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Chapter 1  


Sunday, July 26th, 2015 10:00 am


I laughed cheerfully, as my aunt
Mary pulled a burnt to a crisp layer cake out of the oven.


She gave me a mock glare then
sighed.  “I guess your 21st birthday won’t be coming with a cake,” she
lamented.  “What brings you by today the party isn’t until tomorrow?”


I snickered and handed her the cake
mix from the bag I was holding.


She muttered, “Damn psychics,” but
was fighting a grin on the corners of her mouth.


She asked absently, “Get me a bag
of sugar from the basement would you?”


I froze a moment.  I hated
that basement.  I don’t know why, it had never triggered a vision for me
before, just made me feel sick.  Claustrophobic. 
Made it hard not to panic and I knew if I didn’t move I would get a lecture
about it.  I was already starting to sweat at the thought of going down there.


I heard a sigh then she said, “You
are going to be twenty one years old Benjamin Edwards.  Go get me that
sugar.  Honestly.”


She meant well but she didn’t
understand, the problem of course, was neither did I.  I was not
claustrophobic.  I had no problem with small spaces.  It was
underground spaces I had issues with.  It felt like there was something
whispering in my ear not to go but I went.  I mean really, what could
happen?


I felt like a scared five year old
when I launched myself down the stairs holding my breath.  I immediately
felt the pressure in my stomach, and the fear of something wanting to hurt
me.  I grabbed a bag of sugar out of the storage pantry and ran back up
the stairs.  Sweat was running down my back and I felt foolish for my
actions now that it was behind me.


We sat around for a while talking,
got caught up on my cousins latest run in with trouble.  She certainly had
a talent for it at fifteen years old.


“I have to run, need to be back in
the city in a couple of hours,” I told my aunt.  I was hoping she didn’t
ask why, because I honestly had no idea why I did myself.  In my just
short of twenty one year’s however I learned to listen to these
promptings.  It usually caused no end of trouble when I didn’t.


She bade me, “You need to stay out
of trouble young man, and remember to be back here for dinner tomorrow
night.  Your cousin and uncle will be here.”


I just nodded slowly.  I was
looking forward to seeing my cousin Amy who was more like a sister to me.
 I had missed her after moving out and getting into the city.  I had
not missed my uncle.  He was kind of an asshole.  I thought so
anyway.


She gave me a hug, she was a
wonderful woman.  She has been warm and caring since my mother died when I
was just five years old and had taken me in.  I told her I wouldn’t forget
then headed toward the Metra train station at a good
walk.  


I was not a typical psychic, if
psychics can even be typical.  For one I was never wrong, about
anything.  Most of us were wrong about half the time at the least.  That
is not to mean I know everything, just what I see.  Sometimes I get a
feeling about which way to turn, but no reason why.  


Sometimes an event will come in
crystal clarity, even what led to the event, enabling me to stop it all
together or change it.  Sometimes it is something important to keep myself
or others alive, sometimes it is something simple, such as cake mix to replace
a burnt cake.  


I slowed down to a walk as I
reached the platform, getting there just in time to take the train pulling in
to the station.  I hopped on and found a seat easily this time of
morning.  


My aunt and uncles house was in
Morton Grove, so just a half hour out of the city on the Metra. 
I did have a car, but left it at the house since I didn’t need one in the city
with all the transit available.  


I had moved out of my house almost
three years ago when I hit eighteen.  I got my PI license and opened up
shop.  I don’t make a lot of money but it’s enough to live off
anyway.  So far I have not succumbed to the temptation to pick a winning
ticket.


I knew I could and it just
felt…  Wrong.


I felt my phone go off and took a
look.  My friend detective Frank Taylor sent me a picture of an 11 year
old girl, the latest missing person case on his desk.  


When we had first met he had been
downright suspicious of me and my ability.  We hadn’t gotten along at
all.  I called in a lot of tips as a way to self advertise and he
investigated me for collusion because all my tips panned out.  With
overwhelming evidence though he finally gave up chasing me and started to use
me as a resource.


After that things changed slowly
over the last two years.  We grew closer to friendship as I helped him
with cases, hopefully getting paid by the department at the same time.  As
a PI I was eligible to draw the typical consulting fee.  


However getting paid for my help
was dependent on his Captain’s approval, which was rare.  Captain Antonia
Martinez didn’t like me at all.  Despite the evidence she was convinced I
was a con artist trying to ruin her bottom line on the budget.


I did get regular cases sometimes,
but I also got a lot of nutcases come through my door.  Which
is not surprising considering my sign has the words Private Investigator and
Psychic on the door.  It’s a job hazard though.  Just
something I learned to deal with.  Just like the clients I get that look
ashamed for consulting with a psychic on something.  The bad stuff doesn’t
bother me too much though.  I really enjoy finding lost people.


I study the picture on my phone for
a while and get a vision.  I do not shake, shimmy or cry out.  I do
not even blink.  It doesn’t hurt and I don’t need to be sleeping. 
All I need to do is focus, it will either come or it won’t.  That is a
whole list of things some psychics do that does not apply to me at all. 
It also doesn’t hurt that I have complete recall of these events.  I don’t
need to run for pen and paper and jot it all down.


Clock showing
1:00.  Girl getting on bus for
Springfield, IL at Greyhound terminal.


I checked and had just enough time
to make the Greyhound bus station before 1:00 pm.  Now I knew why I had
the urge to leave my aunt’s house.  I replied to the text with the
information telling him to meet me there before the bus leaves.   I
also added AFP with a question mark at the end of the text and he replied no a
few moments later.  AFP is my own acronym for Authorized for
Payment.  


He knew I wouldn’t say no though,
even if his Captain did most of the time.  I may need the cash but the
little kid doesn’t know that or care.  Of course this is looking like a
runaway, not a kidnap.  But who knows what could happen to an eleven year
old traveling alone, better to be safe and take care of it.


Greyhound was just less than a mile
from Union station where the train pulled in at 12:45.  I knew I could
make the jog easily in the 15 minutes I had.  I could in fact make it in
less than 5.  I was a good runner and my jogging speed was a fairly good
clip, as I ate up the city pavement wanting to arrive a little early.


It didn’t take me long to find the
bus once I got there, Frank and his partner were not here yet.  Great.  I saw her walking up and flashed a vision as I
thought to just stop her.  The vision was of me holding a crying and
screaming young girl and not letting go.  Guess who the uniformed cop assisted
down on the ground with his gun pulled out, yep, that would be me.


That doesn’t happen often but
sometimes my psychic ability stops me from doing something stupid.


I let her board the bus instead of
subjecting myself to that scenario.  I was hoping Frank would get there
before the bus left.  I wasn’t given any helpful insight, my gift silent
and unyielding.  I was getting nervous as 1:00 rolled closer on the
clock.  


I called the beat cop over and showed
him my PI identification, then my text message from Frank and that the girl was
on the bus.  I asked him not to let it leave or to pull her off as
Detective Frank Taylor in missing persons was on his way to pick her up, but I
wasn’t sure what was keeping him.


That’s when I saw Frank, and his
new partner.  He had told me he had a new partner but hadn’t told me
anything about him yet, just that I’d be happy when we met.  As it turned
out his partner was a young woman of mixed Japanese appearance and not a man as
he had implied at all.  She was short with long black hair and brown
eyes.  She was relatively young for a new detective but still older than
me as I estimated her at about 24 years old.  


My brain stalled as I tried to
subtly take in the sexy curves of her petite body, her flawless face and
beautiful black hair.  Frank had a wide grin on his face as he knew I
would react awkwardly.  As any true friend he delighted in teasing my
shortcomings.


High school was done for me at 16
as I skipped two middle school grades, and I had gotten my four year degree by
the time I turned eighteen.  All courtesy of that perfect memory and some
hard work.  As a result I missed out on a lot of the normal socializing
done at that age.  I was a bit…  Awkward around women I found
attractive, and his new partner fit in that category.  


Also since most women were at least
3 years older when I was in college I have only been dating at all the last two
years.  Plus of course, I was a psychic, a real one.  So in addition
to my social ineptitude with women, they had gone running when they figured out
not only was I psychic but I could also smell lies from a mile away.  


So it was a duality of
awkwardness.  I kind of freaked woman out a bit, and they made me nervous
and feel socially inept.


I managed to keep my mouth closed
though and focused on Frank for a second, my hang ups weren’t important right
now.  The girl on the bus was.


I said, “She’s on the bus Frank,”
and blushed when my voice cracked.


He said in an amused tone, “Ben,
this is Detective Aiya Takahashi.  Aiya this is my good friend and a
department resource Ben Edwards, go easy on him while I go get our little
runaway.”


She put her hand up to shake my
hand and I took it.  She surprised me with a very strong grip for a woman
that looked petite and fragile.  Of course I realized that meant she must
be tough as nails to get through police training so I adjusted my thinking, it
wouldn’t do to underestimate or insult her.


She said with a light smirk,
“Psychic huh?”


I smiled and nodded slowly, her
reaction not surprising to me in the least, “We’re here aren’t we?”


I started laughing a bit when I
heard the eleven year old girl start yelling at Frank about stranger
danger.  I noticed Aiya grinning as well.  Serves
him right for setting me up after all.  


Little Katie came quietly though
when he flashed his badge and cuffs.  Frank was a huge guy, but kids
weren’t intimidated at all by him, he was a natural at dealing with them for
some reason I couldn’t identify. 


Luckily he came down the stairs
then, as the silence between Aiya and I started getting awkward.  Between
my social skills and her not knowing what to do with a psychic we were
almost to the floundering for a topic stage.


Frank joked, “So you want to come
down to the station?  Antonia misses you.”


I snorted and said with false
sadness, “Give her my regrets, we still on for tonight?”


Frank nodded.  “Definitely, so
don’t be late, Jenna baked you a cake.”


Jenna was Frank’s wife, I had met
her about a year and a half ago the first time Frank’s actions suggested a
friendship by inviting me over.  Frank and I were a lot alike in that we
were fiercely determined to save as many kids as we could.  Despite his
wife only being six years older she welcomed me to the family and somehow I had
gained both another friend and someone who wasn’t freaked out by me even a
little bit.


               
Being a psychic having a friend that not only overlooked your peculiarities but
was even comfortable enough to poke fun at them was a priceless gift.


I shook my head and said, “I won’t
be late.  See you later Frank, nice to meet you Aiya,” I finished
awkwardly.


They both just nodded goodbye so I
left the girl in their capable hands and decided to stop by my office.  I
pretty much ran my business from my cell phone but some things had to be done
in the office and on a computer.  Plus I needed to clean up a bit as I
hadn’t been in a while. 


I tended to only go there when I
felt the need to.  Getting walk in clients was extremely rare in the age
of electronic communications and my gifts would let me know for the most part
if I needed to be there.


I took public transportation over
to the south side.  It was all I could afford for both my apartment and an
office to rent.  I wasn’t in this job for the big bucks after all.  I
had always felt a responsibility to use my gift to help others, and what better
way to help than saving lives and finding the lost?


I managed to get my second quarter
taxes finished as well as clean up around the office but it took me almost 3
hours.  I took off and went home to my small apartment for a quick shower
and a change of clothes, between the running I did today and the cleaning I
could definitely use it.  


The apartment had one bedroom, a
small living room for my television, and the kitchen was more of an aisle with
Appliances and little counter space.  It suited me though.  I really
didn’t need anything bigger, at least not yet.  


I had been thinking of my awkward
encounter with Aiya all afternoon, hopefully I won’t be so bad next time. 
Frank had done that on purpose, knowing I would be at the absolute worst when I
wasn’t expecting it to happen.  Of course my traitorous gift agreed with
him as I never saw it coming.


I headed out to Frank’s house for
my first birthday dinner.  Jenna had insisted I show up today as my family
hosted birthday dinner wasn’t until tomorrow.  My actual birthday was
tomorrow as well, exactly one minute after midnight.  I would be twenty
one.  Maybe I could score a normal date sometime over the next year.


I knew I wasn’t bad looking and
that I was in good shape.  Women were attracted to me, at least until they
learned who and what I was anyway.  It wasn’t like women scared me
either.  Not really anyway.  I just had absolutely no idea what to say
to them and the silence made me nervous.


I made it to Frank’s just before
6:00 so I was definitely on time.  I rang the doorbell and waited. 
Jenna opened the door and caught me up into a hug.


“You don’t have to ring the
doorbell, just come in.  How many times have I told you that?” she asked
in exasperation.  Then with a small grin in her voice she continued,
“Happy Birthday Ben!  Get in here.”


She released me and I followed her
inside their small one story house.  It was a three bedroom single story ranch
style.  It felt good to get out of the July heat.


“Dinner is in a few minutes, just
one more guest coming,” she said, her eyes twinkling at me.


She likes to set me up with
dates.  So far it’s been disaster after disaster but who knows, it might
work sometime.  Funny thing about my ability to hear lies, I can even feel
my own.  Doesn’t necessarily mean it won’t really work out one time, just
that I don’t believe it for a second.


Frank came out of the kitchen and
threw me a beer, and then said, “That girl was heading to her old neighborhood
in Springfield, turns out the family just moved here and she missed her
friend.”


I nodded and whispered, “Who this
time?” changing the conversation as I popped the beer open.


Frank snickered at me, “Some
psychic you are…” and headed back into the kitchen.


I muttered loud enough for him to
catch it, “Some cop you are, giving me a beer and I’m under 21 for almost 6
more hours.”


Frank might be a friend but he
pokes at things a lot.  Likes to get a rise out of
people.  That’s when I heard the doorbell and turned around as
Jenna answered it.  I almost laughed at myself when I saw Aiya standing
out there.  I had thought her stunning in her detective clothes, the green
dress she was wearing was causing misfires in my brain.


She might be petite, but all the
curves were present and accounted for, I checked after all.  Setting me up
at all with her was a bad idea on many levels, not just the usual ones.  I
had to work with her and Frank on cases, we didn’t need even more awkwardness
between us.  At least my social crap would go away once we reached a
certain familiarity on the job.  


If I dated her and we broke up that
wouldn’t do any good.  All the same I needed to make an effort for that
familiarity and at the same time keep it at a friendship level.  No time
like the present so I took another swig of my illegally acquired alcoholic
beverage and went over with the mindset of not looking foolish.  


Sadly I was not confident that it
would go down that way.


I forced my voice not to be
tentative and said, “Hi Aiya, they rope you into coming for dinner?”


She smiled at my attempted humor
and said, “Absolutely, I caved when they brought out the thumb screws.”


Jenna giggled and said mock
innocently, “Frank?  Use coercion on a partner, that’s crazy talk.”


Jenna said, “Speaking of Frank he
is almost done with the steaks, I’ll go check on him.”


My traitorous friend left me alone
with a beautiful woman.  Wanting to prevent an awkward moment I
complimented her when Jenna left. 


“That’s a beautiful dress, you look
great.”  Then I asked her if she wanted a drink.


She blushed
a little and said, “Sure, a beer, or wine if there is any?”


I nodded and went into the kitchen
and poured her a glass of the red.  Frank and Jenna said just a few
minutes almost in stereo sound and I snickered.  They are so alike.


I brought out the wine and as I
handed it to her our fingers brushed.  This is where having visions
without fainting or something else heinous came in handy, because I got a
strong one and she didn’t even notice, bringing the glass to her lips and
sipping it while I saw…


I was sitting down on the
floor.  It appeared Aiya was resting comfortably in my lap with my arms
wrapped around her and looking down at her face.  Her head was cradled on
my shoulder and she looked very comfortable there.


I would think that would make me
more nervous, but I also trusted my power.  Unless I did something very
stupid to change the future sometime in the next week this beautiful woman
would be in my arms.  At least so far, I had not had a vision of an event
farther than a handful of days away.  So I relaxed a bit.  I was
still a little awkward, but I knew it would go away very soon.  At least in her case.


We had a great time over dinner, as
my nerves dissolved, perhaps with the help of a beer or two.  I started
giving back as Frank and Jenna teased and told funny stories about me over the
last 2 years.  A birthday dinner turns into a roast at Frank and Jenna’s
house.  It was inclusive humor though, never meant to be mean.


