  And...as I have seen and enjoyed in my life...it was well worth it.  

I have never faced the ‘evil’s’ this harsh world had to offer as I’ve been advised by my elders.  Now, stories...case file archives, books, and of course some pictures...I’ve learned what this world could be capable of and had at one time.  

None of us expected to ever see that change.  How do we go back when it seems the past is miles away?  Or how does one assume an existence one never knew...like me?

My mother and Aunts all warn ‘it is a big mistake to underestimate our tribe’.  I’m not sure if that rings true here...but that is truly what we are.  A spread-out tribe that’s big enough for two realms.

Our stories all began, lives separate, and smaller families...completely autonomous and oblivious to the existence of the others.  Hard fought and some long-extinguished battles of their own.  

Later, intertwining to fight a far bigger chaos thrusting all into worlds they never knew existed.  Even a decade apart if you consider Aunt Kyra and my mom’s stories.  

Aunt Sarah, also Elayna’s mom...her situation occurred in between the two and...she was a completely innocent ‘human’ victim.

Through all events, they clung to each other and weathered all storms.  From exposing family secrets, tyrannical rulers, and even mad scientists...nothing stopped this family from forming or remaining...together.  Finally achieving what others never could or simply wouldn’t...peace and true balance.

“That is true magic...or possibly the beauty of divine intervention for the greatest good.  A gift to be shared as we share that part of ourselves...our gifts...for the greatest good.”  Uncle Leif adds to...pretty much any talk that you have with him.

No matter how fast my brain churns these other thoughts...I just keep being brought back to that smile...that constant...that gift...my symbol for family.  My hope.  My love.

That single word...together.  

In my head...hearing Uncle Leif’s pronunciation of ‘magic’.  

My thoughts of Elayna.  

All triggers for the next wave of paralyzing dreams I can’t escape.  I feel half-awake as my body thrashes about restlessly though my mind is being swept off somewhere else.  I just can’t or maybe don’t want to pull myself away.
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“Elayna.”  My own voice surprised, turning to see my best friend in this life standing behind me on that rooftop.  

The rooftop of a building at my college...the same one my own parents met on, and their lives began.  Elayna’s parents even married while attending together.

Fascinating stories...long...and my night was quite interesting itself.  I got the ending I wanted more than anything...however, that night was supposed to be entirely different.  

We still don’t know what happened to the girl I was supposed to be meeting.  Although my mother acted very strangely when I told her I ‘bumped’ into Elayna, and she was back.

“Huh...really?”  Mom’s voice high as she draws that out, looking everywhere...but at me.  “Has it been that long already?  Hum...where does the time go?”  She shrugged smiling, sneaking a kiss on my cheek as she wanders off through the house, mumbling.

––––––––
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Anyways...earlier that week I peaked...hitting the reckless and reaching for any distraction from the ache in my soul of that which I finally realized...I would just never have.  

Somehow...I dug deep, pulling myself from the trenches...to find my glimmer of ‘hope’.  As my family has always demonstrated through action...I grabbed on to that hope...

And that number from that girl in class who is admirably taking a stand...even in the winter...against baggy clothes!  

Noticeably human, which I could overlook because her body...very easily mistaken for supernatural...in just the right places.  

Perfect hair, makeup, full set of pearly whites, and not once had she worn pajamas to class.  

Sure, she might have been maintenancy, but I wasn’t looking for marriage.  Just a little selfish distraction and maybe a handful of...someone else.  

So...I did what any red-blooded, young lad in my situation would do.  I ran home...to do my laundry.  Mom wasn’t home so I went with plan ‘B’.

“Dad...I need help.  There’s this girl.”  I knew when the words left my mouth...I had made a terrible mistake.  

The proud smirk on his lips...the twinkle in his eyes.  My dad was ready to save that night for me...I couldn’t take that ‘white horse’ moment from him.  His enthusiasm, the phone calls, numerous texts...and before I knew it, WE had a plan.  

James Bond-ish as dad sold it.  Maybe that’s how he felt when he did this for my mother, but I...well frankly, I was apprehensive.  Cheesy at it sounded, I was willing to give it a try.  For the family after all their hard work and hopefully to fill that gaping void in my heart.  

Or at least provide me an evening to remember with a walk of shame through the dorms in the morning that I could brag to others about later.  

Ok, now I’m just being ridiculous...that wouldn’t happen.  I’m no man-whore and hindsight...well my mother trained Elayna to fight...probably a good thing only the one lady appeared that night.

Elayna doesn’t have the same aversion to weaponry her father does.

Hunter pacing and taunting us from below that roof...which for my parents was a real threat...although for me that night...it was a set-up for another girl.  

Stalked prey...handsome lad saves the damsel...the perfect plot, right?

A carefully coordinated plan with many bodies in motion...for a girl whose name I can’t even remember...let alone why I wanted to date her.  But she was supposed to help me move on and experience life as a normal guy dating any ordinary girl and sewing his collegiate wild oats.  

However...I never knew ordinary, and I am not the normal guy as I am coming to learn.  Elayna accepted me despite all of it.  She never really experienced ordinary either, part of this blended-chosen family or not.  

Honestly...to us both...our lives were the ‘normal’...it’s the rest of the world that is questionable.

Elayna...the one girl in this world...either world...that could fill my heart with such joy seeing blush in her cheeks, her smile, and the way she batted those long lashes at me.  

The girl who crushed me to ash at her feet each time she said ‘goodbye’.

––––––––
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“I was just a hopeless romantic and had hoped our lifelong friendship would blossom into more.”  I confessed on that rooftop the night Elayna returned after four of the longest years away at school.

Those years were agony...but after finally admitting that to myself and laying eyes on her that moment...I lashed out.  All from compartmentalizing these feelings for so long and hiding from everyone but her.  

She never deserved that...my selfish, harsh words.  I never deserved to have her that night or any other!

“You promised when we were kids...you’d never hurt me.  Then...never coming back aside from a quick visit...I shattered every time.”  I avert my eyes away to choke down that lump in my throat.  The look of hurt in her eyes mirrored what I was feeling.  

We never lied to each other...EVER.  But I never should have spoken so cruelly to her.  Even if it was just a moment of one night in our lives...she deserved better from me than that.

That was another issue with us...time.  Elayna is a human seer with guardian characteristics.  I am a very powerful...well I can do many things...but either way I’m considered an immortal or supernatural.  I am both a born vampire and full warlock by bloodline and not simply in powers alone.

