“He drew off his left gauntlet and sliced his palm. He stared at the bright red blood and sliced her right hand. They clasped hands, and he spoke slowly, ‘By our mingled blood let us swear, and if we live, let the gods beware of it. Let the hounds of Verm and the birds of Loth circle us if we bear false oath.’

With a few simple words they were bound.” 

~Nightseer, by Laurell K. Hamilton 

AN: If anything needs explaining I'll do it at the end. I don't feel like explaining right now. Don't sue me, they're not mine. Well, my OCs are, but most of the names aren't. And the title... and Dead... ah, crap, now I feel useless.

Long Road's End

Chapter Three: Blood Oath

"Tyrael, wait!" Lirael cried, scrambling out of the mostly-buried cave. Tyrael didn't even stop to look at her, but continued chasing something around the swampland that only he could see. As everyone else climbed out, Tyrael finally caught whatever he was chasing and as it stopped moving everyone else could see what it was. Tyrael slammed the intruder hard to the ground and pinned him. He looked like a fallen angel with his black wings still arching up to the sky. 

"Who are you?  Who sent you?" Tyrael demanded. Everyone else gathered around Tyrael to look. Andariel picked up the bandolier and map he had stolen. 

"Look. He's an assassin." Sabriel pointed at his gear. He looked no older than Andariel.

     Arzael went to take his mask off but Andariel stopped her. 

"I'll do it, it might be dangerous." she said. 

"No, you won't!" Falcon said, but Andariel was already lifting his mask off. 

"State your name and business, assassin." Andariel demanded. 

"...Storm." He said, 

"All of it, kid." Falcon said. 

"Storm Darkwater... I was sent to get the map and bandolier, but now that I have been captured and can't go back, I offer my services to you," He said with a deeper voice than you would have expected for someone of his age. 

"Oh, really. Then tell us who sent you." Tyrael said, still pinning him. 

"I... can't. I don't know." 

"You mean you don't even inquire as to who is employing you?" Kotake asked skeptically. 

"Well… no… I'm an assassin! I just take whatever I'm offered. Now could ya get the heck off me?" Storm said, annoyed. Tyrael looked at Falcon, who nodded, and got off Storm, his wings disappearing.

"Now bear in mind we're trusting you, and if you betray that trust, I'll be forced to let Tyrael, who does not trust you and will be watching you, kill you." Falcon said as they walked back to his house, where everyone was going to bunk for the night and probably most of the morning. Andariel shoved the map and bandolier into Arzael’s arms, stopped walking, and turned to Storm. 

"I purpose a Blood Oath," she said. Someone gasped. Storm looked interested. 

"Really? It's fine with me, since I didn't plan on betraying you guys anyway. I've never been one for backstabbing and betraying." he said. 

"Andy, no way." Arcada said, getting between Storm and Andariel. 

"Arcy, do you really expect me to listen to you? I would think you would know by now that I don't listen to anyone, not even him," she pointed to her father. 

"Come here, Storm." Andariel said as she pulled a dagger out of a pocket on her thigh. Storm moved around Arcada and stood by Andariel as she used the knife to slit her left palm open. Arcada started to reach for her but she danced out of his reach. Storm gave her his hand and she slit his right palm open. By now, Andariel's blood was flowing pretty badly. The ground was becoming soaked and Andariel knew she would have to hurry or the Dead would reach them before they finished.

     Andariel and Storm pressed their bleeding hands together and laced fingers. "I hereby commence a Blood Oath," Andy and Storm said in perfect unison. An eerie storm came up, seemingly out of nowhere. 

"Lay your terms," Falcon, who was about as happy about this as Arcada was, instructed softly. Andariel gave him a I-know-what-I'm-doing-you-jack-in-the-box look, 

"My name is Andariel Bluesummers, my terms go as thus. Storm Darkwater, if you betray us in any way, shape, or form I will feed you piece by piece to Arcy's Gore Ravens. And if I cannot perform this task due to death or something more horrendous, a curse be forever upon you... a curse so unspeakable that Mordicants don't even think it. You are linked to me and bound by these terms as long as I or any of my companions still breathe. You are bound by the law, Charter, and deepest of pacts, blood. Thus ends my terms." More lightning and thunder. The lightning was black.

"My name is Storm Darkwater. My terms go as thus. Andariel Bluesummers, if you betray me, I shall utterly destroy everything and anything you hold dear. If I cannot perform this task, a curse be upon you... a curse so malevolent you would rather go through torture and die than endure it. I bind you to companionship." At this, everyone either gasped or gaped. That was unheard of! "You are linked to me and bound by these terms as long as I breathe. You are bound by law, Charter, and deepest of pacts, blood. Thus ends my terms." Storm finished. 

"I hereby end this Blood Oath, and seal it by Charter and blood." Andy and Storm said, again in perfect unison and in calm, clear voices as the thunder roared around them.

     There was a huge roar of thunder as lightning struck their entwined hands. The whole earth seemed to shiver and the lightning threw Storm and Andariel apart. There was a blinding flash and light swarmed around their palms, sucking up all the blood, even on the ground, and leaving only a faded scar to remind them of their pact. The storm dissipated as quickly as it had begun. "The Charter accepted our pact." Andy and Storm smiled. 

**

"I can't believe you guys did that," Arzael said, flopping down on Andariel's bed. 

"It was scary, I've never seen a Blood Oath preformed before." Koume said.  

"Is Arcada still not talking to you?" Arzael asked. Andariel sighed. 

"I don't see why he's so upset," Arzael started to laugh. 

"What is so funny?!" Andariel shouted. 

"I'm sorry, it's just I thought it would be obvious!" Andariel stopped glaring and just blinked. 

"What should be obvious?" Lirael giggled at Andariel's confused look. 

"Duh. He likes you," Andariel gasped and blushed a little. 

"H-hey, even if he does, why would he get upset over a Blood Oath?" 

"You and Storm are bound now," Arzael said. "It's kind of serious. If he dies or something, you'll get very sick and might even die yourself. He bound you to companionship which means you can’t just walk off and leave him to his own devices. Arcada probably thinks he's trying to steal you from him."

"I'm not his to be stolen. I guess that makes sense, though... I'll talk to him if he doesn't snap out of it by tomorrow, though." Andariel said, setting the map and bandolier underneath her pillow along with a poisoned dagger. Arzael reached up and turned out the light, and soon snoring could be heard coming from Andariel’s room.

**

"Arcada, go to bed already." Falcon ordered. Arcada started.

"Huh? Oh, bed, right..." he got up from the window seat and headed toward the extra bedroom where the guys were sleeping. Everyone else was already asleep. Arcada glared at Storm's sleeping form as he sat down on his sleeping bag. 'If he dies or something, I'll never forgive him.'  He thought as he drifted off to sleep. 