I think it was the irreverence of
police humor, they just saw to many things that were messed on the job to not
laugh at life and the absurd.  Frank loved saving kids as much as I did,
so that translated into a bigger impact when he lost one.  The humor was a
good defense for that.


They brought out cake and presents
and the three of them sang happy birthday, I couldn’t help the blush that hit
me and they snickered when they were done singing.  I cut out a slice for
everyone and wondered what they had gotten me this year.


Last year it was a crystal
ball…  They really like to make fun of the psychic, even if they believe
in my ability.  Somehow that is comforting.


I laughed when I opened the box and
saw the contents.  There was a magic 8 ball, a bag of tea leaves, and a
pack of tarot cards.  This stuff was so going in my office, right next to
the crystal ball, even if it would probably scare the occasional client.


The evening wound down after that
and it was time to go home.  I wasn’t planning to work tomorrow, as my own
boss I get my birthday off, but I knew the three of them had to be at work
early.  We said our good nights and I thanked them for the dinner.


I made a mental note to bring the
wine next time, now that I was 21, or would be in 2 hours.


I got into my small apartment and
looked around.  My apartment was kind of depressing and lonely after such
a good time, but I had hope that too might change in the future if that vision
was any indication.  I got into bed by 11:30, I may not have work but I do
need to show up at my aunt’s place tomorrow.


-------------------------------------------


I tossed and turned in my sleep,
blearily looking at my alarm clock that said 12:01.  I had only been
asleep for 30 minutes.  I could hear a powerful wind storm outside and my
chest hurt a bit.  Must be that second piece of cake, I laughed to myself
thinking happy birthday.  I tossed and turned another 15 minutes or so and
the ache in my chest went away.  The loud wind died down as I finally fell
into a restful sleep.
















 


 


Chapter 2 


Monday, July 27th, 2015, 7:00 am


I woke up to the loud blaring alarm
clock.  I thought I turned that off?


I stumbled into my kitchen and
grabbed a cup of coffee.  I’m useless in the morning so I set it up at
night, I hope whoever invented auto brew is rich and happy.  They
certainly deserve to be in my opinion.  When I took my second sip of
coffee I saw what looked like a blonde doll in white clothes out of the corner
of my eye.  


It took a few seconds for my brain
to kick in without caffeine and I slowly turned my head.


She would be about 8 inches high if
she was standing up, her legs were hanging off the counter and swinging and she
was watching me intently.  Her long blond hair hung down almost touching
the counter.  The white dress I saw looked like it was made of clouds, and
I could see the sky in her eyes which were clear blue.


She may have been 8 inches but her
body was proportional to a grown woman’s and I could see the maturity in her
face, although mischief lived there as well.  Did I mention her skin was
sky blue?


I hadn’t quite gone into a
panic.  The adrenaline was still trying to wake me up, so I was more in a
shocked state.  My mind was however grasping for solid ground, and not
finding it.


In a droning voice I said, “Hello,
can I help you?”  It seemed reasonable at the time.  If I had to go
crazy on my twenty first birthday, I might as well be
polite.  And it was a hell of a hallucination, why didn’t my mind make her
full grown though, she was kind of cute.  In an alien
way.


My eyes widened in alarm as she let
out happy squeal, clapped her hands together and suddenly she had her arms
wrapped around my neck.   I was freaking out and wanted to bat her
away, but she was crying and laughing at the same time.  It felt like I
would be kicking a friendly dog or something, I just couldn’t do it.


And just because things had to get
weirder I heard directly in my head, “Ben, I knew you would be able to see
me again when you received your inheritance.”


The voice in my head was laced with
gently affection and happiness.  My mind bounced around, cute eight inch
blue woman hugging me, inheritance, see her again?  When had I seen her
before?


“Umm, I’ve seen you before?”


“Of course you have, before you
know, your mom died.  That night.”


I flinched as my mind came up with
nothing, as usual in regards to that night, “Sorry, I don’t remember anything
that happened to me that night and before it, my mind is a blank.”


Once my mind slowed a little I was
marveling at the fact that I was comfortable with this creature, not nervous at
all.  I didn’t remember her, but she felt familiar, safe.  She also
felt like a cool breeze against the skin, it felt like the kind that gives me
relief from the heat of the sun.  I told her that too when she started
getting upset that I didn’t remember her at all.


I started asking her the questions
that have bugged me all my life, that no one could answer to my satisfaction.


“Can you tell me what happened, who
you are?  What are you?  Why don’t I remember my mother, or my
childhood?  What happened that night?”


I blushed sheepishly when she
backed up and hovered in the air giving me a look.  I hadn’t thought to
pause to hear any answers.


She flew back to the counter. “My
name is Aitheria.  I am an elemental of air.  I am also your
guardian.  I have been with you since birth.  We used to play a lot
together, until that night anyway.  I can only tell you that what happened
that night blocked your power when you suppressed your memory.


“When your 21st
birthday came you gained the rest of your power, which is a lot stronger than
what a child can do, that’s why you can see me again.  I had hoped your
memory would have come back too, you need to remember on your own, I can’t help you with that.”


“Well Aitheria, if I forgot for 16
years how can I just dig it up now?”


I was still half convinced I was
going crazy but it sounded right, maybe I wasn’t a psychic at all, just had
those kinds of gifts.  It would explain all the differences from the other
psychics anyway.


She rolled her eyes at me, “I
told you, the power you got last night is much stronger, not limited to
childish gifts.  It will work at your memory block, you will
remember.  I am not permitted to teach you your powers or give you back
your memory.  I can explain certain things though.”


I said, “What kind of power?” 
I was still in shock, and not thinking straight.


She snickered, “The powers of
air of course, and you have a touch of fire in there somewhere as well. 
Other things too, like what you think are psychic gifts are actually brought to
you by the wind.  Future, truth and knowledge are part of the Air’s
domain.  You should also be able to speak to me with your mind, not using
your lips.  That comes in handy in public.  Not that it was an issue
when you were just a child.


“No one else can see me you
know, except someone else like you.  Not even witches or other
supernatural beings.  I could tell you you’re a sorcerer, but that
wouldn’t really mean anything to you right now.”


My voice cracked as the surprises
piled on, I suppose I asked for it but hell, “Witches?”


Aitheria nodded.  “They can
use elemental power, but not directly like sorcerers.  They have to use
spells and chanting to make stuff happen.  They can’t see it or even
really feel it, that’s why they can’t see me, or other elementals.”


I just had one more question, and
then I needed to think about this and get on with my day.  I sipped my
coffee out of habit.  I was wide awake now with adrenaline and didn’t really
need it.  But then maybe it would take over when my adrenaline crashed.


“Why am I always terrified going
down stairs to the basement in my aunt’s house?”


She sighed.  “You are a
sorcerer of Air, allied with fire and water.  Earth is inimical to your magic,
that’s why your stomach twisted and you felt like you were under attack. 
When you go under the earth you put yourself in its power and take yourself
from the source of yours.”


She said softly, “And I can’t go
there at all, I think part of you still sensed me even if you couldn’t see
me.  You could feel my absence when you went down, and the attack on your
power.  Earth elementals aren’t evil, they just sense you don’t
belong.  You are ours.  You belong to the air and wind.”


I poured another coffee and went to
my living room, which was like two steps, and sat on the couch.  Aitheria
followed me.  I wondered if she would be following me around all the
time.  It was weird that I wasn’t alarmed at all by that part of it, just
everything else.  


I was freaked out about being a
sorcerer of air, and don’t forget the touch of fire.  Shockingly the small
blue elemental woman made it much easier to digest.  She was calming, or
her presence was.


Was that because she was a creature
of my natural magic?  It also helped that I knew truth when I heard
it.  I had no doubts at all this creature, this elemental of air, had
spoke only truth to me.


I figured I had a lot to learn but
I needed to start my day.  Despite my intention to take the day off and
the fact I didn’t have to be at my aunt’s until dinner I felt like I needed to
be in the office.  Psychic or sorcerer, the ability never let me down
before so birthday or not I was going to the office.


I got up feeling better after my
second cup and got into the shower.  I was relieved she hadn’t followed me
into the bathroom.  That would have been way too awkward.  I knew I
had to hurry so I dried off quick, got dressed and ran out the door.  I
got to the office in a quick jog and felt like I had some time.  I surfed the web for elemental air magic but all I came up
with were fictional books and comics.  It didn’t exactly surprise me, but
it would have been nice to find something.


If Aitheria can’t teach me magic,
and my mother is gone, then who will?  I guess I needed to figure it out
myself, so I kind of just thought at the wind.  It didn’t do
anything.  I concentrated really hard on it then jumped when I felt
someone touch my shoulder.  A blast of air sent paperwork all over the
place.


I heard a tinkling giggle in my
mind, maybe practicing by myself is a bad idea.  I need to find someone to
help me, but how?  I cleaned up the mess and my office phone rang so I
picked it up.


“Hello, Ben Edward’s private
investigation.  May I help you?”


Frank said, “Why are you there?”


“I had a feeling.  Don’t tell
me my feeling was one of your tests?  I was planning to take my birthday
off!”


Frank started laughing. 
“Would I do that?”


When I growled he said, “I do
seriously need your help though, but I couldn’t get the Captain to cave on this
one.  Got a number of women disappearing from a bar in the area, a place
called Jerry’s bar and grill.”


I replied, “Yeah, I can do that, do
you have a picture of any of the missing women?”


He said yes and sent it in a
text.  I didn’t get any information from the picture, but I saw she was
dead, buried out woods somewhere.  Could that be the knowledge power not
kicking in?  I hadn’t realized it wasn’t related to the visions before,
probably why some I got all info and some I got just pictures.  I knew I
couldn’t tell Frank, there was no proof and I didn’t know where the body was
exactly, so I didn’t.


“Frank, I didn’t get anything
useful, can we go to the bar?  Maybe I can pick up a future victim there?”


He said, “Sure, half an hour?”


I said yes and hung up the
phone.  Looking up the bar it was a good distance north right by the loop,
so I headed out of the building for the L train.  On the train I tried
thinking at Aitheria a few times, no response.  Nothing is ever easy.


When I got there Frank and Aiya
were waiting.  I gave them both a quick nod hello.


“Can we get inside?”


Frank nodded and led us in the
door, the bar was closed but the owner had opened up for the police.  I
just walked around trying to sense violence.  Pick something up, anything
really.  When I passed a certain table I did pick up something, but not
what I was looking for.


“Is there a back door or smoking
area outside?”


The owner nodded and started to
lead us back when I got the vision.  “Wait, can we have a moment please?”


When the owner goes in the back I
continue talking, “There is going to be a young woman attacked tonight sometime
after 10.  I didn’t get where but she is about 23, grey eyes, light blonde
hair, maybe 5’8”.  All I got on the guy was brown hair and over 6 feet.


“We should come back here tonight,
around 9:00.  See if we can spot the girl early since I don’t know where
it happens.  Aiya, you look absolutely divine in that blue dress, so don’t
mess with the future and wear it.”  I winked at her.


Holy shit, did I just flirt? 
Or was that sexual harassment since we were on a job?  Screw it, I wasn’t
being paid so I was here as a friend.


She smiled at me.  Her cheeks
a little flush and said, “Blue it is.”


Frank was looking at me in
surprise, like I had pulled a gun and shot at people.  All I did was flirt
for god sakes.  Maybe there is more to this power thing and my suppressed
memories than I thought?  More confidence? 
Then I had the random thought that I don’t want to turn into an asshole.  


Then I felt it as I stared at
Frank, the knowledge behind his look.  A feeling. 
That’s new.  It was about me coming up with a plan and including myself,
and his worry about exposing me to danger.


“Umm, I have to come, what if I get
another vision and she gets attacked halfway down the block from here. 
Plus I saw myself here already, with her and the blue dress.  I am not
missing that.”  Plus it gets me away from my uncle a little earlier.


It was my turn to blush as I
realized what I said about not missing the dress.


Frank shook his head, “Alright, did
you see me in the vision?”


I said, “No, it was just us
two.  But I am sure that’s because you will be moving around and looking,
while we watch everyone who passes by.  I don’t need a vision to know you
would be here with your partner and I.  That
table we sit at is close to the bathrooms, good place to get a look at most of
the people here at one time or another.  Of course what if she doesn’t
even come in here?


“I would like to say I’ll
definitely narrow it down later, but I wouldn’t bet the woman’s life on it.”


Aiya grinned and said, “He’s right,
you would be doing exactly that and not sitting with us.”


Frank nodded.  “Thanks Ben, I
know it’s not much of a birthday present.”


That’s what he thinks.  He
hasn’t seen the dress yet.  Only problem is I am not really getting the
romance vibe off her, and to be honest off myself either.  She is
extremely attractive, and as I found out at last night’s dinner a lot of
fun.  


Still, I was only getting the
flirty friend vibe so far and I couldn’t figure out how that fit in the vision
of her in my arms as I cradled her tenderly.  Of course we just met
yesterday.  I probably just needed to be patient.


Frank suggested lunch so we all
went and ate.  Then I went home.  I would need a change of clothes
for after my aunts.  I would have to leave there a little after 8 to get
back to the loop by nine.  As it was that was cutting too close to rude,
but they would understand it was work related.


I spent the rest of the afternoon
talking with Aitheria.  She couldn’t even tell me how to commune with
elementals.  This basically means use my mind to talk to or request their
presence.  She couldn’t help me with anything magic related at all. 
She was my guardian, but I couldn’t figure out why I needed one or how I
warranted it and she wouldn’t say.


I didn’t learn much of anything new
at all.


I took the Metra
out to the house around 5.  It was very crowded but still no problems
finding a seat.  By 5:30 I was walking the short distance to the
house.  I walked right in the back door and announced myself.  This
was my childhood home after all, no need to knock.  I could smell the home
made lasagna and garlic bread in the oven, it made my
stomach gurgle in anticipation.


“In here!” I heard my cousin call
out and I moved toward the living room.


On the way I realized I was getting
better at blocking out Aitheria’s presence. 
That thought brought me up short but I would have to examine it later as I had
family to greet and now wasn’t the time to talk to her.  But my stomach
still twisted in guilt, all that time I hadn’t been able to see her, had she
been alone?  I tried to imagine following myself around for 16 years and
completely isolated.  It wasn’t a pretty picture.  Pretty
depressing actually.


I gave everyone a hug and got happy
birthdays, even my uncle.  My uncle isn’t really that bad, he has never
hurt me after all.  Except I know he never wanted me here, and despite his
words I wasn’t really welcome.  Not even now for a visit.  He kept it
to himself though, probably because he knows how much my aunt and cousin do
want me here.  But the lie of it feels like a scrape across my mind,
always has been.


I got a vision of Amy, my cousin,
getting into trouble again.  I swear I should charge her for all the
warnings I’ve given over the years.  Only good thing about it is she
always listens to me, the only time she didn’t she broke an arm, hasn’t ignored
me since.  Need to give it in private though, I never tell on her either,
and her mom would flip if she knew what I knew about her daughter.


Nothing too bad, she was just
usually up to no good when the warnings came, so I just knew a lot more.


I let them know I had a job tonight
and needed to leave right after eight.  I didn’t want to spring it on them
last minute.  This was close enough to last minute as it was.


Dinner was still a bit so we sat
around and talked.  I knew I shouldn’t tell them about what happened to
me.  For one it was too private, a lot of it came from pain and losing my
mother, burying my memories which I still needed to recover.  For another
I had a feeling my relatively small freak about it was because of what I am,
and already knew, deep inside where instincts lay.  I don’t think they
would take it nearly as well.  I belonged to air and instinctively knew
it.


I tried to watch Aitheria
surreptitiously, see how she acted around my family.  I noticed when she
looked at my aunt or cousin her dress stayed white, and her eyes clear blue
sky.  But my uncle, her dress changed, turned grey and her eyes looked
like little twin thunderstorms.  I wondered if that was emotionally
driven, and if it had anything to do with how I felt about my uncle.