I wanted to soak up every second of her lifetime with her and always had.  Not once considering her happiness or allowing her the space to make her life perfect before she decided what she wanted.  

Thankfully, she returned home to me...but those words we never fully exchanged until that night either.  Then later at the coffee place...all the cards were laid out on the table.  Hearts on sleeves...and there was no going back.

Unfortunately...now I don’t know where we’re left.

Who knew that night was to be our last ‘normal’ night?  Our only full confessional to the other after years of omissions.  Who knew exposing my heart to Elayna and her to me...that was not the most difficult thing to lie on the road ahead of us?

I may not be sure how stable the ground is for us...but I am glad we got past this part of our lifelong...I’m not even sure what to call it anymore.  

I wish I could speak to her and ask what she sees.  The sound of her voice right now...maybe that is why the memory is looped.  Not simply to torture me...but just to feel like she is here with me...through all of this.
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Elayna raised a challenging brow at me acrossed that coffee house table, with a bite to her tone as she spoke to me that night.  The same pain...the hurt my voice carried as we had traded jabs and harsh truths.

“Do you know the last discussions I had with Nana Nissa were about you?”  She leaned forward on the table, narrowing her eyes on me.  “She told me...when love was strong, good, and pure...it’ll wait for the perfect timing.  She told me you...loved me that much.  Anissa knew long before we ever did.  That’s why she watched us so much.  Said it was beautiful magic...a gift.”

My eyes darted up to Elayna when she sniffled, turning away to wipe her eyes.  No words came to mind to console her...my friend...but I listened.  

I watched her trying to hold her tears, meeting my eyes to continue.  “She told me you knew the time you had and would understand I needed the same journey as your mother, as my mother, and even Aunt Kyra.  I had to find me before I could ever know what I truly was for you.”  

Elayna folds her arms, sitting back in the booth again as she spoke through gritted teeth.  “Because SHE told me you loved me that much.  I believed it.  That you would wait and support anything that made me happy.”  

Opening and then closing my mouth like a fish, I avert my gaze, not sure what to say.  I don’t know if I ever gave any consideration to how difficult any of this was for her.  To choose to not just leave me...but HER family too...her sacrifice for the chance to learn about herself.

Biting my lip, looking to Elayna I admit.  “I’m selfish.  I am a completely selfish ass, and I am so sorry.”  My words remorseful for hurting her when...I never meant to.  

Chewing her cheek, she meets my imploring eyes as I explain.  “I never should have made you feel guilty for being you.  You were so excited about the future, all the doors open to us, and I did want all the happiness in the world for you.  Then the time came...I freaked.  I was too worried about keeping you close because I was afraid that I would lose my Elayna.  My best friend for life.”

Elayna smiles, reaching across the table, taking my hands in hers.  “That, we will always be.”

Glancing from our hands to her eyes, I asked in a whisper.  “But will there ever be an ‘us’ beyond that?”

Elayna averts her gaze briefly, biting her lip before she looks up deeply into my eyes.  “I meant what I said on the roof.  What happens to you then?  When my life ends and yours continues?  What if we married and had children?  I leave that all behind when I go to the hands of another.  I will get old...possibly sick...and you will be forced to watch helpless because that is nature, and I won’t fight that.”

Squeezing her hands in mine, I offer.  “I’d go through it all...a thousand lifetimes over just to, one day, say I had you in my life.”

I chuckled as I felt the smirk grow up my lips and Elayna eyed me curiously.  “You know...even now...you look so different.  But when I see you...I see that amazing girl who snuck off with me during pit night and we shared our first kiss.”

She giggles, tossing her head back.  “Oh...I thought we were so busted when our moms came looking.”  

Pointing to her, still holding her hands in mine on the table.  “That...your smile...your laugh...your beautiful voice.  Even the look in your eyes when you look at me...only me.  That’s all I see.  No matter what you see in the mirror...none of that changes to me.”

I took in a deep, thoughtful breath.  “Elayna...I am not truly immortal.  Things can happen.  If I stick to the Agency beyond my internship...I face many questions...many ‘what ifs’ that affect you and anyone I could leave behind.  Why do we have to wait or worry as if we’re stamped with some expiration date and just can’t see it?”  

My hands became very animated as I spoke; Elayna watched me transfixed.  “I get you needed those trips and experiences for you...but finding yourself to know what you were for me...I already know what you are to me.  The same Elayna you have always been to me.  We all grow and change, that’s life.  But one thing that has never changed was I only wanted to grow and change with you.”

My heart was hammering away in my chest with the anxiety, watching her and unable to read the look on her face at this moment.  “Elayna...I never said we needed to be attached at the hip.  I know you want to do many things in this life.  All I want is to be the guy who supports you through all that.  Not just the best friend who gets an occasional call or postcard.”

Frustrated at the lack of response, although I never really gave Elayna the chance.  I huff, thumping my elbow on the table, resting my head on my hand.  Fingers jammed into my hair on one side as I voice with a heavy sigh.

“If that’s all we can be...whatever’s best for you...and I’m sincere here.  

I can be your friend; I’ve already been doing that and always will.  

I can be the guy who hugs you when you’ve had the worst day in your life...with no concerns of strings attached or expectations beyond simply comforting my friend.  

I can be the guy...that goes and has a beer with you so you can tell me about some terrible date you had.  Although, it’ll rip me in half now, over time...I can be that guy again.  

Elayna, I want you to choose you.  I want happiness for you always because you deserve that.  Because that...is how much I have and will always love you.

Even if I have to be without you...I just wanted to know where I stood in your life...I know where you are in mine.  I can’t be just the guy off to the side, waiting and left to wonder what I did wrong or why I wasn’t enough.”

Elayna blows out a breath as she leans back in the booth, rubbing her hands on her pants.  “Wow.”  She fans her face, laughing nervously as I just leaned back, folding my arms at my chest.  Face expressionless to hide that raw ache from exposing all my feelings with no idea where this conversation may go.

After several tense minutes of deafening silence, Elayna clears her throat, and looks up as the waitress refills our coffee.  She rubs her lips together and smiles as the waitress stepped away, before turning to me with a soft sigh.  “Relic...I’ve moved home.”

My brow rose surprised when she giggles, shrugging and playing with her coffee cup nervously.  “I came back and stopped to see you first, so my parents haven’t even heard yet.”

I know that stupid smirk was forming again on my face, no matter how cool I tried to play this.  “You came to see me before going home.  Ok...that does make me feel pretty special.”  I try to joke.

