‘powering these illusions and mmd contro
having a part of Vassir in him through
inheritance.." He paused, meeting my eyes w
profound understanding. "Elliot might have
partial dominion over the chalyx itself.

Victoriana leaned forward sharply. "You're saying
the child could counter Darius’s vampiric
abilities?"

‘More than counter them," Dr. Blackwood
replied, his scholarly excitement barely
contained. "If Elliot carries Vassir's essence
through his father's bloodline, and if that
essence recognizes the chalyx as belonging to
its original host..." He gestured to the
documentation. "The evidence is already there. |
The boy sees through illusions that fool




power over the Chalyx's vamparic influes
Alpha that survived the corruption and ¢
the residual power will level the playing fi i
substantially. He will be a prime hybrid or wha :
they call ‘Hybrid Primus".

He hurriedly retrieved a large leather bound
tome that instant saturated the air with a old
musky odour.

He flipped through it, his eyes darting about the

pages while simultanously tracing the words
until he stopped, then flipped to another page
and his chest expanded as he took a deep breath
and raised the page up to reveal a anatomically
detailed illustration of what I had only seem lts
tamer depiction in stories.
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The laboratory fell into stunned silence as we all
stared at the illustration.

“This" Dr. Blackwood said, his voice barely above:
a whisper, "is what Vassir can become as the

bloodmoon approaches. Not just a vampire lord,

but something far more primal and powerful. A

Hybrid Primus—the perfect fusion of vampire

and primal beast. It is like Vassir himself has

been reborn. The vampire lord will rise again.

His voice was full of awe.

If only he knew... but I preferred to keep that for

now

But it had all come full circle. Hades was Vassir

but now he would truly be Vassir,

shifted Vamplre’?"

"With Vassir's essence already in b
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muttered. "He will be a tank, one that can fly al
turn Alpha Darius’s army to nothing but dust"

The weight of his words hung in the air like a
blade. Everyone exchanged glances, the mixture
of hope and terror written clearly across their
faces. But beneath it all was the unspoken truth
—Hades had not returned. There had been no
news, no reports, nothing but silence from the

search teams.

The laboratory's sterile atmosphere seemed to
thicken with unspoken fears. Victoriana's
honey-toned features were etched with worry.
Silas kept glancing toward the door as if willing
good news to walk through it. Montague's
weathered hands remained clenched on the

table's edge.




despair, but something else enurely;.
that made my blood run cold.

With shaking hands, | took the phone. Every |
of eyes in the room turned toward me, o
expectant, terrified. I could feel the weight of )
their collective hope and dread pressing down |
on me as [ put the call on speaker.

The voice that crackled through was that of our
squad leader—the one we'd sent to search for
Hades. But he sounded different. Panicked.

Breathless.

“Luna,’ his voice came through, strained and




. fell from the sky! His voice cracke
mixture of awe and terror. "You're going:“
to come see this immediately." 4

The urgency in the squad leader's voice
shattered any remaining composure in the roo
Without hesitation, everyone began filing out of
the laboratory, the weight of Dr. Blackwood's

revelation still heavy in the air.

I found myself sandwiched between Victoriana
and Montague in the back seat of a black SUV as
we sped through the early morning darkness.
The High Gamma had taken the passenger seat,
her usual composure cracked by the gravity of
what we'd just learned and what we were racing

toward.

The vehicle cut through the pre-dawn cold,




entlrely—perhaps one of Darius’s new we-ap
some horror he'd conjured with the chalyx's
power?

The Fenrir's chain around my heart remained
steady, neither pulling taut with loss nor singing
with reunion. Whatever had crashed near our |
border, my bond with Hades was still intact. That
knowledge was the only thing keeping me from
complete panic as we raced through the cold

morning air

Montague's weathered hand briefly touched my

shoulder, a gesture of reassurance, butI could

see the worry etched deep in the lines of his

face. Victoriana stared out the window, her
honey-toned features set in grim determinatio
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