Dinner was great, and over all I
had a good visit.  My uncle may not have wanted me, but he did ok raising
me regardless.  I really shouldn’t be so hard on him.  But lies to me
are like nails across a blackboard.  Jarring. 
That tends to wear on me if that’s all I get from someone.


I managed to get my cousin alone,
who is more like a little sister to me than a cousin.


I said, “Amy, you have pictures of
your friends on your cell?”


She nodded and just handed it to
me.  I loved that about her, total trust in big brother.  I flipped
through the pictures until I found the guy and showed it to her.


“Phil?” she asked.  “What about
him?”


I sighed and said, “That party you
are going to Friday night?”


She blushed and nodded.


“Do not drink anything he gives
you, the guy is evil.”


She gasped and said, “You mean he…”


I just nodded.  I didn’t want
to say it, it was embarrassing.   Luckily all I saw was him drugging
the drink and his intentions.  My power does not make me a voyeur which is
a very good thing, especially in this case.  The boy’s intentions were bad
enough.


No gag gifts from my family. 
They got me a kindle, which will come in handy.  I also got another cake,
two days in a row was enough cake to last me a while.  I wasn’t big on
junk food.  


The night went fairly quickly after
that, I should have thought to come earlier but I was there for less than three
hours when I headed back to the Metra line to meet
Frank and Aiya back at Jerry’s.


I asked Aitheria all the questions
I had saved up.  Apparently she does shift color and weather as her
emotions turn.  Her emotions don’t affect me, she was mad at my uncle for
the way he affected me all those years with his presence.  Which of course made me feel guilty.


The other wasn’t as bad as I
thought.  She did miss me, or me seeing her.  That’s what all the
cathartic crying and laughing was about this morning after all.  But she
also had a connection to other elementals, and could talk to them whenever she
wanted.  I was relieved by that, I didn’t want to be the cause of some
type of isolation for her.


I got to the bar about ten to
nine.  I sat at the table and ordered a beer.  I knew I would have to
nurse it for a long time.  I wasn’t here to drink after all, but water or
nothing would have been suspicious.  That doesn’t seem right to me, one
beer on my twenty first birthday.  I waited a few
more minutes and they walked in, and I was so right about that blue
dress.  


It was conforming and snaked down
her curvy body.  Her light complexion and long dark hair were perfectly
complemented.  She was simply gorgeous.  It almost bugged me though,
that my admiration was more for a friend that looked great than someone I was
interested in for more.  I think it was her personality that shifted my
thinking, because just going by looks I would be all in.


I just dismissed my vision of her
for now.  I would figure it out soon enough either way.


Frank and I just nodded to each
other and he turned and disappeared into the crowd.  She walked over and
took a seat.


“Hey Aiya, my birthday feels
complete now.”


She laughed and said, “Thanks, but
aren’t you supposed to be looking for someone else?”


I sighed like it was a chore to
look away and scanned the bar.  She ordered a beer and did the same as I
and just nursed it.  We watched as the bar filtered around, I felt like I
was missing important information, the more I thought about it the more I was
sure she wasn’t here.  But how could I find her, Chicago was a big place,
if I went out looking in the adjacent blocks I could easily miss by a hundred
feet.


I needed a vision, and the closer
ten pm came the more nervous I got, and all I knew about the vision is it happened
after ten, which means for all I knew it wouldn’t happen until midnight, or
later.  I tried to distract myself from it by talking movies and books
with Aiya, but that only went so far.  I took a deep breath to
relax.  I needed to be open and confident, not closed off and
frantic.  I couldn’t help anyone like that.


My anxiousness was not
typical.  I wanted to save everyone I could of course, but this seemed
more critical to me, more personal and that just didn’t make sense. 
Sometimes my power could be confusing, feeding me partial information the way
it did, and tonight was just a feeling of importance, but I still wasn’t
getting the vision I actually needed.  Not yet anyway.


When 10:30 rolled around it hit me,
hard.  It was happening in the back alley and it was happening now. 


Speaking quickly I said, “Back
alley, now!” and then I ran.  I was desperate to get there.  I could
feel the woman’s pain and fear in the vision as the man was killing her. 
I could feel his evil desire.  It felt like I flew, one moment I was
telling Aiya where, the next I was outside and running around the
building.  I was moving much faster than I ever have before and the words like
the wind ran through my mind, as I pelted around the next turn.  I saw
him holding her by the neck against the wall, holding a sharp stake. 


I had time to wonder for a split
second what the hell that was about before I tackled the guy.  Literally moving the 20 yards in less than a second. 
The tackle hurt, a lot.  I wasn’t any tougher, just seemed to be fast for
some reason, and I absorbed all of that momentum as I tackled his middle taking
him to the ground.  If I had hit a wall or something solid, I had no doubt
I would probably have died from impact trauma.  I didn’t have long to
consider it though.


He growled and lifted me off of him
by my neck and stood, I was having trouble breathing.  I could see the
elongated canines in his mouth as his fist moved impossibly fast at my
face.  But somehow I dodged my head to the side in time.  He growled
in frustration and threw me hard against the wall.  I think I might have
died from the impact, but I felt something soft and cool at the back of my neck
as I hit.


My last thought as I lost
consciousness from the pain in my back was that Aitheria had saved my life and
I hoped she and the woman I had tried to save would be okay.











 Chapter 3  


Tuesday, July 28th, 2015, 12:30 am


I cringed at the pain in my head
while I slowly woke up.  I seemed to be lying down in the alley and looking
up at Frank, Aiya and the blonde woman I tried to save.


“What happened,” I tried to say,
but it came out a barely comprehensible mumble.


Aiya shakes her head and says
softly, “I don’t know, you ran so fast.  By the time I got back here it
was over and she was leaning over you.”


The blonde woman says, “I’m Diana,
you saved my life by tackling my attacker.  He threw you into the wall and
then ran.”


Her name was Diana, and I did save
her life.  The last part was a lie and it ripped across my aching head and
I cried out a little.  I understood her lie of course, she couldn’t tell
these human police that the guy was a vampire, and so was she.  I wanted
to live so I didn’t say anything either.  I felt guilty keeping it from my
best friend, but I knew it was for the best, even half unconscious.


Frank said, “You need to go to the
hospital, you have at least a mild concussion.”


I said, “I’ll be fine, just need to
go home.  Can’t afford a hospital, plus I’ll be fine in the morning.”


I expected to pay for that with
pain, but apparently my power agreed and I detected no lie at all in my
statement.


Aiya said sounding concerned but no
longer speaking softly, “Damn it.  Don’t be so stubborn.  You need to
get checked out.”


I said again in a conciliatory
tone, “Please, just take me home, I’ll be fine I promise.”


Diana said, “You saved my life, I
can take you.”


I was already feeling a bit better,
my head was jarred, but it didn’t hit anything.  Perhaps I was being
overly confident but I trusted my power and my feelings.  It’s how I made
a living after all.  


Aiya said, “That’s okay, I will
take him.”


I carefully stood up with Aiya and
Frank’s help.  I didn’t feel uncoordinated or dizzy, that was a
plus.  Aiya had her car so I gave her the address to my apartment and she
drove me home.  She still looked annoyed though.


Trying to lighten the mood I said
with a smile, “Night was still worth it for that dress.”


She laughed but then frowned. 
“You sure you will be okay?”


I said, “Absolutely, I have a
headache but that’s normal I think for what happened, I’m not showing other
signs.  If I have a concussion it’s not a bad one.”


She sighed and made sure I made it
inside my apartment by walking me up. 


“Thanks, I’ll let you know how I’m
doing in the morning.”


She surprised me with a quick hug
and then walked away.  I watched from the window until I saw her drive
away.  My neighborhood could be questionable late at night.  I walked
into the kitchen and started some coffee brewing.  I should be passing out
for the night but I have company coming.  


A short time later the doorbell
rings.  I walked over and opened up the door.


“Come in Diana,” I said softly, “or
do I not need to invite you in at all?”


               
Normally I believe I would have hesitated inviting a vampire inside, a virtual
stranger on top of that, but my ability was guiding me.  I had already
seen her inside.


She giggled and said, “Nope, total
lie to make humans feel safe from the evil dead.”


Then she said, “Of course I am not
dead, and I’m also not evil.  So it works out.”


I offered her a seat on the couch
and went and grabbed two cups of coffee, probably not the best thing for me at
the moment, but I was drinking one in the vision.  Self fulfilled
prophecy?  Maybe, or maybe I need to be for some reason.


I said, “So you’re the first
vampire I ever met, be gentle with me.  And please, don’t lie, it hurts my
head and it hurts too much already right now.  Just don’t answer if you
can’t.”  I handed her a cup of coffee.


She shook her head, “Sorry about
that, I just couldn’t tell them, I won’t have to do that again.  First?  Really?  So what
do you think so far?”  She raised her brow flirtatiously.


“I wish my head didn’t hurt so
much, how can I enjoy talking with a beautiful woman that way?  You’ll
have to come back.”


She grinned, “And why would I do
that?”


We were flirting, and I wasn’t
quite sure why as we had just met.  But my head hurt too much to analyze
why or even enjoy it overly.  Maybe we were just blowing off the close
call?  I could see she was beautiful of course.  She had lustrous
long light blonde hair and startling blue eyes.  Her lips were full and I
almost laughed as I thought her skin tone looked sun kissed.  She had on
skin tight jeans, and a tight shirt that was slightly torn from the fight.


I didn’t know her, but I felt drawn
to her.  She was important.  It was all tied up with my unusual
desperation that I had tonight needing a vision to save her.  I could feel
there was more for us but not what and my aching head wasn’t helping with
clarity.  I certainly can’t tell her all that though, I had no way to
explain it.


“I’ll have to fill you in on that
later.  So I assume don’t tell anyone, that was obvious when I was half
conscious.  Why did you follow me?”


She said, “To properly thank you
for one.  I work for the council and I was hunting that rogue
vampire.  He was the one that was kidnapping and draining all those women
at that bar.  He got the jump on me I’m afraid, but you were all the distraction
I needed to kill him.  I barely got the body hidden to pick up later
before your cop friend rounded the alley.”


Then she warned me, “I also came to
make sure you knew the rules.  Spilling knowledge of us isn’t a good
idea.”


I agreed quickly enough, “Of
course, I haven’t told them about me either, they think I am a psychic. 
Of course I just found out otherwise this morning when I turned twenty one.”


She asked, “Is that how you knew I
could drink normal liquids?  Thanks for the coffee by the way.”


I nodded, “I saw us drinking coffee
and talking, I knew you were coming.  Can you tell me anything?  I
need some kind of help to get a hold of my power I think.”


She nodded slowly.  “It’s the
least I can do for you after saving my life.  Well I can tell you about
vampires.  It’s true we don’t age, and we drink blood.  They pretty
much get everything else wrong.  Our eyes are highly sensitive, we see
perfectly on the darkest night.  That’s why vampires didn’t go out in
daytime.  Of course that was remedied when sunglasses were invented in
1929.  


“Even before that though we could
wrap our eyes, but that became obvious to people that still believed in the
supernatural back then and hunted us.  You saw the wood stake, and that
does work.  But so do bullets if we are hit in the brain or heart. 
We are much tougher than humans, but not invincible.  We also can’t drain
a person in one sitting, where would all that blood go?  Fiction about
vampires is ridiculous that way.  It would be like a human drinking 5
pints of water in a few seconds, not going to happen.


“We would have to make an effort
over several nights to drain just one human enough to kill, much less those
stories of drinking entire villages, pure fantasy.  Of course we can
simply use violence to end a human’s life.  That is why I hunted that one,
it is too easy to get your meal without killing and just cause a human to
forget.  We do have the ability to mesmerize.  But then I hear that
Sorcerers of Air do as well.”


I do?  Damn I have so much to
figure out, I really needed to remember.  Diana was getting distracting to
me despite my headache.  A couple of those tears in her shirt were in
interesting places.  From the looks she kept giving me she felt the
attraction as well.  We needed to get to know each other, but I was too
banged up to follow this conversation for much longer.


“I didn’t know that, most of my
powers have been blocked and still seem to be, or at least I don’t understand
how to use them.  Any help finding someone that could teach me would be
appreciated.”


I realized I was pretty much
sharing my life story with a vampire I had just met and invited in my
house.  Power at work again?  Perhaps it was foolish, but I felt that
I could in fact trust her.  


“Can we speak more tomorrow, will
you come by?  I need to sleep I think, my head is killing me.”


Diana looked concerned for a brief
moment, “Yes, go rest then, I will be back tomorrow.”


I showed her out.  I was
finally alone for the first time with Aitheria since the alley.  I had
instinctively kept her a secret from everyone, but now I looked up at the
diminutive blue woman sitting on a book shelf.  “Thanks Aitheria, thanks
for saving me,” I said with deep gratitude and affection for my guardian.


She blushed and nodded.


I headed for bed, falling asleep as
soon as my head hit the pillow. 
















 


 


Chapter 4 


Wednesday, July 29th, 2015, 9:04 am


I stuck my head out my head out
of the bedroom door and took a look around.  I didn’t see anyone, but I
heard another crash downstairs and heard my mom scream.  I was scared and
shaking.  I was only a kid, but my mom had always told me what a good
brave boy I was and I didn’t want to disappoint her.  


I was worried about my mom so I
tip toed down the hall to the top of the stairs.  Whisper told me to hide
but I ignored her, I needed to check on mom.  As I looked down into
darkness I wished my father was here so I didn’t have to be the man of the
house yet but he was gone before I was born.


I called out nervously, “Mom?”


I heard a panicked cry from down
the stairs, “Ben?  Run and hide, now.  Don’t co.“ 
My mother’s voice cut off with loud crack and then I heard laughter.


A low whimper escaped my lips as
I ran to my mom’s room.  Mom showed me what to do in an emergency so I
grabbed the phone to dial 911.  I crawled under the bed shivering as the
phone rang in my ear, desperate for someone to answer.


The phone answered my fear and
need with the mechanical voice of a message, “You have reached 911 emergency.  Please hold for an operator.”


I heard footsteps coming up the stairs…


I jerked awake, sweat covering my
shaking body.  I was safe, I was 21.  I was no longer under my
mother’s bed and five years old.  The fear and helplessness lingered for a
while, I was actually shaking.  I shook my head and jumped up.  I
took a shower to shake the emotions off and sluice the sweat off my body. 
I was no longer sure I wanted to remember what happened back then.


That’s when I realized my headache
was completely gone.  When I finished in the shower I checked my body in
the mirror.  I had been expecting to see scrapes and bruises on my
body.  There weren’t any at all, in fact some of my childhood scars were
missing, the skin now perfect.


I got dressed in a pair of jeans
and a light collar shirt and went downstairs for some coffee.


I lifted my eyebrow in question and
amusement to Aitheria, “Whisper?”


She shook with silent laughter that
filled my mind, causing a light swirling breeze in my small apartment.


“You were just 2 when you
started calling me that, you couldn’t pronounce my name.  I guess you
decided since I whispered like the wind in your head that was my name.”


I brewed some coffee and cleaned up
a bit.  I had the feeling I needed to be here in the apartment.  It
did not take me long to figure out why.  I heard a knock at the door just
a few minutes later.


I opened the door and Diana stood
there.  I had not hallucinated last night with the pain.  If anything
she was even more attractive then I remembered.  She was wearing some
casual jean shorts which showed off her legs nicely and a light pink tank
top.  I fought with my mind about a vampire looking ready to go to the
beach for a suntan.


“Come in Diana.”


She walked in with a mischievous
smile, enjoying my appraisal and returning it.  I felt a twinge of my
poorly developed social skills but shook it off.  I started to question my
assumption that it was because I was out of my age group when I was
younger.  Could it have been because of suppressing my memory and magic I
haven’t felt like a whole person since I was 5?  


I was still a bit nervous and
inexperienced dealing with woman I found attractive.  That wouldn’t change
overnight, but I wasn’t paralyzed with doubt and awkwardness like I would have
been two days ago.


I gave up the self diagnosis and
offered her some fresh coffee.


“That would be great, thanks.”