Elayna giggles softly and smiles.  She takes in a long, thoughtful breath, searching my face with her eyes.  “I just need to know you understand my concerns and hear me.  Know I have heard you too.”

Moving her hands out over the table before her, she huffs out.  “I’m terrified...but the truth...I’ve been everywhere.  I think the grass is greenest here and always was.  That’s why I came to you first to talk.”

She paused, biting her lip adorably but her voice came nervous and unsure still.  “I had to know Anissa was right.  That no matter where I go or for how long...you will be ok...and our love will live on in your heart even if I don’t.”

My voice came out low as I looked into her eyes and simply ask.  “What is the answer?  Was she right?”

Elayna stands, leaning across the table, taking my face in her hands.  “You are here right now...because you loved me that much.”  

She giggles as my blue spark got us both the second our lips touched.  Like being ‘zapped’ by static from electronics.  Irritates me but...she always thought it a compliment my gifts reacted to her like that...to only her.

Elayna leans back, we’re both nearly breathless from that kiss, and slowly she sits hack down, watching my reaction as if she was unsure again.  Like she was suddenly scared, she just kissed me.

Trying to lighten the mood, I attempt to joke away our insecurities.  “If you need help moving home...I’m there.”  I playfully flex my arm, showing off my bicep.

She smiles back, tipping her head sideways.  Oh...how her eyes sparkle when she looks at me.  That is an incredible feeling seeing that.  “Glad to know I have your support.”  Elayna giggles.

Making a face after she sips her coffee, raising her brow.  “Can’t wait to see what my parents say when they ask what my plans are now.”

I chuckled.  “Do you have plans?  I mean you’re a college graduate...been around the world...between realms even.  A seer with paranormal and ‘other than ordinary’ experience.  That’s a hefty resume.  What do you want to do?”

Elayna giggles, looking down at her lap, rubbing her lips together.  She shrugs her little shoulders.  “I have no clue.”  She shakes her head as we kept laughing.  “I’m completely serious...I have done nothing beyond planning on hanging out with my bestie for life.  Getting to see him find what makes him happy.”

Suddenly she shot me a look, joking with her tongue in her cheek catching me off-guard.  “That is if he’s not busy hanging out on rooftops waiting for random girls.  Morbidly curious...but so don’t need to meet my replacement.”

Replacement?  Oh, man...what did happen to that girl?

To hide my uncomfortableness at being totally caught, I chuckle at the face she makes, sticking her tongue out.  Then it struck me, and I furrowed my brow curiously.  “Wait...how did you know to find me there and what I was doing?”

Elayna looks around innocently.  “Huh?  Oh...I called, and your mom said you were at school.  Then the Hunter...I guessed you were on the roof.”  She motions her hands before her, giggling and shrugging her shoulders.  “It was just crazy and here we are.  Look at us.”  Quickly she hides her broad smile behind her coffee cup, averting her eyes around the room.

I had to glance down, chuckling.  If she got ahold of my mom and then gives me the sad innocent act...I have an idea what happened to that unfortunate girl who never showed.  

Tipping my head, looking up, I shrug, smiling at Elayna.  “Ok then...I’ll take your word for it.  How about I offer you a ride home?”

She giggles, scrunching her shoulders near her ears.  “I...uh...have my car here.  But I would love it if you came by.  You know...that car has been acting up...maybe an escort's not a bad idea.  Don’t want to be stranded.  We can do movies...my parents would love it.  Daemon’s home and brought back some weird girlfriend too.”

“Ah...not our kind of people, I take it?  I’ll help you scope it out.  He deserves a good girl.”  I smile wide.  “Like his sister.”

“Aww.”  She reaches for my hand, ready to leave, stopping abruptly to turn and ran straight into my chest, giggling.  

Raising her hand up, rubbing where her head just bounced off me, she looks up into my eyes.  “Why are you so good to me even if I hurt you?”

Pulling her hand towards me, I kiss her little palm and smile, gazing into her eyes.  “Because I love you that much.”
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Here I sit...wide-awake...drenched in sweat...jolted from my sleep once again as each time that dream ends.  My own mind and the sounds of this...hole...tormenting me conscious or not.

I’m in a ten-by-ten cell...well more a room with a locking door.  White walls, small bed, commode in the corner with a small sink...all very bland and sterile.

Who I am dictates that I am not allowed in the general population.  Any opportunity for another prisoner to come near me is a threat.  They have to protect me at least until my trial...no matter the state our worlds are in.  

Civility and justice...all of society has not crumbled.  Then again...I wouldn’t know beyond bits of utterances of others too close to my door...or scraps of paper I have been provided somewhat explaining why I am here.

Most...ok...like ALL of the other prisoners here...probably my family’s fault they’re here, which explains my seclusion.  

I entered this place...thrown to the wolves...with a huge target already on my back.  Arriving with only hope and a prayer, I survive to clear my name and see justice at all.

And to think the charges have not been formally read yet.

I’m not completely sure what exactly happened.  I remember being ripped from bed at the dorms.  The RA standing with an agent, dressed as an officer, in the doorway of my dorm; his eyes wide as they hauled me off into the night.

I had no idea until I got outside and stuffed into an Agency vehicle that anyone was looking for me.  According to the one phone call I placed to my grandpa Sam before anyone else, there was pandemonium at the Agency as well.

I thought for sure this was some joke or my mom busting me for something and making a big production.  We had discipline and then we had ‘Ash style interrogations’...interchangeable terms in our house.

So nice to be treated as a ‘perp’ for forgetting to take out the trash.  Getting lined up as a battalion when usually it’s Ashton who does something stupid and the parents only want to cover ‘why’ this was stupid once.  ‘Because we know...history will repeat itself’ they say.

My most treasured memory...the time my father had to restrain my mother palm-to-palm, his arm flailing, telling me to run, the one time I got sassy.  I thought I was saving us both time and energy by telling her to just ground me and cut the show.

Now...the mistake I made here...witnesses.  My grandmother...an incredible throwing arm...several uncles with cuffs and new shoes to kick me in the ass with...and a grandfather with zero tolerance for insubordination.  

Unless it’s against my mother at home then he usually grabs me from the hoard, returning me to her and laughing loudly his entire walk home while she rants and shrieks.  That is my awesome Grandpa John.

However, Grandpa Sam...the always calm rational one...assured me that he’d break this to my parents and try to figure out what I was brought in for.  Neither of us had a clue to what was transpiring.  Why has our world suddenly gone insane randomly in the middle of the night?  

