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“We’re not really set up for this,” Xander protested as Newton and Earlham led Allen into the facility.  

The kid looked around and examined the high-tech but somehow dull surroundings.  He had witnessed their entrance and knew they were well below ground.  “You got any wifi down here?” he mockingly asked.

Xander glanced back toward Laudon’s room, where the smartass still lay unconscious.  “These two will get along great,” he scoffed.

Newton veered his wheelchair in front of Xander as Earlham continued escorting Allen to his new room.  “What were you thinking sending him out into the field?  You know we can’t risk it.”  Newton had made his suspicions clear to the group prior to Laudon getting pulled into the fold.  He knew Barstow was plotting something big.  Once they discovered Laudon, Newton decided to bring him in—whether he complied or not.  If Laudon had opted out, they simply would have drained him dry and used his blood for the ultimate intended purpose.  Keeping him alive made it easier as he’d keep producing blood.  No one was to feed on him.  He was to be Earlham’s insurance policy against Barstow.  Newton was irate with his daughter for draining some of Laudon’s blood for her personal goal.  Now, his anger with Xander dwarfed even that.  “He could’ve been killed.  Or worse yet, Barstow and his minions could’ve gotten a hold of him.  Did you even stop to consider that?”

“I had to make a decision.  Tisby was still too weak to go.  I couldn’t send Charlie out alone.  And I couldn’t get a hold of you,” Xander protested.

Newton stared hard at him.  “Maybe you’re not cut out for the job.”  He looked away and shook his head.  “Earlham would just walk away if I asked him to take this on.  Charlie’s too quick to want to fight.  And Tisby...  She’s still has a lot of growing up to do.”

“Thanks for the bloody vote of confidence,” Tisby’s sultry British voice cut in.

Newton and Xander turned to see Tisby standing there with her arms folded across her chest; her low-cut shirt displaying a glorious portion of her cleavage.

“Looks pretty grown up to me,” Charlie remarked as he stood beside her and appreciated the view.

Tisby blushed slightly and tugged her shirt over to partially cover up.  “I think Laudon’s rubbing off on you.”

Charlie shrugged.  He declined to comment on her choice of words as it would make him sound even more like the annoying jackass.

Focusing her attention back to her father, Tisby stated, “Alec made the right call.”

Charlie nodded his agreement.

Newton rolled toward her, and away from Xander.  “You all have to think about the bigger picture.  Right now, none of you seem capable of doing that.”

“Would you like to know what we came across tonight?” Charlie blurted.

“I’d like to know what happened to him,” Newton demanded, gesturing toward Laudon’s dorm.  “He’s obviously injured.  That... man...  He’d never let this many of us have a conversation without throwing some obnoxious comment into the mix.”  He looked from Tisby to Charlie then to Xander.  “Nobody knows?”

Xander opened his mouth to speak, but someone cut him off.

“I punched him in the fuckin’ face!” Charlie exclaimed.  This gained a smirk from Earlham who had silently joined the group.  

It also drew a sharp glare from Tisby.  “You said he got a concussion fighting the dogman,” she hissed, clearly agitated that he had inflicted harm on Laudon.

“He did,” Charlie protested.  “But then he wouldn’t shut the fuck up on the ride back.”

“So, you punched him?” she snarled.  She stepped closer to him.

Both Earlham and Xander moved to intercede.

Tisby stopped and tried to burn holes in Charlie with her death-glare.  She spun on her heels and strolled over to look in on Laudon.

Reluctantly, Newton conceded.  He eyed Xander.  “Go get Allen situated.  Then we’ll compare notes.”  He rolled toward the command center without another word.

Xander quietly made his way down the hall.  Allen’s quarters were identical to Laudon’s and the others with the exception of the thick Lexan wall and secured door at the front.  “Sorry, kid.  We all had to go through this until we were sure we could control ourselves.”  He refused to make eye contact with Allen.
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