We wound up on the couch again
after I had gotten a couple of cups for us.  That’s when she dropped the
reason she had come by, and it wasn’t to help me find someone to train me as I
hoped.


She said tentatively, as if nervous
I wouldn’t take it well, “I have a request from the council.  After they
heard my report last night they were fascinated with the idea of hiring someone
with your talents.  Your ability to track someone or pinpoint where they
will be would be indispensible.  Especially in a city on a large lake,
it’s ridiculously easy to break a scent trail.


“But they would want to meet you
first.  I…  Kept the personal stuff you shared secret, but I had to
reveal what happened and explain how.”


I thought for a second then said,
“I could always use another client, I assume that is how it would work?”


She said a little more confidently,
“Yes, of course.  You would be hired on a case by case basis, assuming you
pass their assessment.  I need to warn you, be polite when we see them. 
They are from an older age and have not adjusted at all to the informality of
this time.  They do not react well to disrespect, even if it was not
intended as such.”


I took a deep breath and
nodded.  I was nervous about meeting ancient vampires but I could use the
money, plus having the contacts couldn’t be bad.  I was also looking
forward to working with Diana.  I wondered if that’s where the feelings of
more came from last night.  For some reason that thought depressed me.


“When did they want to see me?”


She said with a hint of humor and a
light smile, “No time like the present…”


I had a nervous thought, “They
aren’t underground are they?”


She laughed.  “No, this isn’t
the movies.  They have an office floor in a high rise.  No throne
room or creepy torches either.  The council mostly deals in real
estate.  You manage to make a lot of money and own a lot of land over that
much time.  Hope I didn’t disappoint you.”


Vampire realtors. 
Who would have thought?  I held back a chuckle, barely.


“No, that sounds perfect
actually.  I guess I am ready to go,” relief colored my voice.
 Perfect.  


That I didn’t have to go
underground that is.  I wasn’t looking forward to having to do that
anytime soon, especially now that I would be able to see the earth
elementals.  Although maybe not, I haven’t seen another elemental besides
Aitheria yet and I wasn’t sure why that was.  Were they rare, or was I
just not using my power right, or was it her effort that allowed me to see? 
Maybe some mix of all three?


I locked up the apartment and we
headed up town.  Diana was being affable but seemed a little more distant
today, not as relaxed and flirty as last night.  I wondered if that was
about me or the council.  Or did I imagine a mutual attraction with my
head injury? Then I realized I was a little obsessed about how she saw me
because of how I was drawn to her and I pushed down my meandering thoughts
about it.  Or tried to.


I didn’t even know her yet, and my
feeling of more between us last night could easily be us working together and
my attraction was just confusing my impressions, was most probably that
even.  What would a centuries old vampire find attractive in a just legal
to drink man after all?


We pulled into a parking garage
under a large office building and took an elevator up to the twenty third floor.  She led me to a small conference room where we
waited for while.


Diana stood and motioned me up so I
stood as well.  Just before they walked in the room. 
Their presence was overwhelming to my gifts.  With Diana I could feel she
was a vampire, my gift giving me the knowledge.  With these three the
knowledge was loud and obvious.


There were two that looked Grecian
in descent, the third looked Celtic or Irish.  They all looked younger
than I was.  One even looked like a teenager.  It seemed odd to me,
but I guess at 15 back then you were a man starting your own family
already.  The present must get on his nerves…  He wouldn’t be able to
do anything legally.


Diana introduced them to me.  Charis was the short woman who looked of Grecian
decent.  She had dark skin and was petite.  Alexios
was the one that looked like a teenager but his eyes had wisdom and age in
them.  Ceara was a beautiful redhead, and felt
to me the youngest of the three, even though she looked oldest in physical age.


All three were intimidating, it was
only a little better when they took seats and we joined them but not by much.


Alexios
said, “Diana has explained the purpose of this meeting?”


“Yes sir she has.”


They just studied me for a while,
it was a little creepy actually but I resisted the urge to say something and
just waited.  They wouldn’t be my first difficult client after all, just
my strangest.  By far.


Ceara
said, “Explain to us what you do.”


I said, “Well most of what I know
how to do is focus on a person or place, a picture.  I can usually tell
where they are, or will be.  Sometimes I get motivations or circumstances,
not always.”


Charis
looked skeptical so I continued, “I can work off a success type pay scale if
you wish, but I assure you for the most part I can track someone down.”


Charis
shook her head, “You misunderstand my expression.  You are a sorcerer
no?  You should be able to do much more than that.  And clarify ‘for
the most part’ will you?”


I sighed, “I haven’t known what I
am for very long and have no one to train or teach me, so I only told you what
I can do reliably.  As for the rest, I can tell you the rogue’s last
victim before last night is buried four feet under the ground in the woods. 
I just can’t tell you what woods or where.  That is what I meant by when I
said for the most part.  But for a live person that usually isn’t an
issue, as they move around and don’t live in a dark place.


“If I figure out anything else I
can let you know.  I was able to move very fast the other night, but when
I tried to duplicate it I had no idea what to do or how to accomplish it. 
Not really a marketable skill at this point ma’am.”


I would not tell them where my
difficulties originated so that better do.  The idea of telling them about
my tragedy leading to this lack of control and understanding of my magic gave
me the chills.  Although they could probably guess, or easily research it,
they won’t be hearing it from me.


The room descended into awkward
silence again as they studied me.  At least it was awkward for me.  I
tried to keep my face neutrally respectful the best I could and kept my mouth
shut.


At last Alexios
nodded slowly and said, “You will do.  Diana will contact you when we need
your particular skills.  You may go.”


I got up slowly and waited outside
by the elevators for Diana.  They definitely made me nervous, but the job
was pretty much what I did already.  Instead of finding human murderers
and kidnappers, or saving a lost or runaway child, I was apparently going to be
tracking supernatural killers.  I wonder if I get hazard pay for that.


 
















 


 


Chapter 5 


Wednesday, July 29th, 2015, 12:45 pm


Diana had a big smile when she saw
me waiting.  


When we got on the elevator she
turned to me and said, “You impressed them, hardly squirmed at all.”


I laughed and said, “I was too
afraid to squirm, they are definitely intense.”


She nodded, “They loosen up a bit
as you get to know them.  It’s a mindset too.  Of course you won’t
have to deal with them much, unless you really screw up,” she ended that with
an evil smile.


“Thanks for making me feel
comfortable about things,” my voice dripping with fake sarcasm.


She asked, “Lunch?”


“Sounds good to me, you eat solid
foods too?”


She snickered, “Alive
remember?  I can eat whatever I want.”


She seemed a lot more like I
remember her from last night.  She must have been worried about the
council meeting more than she let on.  I wondered what vampires needed
blood for if they could eat and drink normal foods, but I wasn’t sure how to
bring up the subject.


We wound up at a Greek restaurant
and enjoyed our meal.  Diana was currently giving me a general rundown on
what’s out there.


“Well I explained most about
Vampires last night.  There are also werewolves out there, but they can
change whenever they want, not just on the full moon.  They do tend to be
a little rough around the edges though socially.


“Elementals exist, but they are
creatures made of pure magic and as you know only a sorcerer can see them and even
communicate with one.  


“Witches exist as well, get their
power from elementals but not directly like you would, they need to chant or do
a spell.  That might be your best bet for training if you can’t find a
sorcerer to help you.”


I asked with a grin, “So yellow
pages then?”


She rolled her eyes at my joking
sarcasm and said, “Okay, I’ll ask around for you, see what I can find out.”


We talked a bit more over desert
and coffee.  I was having a good time and enjoying every smile I could
drag out of her.  But I decided my vision must be the work with thing,
since this council and job came through so quickly.  Regardless of what I
thought I couldn’t help but notice the disappointment in my gut when lunch
ended and she left to get on with her day.  I needed to go as well. 
I was due at my office.


Possibly the strangest part of my
power was when I started to work on something and I had no idea why, but that
was the case today.  I had a vision of an 8 year old girl crying, living
in New Jersey.  I even got the address.  I booted up the computer and
started doing research.  Her name was Anna Mills and she lived with her
parents George and Margaret.  I got a funny feeling about that so I kept
digging.


I got the school she attended and I
also found a facebook page for Margaret that had
pictures of Anna on it.  I looked a little more and didn’t find anything
else.  I found myself printing out the information.  The address,
name, web sites, everything I had learned and I stuffed it in a brown manila envelope.


Then I sat back and waited for
inspiration.  Nothing.  No idea why I had
this information or why I had looked it up.  I heard the front door open
so I got up and opened the inner office door.


Oh crap.  I had forgotten to
send Frank and Aiya a health update.  My mind had been too tied up with
Diana and I forgot.  I smiled at Aiya and held up my hands.


“Sorry I didn’t call or text, I got
wrapped up in something this morning and forgot.”


She just stared at me so I
stammered on feeling like a heel, “Sorry really, I feel fine though and my head
feels normal,” I just kind of tapered off at that point as she moved closer.


Much closer. 



She was staring into my eyes from
well inside my personal space, her liquid brown eyes pulled me into their
depths.  She was so close I could smell her scent and I firmly reminded
myself I wasn’t attracted to her that way, even if she was physically
attractive to me.  Okay, extremely physically attractive to me.  


Then I felt a spark of guilt at my
sudden attraction.  Guilt?  What do I have to
feel guilty about?  My mind swung to Diana and I flushed at the
thought.  Aiya seemed to have missed my discomfort and the effect her body
so close to mine had on me as she stepped back and nodded in satisfaction.


She said warmly, “Good, your eyes
look much better than they did last night, I was worried.  I guess I can
forgive you overlooking your promise this once since you were injured and
delirious when you made it.  I am surprised you remembered at all, you
were kind of out of it.”


I smiled back feeling relieved,
“Thanks, won’t happen again.  Did you or Frank need anything else?  I
haven’t gotten in touch with him today either.”


She shook her head no and said
mischievously, “Just making sure your okay.  You know Frank, concerned
about his percentage of successfully closed case rate, he sent me over.”


I laughed and said, “Thanks so much
for the concern for my friends’ career.”


We heard a knock and someone open
the outer door, there was a 35 year old man there and I heard Aiya sigh sadly.


She whispered, “Cold case, 5 years
old.”


The guy walked over and knocked on
the inner office, his eyes widened when he saw Aiya.


He greeted her, “Detective,” then
turning to me he asked, “Can you help me?  My daughter was taken 5 years
ago.”


He looked defeated, like he was
going through the motions.  Hope barely a spark within him as the years
had taken its toll.  I waited for him continue.


He waved his hand at Aiya, “The
police haven’t found anything, and although I appreciate this young lady
looking into the cold case for me it isn’t helping.  I thought maybe a
private investigator could help?”


He handed me a picture of a three
year old.  I was staring at Anna Mills and I got the chills for a
second.  Sometimes my power even freaks me out.  I did what I had to,
what always made me feel bad.  Like I was selling a
little girls future for money.  But I needed to pay the
bills.  If I was out on the street I couldn’t help anyone.


I said, “I can help, I charge five
hundred a day, will that be a problem?”


The guy shook his head and pulled
out a checkbook and wrote it out right there.  Aiya had her eyes up
looking at me in disbelief because I didn’t say maybe, I said can.  Of
course she didn’t know I had the information right behind me on the desk
either.


He tore off the check and handed it
to me.  I filed it to scan in later.


I said, “Now when I find her I’ll
have to turn the information over to the police, and they will probably have to
get the FBI involved.  You will hear from us very soon, can I keep this
picture?”


I wouldn’t tell him I already had
the information, I was freaked out, and I had a feeling Aiya would be too, but
at least she already knows about my ability and believes in it. 


He nodded, “Go ahead, I have made a
lot of copies over the last 5 years.”


As he turned around and left I
almost changed my mind, I wanted to see his face go from sadness and
desperation to hope and happiness, but I squashed that selfish desire and let
him go.  I knew the feeling wasn’t really about him and I did not need the
recognition.


After he was gone Aiya gave me a
serious look, “I hope you can help him after you told him in that way.”


I smiled and asked, “Okay, don’t
freak out?”


She looked at me strangely and
nodded.  I grabbed the envelope off the table and dropped in the picture
of her younger face and handed it to her.  


“Anna Mills lives in New Jersey,
except she isn’t Anna Mills.  Got to help keep up that percentage of cold
cases too for you helpless detectives,” my mouth was fighting a grin as I
winked at her.


She held it up and asked, “How?”


I shrugged and said, “Got a vision
of her a few hours ago and did all the research.  I didn’t even know why
until he walked in the door and handed me that picture.”


She started walking toward the door
in a daze then turned and blushed holding the folder up.  “I…”


I just waved at her to get out of
here.  She smiled at me and left.  I knew one thing, I would take
freaked out and grateful over freaked out and scared any day of the week.











Chapter
6 


Thursday, July 30th, 2015 8:02 am


It was early but I was up.  I
was determined to take a day off today as I didn’t feel a need to go into the
office.  I had my kindle loaded with a few books on my reading list and I
was comfortable on the couch.  A fresh cup of coffee by my side and I was set
to start.  Of course that’s when my doorbell rang.  Doesn’t anyone
use the phone?  When I opened my door I immediately retracted the thought.


Diana should never use the phone if
she could show up in person.


I said, “Come in, make yourself at
home.”


I watched her do exactly that as
she grabbed another mug from the kitchen and poured a coffee.  I couldn’t
take my eyes off her.  Her moves were graceful and she had been stuck in
my mind since I saw her at lunch.  But the memory of her from yesterday
paled next to the reality.  She had on black jean shorts this time with a
white tank top.


She sat down on the couch next to
me and said, “Thanks,” nodding at the coffee.


She took held out a pile of papers
and said, “You ready for your first case?”


I smiled and nodded as I started
going through the papers.  She leaned close and commented on the different
pages.  Her close proximity was having an effect on me but I tried to
ignore it as best I could.


They were having trouble tracking
this guy down called Darrick.  He was a few
hundred years old and a cruel bastard who hated the no kill rules and broke off
from their society.  He was exceedingly good at hiding his whereabouts and
what made him more dangerous than an average rogue is he took a number of
vampires with him.  Including a mate just as twisted whose name is Vivian.


She said, “There is also a
possibility he has a witch named Tressa helping him
disguise his scent and keep hidden.”


“So when do we start?”


She answered, “Ten o’clock tonight,
but I have somewhere I need to take you now.”


I stood up and started rinsing out
my coffee cup.


She raised an eyebrow, “You aren’t
even going to ask?”


I raised one back and said, “You
mean I need another reason besides staying in your company?”


She blushed.  Cool, I made a
vampire blush.


I asked with humor in my voice, “So
where are you taking me?”


“A witch, her name is Tara
White.  She owns a small store, new age and witch stuff.  She is,
unique.  But she might be able to help you.”


“Unique?”


She shook her head, “You’ll see when
we get there.”


I followed her out to her car and
we headed just a few blocks away to get to the store.  I had passed it a
million times over the last three years and never looked twice.  It was a
small store, mostly candles and incense though there were other trinkets spread
around the store, and a small bookshelf.


Tara was about 5’5”, short red hair
and curvy.  She had an impish face.  When she saw me she smiled and
her eyes went wide.  My initial instinct was to run, but I needed her help
so I walked up to the counter.


“Hi, name is Ben.  Diana said
you might be able to help me?”


She said, “Of course, come in the
back with me,” her voice was smooth and radiated sexuality.  If she ever
gave up being a witch she could definitely make it as a phone sex operator. 
She reached out and took my hand.  I felt uncomfortable but let her lead
me in the back.  I turned around and looked at Diana and saw her scowling
at the witch, which made me smile.  Maybe she is as interested in me as I
am in her after all, maybe.


She needed some background on the
problem, and I tried to avoid her devouring eyes while I laid things out. 
She had a voluptuous body and pretty face and was making it clear she wanted to
be alone with me.  But instead of feeling flattered I felt hunted, the
vibe was off somehow.  She didn’t want me, she wanted something from
me.  I didn’t know what, but I dealt with it as I needed the help.  


Between Aitheria and Diana being
there I felt somewhat safe and I needed to get a handle on things.  Of
course there was a problem.