It seems I’ve been here for days but I’m not quite sure exactly how much time’s passed.  Occasionally, a guard slides documents or the appropriately timed meals through the slit in the door.  I’ve had absolutely no other contact with another soul.  I am only left to imagine what may be occurring beyond this room.

My grandfather will be able to handle this all very diplomatically and my mother’s temper has definitely calmed over the years.  They work with so many in both realms...that is the only way to figure this out.  

I mean, the Agency jerking me from my bed to arrest me.  I am an intern here while going to school.  Then I enter Legacy as my family...and my future is ready for me to fill in.

A future I’m starting to wonder if I will see.  This has to be a mistake; although, I am really being treated as a prisoner.  Speaking to my grandfather, I only grew more concerned this was something far worse than I can fathom.

I keep waiting for ‘Ash’ to burst through the wall.  Like the Kool-Aid man, guns a blazing and in her full gear.  Pretty sad when a lad such as myself can’t live beyond his own mother’s shadow.

I would say someday...but the way my luck is going...I may be ‘the infamous son of Ash’ for stuff I am not even aware if I have done.  At least mom can account for all those she’s maimed or killed.  

Mostly through her discipline and suspension reports.  But that number is still tracked, and she knew what she was doing.  I don’t know what I did.

Chuckling to myself, I lean back onto the bed.  The sheets are still soaked with my sweat from my attempts at sleeping to pass the time.  I had no choice to remain...waiting.  

My mind began rolling through odd scenarios...possible charges...speculations on what is occurring in the world.  Is it an uprising?  Is this a hostile takeover or some evil band of supernaturals with bad intent?

What’s making me laugh, even if only to myself, is I instantly begin plotting at every possible crime I invent.  

By that I mean, I know my family will fight any way they can for me and others, that I have no doubt.  I know I will go home...I’ve done nothing wrong.  The issue here is when and what damage has been caused while my hands were tied.

However...I keep getting this image of being with ‘my tribe’...my cluster within this giant family.  

My generation pulling off something as those stories we heard of our parents or snuck looks at files when we were supposed to be doing homework on the computer.

The crazy adventures.  Insane people or creatures we could encounter on the way.  The adrenaline and fun all at the same time.  But...I don’t think that’s quite how my life’s going to work...not from this locked room anyway.

None of us has had to work as our parents or grandparents.  They wanted consistency between realms...so we’ve been physically trained and educated about both...all together, including Elayna, her brother, and a few open-minded and curious cousins. 

Our world is calm...quiet.  We trained but for what really?  Was it intensive enough?  Anything actually happening other than the occasional criminal who needed dealt with?  No...Life was too perfect!

They handed us a functioning peaceful intermingled world...two if we’re still counting the other realm separately.  We just had to maintain their work.  That was it.

Collectively...our chosen family has had many happy walks into the sunset individually and together in the end.  Eventually luck runs out.  So what storm is brewing to balance all that good?

Funny how that would land in my lap...but I am the one who arrived just as the world as we know now began.  I resulted from their biggest fight...their last real mission together.  

I know the entire history and am, in some way, related by either blood or love to one of the key players in the entire circus.  But that passed through town and closed long ago.

I wish I could talk to Elayna or even my mom.  Preferably Elayna...because there would be less screaming and crying...I hope.  Then again...I don’t know if that’s true.  Who knows what she’s been told or if she’d believe it?

I still just don’t get any of this!  Ok...retrace our steps here...there has to be some clue or key information I missed.

I had left her parents that night after we had coffee and my next couple of days were completely...usual.  Class, homework, late night food, zero sleep, a shower, and I was off running again.

Elayna and I had texted back and forth a little.  She was busy getting settled back at her parent’s, so I was giving her room, but it was still so great just knowing she was home.

I hadn’t spoken to my mom or dad in those days...which was odd.  I usually talk or text with one of them pretty much daily and nothing had seemed off...even when I spoke with grandpa earlier...this was all that was off.  

I tried to keep my voice even...my mood...so grandpa wouldn’t pick up that I was terrified out of my mind.  He was stunned, scared for me, confused, but optimistic that this was a mistake.

Of course this is a mistake...I have done nothing.  I haven’t the time or desire to break any law...human or supernatural.  I don’t even use my phone when I drive or drink underage.

I am interning at the Agency while going to school as several of our parents did...I am an Honors student with Academic Awards in Science, History, and Business...why would I do something stupid and blow it when I would be caught?  I am well aware who I am...and I would be caught.

That would happen...I would be the one caught...by my own people.  And I’ve studied forensics both technological and physical...but I do not have that criminal mindset no matter what information has been packed into my brain to get away with anything.

Even if I did...I don’t have the heart to.  All crime harms someone...no matter how petty one may perceive...a crime is still a crime.  There is no debate left on that.

My head jerks to the side, hearing that slot in the door open and someone hurriedly slides a file through, their hand disappearing as the slot slams shut.

Standing from my bed, I cautiously walk to the door and grab that file before jumping back into bed to read in the dim lighting they even kept on when we slept.  

It was like reading by nightlight.  I did that a lot as a kid.

Nice!  I have a case number and not a name now.  

Well, my name is on the documents also...and it looks like they have a laundry list of charges they’re trying to hit me with so my new name may just be that number from here on out.

Gulping hard, feeling a lump begin swelling in my throat strangling me as I read each line of these staggering charges.  I’m seeing everything from computer crimes to solicitation of...I’m not even sure what half of this is.  Laundering?  Theft?

What?  I know I have not seen the words ‘murder’ or ‘prostitution’...so mom won’t be too pissed.

Ok...something in this paperwork is not computing.  According to the page stuffed into the front of this file, I have an arraignment in another day or so.  This pending a ‘psych eval’ and a ‘deposition’ before both council, which is tomorrow...I think.

Lovely!  You think the ‘son of Ash’ can pass that?  

Half these charges...the ones I recognize or understand...these all cover stuff I can do.  Most of it is technological...like hacking into records.  I saw something about a lab...so I will assume my skills in all sciences cover that.

Wonder if I can be charged with ‘rebuilding vehicles’...yes...those are mobile weapons of potential mass destruction.  

I better not even joke about that!

Leaning my head back on the pillow, laying that folder next to me, I sigh heavily, staring at the ceiling.

Beyond this file that may as well be in Greek...I got nothing.

No one to explain any of this to me.  No way to get to speak to anyone.  I don’t even know if I have legal representation.  