Tara’s voice purred, “I can help
you with your weaker powers, such as communing with the elementals, and the
others that you currently use but probably don’t need help with anyway. 
Until you gain your memories and unblock your magic it will be unstable and
dangerous to try to use.


“So until then I can’t teach you to
harvest the energy of air which is pretty much everything else. 
Mesmerizing, healing, moving the air from a breath to a storm.  How to
move as fast as the wind and buffer your body with thickened air so it isn’t
abused, sort of like a shield to lessen impacts.  I am sure you will
discover other uses on your own as well in the future.”


I asked, “What about fire?”


Her eyes widened and if possible
she made her demeanor even more available, “My, that’s rare.  If you have
a second weaker element we can work on that too, but if it’s that weak you
won’t even be able to use it at all without freeing your magic.  I can’t
sense it at all, so it must be buried.”


“Okay, so you can only teach me to
commune with elementals right now, can we do that?”


She bit her lip and nodded, I had
to suppress the need to run again.  I felt like I was in the twilight
zone, I have had woman come on to me before, but never so flagrantly, it was
way past creepy.


Tara’s voice to my relief
approached a neutral instructor type, “Normally you can reach out with your
connection to your element to…  Taste the energy of who you want to
commune with.  Right now you are going to have to touch the element to get
the right feel of it.  Elementals are magical beings, their looks and form
really don’t matter, it’s their signature feel you need to commune.”


I looked over to Aitheria and she
shrugged, flew over and landed on my shoulder.  She caressed my cheek with
her little blue hands, and I felt the touch but it didn’t feel like flesh to
me, it was smooth and felt like the wind brushing my cheek.  I could also
feel what Tara was talking about.  I nodded and Aitheria flew off back on
a shelf in the corner.  I smiled as she looked at Tara suspiciously.


“So what next, once I have the
feel?”


Tara smiled and said, “Once you can
feel that signature feel, you will need to focus on that to create a connection
to speak to his or her mind.  Thinking about what they look like won’t
help at all, and might actually distract and prevent it from working. 
Once you feel the connection just think thoughts and send it through.


I concentrated on how her touch
felt, the cool comforting feel of the wind, the feeling of what her hand felt
like on my face and I felt something in me reach out and connect to it.  “Can
you hear me Aitheria?”


“Yes I can.”


I lost my concentration at that
point.  I hoped it would come easier in the future.


I said, “Thanks, I guess that’s it
until I can remember my memories.”


Tara looked disappointed and said,
“You can stop by anytime you…  Need something Ben.”


I blushed and I saw both Aitheria
and Diana scowl.  


“Thanks,” I managed to choke
out.  


I stood up and headed for the exit
as fast as I could without being rude about it.


Diana still looked annoyed as we
drove away.


I asked, “Can you drop me off at my
office?”


She just nodded and headed that
way, not talking.  My power wasn’t helping so I wasn’t sure what she was
mad about, but Tara wasn’t exactly my fault.  Was it?  Maybe I should
drop a hint.


I said with true relief in my
voice, “Tara was kind of over the top crazy wasn’t she?  I wanted to run
out of there a few times, and would have if you weren’t there.”


I thought bingo as her smile came
back.  I’m still not seeing why but maybe she does have a certain interest
in me.


Diana said, “Yeah, I don’t know if
you would have made it out if I wasn’t there.”  She laughed.


I don’t know why I did it, but I
reached out and squeezed her hand.  It was the first time I ever felt her
skin and it felt warm, soft and smooth.  When our skin touched I could
feel my skin tingle and the energy of magic mixing.  It felt soothing and
shocking at the same time.


I had to wonder if she caught my
increased heartbeat, we never did get around to talking about hearing.  I
released her hand and I could feel the tension rise between us.  I wasn’t
good at this, new confidence or not I had almost no experience at it.


I was also worried about the fact
we work together, but for that one moment I had just went with the feeling and
grabbed her hand, now the car felt oppressive to me because of my unexpected
reaction to it.  I didn’t know what she was feeling but I was feeling a
mix between wanting to touch her again and move on from there, or taking it
back because of my other concerns.  


There is that awkwardness
again.  When she pulled up she had a questioning look in her eyes. 
Had she felt the same shock when our hands met?  I am ashamed to say I
took the cowardly safe way out.


I said, “Thanks for the ride, see
you at 10 or 10:30 tonight?  My apartment.”


She just nodded so I got out of the
car, my stomach dropping as my feet hit the hot pavement.  I knew I was
being too hard on myself.  At least I had a little confidence these days,
a big change from a week ago.  Still, not taking the risk of talking to
her about what just happened bugged me the rest of the morning.  


After I had a deli lunch around the
corner Frank showed up at the office.  I welcomed the distraction from my
roiling thoughts.  “What’s up?  Did you pick get that girl in Jersey
back to her dad yet?”


Frank tilted his head as if I threw
him off his thoughts then said, “Yes, that worked out quite well. 
Although the girl is in trauma counseling, but at eight she should bounce back
from this.  She wasn’t abused except for being withheld from her real
parents.  Which granted is horribly bad, but it could have been a lot
worse.


“I came though because we have a
five year old that’s been kidnapped.  The Captain approved the expense, if
you want the truth I think it’s because of the FBI, they came in and took the
lead on the case and she wants us to solve it first.”  Frank rolled his
eyes.


Hey, if it gets me paid I fully
support the competition between city and Federal law enforcement.


“Got a picture?”


He shook his head at me, “We can
head up to the house.  The FBI took all our stuff.”


I said, “Do the parents know a
psychic is coming?”  This has caused issues in the past.  Some people
just won’t tolerate the idea of the supernatural at all, and are even violent
with the raised feelings of having a child taken.  I try to avoid that if
possible.


He nodded.  “Yes, but the feds
don’t,” he said while smirking.


I snorted, just great.  We
headed out the door and to the victim’s home.


It didn’t take long.  I was
barely in the door with Frank when a gruff looking guy in a suit walked up to
me and said, “I am agent Kilmer in charge of this site.  Who the hell are
you?”


I said, “PI and psychic.  I’m
here to look over the boy’s room, see if I can get anything.”


Frank said, “That’s right, the
parents agreed.”


Agent Kilmer scowled.  “Fine,
but I’m coming along.”


The agent followed us back to the
room.  I walked around until I reached his bed.  Then got a vision of
where he was.  He was in a cabin at the woods, which wasn’t that
helpful.  What might be though is the license plate I got off the car
parked out front.  Hopefully they would be able to match the property to
the car owner, or maybe there is GPS on the car or something.


I gave Frank the information, the
agent was looking at me like I was full of shit.  So Frank called it in to
get the information run down.  That was when I felt something build inside
me and I collapsed in a faint on the floor.


I was crawling across the floor
giggling, I couldn’t walk yet but I had a hold of the block.  Whisper was
chasing me around and kept tickling me.  I could hear my mother’s bright
rich laugh in the background as I played with my guardian, I felt safe, full of
innocent joy, and loved.


Someone was shaking me and patting
me on the face.  I opened my eyes and groaned.  I needed to remember
everything soon.  I couldn’t keep going through this just to see snatches
of memories.  I almost choked as I remembered my mother’s voice, but I
held it back, too many questions as it was with Frank and agent Kilmer there.


I said, my voice rough, “Sorry,
don’t know what happened, just got dizzy all the sudden.  I feel fine
though.”


Agent Kilmer scowled again, he is
good at it.  He escorted us back to the door and out of there.  I
don’t even think the kids parents knew we were there, but that was okay with
me, I just wanted him found.  I asked Frank to drop me off at my
apartment.  I wasn’t sure how long the night would be so I figured to take
a nap.  I didn’t want to be nodding off and miss the vampire coming at me
if anything went wrong.


Frank said, “You sure you’re
okay?  I’ve never seen you faint before.”


I shrugged, “I’m fine.  I seem
to be remembering some of my early childhood.  It’s having side effects
but nothing to worry about.”  I was telling him the truth, sort of, in a
misleading way.  Still, he can’t know what is really going on with
me.  When I got home I set up some coffee for 9:30 and went to take a three
hour nap.
















 


 


Chapter 7  


Thursday, July 30th, 2015 9:45 pm


I woke up a few hours later
remembering my dreams.  Not another nightmare, more scenes from my
childhood.  I felt raw and I wondered if it was any better than the
nightmares.  To remember her so clearly then have it taken away with
consciousness was a bitter feeling.


I showered and went downstairs to
just drink a cup of coffee and relax for tonight.  The awkwardness from
earlier had long faded and I was looking forward to seeing Diana as the time
got closer.  It was close to 10:30 when the door rang, I could swear I
felt her before she knocked.  Maybe I would be able to do that once I had
my powers sorted out?


I opened the door and as usual she
was dressed casually, this time in jeans and a tight black shirt.  Nothing
special, except my stomach twisted a bit in nervousness as I felt a rush of
lust filled attraction.  I pushed it down though, now wasn’t the time to
deal with my personal issues, we had work to do.


“Come on in Diana.  You want a
drink?” I asked.


I wasn’t sure if she did it on
purpose but she glanced at my neck before saying, “Coffee works.”


It wasn’t long before we had the
portfolio out in front of us, a picture of Darrick
staring back at me mockingly.  I was stumped.  This had never
happened to me before, it always worked.  I only had trouble with the
Diana in danger vision because I had no picture and nothing really to focus on.


She sighed.  “It could be the
witch blocking you.  A spell of earth would stop you from being able to
view or find someone.  Let’s try Vivian, maybe we can go at him from the
side through her.”


I looked up surprised at this new
information and she said patiently explaining, “We have worked with witches
before.  What takes you two seconds of concentration takes a witch an hour
of preparation and about 15 minutes of chanting to build a good scrying spell.  The spell accesses air for scrying.  They also have a blocking spell that pulls
from earth.


“You are more powerful in the short
term and in quickness and the ease at which you will be able to manipulate the
air.  But never underestimate a witch, they have
access to all four elements through spells and implements.  With enough
time and preparation they can be extremely dangerous.”


I nodded soberly.  I hadn’t
really thought about that.  I had thought the witches were at a
disadvantage not being able to manipulate air directly, and they were. 
But then I couldn’t touch all four elements either.  I imagine it balances
out, or I hoped so anyway.


I took the picture from Diana, and took
a long look at it, concentrating on the vicious female vampire.  I got
nothing again.  Not even a whisper.


“Sorry, I am just not getting
anything, what about that witch, Tressa?” I asked.


She shrugged and handed the picture
over.  Before it even left her hand I knew where she was.  I thought
that strange, she didn’t block herself.  I was wondering why that would be
but we would find out soon enough.


“She is at a club, called Spirits,”
I said.


Diana’s eyebrow rose, “Vampires go
there to feed a lot.  It’s a very popular place for it.  I guess that
makes sense if she hires out to us.  Got to go where the
clients are.”


We got up and headed out.  I
wasn’t sure if I would be any help and was feeling unsure about my gifts for
the first time.  I was not used to being blocked.  But I wasn’t being
paid to hide in my apartment either and although it would probably be her
protecting me there was no way I wanted her hunting this group alone.  I
had already proven a single flying tackle could change things enough to be
effective so maybe I would be useful in other ways.


The drive was quiet, each of us
thinking our own thoughts.  I wondered if like a normal psychic, feeling
close to someone would prevent my power from working.  I hardly ever saw
my family, unless they were in trouble, like my cousin at the party.  Or
if they lied to me, but that was a different power apparently, truth.  Of
course I didn’t always get what I went for in a casual interaction either.


Whatever it was I couldn’t really
read how Diana felt about me, that made me a little nervous, because slowly but
surely I was falling for the beautiful vampire next to me.  After what
happened in the car this afternoon and at my front door tonight that was
painfully obvious to me.


We pulled up and parked about a
block away from the club.  When we got closer to the club I felt a soft
small hand intertwine fingers with mine.  


When I looked at her she winked, “I
don’t want any other vampires getting the idea you are free to be a snack.”


I wasn’t going to argue, her hand
felt great in mine.  We walked in right past the bouncer, who was a
vampire, and went inside.  The music was very loud and fast, I closed my
eyes to picture the witch in my mind, as if I was holding the photon.  I
squeezed Diana’s hand to get her attention and pointed over in the far corner.


She just nodded.  Any speech
would be totally pointless out here.  We reached the back and entered a
private area.  It was still loud but would allow for talking at this
point.  To my disappointment she released my hand and I led her to the
third booth.  Tressa was there alone and looked
like she was waiting for someone.


Diana said, “Tressa,
we are looking for Darrick, we know you did some work
for him.”


Tressa
shrugged, “I work for many vampires.  A spell or two for payment and
that’s all.  I don’t know where this Darrick is,
I do not even remember him.”


My head twinges as the lies scrape
across my mind.  The first two statements were true, but she does know who
and where Darrick is.


Diana sighs, “You don’t want to be
caught in the middle of this Tressa.  You may be
valuable to vampires but if the council learns you’re actively protecting and
hiding a rogue…”


Tressa
shakes her head, “My dear, I have done no such thing, nor would I!”


I can see out of the corner of my
eye Aitheria is glaring at the witch too, she can probably sense the lies just
as easily as I.


Diana said, “If you’re sure Tressa.”


Diana led me away then took my hand
as we walked out to the car, we didn’t speak until we got inside the car.


She said, “Lying right?”


I nodded, “Oh yeah, she knows
exactly who Darrick is and where he is.  What
now?”


She sighed, “Not sure, this is a
lot like most nights are looking for him, we can never find him much less take
him down.”


Suddenly there was a little blast of
air as Aitheria appeared from nowhere in the back seat.  She started to
bounce on the balls of her feet.


She sent, “Guess what?”


I concentrated really hard and
sent, “What?”


She sent with a malicious grin, “I
stayed behind, she called that Darrick person, and I
got the number.”


I grinned, she was the best. 
She gave me the number and I called Frank hoping to ask him to trace a location
of the cell phone for me.  It might be a little awkward but we needed the
information.  Problem is there was no answer.  So I called Aiya.


Diana looked at me in question and
I said, “Just a minute.”


Aiya answered, “Hello?”


I explained that I needed a favor
and gave her the cell phone number to be tracked.  It took a lot of fast
talking but she eventually agreed on the condition I tell her what was going
on.


I said, “I will tell you what I
can, which isn’t much, but I can’t reveal anything my employer doesn’t want me
to.”


She sighed and gave me the
information.  We now had Darrick’s location.


I sent to Aitheria, “Can I tell
Diana about you?  She will wonder where I got the information.  I
don’t want to lie and I trust her.”


She nodded slowly, “But only
her, no one else.  I can see that you both…”  Her mind just
trailed off.


I took a deep breath and said,
“Well, I know where he is, in a large house in Wilmette.”


She took off driving fast for the
address without saying anything.


I said, “I trust you, and I want to
tell you how I found out, but can you promise it will go under personal
information not to be told to anyone else, including the council?


“It’s not directly regarding my
powers, but it is related.  I only hesitate because it’s not really my
secret alone.”


She thought for a minute then said,
“Yes, as long as it isn’t an increase in your power and part of something we
know you have I can keep silent.  I wish I could on the other as well, but
I have oaths to fulfill.”


I nodded.  “That shouldn’t be
a problem.  You know I can commune with elementals, what you don’t know is I have an elemental guardian.”


She laughed, “Did it stay behind
and snag the phone number?”


I said quickly, “She, and yes she
did.”


Diana snickered, “That is so
awesome.”


This time of night it didn’t take
long to get out of Chicago and we were in Wilmette in just over a half hour.
 We did a quick drive by the property.  There were a couple of guys
out front.


I said, “Were those more vampires?”


She nodded pulling over a couple of
blocks away, “He must have all the ones that joined him there too.  They
are all younger than me but it still might be a little rough.


Hmm, “Can we call for backup? 
Is there such a thing or are you it?”


She giggled, “Yes and No, there are
others who enforce the council’s laws, but not here in Chicago.  I guess
you could say I am it here.  We can ask for help when needed but by the
time anyone gets here from another city they will be broken up, if not
gone.  I don’t know if anyone detected us driving by or not.”