When I was drug in, I was told someone would be appointed to represent me, but nothing said if that was a public defender...a supernatural attorney...a guy mom found online or some supermarket bulletin board flyer you just tear off the number.

Aunt Kyra, I believe, had a legal department she was sharing with us since many attorneys had helped her long ago, and these attorneys were from this realm; they’ve maintained a great relationship, and we can trust anyone she recommended.

Grandpa John and the Agency use these same people now and supposedly we’d been running at top performance with her borrowed advisor team on our side too.

Ok Relic...time to take a breath and try this sleep thing again.  Man...I’m afraid to close my eyes even if the picture before them open is so bleak.  

I know what’s waiting for me.  The same as what woke me earlier...and every time I’ve tried to sleep.  Trying to remember every detail of that last night with Elayna...and all I wished for ‘our’ future.  How up in the air all of that is currently.

Theorizing and analyzing all the documents I’ve seen so far.  Envisioning my parents’ reaction and my Grandpa John finally having that vampire-stroke mom’s predicted for years.

I pray Grandpa Sam got to them BEFORE they heard anything at the Agency.  Although...they were out according to Grandpa Sam.  Grandpa John and Big Pa-pe Thomas had been seen leaving in a hurry as well.

I hope Uncle Ray went to calm my dad.  He can work magic with mom’s moods too...but that had a limit.  She’d built immunity to Uncle Leif’s mood-enhancing energies.  

But not Dr. Tina’s sedatives...so we had options...even in dart form...and my dad has become an excellent shot.

I just have to remain calm as I have been.  Sure, my mind’s been running at max speed, but I can chill...it’s not much longer.  I am missing nothing I can’t make up for at school or work.  That’s all that matters.

Elayna’s not mixed up into any of this...she’s with her parents...safe.  No matter what ‘this’ situation is...she’ll wait and talk to me.  I know with her I will get an opportunity to offer my side before any judgement matters.

Everything’s going to be fine.  It has to.  That’s what all our elders...even my parent’s generation...from Aunt Kyra to my mom; look at all they worked for.  Their parents and theirs before.  

Look at the legacy they left for us.  We only have to maintain it...improve when necessary...and stop to enjoy all of this once in a while.  That’s all they wanted for us.  That is all we know.  A world at almost full peace.  Well...that’s more supernaturals...the humans still need a bit of work.

Ugh!  I better get some sleep.  Apparently, I have a big day tomorrow.  This should be fun.  I wonder if the doc I see tomorrow studied Freud and will only ask me questions about my mother.  Oh...this is going to be good.  

Not too sure about this deposition.  I know that’s just questioning me about whatever they need to know.  But...don’t I have to be charged with something to defend myself?  Or is this file my only means to defend myself?

No!  I am not going to worry about this file.  Sleep first.  

Someone tomorrow can explain this all to me.  It’s not as I have anything to hide anyway so they can ask me anything.  

Maybe if I have a representative, I can meet them tomorrow too.  It appears there is time between the appointments I have.  Yeah...maybe my family can come too.  

I hope that’s allowed...and they check for weapons when everyone gets here.  Usually a good idea with that crowd!
Ash

The steady yet fast sounds echoed in my ears as silence and sterility surrounded us.  Clomping of shoes and clicking of heels...clothes briskly rustling...we passed the halls of the Agency building in a tight pack.  

The ENTIRE gang came back together for an emergency briefing that we all woke up to in the middle of the night.  The looks on many of our faces were dread, having received no details other than a text ‘GET HERE ASAP’.

Hurriedly trying to keep pace with my father at the front of the group, I blurt in frustration.  “Dad!  What on earth is going on here?  You got all of us scrambling to get over here...it was chaos trying to get here...I can’t get a hold of Relic and haven’t since...uh...I think yesterday.” 

Thomas, somber yet stoic, walking with him shoulder to shoulder, with Talia nudging him for an answer to my questions since my father only pointed to his office ahead without a word.  

Thomas sighs heavily, running a hand down his face slowly before he speaks.  “Let’s just get somewhere...contained...and we’ll cover everything.”  His hands wave out before him as if he was trying to send out some calming waves though he can’t. 

“CONTAINED!”  I nearly shriek in the sterile and nearly abandoned hall, except for our collective brain trust meeting at this ungodly hour.  “That was rather specific.”  I noted.

Thomas glanced briefly to my dad.  “That girl reads too much into every detail.”  Thomas moved his head, facing forward to continue walking and my father still never uttered a word.

My lips twist at the side, brow raised to a full salute as I shoot a look at Talia, taking in a sharp nervous breath and pinching my face.  Because silence speaks volumes to me.

Kyra...our voice of joyous reason calmly spoke from the middle of the tribe next to Sarah.  “That is good, Ashleigh...take a breath...we’ll have a seat and cover everything.  No worries...Yet.”  Her melodic giggle, not even close to soothing, with her choice of words.  

“YET!”  It was Talia’s turn to momentarily panic as she shook her head at Kyra.  Both brows near her hairline in disbelief.  Kyra smiled merrily and reassuringly.  Such the optimist!

Sarah and the rest of this quiet bunch had nothing really to add, curiosity or concern...which any of us silent for long...is curious and concerns me terribly right now.  

Judging from Sarah’s abnormally pale face and doe-eyed look...she not only knows something, but this was not going to be a fun emergency meeting.

Like the old days!  
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As Big Pa-pe, Thomas would say.  “Back in the day!”

When we’d get yanked from bed and to the office, cursing my father.  Then we’d get fired up and do stuff...like save the world from certain doom while keeping each other alive in precarious situations most likely leading to death or something that was just plain weird.

Man...I so miss that!  What happened to us?  

Oh yeah...we grew up and became parents...and then they became adults.  

We have enjoyed peace between realms and amongst immortals while providing the same caring blissful ignorance we afforded all humans not already included in our little group.

We traded in the ‘fast and the furious’ for the ‘ergonomic and sensibly supportive’ is what we did wrong.  We worked ourselves out of jobs too!  

Now we’re all complacent...comfortable...old.  I don’t feel old.  

In fact, my husband was making me feel rather youthful when we were interrupted by that stupid phone again.  

God does that kill the mood...sirens blaring through the house because I never changed my father’s alert tone since Erik and I met.

I may be an official part of ‘The Mom Squad-2nd Generation’...but dammit...mini-vans and bake sales were never part of how I accomplished raising a child as a career-oriented woman.  Not a goal I set for myself.  