I nodded slowly and said, “Alright,
let’s go.”


She just looked at me with eyebrow
raised.


I said defensively, “I can totally tackle
someone again.”


She started giggling.  That
wasn’t very confidence or moral building but I kind of understood her point.


“Fine, but stay behind me,” she
said, “Don’t do anything stupid.”


I ignored that.  If she didn’t
get in trouble I wouldn’t have to.


I was keyed up and my adrenaline
was pumping as we snuck up on the gate.  She rushed around the car almost
faster than I could follow.  The guards didn’t have time to do more than
turn their head, and suddenly they didn’t have any.  Heads that is. 
Is that a sword?  Where did she get a sword?  I walked up and she
just looked at me.  


She was nervous.  I could see
she was afraid of my reaction.  It wasn’t my powers, mine still refused to
inform me on her, but I could see it plain on her face and in her body
language.  Honestly it was a little freaky, but I knew those guys were
murderers, and no human justice could ever touch them.  So it had to be
this way.  


Justice for and
in a different world.  I had actually thought hard about this when
I was first offered the job.  I knew then I would be tracking down people
slated to die, and perhaps they would endure pain before it happened. 
That was okay with me, these guys were torturing and killing humans.


So I winked at her and said, “I’m
so tackling the next guy.”  Then I deliberately looked her up and down and
asked in a puzzled voice while pointing at the sword, “Where…?”


I could see the relief in her eyes
at my silly ongoing joke and me not showing any revulsion or horror.  The
only horror I felt was at the monsters we had come to end.


She winked back and said softly,
“Magic…”


Cool, I want a magic sword. 
Hey, I’m twenty one.  Of course I want a magic sword.  But I would
seriously settle for magic I could actually use.  I was afraid it wouldn’t
kick in until I really needed it, but then worried that it wouldn’t
anyway.  So I just followed behind as we slipped through the gate onto the
grounds.


I whispered, “Does the council give
hazard pay?”


She covered her mouth and giggled,
“Stop making me laugh, I’m busy killing people.”


I saluted and waited for her to
continue, a mock solemn face.  I can’t help it.  Stress brings out
the sillier side of my sense of humor.  Well not all stress, just the
danger kind.  My awkward stress with a beautiful woman just makes me clam
up for the most part, which ironically is when it would come in handy.


There were 4 more on the stairs
leading up to the house.  It was a pretty big place.  Diana rushed
the stairs and one was taken out quickly, the other three were a bit faster
than their previous three comrades and I watched with mouth open as she fought
them and seemed to be holding her own.  That’s when I saw the door open.


Three more joined making it six on
one.  Worse, one of those was Vivian.  I did not see Darrick however.  I watched as Diana was slowly beaten
back and my heart started to constrict.  Was I in love?  I don’t
know, but I surely knew I was on the way and I knew I didn’t want her to die,
at all.


Whether it was my fear for her, or
my fear I would die right after her, or both, I suddenly felt my power
blossom.  I had no control over the power building at all, but it gave me
greater control over my body.  I could feel the same speed from the other
night enter my limbs and body, but the magic didn’t stop there this time either.


I felt my power reach out of my
body and become one with the air.  I became the air.  My power sunk
into every air molecule in a hundred yards.  Suddenly I could feel
everything.  I could feel the shape of the bark on the trees.  I
could feel the hard sharp edge of the sword Diana wielded cutting across my new
skin.  


I could feel the shape of every
leaf and every blade of grass.  It was as if the air itself had become a
second skin, and I could feel the world brushing up against my body which
encompassed it all.  I could feel a sharp stick thick and strong enough to
stab on the ground two trees over.  Before I finished my thought I was
already holding it.  


This time I was careful, I was not
invulnerable, I was the same person I was a second ago.  If I hit a
vampire I could easily break one of my bones or worse simply die of impact
damage.  The speed of the other night was simply dwarfed compared to how
fast I could move now.


Instead of rushing them I just ran
up and stopped in close range.  I wasn’t confident I could push a stick
through the ribcage and reach a heart, so I remembered her words about brains
and instead stabbed one in the eye then ran back a few steps.  I could
feel them move through the air, and despite their earlier almost blurring speed
they looked like they were standing still to me now.


The first one had just started
falling so I hit another, and another.  The first was still falling, it
was like stabbing straw dummies, but I couldn’t get cocky, if I tripped or
accidentally clipped one while running I would be out if not dead.  My
stomach was also rebelling a bit, I was not a killer.  I don’t think I
could have gone through with the other two if I hadn’t been so worried and
angry at the thought of Diana being in danger.


The last three noticed their
comrades falling.  Vivian looked up at me in shock and ran the other
direction.  I briefly considered running her down but I wasn’t confident I
could take her down without hurting myself.  The orders for Darrick and Vivian were to capture.  The council
wanted to speak with them before putting them down.


But with my three dead vampire
distraction, plus Vivian in retreat, Diana was able to easily decapitate the
last two remaining fighting vampires.  


As the immediate danger past I felt
my second body shrink as the magic retreated out of the air and back into my
body.  Then my limbs started to feel extremely heavy, like I had been
running and waving my arms for days without rest.  


I fell to the ground as I lost
consciousness.


I slowly awoke on a couch inside
the living room, my head resting on Diana’s lap as her soft warm
hands caressed my face and neck.  She stopped right away when she realized
I was awake. 


She said, “That was much more
effective than a tackle, but if there were more vampires in here they would
have killed you in your sleep.”


I smiled, “Not with you watching
me.  Besides it wasn’t my idea, I had no control over it.  I imagine
once I do I will preserve myself a little better.”


She blushed, “True, I let Vivian get
away to make sure nothing happened to you.”


I replied, “Thanks, there are 6
humans tied up in rooms on the first floor, and what I believe to be a werewolf
locked in a cage on the second floor.  No idea what’s in the cellar
though, I just felt everything in the house from ground level up.”


She said, “Can you get up?”


I said, “Probably, I haven’t tried
yet though.  My body seems to recover quickly with sleep, how long?”


She said, “About 45 minutes.”


I nodded.  I of course knew I
could get up, but I was enjoying my head where it was way too much to want
to.  I was surrounded by her scent and she was intoxicating to me.  I
wished she was still touching my face and decided to get up before it became
obvious why I hadn’t moved yet.  


I groaned slightly as I sat
up.  My muscles were sore but nowhere near deadened like they were when I
passed out.  I stood up and took a tentative step.  My legs too were
sore, but working.


“Can you mesmerize the humans and
let them go?  What happens to them?”


She replied, “That’s exactly what
we do when we clear out this type of thing.”


We visited the humans one by
one.  She mesmerized them into forgetting and sent them home.  It
took about an hour all told.  Most of them lived close by.  She
called a cab for one pickup a couple of blocks away and sent him there to
wait.  We headed up the stairs at that point and I guided her to the room
with the werewolf.  I could remember the whole layout of the house and
where everything was in it.


I sent her in first which she
raised an eyebrow at until she saw the cage the werewolf was in.  The
werewolf was unclothed.  She called me in a minute later and I walked in
to see a very pissed off werewolf in a small robe.  She was about 5’9”
with creamy dark colored skin, brown hair and brown eyes.  The robe did ok
hiding her salient attributes but that’s about all it was good for.


“Hi, I’m Ben.”


The young woman sniffed, then
grudgingly, “I’m Sierra Walker.  Those bastards kept me locked up here the
past week.  I want to help give some back.”


I shrugged and looked at
Diana.  I didn’t have a problem with it but I also didn’t have a say in
tactical matters.  She was basically in charge of me, my client, or at the
very least my contact to the client.  I caught myself staring into her
eyes so I turned away.


Diana said unevenly, “Sure, that is
a good idea.  We could use your nose.  We aren’t sure where he and
Vivian went.”


Sierra made me nervous, she was a
big ball of aggression and I just tried to stay out of her way.  I imagine
I wouldn’t be happy being in a cage for a weak naked and at the twisted
vampires’ mercy.  We searched the rest of the grounds and didn’t find
anything or anyone else of interest.  


When we got outside we traded
contact information and got Sierra’s phone.  We brought up her GPS on a mobile
device.  Then she changed into a werewolf after dropping the robe right in
front of me.


I don’t know how it works, but she
didn’t break and reform her bones like in the movies.  It was a shimmering
of the body.  One moment she was a young naked woman, the next an
extremely large female wolf, in fact the largest wolf I had ever seen.  No
squishy or cracking sounds required.  She picked up Carlos’s scent and
took off.  Diana and I went back to the car and followed the phone as it
hopefully closed with Carlos and Vivian.


A little while later our hopes fell
that we would catch him as the lake shore came into view.  He must have
jumped in a boat and gone to shore somewhere else, who knows how far in what
direction.  Hell he could even be out on the water still somewhere. 
Well at least we saved the humans, a werewolf and took out eight of his allies.


The phone rang and I answered
it.  It was Sierra.  She confirmed the trail led to a small dock on
the water.  I told her I would let her know next time we went after him.


I said, “Do you need a ride?”


She snorted, “My pack is just 10
miles away, I will shift back and run.  I will be waiting for your
call.  Don’t forget.”  She hung up on me before I could reply. 
Wolves have no phone skills I guess.


Diana started the drive back to
Chicago.  About half way there I took her right hand and started to caress
it and her fingertips.  Neither of us acknowledged it in words but I heard
a soft sigh escape her lips when I started to massage her hand and fingers.


When she stopped the car in front
of my apartment I went for broke and pulled her into a kiss.  I just
needed it so I took the risk.  It seemed obvious to me, all the signs were
there from her and what I read in myself.  At first she was stiff and surprised,
but after a moment her warm lips turned pliant and soft.  I felt her lift
her hands and caress my face as the kiss got softer, a butterfly light teasing
kiss until she broke it.


I was not expecting the anguish I
saw in her eyes mixed with the longing I was hoping for.


She said, “I don’t.  We
shouldn’t…  I can’t”


The first two statements which I
translated as she doesn’t want to and we shouldn’t get together scraped against
my mind as a lie.  But the third?  Pure
painful truth, I would rather the twinge in my mind.  She can’t?  Why
not?  I just sat there waiting for her to explain why she can’t, what the
obstacle was and nothing came from her lips.  Her beautiful slightly
swollen full lips were silent.


I asked, “Why?”  My tone
controlled and neutral, hiding the hurt and rejection I felt.


She whispered, her eyes moist, “I
can’t tell you.  I’m sorry but I can’t.”


She flinched when I took her hand
and demanded knowledge from my power.  I was angry, and needed to
know.  I growled internally at it, I cursed it, I screamed in my mind at
it.  As usual however, in regards to Diana my power behaved contrary to my
will and gave me nothing.


I slowly nodded and released her
hand, muttered goodnight and went up to my apartment with the taste of her on
my lips turning to ash.  


I struggled with what had happened,
the feelings of rejection.  It was clear however she was just as attracted
to and wanted me as well.  So what had happened?  Why couldn’t she
tell me?  My mind jumped between these thoughts, caught in a circle as my
body started to calm from all the action tonight.  A couple of hours later
I finally felt myself falling into sleep.
















 


 


Chapter 8  


Friday, July 31st, 2015, 11:04 am


I heard footsteps coming up the
stairs, too heavy to be my mother’s.  Growing dread and fear filled me,
making me hold my breath.  I knew I should be brave but I couldn’t move
and felt warmth start spreading in my pants.


“Come out kid,” a low voice
growled.  “I heard you and I know you’re up here.”


Tears started to fall down my
face, my mind going in circles as I panicked.  


“Kid, your mother can’t help you
anymore,” the cold voice said.  “Come out now, promise I won’t hurt you.”


I heard his steps closer, inside
the room.  I instinctively knew his words were a lie.  He was here to
kill me.  My mother had just been in his way.


I gasped and sat up straight, my
stomach was tight in knots and I was once again covered in sweat.  Also I
was covered in something else if I smelled correctly.  I was a firm believer
in men don’t cry, but I was sobbing as I came out of my sleep.  My mother
was dead because they came for me.  Why?  I had no answers.  It
was buried in my mind or the truth was out there and covered in magic I could
not broach.


I pulled off my sheets and stripped
down and started laundry before jumping in the shower.  My mind was in
turmoil.  I vowed that someday I would find the answers, but it would have
to wait.  I needed to get my memory back first.  The rest of that
night was the key, I knew instinctively once I broke that block all my other
memories would return.  It was like a finger holding back the water in a
dam crack.


I couldn’t deal with the memory of
my mother’s death.  She died trying to protect me and could not.  She
was a sorceress, a wielder of fire.  Whoever came after my family must
have had magic.  One day I would find them.  The anger at this
nameless enemy gave me something to focus on, away from the grief and pain.


I went downstairs after cleaning up
and brewed a coffee out of habit.  My mind teetered between hatred, anger
and loss.  I was finally dealing with my mother’s death and it felt
fresh.  There was no 16 year buffer for the pain.  I had no memory of
her until this week, I never truly mourned, I had
retreated and hid from it.  That made me angry too, like I betrayed her.


My mind was spinning with fresh
memories of her face and voice.  I both wondered how could I have
forgotten them and perversely wished I had not remembered.  It hurt too
much.


I saw Aitheria watching me, her
eyes looked like a cloudy drizzle, her dress a deep grey.  The elemental
mourned with me as I sat on the couch in a storm of my own misery. 
Eventually though I knew I had to get up, I couldn’t retreat like that five
year old boy I used to be and give up.  I needed to do things.  Work
for the police, work for the council.  I snorted.


I needed to let my magic work on my
memories.  I didn’t want to remember any more but knew I needed to. 
I also noticed the two times I dreamed of that night was after a fight where I
had used a great deal of power.  I doubted it was coincidence but I also
wasn’t going to run out looking for trouble.  It would find me soon enough
I knew.  


Diana and I…  I took a deep
breath at the stab of a different pain.  Diana and I still needed to track
down Darrick and Vivian and I knew Frank and Aiya
would continue to need my help.  I had slept late after getting in so
early in the AM and I needed to get started.  I found myself getting
another coffee though and sitting back on the couch.  I was wondering if
my pep talk to myself failed as I was making no move whatsoever to do
anything.  That’s when Frank called.


Frank said, “Good news and bad
news.”


I said, “Good news please, you can
keep the bad.”


He chuckled, “The good news is we
tracked down the plate and the cabin.  Both belonged to a Nick
Blake.  We also recovered the child who is back with his parents. 
And of course the best news is we beat out the Feds.”


I laughed.  Then my stomach
twisted.  Laughter felt like a betrayal, how could I be laughing when my
mother was dead.  Murdered.  But I knew that
was just misplaced guilt speaking, it still didn’t make me feel better though,
not yet.  I took a deep breath to make sure my voice didn’t break.


“Okay Frank, hit me with the bad.”


Frank said, “Well, Nick Blake
managed to skedaddle.  No sign of him at all.  That makes the FBI
suspicious that someone tipped him off to run in some type of collusion
scam.  Guess who their number one suspect is.”


I barked a laugh, “Why the crazy
psychic of course, who pinpointed where the kid was.  Of course if I was
in collusion why would I give them the man’s license plate I was colluding
with?  Do those FBI folks need some brain cells?”


Frank laughed, “It might
help.  You could offer to donate.”


I sighed and thought for a moment,
“Okay, can you take me to Nick’s house or apartment.  I can get a location
for you guys.  Otherwise the FBI is going to crawl up and down my
life.  I don’t have time for that lately.  Unless he lived in the
city, then I can meet you there.”


Frank said, “Nah, he had an
apartment in the suburbs, I’ll come get you.”


We hung up and I got ready to work,
ready or not.


Frank could tell something was
bugging me on the drive, but he didn’t ask.  It was all a complicated
jumble in my head anyway.  Too complicated to work through missing 9 out
of 10 pieces.  


All I knew was men with magic tried
to kill me.  Not why, the circumstances that lead
to it, or who my enemy was.  Anything really. 
So I pushed it deep inside to simmer.  I wouldn’t bury it, not
again.  But I couldn’t let it run my life.  Without direction I would
go insane, my mind moving in circles.