Plus...I would have just had to buy the cookies anyway...and we all know why!

I simply consider myself lucky I happened to have the freedom to work from home in my panda jammies.  Many will never have that, and I got to be around for my kid while still keeping a job I loved.  To others I simply looked self-employed, so no one questioned either.

That to me was the jackpot.  Career, family, and magic!  I was set.  Although...I do miss that bustle of business as twisted as it had got for us a time or twelve.  But I would not trade one day of my very stable and perfectly calm family existence.

However...once in a while...ugh!  

I hate that I am admitting this...but we have become so drab...I...I dream of things.  Doing...different things.  

My mommy duties are over, and my kiddo flew the nest the first flight he could.  None of that makes me a bad person...an irresponsible mom...nor would I give any of this life back.

But...

I crave the days I could hang from the belly of helicopter, Uncle Kenny at my side handing me chocolates, and blasting our enemies while fist bumping.  Sharing so many laughs.  

He’d let me pull the trigger of whatever war weapon he snuck past my dad...so he wouldn’t have to set his sandwich down.  We had so much fun!

Ok...so as a family...we never did ALL of that...but we had moments, and I once had a very fierce side I miss.  That was one perk of the night...I got to trade in my slippers for my trusty old boots.  Ash’s boots!

Chromed out buckles and five-inch heels, knee-high covering my suede gear pants...that still fit...and the little decorative axe on the heel that is really a handy weapon.

DAMN...I miss these shoes!
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Slowly we moved to a stop as dad fumbles with his keys nervously enough I noticed.  Catching that, I jerk my head to Erik, who was also watching, and we share a concerned wide-eyed glance before dad finally opens the door, waving us all in without a word.

Erik’s father Sam was inside dad’s office, already waiting for us.  A frighteningly grief-stricken look to his face that he was sadly attempting to hide.  

Instead of catching his natural calming waves as I stepped into the room...I felt instantly body slammed with a wall of mixed emotions the second his eyes met mine and then traveled to Erik behind me.

Scratch that...I got a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach from that.  I need to remain calm, or I may never get to find out what is going on.  I have never seen that look on my father-in-law’s face.

Everyone filtered into dad’s office, packing us in wall to wall.  “When did our group get so big?”  Kyra grunts trying to squeeze past a few of us to stand by Samuel at the back of the room.

I too recall a time when, sure we may have been crowded in here, but collectively, we had plenty of seating, only leaving few to stand in the back.  

“When we suddenly started suffering from ‘human’ problems...like middle-age spread.”  I retort as Kyra bursts into laughter.  

Talia scrunched her brow at me, chuckling.  “You know...that is not an issue for us, right?  Just like the stroke ‘thing’ Ray is convinced will happen one day.  Nothing we have...um...spreads.”

Releasing an annoyed cough, Sarah sneers, tugging at the leg of her pants.  “Says the girl with a ball instead of chair at her desk...and yes these are new because my ass seems to be the only thing facing middle age or spreading at this point.”

The rest of us girls giggle, adding a compassionate ‘aww’ as Sarah just holds her head high, waving a hand before her.  “No...no...I knew the consequences of remaining human.  Appeasing nature by towing about a giant ass is my price to pay.  Cruel but I will accept my fate.”

Samuel had a curious furrowed brow asking.  “Would that ball alleviate that?  In theory...you figure that would just give the spread an odd...unnatural appearance over time.  Like a muffin top...or a bustle under a dress.”

“Muffin top...a whole other issue...and you just described a butt shelf.  To some, those are naturally occurring and usually genetic.  That’s why you always check out the mom first before you make any permanent plans.”  Ray snickers as he actually caught many of us by surprise with his joke.  

Ill-timed and off topic...but still funny.  If I weren’t in the midst of a myocardial infarction, I would be laughing right alongside.

Kaleb went from scowling at Sarah for her own dig at herself, to sputtering into his hand as Sarah glared daggers at Samuel and then Ray.  

Kyra giggled, hiding her face in Samuel’s chest.  “That’s a posture ball.”  She snickers, answering Samuel who nods ‘oh’ and shrugs innocently at Ray.

Raising his brows as he clears his throat, grabbing our attention, Sam speaks with a heavyhearted voice.  “Well...now that we’re caught up on that...we have some rather serious issues to discuss.”

I took the opportunity to glance from face to face in our group, trying to gauge everyone’s reaction although I was feeling that sledgehammer to the gut again and I’m not the only one clueless to what’s happening here.

A big clue...when suddenly none of our fathers could meet our eyes.

Without my brain catching up, my voice just came.  “Ok...why do I have a horrible feeling about this?”

My dad rubbed his forehead with his hand, eyes drilling into his desktop.  Sam clears his throat, speaking barely above a whisper.  “Ashleigh...Erik...I need you both to have a seat please.”

I felt my eyes nearly bulge from my head in shock as Erik reached for my hand, moving towards a chair in front of dad’s desk.  Thomas, Sam, my dad, Leif, and even Uncle Kenny were now on one side while the rest of us remained scattered about the room.

Ohhhhhhh...this is not good!

Gulping roughly, Erik looks at his father, posture rigid and jaw clenched as he spoke.  “Dad...please...”  

Erik never had the chance to finish as Sam spoke out, cutting him off when I finally sat in Erik’s lap.  “I received a phone call.”  He paused, gathering his thoughts and licking his lips trying to gather words.  “Relic is in trouble.  Big trouble.”

Jumping up from Erik’s lap, I scream out ‘what?’ and of course chaos snowballed from there. Erik and I eventually being physically restrained in my father’s office chairs separately, while my father and Thomas tried to explain what Sam had told them.

“Now...we are doing everything we can to gather intel and find out where the hell he is so we can go get Relic out on bond until his hearing.”  Thomas huffs out a heavy breath.

“HEARING!  WHAT COULD HE HAVE DONE?”  Erik’s shout was ear piercing.

My father waves his hands to get our attention as he straightens to full height and explains.  “The Agency...our world...and our family was hit with...”  He trailed off, shaking his head, folding his arms at his chest as he huffs out.  “A big giant shitstorm for lack of a better phrase.”

“I don’t understand...what could Relic have done?  Is he in our jail or....”  Kyra’s voice softened to fading as my father nodded her direction to answer.

“He is, as far as I know...it was our guys that picked him up...but we don’t know at whose order.  However...we have other issues taking root that need our immediate attention and somehow...”  Dad was biting his lip so hard it was nearly bleeding.  “Relic is being accused of involvement and...we aren’t even sure what else.”

Kenny’s jaw was locked as he spoke, trying to remain calm.  “No one will tell us where he is because there was a supposed threat against him already and no one is providing information about ‘jack’ because we could be under investigation as well.”

Sam shook his head.  “I only knew because...he...he was scared and had one call.”

I feel what seems as a hundred pairs of eyes boring down on me as I remained frozen in my seat, unable to speak just yet.  All gauging my reaction.  Possibly trying to plot ways to disarm me...but I gave myself a minute to think.

My mouth...had other ideas.

My head lowered and the ‘Ash’ inside took a long well-deserved stretch.  Her yawn and giggle in my head was followed with a single flat statement, punctuated with a slight maniacal smirk at the corner of my lips.  “Apparently, a few people forgot who doesn’t get told ‘no’ here.  I can fix that.”

Erik’s eyes were dark, like obsidian, and not that slick mercury as when he ‘vamps out’.  Breaths heaving, his voice boomed unrecognizably, asking our fathers.  “What is going to happen to our son?”  

“We cast the net to gather information.  That is all we can do now.”  My dad glanced around, raising his voice a bit to the group, covering mine and Erik’s profanity latent disagreement with that last statement.  “To be honest...we have no clue what is happening or where this ‘threat’ is coming from.” 

Glancing to Thomas, he then grabs a file from the table, opening it before Thomas finishes for him.  “All we have so far is...well best-case scenario...this is all bogus crap, and it will go away.  We’ve conquered messes like that before.”

“Worst case?”  I hissed, raising my brow and Thomas seemed reluctant to answer.  So, I asked that exact question again...my voice up an octave...eyes pleading like a mom and not Ash.

Thomas shook his head, averting his gaze to the floor.  “Personally, I think it’s all a bunch of crap.  There are rumblings of apocalyptic predictions in OUR world.  Not just earth...but these supposed militias have formed all over the place.  Mad Max for real!”

Kyra gasps, looking to Samuel with wide eyes.  “We need to alert my brother.”  Glancing around, she shook her head bewildered.  “We’ve never had anything like that...well nothing I witnessed.”

Ray nods, pointing his finger.  “Like New Order...when we fixed the Hunter kids.  But that was this side...your realm wasn’t involved yet.  Well...none of us knew at that point.”

Erik gave me a sneer as I laughed nervously and in a bit of disbelief at the absurdity of even this little piece of information.  “Ok...when we say ‘apocalyptic predictions’...we talking exactly as war has been waged against us before?  Like you said...these militia or splinter groups, and somehow, we always won.”

Shrugging my shoulders as best I can, I continue.  “Or is this like...looting abandoned homes and survival of the fittest?  I don’t see Mad Max for real happening THAT fast.”

No one had a chance to answer.  Shaking his head, Erik huffs out a scoff, looking up to the ceiling.  “This has got to be a joke.  We have not had civil unrest amongst immortals in some time.  Amongst anyone!”

My head jerks his way as I hear him gasp, sounding suddenly excited.  Erik smiles at me.  “That’s it...you’ve been feeling in a rut at work and old...aww...our wonderful family put this together to make us feel useful again.”

“What?”  I squeak at him and suddenly he furrows his brow at me as my voice went even higher pitched.  “What the hell are you talking about?  Stay out of my head, Erik!  The only person I have even spoken those words to was myself and if you ever call me old again, you’ll be figuring out the laundry yourself.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time.”  He takes in a sharp breath, smirking snidely as I gasp at his retort.

My breaths come in ragged puffs, my mouth agape in shock.  “Oh, if I could shoot lasers from my eyes right now I would...”

“You’d what?”  Erik’s roar cut me off and several around us tried to diffuse the situation as we began lashing out at each other.

I flinched and groaned with the rest of the group as our ears were most likely bleeding now from the whistle from Kenny that cut everything down to silence.

Waving his hand before him calmly, he twists his lips, keeping his tone short but levelheaded for us.  “We are setting up some plans to get in and fact find.”

“Meaning?”  My tone curt as I met his eyes.

Leif glances towards Kenny before adding in himself.  “Since Relic is in Agency custody, we have access to him but...it would be better if we play along to keep this thorough and expedient.  Leave no opportunity for question because of who he is and treatment he receives.  He has twice the fight...just as Ashleigh...all of you.”

“What does that mean?”  Erik glares at Leif and my father finally stands, waving for everyone to just stop.

“I have seen a small list of what his potential charges are.  However...those have to be read at a formal hearing.”  Wagging a finger, dad furrows his brow quizzically as he notes.  “Now...the odd thing is they’re ordering his testing way out of order.”

“What testing?”  Kyra gasps out before I have the chance.

Dad nods once before answering, appearing to approach this cautiously as he explains.  “Depending on the defendant and the crimes...circumstances...they have tests they can order for competency to stand trial or DNA if needed for evidence.  Just as a human court.”

“And that’s how our model went wrong.  Our law WAS fine...but no...let’s streamline everything.  ‘It’s less confusing’.”  Kenny mocks then sighs as Kat swats at him for his comment.

“Why would they be ordering any competency or genetic testing for MY SON?”  I growl out and catch many looks at how I hissed the word ‘genetic’ testing.  

Suddenly and far beyond my control, my body began taking over and I felt the pressure in my eyes changing, ready to lose my head any minute.  “Given our little situation...what Pandora’s box of broken laws will that invasion of privacy cost?”

Leif quickly interjects.  “When I glanced at the list your father has of ‘possible charges’, I ordered an evaluation.  This was simply to have access to Relic if nothing else.  I requested to see a full list because he is supposed to receive one and to ensure he understood these charges.  We need to establish a record of anything that can be used as a deposition for him.”

Sam nods, smiling softly to both Erik and I consolingly.  “Proactive damage control before they take him to arraignment.  Which is the only time he will see council until he gets to build his defense.  Although that is not what he is provided under the law.”

“That’s right; there is a loophole to release him before anything is heard.”  Kyra claps excitedly.  “What is that...oh...mistrial before it even gets off the ground?  If rules are already broken...these are at least in his favor.”

Sam points to her, saying.  “Exactly.  And we have double-jeopardy protections now because supernaturals can harp on things no matter how much time has passed or whether the person was ever guilty or not.”

“We’ll have a lot more in our basket to counter whatever can possibly be thrown at us when the full story comes out.”  My dad quickly adds to keep the mood calming.