I did continue to mourn my
mother.  I would not push that pain down.  It was long past time I
did so.  It was about an hour drive and eventually I broke the silence.


“That is strange about him
disappearing though, who knew about the bust?”


Frank grunted.  “Just about
everyone, FBI was lead so we had to involve them.  We told them right
before we headed to the cabin.”


I nodded slowly, “So, it’s
possible…”


Frank sounded annoyed when he said,
“Yeah…  It is.”


It was an ugly thought, but maybe
there is someone on one of the teams who does work in tandem with a
kidnapper.  Agent Kilmer was right about one thing, the guy left and ran,
before the police moved in.


We talked about other things. 
I found out they are trying to have a kid again.  They have tried a few
times and failed, they got a new specialist lined up anyway.  It thought
it sucked that someone who loved kids so much wasn’t able to make it happen
yet.


We pulled into the complex and went
up to the apartment.  Kilmer was there.  Must have gotten wind of our
trip and decided to show up.


I smiled politely, “Agent Kilmer, a
pleasure to see you again.”


Okay, so maybe I smiled to get him
annoyed, I wasn’t normally a wiseass or mocking, but today wasn’t an ordinary
day for me either.


Agent Kilmer said, “You better hope
I can’t find proof, I’ll put you away in a dark hole and you will never see the
light of day again.”


I sighed.  Okay, poking the
bear was stupid.


“Shall we go inside?”


Agent keys led us into the
apartment.  I looked around and didn’t see anything really weird.  He
lived like a normal guy.  How does a person get from normal to let’s take
a five year old hostage?


I closed my eyes and concentrated,
I normally didn’t need to block stuff out but again…  Today wasn’t a
normal day.  The swirling memories kept breaking my concentration.


I saw a house in ST. Louis
Missouri, his cousin’s house.  I looked for the address and found it, a piece
of mail coming out of the mailbox.


“Pad and paper?”


Frank handed me his notepad and I
started a new page and ripped it out after writing the address.  Both of
them looked surprised when I handed it to Kilmer.


“Sorry Frank, this one’s
Federal.  He split town to Missouri, went to a cousin’s house,” I
shrugged, “Good luck agent.”


I walked out the door and waited in
Frank’s car while the two officers of the law did whatever they did.  I
was silent on the way home, talking felt like too much effort.  I went
home and struggled to order my thoughts and work through the overwhelming
feelings.


Aitheria helped, I guess she got
tired of me being lost and she settled down on my shoulder.  The feel of
her energy against me was very comforting.  She was of my element, and our
power recognized each other as such.  By the time night rolled around I
didn’t exactly feel good, but I had all my problems where they needed to be for
the moment.  I just wondered how long that would last when I saw Diana
again and I knew it wouldn’t take long before I found out.


I got a text around eight from
Diana.  She would be around at 9:30.  It was the first one I ever got
from her instead of a visit at my door.  I wondered if that meant she
would start avoiding me when possible and I wasn’t sure what to think about
that either way.  I sent a text message to Sierra with my business address
and returned Diana’s to let her know where I would be.


The werewolf kind of freaked me
out, I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to know where I lived.  Not that she
couldn’t find it anyway, my scent probably covered these streets since I walked
so often.  Still…


I took another shower and got
dressed in some nice casual clothes.  I wasn’t sure where we would end up
so I was going for versatility.  I locked up my apartment and headed for
my office.


It was about 9:15 when I tried
again to locate where Darrick and Vivian were.  Tressa seemed to still be blocking them from me so I
decided to call Aiya.  I hadn’t talked to her or explained anything yet,
so I was a bit nervous when she answered the phone.  I tried to track it
myself but he had some privacy block on his cell phone, only the police could
do it.


“Aiya, it’s
Ben.  I know I still need to explain but can you track that number for me
again?”


She sighed.  “You know I am
not supposed to be doing this, I only did it the once because you help us even
if the Cap doesn’t pay you.  You owe me that explanation.”


I felt guilty but put her off
again, “It’s too involved for over the phone, all I can tell you is it’s a case
I am working for a client.  I will tell you what I can tomorrow.”


She said reluctantly, “Alright, but
just this last time.  If you don’t fill me in don’t ask for any more
favors.”


She gave me the information after a
few minutes and I thanked her.  While I waited the last couple of minutes
for Diana I reviewed the last day or so, there wasn’t much I could tell Aiya at
all.  At least not without pissing off the vampire
council.  I cringed when I thought of the possibility of Diana just
having Aiya forget what she did for me.  It didn’t seem right at all.


Speaking of Diana I could feel her
approaching the door.  I still had no conscious control of my power but
apparently it was feeding me information.  It felt a little stronger than
last time and I wondered if it was because of my second dream.  I steeled
myself and went to the outer office to let her in.


When I opened the door it was my
plan to be all professional.  To ignore what had happened between us
yesterday.  What would be the point of dragging it all out again, nothing
will have changed.  Except, I could see the pain mirrored in her eyes and
her beauty destroyed my resolve.  Her face looked as miserable as I
felt.  What made it worse was mixing with the pain of this morning’s
discoveries.


I didn’t mean to ask, the words
slipped out without conscious thought, “How long?”


Her eyes widened as she put the
words in context, realizing I had put it together.


She whispered, “The oath is a
lifetime oath.  Only they can release me from it.”


Well, in for a penny.


My voice was neutral, “And have
they ever released anyone?  Would you even want to be?”  My
thundering heart gave lie to the casual seeming inquiry.


I had thought between last night
and today.  What would make her not be able to be with me when she wants
to and doesn’t think it’s a bad idea for any reason. 
I knew that from the lie of her two first replies.  It was only the can’t part that bit back as truth after all.  I had
come to the conclusion it had to be the council.  Who else has any power
in her life?  Of course I was assuming a lot too as I didn’t know all that
much about her yet, but I turned out to be correct.


She shook her head answering the
first question and looked torn at the second.  Did the second question
matter if they never did release anyone from oath?  To me it did. 
Was that selfish?  Whatever we had or felt was fresh and new and actually
never went anywhere.  Her oath to the council was solid and steeped in
history and time.  It wasn’t only a selfish question, it was arrogant, but
I wanted to know.


I heard the door open and Sierra
came in stopping our conversation cold.  I would have to wait for an
answer to my question.  Sierra was wearing a white sundress and flip
flops.  I wondered at the choice.  She nodded impatiently, looking
like she wanted to be twisting some heads off right about now.


I said to Sierra, “You know of
course, the council wants to question Darrick and
Vivian before they die?”


She just growled.


Diana said, “You can kill the other
ones, and I will make sure you are invited to the execution.  I am sure
they might even let you be the executioner so you can gain your revenge for
imprisonment.  But if you won’t agree to that you can’t come with
us.  I have my orders and if you want revenge you will have to abide by
them as well.”


I half expected an explosive
argument but Sierra just gave a hard nod of agreement, “Let’s get on with
this,” Sierra said.  Her voice was melodic and smooth.  It startled
me a little actually.  I expected gruff like last night but maybe her
throat was raw from the treatment she received.  I need to learn not to
build assumptions or expect anything from this strange world I have been a part
of for less than a week.


I let them know where we were
going.  It was a condo high rise in Lake Shore East, which was a really
nice part of Chicago.  Not being nearly as isolated as the last place we
needed to be a lot more discreet.  We left my office and got in Diana’s
car and headed that way.


We found a place to park and walked
into the building.  They had security in this building, but right now it
was just one night guard and a bunch of monitors for the security
cameras.  I watched as Diana mesmerized him and had him stop
recording.  Just that simple and we were in.


Diana said, “Stairwell, I should be
able to detect them as we get closer to the right floor.  Unfortunately
they might feel me coming as well, depends on how old they are really.”


We took the stairs and stopped at
the 6th floor.  Diana signaled with 4 fingers.  Sierra
pulled the sundress over her head and kicked the flip flops off.  I now
understood why a sundress, easy to take off and put on.  Her form
shimmered and in its place a large grey wolf stood there.  Diana looked at
my empty hands and rolled her eyes and tossed me a metal stake.


I wasn’t used to needing a weapon,
I hardly ever carried my gun on the job normally but I blushed for not thinking
about it.  My mind hadn’t been working right today.  Diana opened the
door and they went out, 4 vampires guarding the hallway.


I wasn’t freaking out yet, but I
was keyed up and scared.  And after last night’s dream my magic felt
closer.  As I moved to follow them out I felt the power of air start to
fill me up and I still didn’t have control of it.  I thought at it hard, not
so much.  I knew that my power would make me faster where I could run
around the others with impunity.


For about 30 seconds.  


Then it would be nap time for an
hour.  That was less than ideal when the night was just getting
started.  It would put Diana and Sierra in danger if they had a sleeping
me to protect.  Not to mention on the defense and we were here to be on
the offence and capture the rogues.  


I was confident when I learned
control I could balance my need with a reasonable speed instead of an
overwhelming but very short response.  Not to mention some shields to
protect my relatively fragile body at those speeds.


But the magic listened to me and
stopped filling my body.  It wasn’t under my conscious control but somehow
the desperate plea in my mind helped.  Still no shields, and no second
body, but I was sure the external stuff was a big part in what wiped me out so
bad the last time.  I was fast enough to try to help, just no tackles I
reminded myself…


I ran into the hallway a second or
two after them but all four were down already.  One with its throat torn
out and the other three beheaded.  Diana pointed at the door and did a
countdown with her fingers then kicked in the door.  I was wondering if
one of the neighbors would call the police.  These apartments were fairly
soundproofed but the door breaking was very loud and I looked nervously at the
three other doors on this floor.


We rushed into chaos.  I saw 6
vampires plus Vivian.  I did not see Darrick. 
Did he run again at the first sign of trouble?  I stayed in the doorway
reminding myself Diana was the muscle in this group, it was my job to find
them, and back her up if she needed it.  Plus with Sierra there it didn’t
look like they needed any.


They ripped into the group of
vampires, one with claw the other with steel.  Diana must have been older
because I could see the vampires squaring off with her had trouble following
her lightning fast sword movements.  Sierra wasn’t as fast as Diana but
she seemed unstoppable, ignoring the vampire’s strikes against her wolf body,
even a stab wound or two, as she went for their throats and ripped them out.


I saw Vivian give up the fight when
six became three in just a few seconds.  She was trying to run
again.  Of course, I had put myself in the way of her only route of
escape.  I hoped once I had control of my powers I would figure out a
better way to capture, but I didn’t, not yet.  So when she tried to run
past me I ducked under her punch and stabbed the back of her knee, then the
other in quick succession.  


I wasn’t going as fast as last
night.  It appeared Vivian was moving in slow motion or half speed, not
the almost motionless movements it had been last night.  It was still
simple to dodge and strike however.  She started falling before she even knew
I had done it.  Her body would heal of course, and quickly.  


But it was only a few more seconds
before Diana was kneeling on her back and putting on restraints.  It was
some kind of special alloy that was much stronger than steel, she wouldn’t be
able to break it.  With all the vampire rogues dead or neutralized my
power drained.  My legs felt sore, like I had run a marathon.  But I
did not pass out, although I felt fatigued enough to sit for a moment.


Diana looked over, concern in her
eyes, “You okay?”


I said out of breath a little,
“Fine, not like last night, just need a minute.”


It seemed as if my body had a
limited endurance in holding or using the power of air.  I could still
feel it and I knew it was endless and as powerful as all the air encompassing
the earth.  But I could only use what my limited body could take.


We searched the condo
quickly.  We found the owners tied up, barely conscious from blood
loss.  They wouldn’t have lasted much longer feeding all the vampires that
were here.  They barely lasted the day as it was.  Diana was able to
make the groggy couple forget.  She left orders
for them to call for an ambulance once we left.


We didn’t find anything that would
lead us to Darrick.  Hopefully the council will
get a location off of Vivian.  He was getting annoying, he must have
sensed us coming up the stairs and split, his earth shield would have ensured
Diana didn’t feel him leaving while we made our way up.


Diana said all business, “You two
okay to get home?  I need to take Vivian to lock up, and neither of you
are cleared to know where it is.  I will call you when it’s time to get Darrick, it may take a day or two to get the information we
need from her to corner him somewhere.”


I nodded slowly.  “That’s
fine.  I can catch the L back home.  Just a thought, if she is too
much trouble or effort just hire a witch to remove that block and I can try to
get what we need.”


I shrugged, that might or might not
work.  Seeing the future was more dependable than what knowledge I could
gain from another.


Sierra wasn’t that happy with the
idea of letting the quarry out of her sight but she reluctantly agreed after a
short argument.  We helped get Vivian down the stairs and into Diana’s car
while she had the guard forget us and instructions to turn the cameras back on
in a few minutes.  I felt a little bad, he would probably get fired when
the damaged apartment was investigated and the missing footage discovered.


I started walking for station and
that’s when I heard a light sweet voice say, “Need a ride?”


Crap…  Detective
Aiya Takahashi.  Did she stake out the address she gave me?  I
sighed and got into the car.


I said, “Fancy meeting you
here!  You look fantastic in that.”


She rolled her eyes at my pathetic
misdirect and said confrontationally, “Talk to me Ben, what have you gotten
yourself into.  Why were you helping put an unconscious woman into a
car?  That woman with you looked suspiciously like the one from the alley
where you got knocked out.  What the hell is going on?  Did you help
kidnap someone?”


Well it was kind of true, she
looked fantastic in anything.  I kind of wished for a moment it was her I
had felt the intense attraction for.  Suddenly a work romance seemed not
complicated at all, almost simple to what I was going though with my feelings
for Diana and mysterious problems.


I said cautiously, “Yes, that was
the woman from the alley when I was knocked out.  She is my client so
don’t ask me about her.  All I can really tell you is I am helping to
track down some dangerous people.”


I winced.  That made it sound
like some kind of vigilante thing.  Not cautious enough apparently.


She questioned, “Dangerous
people?  Shouldn’t you be coming to Frank and I
for that?  And what makes them so dangerous?”


I was in trouble.  I could
tell her about me, so she knows it’s nothing the police could actually handle
or should get involved with.  But would she believe it?  Or have me
committed?  I never should have involved her at all.  I thought about
contacting Diana again, just have her fix it, but the thought soured my stomach,
I didn’t want to do that to Aiya.  Stupid, I know.  But it would feel
like a betrayal.


I sighed, “I know I am not being
very forthcoming, but there is a reason.  I can’t tell you what tonight
was about, I can’t even tell you what that woman did to be dragged off
unconscious in restraints.  If you really must know more, have a need for
some kind of context to prove it’s not a police matter…”  Or a human one…


“I can tell you about me, but you
will think I’m nuts, it is way stranger than being a psychic.”


Aiya seemed to be thinking over
what I said.  I concentrated on Aitheria’s
energy and feel and felt it click easily.  Huh, this might get easier with
practice after all.  Or maybe it’s part of this
morning too, the power did feel closer.


I sent, “What do you think I
should do?”


Aitheria shrugged, “I like her
and trust her, but as to how she would take news of the supernatural? 
Might be anywhere from ‘I knew it!’ to ‘you are nuts!’ with you on the floor
shaking with a taser dart sticking out of your
chest.  Ok, maybe not that bad.”


I sent, “Can you help me prove
it?”


Aitheria replied, “How?”


I sent, “Well I really don’t
have any control of magic yet, if she asks for proof…  Can you make a
little twister or something?  Carry something to her?”


I winced.  It felt wrong
asking her to do a parlor trick.  It would also be deceptive, but I could
honestly say to Aiya I asked the air magic to do it.  I just wouldn’t tell
her it was the sentient kind and let her draw her own conclusions. 
Assuming she even demanded I tell her what I could, but of course, she was a
cop.  Police officers aren’t known for suppressing their curiosity or
letting things go.


She was still thinking it seemed so
I asked curiously, “So why did you follow me and not wait for tomorrow?”


I wasn’t expecting her to
blush.  She muttered, “I was worried about you, you weren’t making sense
to me.  You still aren’t.  You needed my help but wanted me to stay
out of it.  I need to know the reason.”