But there was no way I was calm.  Someone took my kid!  My baby!

No explanation will suffice even if he has committed some crime.  I mean...if he has, I will be realistic and accept his consequences.  But...that is MY son...NO ONE is going to keep me from seeing him.

If this is like a Madame Chairman situation with that doc and several others who have had the pleasure of meeting my gun...heads are going to roll!

“I want him out now.”  Erik’s growl brought me back into the moment just as I was beginning to plot, and I am sure I was projecting the destruction I was planning to get to our son.

The way Kenny was appearing to salivate, he must have heard some of my thoughts.  At least the ones including big machinery or explosives.

Rubbing his chin with his arms half folded before him my dad spoke.  “We’re scrambling to filter fact from rumor, and I have people running in many directions.  A loophole got Leif in for that Psych Eval.  We’re working to get one of us in for the deposition they request prior to the arraignment.”

Furrowing my brow, matching his I ask my father.  “Wait...how does someone provide a deposition if they have not been posed a question?  How can he defend himself against charges not technically made yet?”

My father wiggles his brows.  “Funny...I had the same thoughts.  That’s why we’re trying to get our people into positions to head whatever or whomever this is off at the pass.  As long as our hands are in somewhere...we’ll be privy to everything.”

“If he’s in OUR custody, you’re damn right we’re privy to everything.”  I stomp my foot taking in a huge breath and turn my eyes towards the door remembering...

Oh yeah...I’m restrained, or I’d be on that first elevator to whoever’s office I had to kick in the nuts repeatedly until they gave up the location of my kid.

And I would show no mercy...no ice pack when I was through.  Suck it up and walk it off, dumbass!  Should have known better than to bring in one of our kids.

They were born into this life as we were.  Destinies designed long ago not by a singular creator...of course not...but also a boss who has tight time management skills.  

Dedication and service required of them before they could even pronounce ‘duty’ let alone spell it.  Or not get giggly because the word reminds everyone of poop.  

Another thing parenting submerses you in...not simply poop but the lack of...or caring who hears about it.  The once discrete ‘thing’ we girls couldn’t admit we did and the guys pretended we didn’t do...well apparently frequency, texture, color, and ability all become a concern at some point.

Don’t ask what day that was because I can’t recall...I just know it happened and next it became an acceptable thing in our gang to discuss...poop.

Anyways!  Back to the world, Ash.

[image: Chain Link Metal Tether Chain Chain Chain]

“Ok.”  I shouted irritated, holding my hands up next to my head with my eyes closed.  “I need a step-by-step on how this is to work and when I get to see my son.”

Opening my eyes, searching the men before me, Leif takes my question.  “I have an interview with him shortly.  I have had a chance to outline many questions and left room to adlib as needed.  That is as information comes.”

Taking a moment, Leif pauses to glance to my father then back to Erik and me.  “He has that deposition and then he’ll be given a time for his arraignment.  We are allowed for that.  The entire family, including all elders and advisors, so we need to make many calls.”

My voice cracked, my eyes already stinging, and I felt Erik’s hand suddenly free and gliding over my shoulder.  “How long until I see my child?”  

Dad waved his hands to get my attention.  “We’re trying to get that pushed up to today...this afternoon.  Because he has nothing to offer in a deposition so...our argument is there is no time to waste if we know for now that will bear no fruit.  Like you said...he has nothing to answer for yet.”

“Can they hold him and just make that deposition pending?”  Erik asked.

Thomas shrugged, picking up for dad, appearing upset himself.  “That’s what we can’t figure out.  I mean...do they want his
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Each count punishable up tofveyears.
~YTBD Gounts: Tamperingwith axisting internalAgency dta
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above subject s warranted a ths time.

Included with this memorandum are the following documents:
*Copy—Agency Court Fiing
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‘We urge sl leaders to take this threst seriousy and activate al protocols currently agreed to address:
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The Inter-Realm Agency

Report-Arrest Warrant Served

Avresing Agent(: (Withhelg—esr retlsio]
County: Jackson  State: Oregon  Country: US

Detained: Federal Agency ustody

Warrant issued for one Relic Romacinov Warner by Agency Court and executed by Agency Officials.
‘Status of Arrest (suspect)—No Bond Hold” until charges officially read.

Referto:

Case #USOR13-13714
Inter-Realm Court
“People’

v.
Intern-Agent Relic Romacinow Warner, Legacy Program

anp

Case B USOR 1313714
Relic Romacinov Warner
S Federal Custody Inmate £ 714

Report:
‘Warrant executed at Defendants residence without nterference of ncident.

‘Accomplished with the aid of Campus Securtty, Defendant was located asleep in his dorm room.
Acresing Agents removed named Defendant without Incident ransporting him to Detenfion.

Due to both nature of thi case and Defendants profession, ‘soltary’ containment s recommended for
the safety and wellbeing ofthe Defendant.

Upon arrival with continued observation, at this time, the suspect has been compliant and o isues
have been reported by any staff.

Notifiation to family s pending further investigaton, as Defendant In custody is an adult, and co-
conspirators are unknown atths time. Head o Inter-Realm Agency and Security wil both be notified.
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Our departments have activated ‘HIGH ALERT" status. We are operating full staffed and working.
around the clock to Intercept any and alIntel that could benefit s, named Defendant, and in hopes of
preventing any further threats or the possibilty of any future attacks).

Case #USOR13-13714

Inter-Realm Court

“Peple’
v.

Intern-Agent Relic Romacinov Warmer, Legacy Program

At this time and with a unanimous decison of the Inter-Realm Agency Courts, due to an abundance of
evidence provided the court thusfar, we issue the following charges pending against named defendart
listed above.

(¥T80= Yet To Be Determined if ver 50. Exact Counts will be officialy read i court.)

Each count punishable to oneyear.
YTBD Counts: Improper use of Agency protected data storage and archives
T8 Counts: Improper use of Agency data systems and external breach of systems L. hacking)

—YTBD Gounts: Improper retreval and removal of data rom Agency systems and their partners
(May requirereferral to ‘Human’ Courts forvilations of ther systems our Agency has access to. YTED)

Each count punishable up o three-years.

T8 Counts: Soliitation-classiied data gathering above his access
—YTBD Gounts: Solicitation-sales and distrbution ofllegally obtained data
YTBD Counts: Soliitation-sales and dstrbution of lassfied data

T8 Counts: Soliitation-sales and distrbution of experimental products currently available to public
and many yet o be ‘approved for use.
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