Oh boy.  “Okay, I’ll tell you,
but at my apartment, come up for a bit.  Just… 
Not while you’re driving.”  My imagination was showing little twisters on
the steering wheel as she screamed and crashed into a telephone pole.  No
vision, just common sense, no putting the operator of the vehicle into shock
when she was driving.  It was a rule.


She raised her brow but didn’t say
anything.  We pulled up in front of my apartment building a short time
later.  I didn’t want to do this but short of tinkering with her memories
I didn’t see how I could avoid it.  I had no doubt she would lose her
patience and arrest me at some point if I didn’t speak up.  


Aitheria finally answered me, she
had been looking thoughtful, “I am prevented I think.  I cannot expose
magic to humans who do not have it.  Even with you being the one telling
her, I can’t be the one to prove it.”


I was with a mix of disappointment
and relief as I sent, “Don’t worry about it, I am sorry I asked.”


I did feel relief.  I had felt
guilty asking my guardian to perform for me like some servant.  I was
however also panicking, how could I prove it?  All I could really do was
my psychic thing, which doesn’t prove sorcerer at all.  It would all add
up to the headline, unbalanced psychic kidnaps young woman, search for
victim ongoing.  


Aiya might be a friend now but she
wouldn’t let me kidnap someone, not under normal human circumstances
anyway.  As it was she had been very patient and my time to explain was
here as I unlocked my front door and led her into the small apartment.


I took a deep breath.  Then I
brewed some coffee to give me another minute to organize my thoughts before
delving into the conversation.


I went back out and sat next to her
on the couch.  All my thoughts went to hell as I blurted it out, almost
like ripping off a Band-Aid, “I’m not a psychic, I am
a sorcerer.”


I know…  Smooth it was not.


I blushed when her eyes narrowed
and she said, “Not funny, now tell me what the hell is going on.”


I could hear small tinkling giggles
in my mind from Aitheria, glad someone found it funny.


I continued on as if she hadn’t
shown disbelief, “I can’t tell you about the others, but suffice it to say they
are like…  Police for the supernatural. 
That woman was evil and not human at all actually.  I have been tracking a
few people for them, like I do for you and Frank.  Except it wasn’t
working for them because of a spell so I needed to track them by their cell
phone, which is why I called.”


I blushed again at how crazy that
sounded.  A spell blocked my magic powers…  Right. 
I was the sorcerer of air and I hardly believed it.


I could see in her face she wasn’t
ready to believe something that crazy, but I could tell she knew I believed it
to be true and wasn’t making a joke.  I got up to get us a drink, not the
coffee but a couple of beers, and went back out and handed one to her.


Her voice shook when she said, “You
know that is crazy right?”


Nodding in complete agreement I
said back seriously, “Absolutely.  What is worse is I can’t prove it at
all.  I just got my power on my birthday and I have no idea how to control
it, there is also a problem of it being locked up and out of my control because
of suppressed memories of my childhood.  But I should have that handled
soon if you can be patient enough, or open minded enough to wait.


“I can use the powers that work
like a psychic’s of course, but that doesn’t really help at all.  I really
do think I’ll have a handle on it soon.  I haven’t even told Frank yet and
I am not sure I was going to.  Like I said I just found out, and it’s not
something you just tell people.”


She took a long drink of the
beer.  Probably trying to decide how to get me locked up and to figure out
if I am dangerous or not.  Maybe that’s just my imagination.  I
decided to stop babbling and waited to see if she had any more questions.


She did have a question, though not
the one I was expecting, “Another one?”  Her face was blank and her voice
shaky.


I went into the kitchen and grabbed
a second beer and brought it out to her as I watched her finish off the
first.  This continued for a while.  She was short and petite, so by
the fourth she looked a lot less freaked out and her thoughts started tumbling
out.


She sighed, “What am I supposed to
do?  If you are on the level, I need to stay away from it.  But
honestly I am leaning more toward you having a psychotic break.  I should
take you in, which would break Frank’s heart.  You know he sees you as a
brother right?  Jenna loves you too.”


I said cautiously, “If it helps, I
am not crazy.”  Awesome one Ben.  That
should help loads.


I struggled to wake up my magic, to
do anything.  Nothing at all happened, except perhaps creases on my
face.  Apparently until I learned control immediate danger was the only
answer.


I said, “Do you remember when you
found me?  I was scraped up, thrown against the wall.  The next day I
was completely healed.  I don’t even have my childhood scars anymore.”


She nodded slowly, “But I really
didn’t see anything, except a mild concussion.  And I never saw any scars
so that doesn’t prove anything.  They called that a reinforcing delusion
in school.”


I couldn’t help it.  I started
laughing at her comment and couldn’t stop, which of course didn’t help my case.


“Well you can’t arrest me with a
buzz, I am almost sure that’s a rule.  Why don’t you sleep down here on the
couch?  You can decide if I need to be arrested in the morning.  Plus
you can make sure I don’t run off.”


She finished off the fourth beer
and nodded.  I went to get her a pillow and a sheet.  She actually
looked concerned for me, her cop face disappearing under the influence of the
alcohol.  I realized that despite thinking I was crazy she felt safe
enough with me to fall asleep in my apartment.  I waited until she lay
down and was settled and went off to my room to get some sleep myself.
















 


 


Chapter 9 


Saturday, August 1st, 2015, 09:06 am


I heard his steps closer, inside
the room.  I instinctively knew his words were a lie.  He was here to
kill me.  My mother was just in his way.  My fear, embarrassment and
helplessness all stirred into anger at the thought of this faceless man
terrorizing our family.


The furniture began to shake as
the air thickened and vibrated with heat.  The air itself was echoing my
anger as I watched a pair of boots walk toward the bed.  I glared at this
intruder, this evil man that killed my mother.  All the furniture launched
at the intruder with my deadly intent and at such force he was pulverized and
buried in the pile. 


I woke up screaming, covered in
sweat.  I also heard a high pitched scream down the hall.  Aiya?  I started down the short hall to the living room
worried something was horribly wrong, the dream echoing in my mind.  


I now knew why I had blocked the
memory.  When I was five I had been part of the reason my mother died and
I had become a killer, all within minutes.  I became a taker of life at
the tender age of five.  No wonder I couldn’t handle it.  I would
have to deal later as I took in my living room, and Aiya holding the sheet up
to her neck looking totally freaked out.


My living room was a mess.  It
looked like a tornado had gone through, literally.  I imagined my power
getting unblocked during the horrifying nightmare and the mess started to make
sense.  Hopefully this was a onetime thing.  Then I grinned, if my
power got loose that was sort of proof for Aiya wasn’t it?  I tried to do
something, anything.  But nothing happened.  


Apparently I needed training, and
probably a great deal of practice.  Power free or not I was still helpless
right now.  I flinched at the thought of the witch I would have to go see. 
She took flirting to a scary level.


I grinned at Aiya and said,
“Believe me now?  By the way, this was an accident.  I told you last
night I can’t really control it yet.”


She glared at me for my flippant
tone.  Then her face softened as she looked at me, eyes went a little wide
as she looked me up and down.  I realized I was standing in front of her
wearing only boxers, my body probably glowing from the sheen of sweat.  I
blushed, popped on the coffee maker and headed into the bathroom.


While closing the door I said
softly, “Be out in a bit to talk,” my voice only breaking slightly.


I now had all my memories and was
overwhelmed with the loss of my mother for a few minutes as I let the water
cascade down my back.  But I had not lost everything, I realized I loved
Aitheria.  She was part caretaker, part sister, part playmate and always
had been there for me.  She was family, and I knew I was hers. 
Perhaps our connection started as duty, but it became so much more than that.


I also realized I was a bit flippant
back there with Aiya, but then maybe the annoyance would help her with the
shock.  I was fairly confident she wouldn’t arrest me for being fruit
loops and helping abduct a woman, but I wasn’t sure how well she would take it
either.


I was a little disappointed I
couldn’t just use my power now, but nothing in life is that easy.  I would
need to learn and practice.  I was particularly worried about balance, if
being faster than a vampire weakened me so fast how much worse would it be when
I did learn how to compress air to be a shield?  Or doing something else
like that, moving the wind etc...  How much faster would my stamina drain?


I finished up my shower and put on
a robe to get back to my room and dress.  It only took me about 10 minutes
or so altogether and I was in the kitchen getting us both coffees.  Aiya
smiled absently when I handed her one, perhaps this wouldn’t be so bad after
all.


I said tentatively, “So, what do
you think about all this?”


She laughed a little hysterically
then said, “Well I am happy I don’t have to arrest you.  I’m just
wondering if I need to be put away along with you.”


I sighed, “It was either this, you
knowing, or getting your memories modified so you wouldn’t ask questions.”


When her eyes widened I clarified,
“It’s how it stays a secret.  People find out all the time and are helped
to forget.  The thought of that happening to you was…  Distasteful to me.  That’s why I told you about me, but
I still can’t fill in the big picture or reveal the secrets of others. 
Suffice it to say the supernatural has their share of law breakers just like
humans, so there is a need for our own version of justice.  


“I guess I am part of that
now.  I needed to tell you, because if you try to be a whistle blower it
will happen.  No one will hurt you.  You just won’t remember anything
at all weird about the last 24 hours or me asking about a cell phone
location.  So if you decide you can’t handle it, let me know.”


She asked me with a soft voice,
“Why?  I mean why did you feel it was distasteful?”


“I guess I know it’s necessary
sometimes, but it sounds like a violation to me.  I didn’t want that to
happen to you.  Plus maybe a small part of me wanted someone else to
know.  You know I won’t tell Frank even though I see him as a brother as
well, not unless he figures out something is very wrong anyway.  I am
sorry to burden you.  It’s not too late if you want to forget all this.”


She leaned over and kissed me on
the cheek.  I looked at her questioningly.


She said, “Thank you for caring and
trusting.  As for the rest of it I think I need time to absorb it.  I
could get used to the idea of a bigger world though, as long as you don’t
attack me with a cyclone again that is.”  She grinned impishly at me.


“I’ll try and make this the last
time,” my voice colored with bemusement.


She said, “I won’t tell anyone, the
idea of someone screwing with my memories is…  Freaky.”


Then she looked around the mess of
the apartment, all the tables dumped clear, “Okay, freakier.”


Before I could comment on that my
door was knocked on loudly.  I looked at Aiya and she shook her head, she
didn’t call anyone.


I went over and opened it.  It
was my good friend Agent Kilmer, and a few others as
well.


Agent Kilmer said, “I am tired of
our quarry conveniently disappearing Mr. Edwards.”


I sighed and waved them in, as one
of the agents passed me I felt cold, so I concentrated on him.  My mind
flooded with knowledge.  Son of a bitch. 
Anything I said would be communicated to Nick Blake, now going under Nick
Grayson.  I had the agent really freaking out to.  He had run the
scam with his friend Nick for years, misleading the FBI team so Nick could get
the money and escape.


Of course how could I explain that,
would Kilmer even believe me?  A psychic he believes to be complicit over
one of his own agents?  Fat chance of that.


I watched as Kilmer took in my
apartment, all the stuff on the kitchen table and end tables knocked on the
floor.  He raised an eye at Aiya and said, “Detective.”


Yeah, I didn’t consider how this
would look until after I let him in.  


Aiya said, “Agent, what brings you
by?”  She was stone cop face now, no blush at all.  I almost laughed
as the federal vs. local joust began.


I said, “They mislaid their suspect
again, got to be the psychic’s fault.”


She nodded wisely, “Let us locals
know if you need any…  Help with that agent.  I need to run, you okay
here Ben?”


I nodded.  She surprised me
with another kiss on the cheek then sauntered out.  I will never
understand women but I wished I’d been guilty of what put the knowing look into
the agent’s eyes at that moment.  I shrugged, maybe she was just covering
for me, god knows I would have an interesting time explaining it if they knew I
hadn’t been with Aiya at all.


“So how can I help you this morning
Agent Kilmer?  I have no idea where he is right now.”


Kilmer said skeptically,
“Really?  And here I thought you knew everything.  No bad lead for me
to chase down this time?”


I said, “Sorry, all out,” with a
touch of annoyance.


I grabbed another coffee.  I
did not offer any to the FBI.


“Are you going to arrest me or
leave, I don’t have anything for you.”


His voice was irritatingly smug, “Aaah, but Mr. Edwards I have something for you!”


He handed me a search
warrant.  Crap.


I sighed, “So do you have an arrest
warrant too?  I have stuff to do can you lock up when you leave?”


He shook his head, “That’s fine Mr.
Edwards, just don’t leave town.”


I went outside and pulled out my
cell phone to call Frank.  Then in paranoia I looked at it suspiciously,
what if it was tapped?  Then Kilmer would tell all his agents about my
phone call including the bad one.  I needed that agent to believe I didn’t
know the new plan, otherwise he would call with a warning whether I tell Kilmer
or not.


I did call him to find out where he
was, he said he would meet me by my office.  I
made it a point to complain about the FBI in my apartment, just in case, to
give the call an alternate validity.  I waited outside.  I didn’t
like my paranoid mind, but what if my office was bugged now too.  I
laughed at myself but made plans to buy a bug detection device as soon as
possible.


Probably not a
bad idea to have one as a private investigator anyway.  It could
have been paranoia, or it could have been my power, it was a subtle
feeling.  Frank showed up about 20 minutes later, he raised an eyebrow
when I got in the car and removed my cell battery.


I filled him in briefly on the
morning’s events, minus the supernatural.  Then explained the rest of what
I got from the vision.


“So he is now travelling as Nick
Grayson, courtesy of the FBI.  He will hit the Canada border at exactly
4:24 PM.  Unless of course, this information gets back to Kilmer and his
team, then he will change direction again.  I am not sure how to deal with
the agent.  Can you guys bust a Fed?”


Frank sighed, “I can call in a
favor.  It shouldn’t get back to Kilmer and his people.  The name
shouldn’t even flag the case.  As far as busting his mole we won’t have to
once we bring it to light, Kilmer will do it, right after we have the kidnapper
and some proof.”


“Do you need me any more for this?”


Frank shook his head, “I got
this.  I’ll let you know how it turns out.”


“Thanks Frank!  Oh, I almost
forgot.  We already have proof, here is an offshore account in that agents
name.  It has a ton of money in it.”


I put the battery in my phone as I
got out.  I texted Diana, saying I was going to Tara’s shop. 
Hopefully she would meet me there, if not I would have to deal.  I needed
the training before getting in any trouble again, and working for the council
made it a foregone conclusion it would happen soon.


I grabbed lunch quick first but no
answer from Diana.  She was either avoiding me or caught up in
something.  I tried to read which but came up blank.  It was obvious
to me now I was screwed if I felt close to someone, the power stubbornly
denying me the littlest information.


After lunch I walked the few blocks
to Tara’s small store and went in.  There was no one in there so I called
out, “Hello?”


Tara called out from the back,
“Just a second!”


When she came out she was wearing
pink cut off shorts and a tight shirt.  When she saw me she gave me a
hungry look and asked, “Did you get your memories?”


I just nodded.  The woman made
me nervous.


She walked to the door and turned
around the back soon sign and locked it.


She winked at me, “Come in back,
I’ll teach you what I know about sorcery.”


I sent, “Aitheria, do you have
any idea what she wants from me, besides the obvious?”


She snickered in my mind and sent, “I
would guess a baby.  You are rather powerful as a sorcerer, your air magic
unusually powerful, even the weak fire magic you have would make you at least
an average sorcerer.  She can feel it, and she wants a powerful child to
carry on the line.  With you she would be guaranteed either a powerful
witch or sorcerer.”


I sent as I followed Tara back, “Not
both?”


She sent to me, “No, that’s not
possible.  But if it was a witch they would have an easier time accessing
the power through tools.  Maybe only have to do a short spell instead of 15
minutes of chanting.  So yeah, not interested in you, just what you can
give her.”


I sent, “Thanks.”


At least I knew what she wanted
now, the hunted feeling made sense in light of that.  Not that she was
getting it though.  Call me old fashioned but…  Shouldn’t we be
friends at least first, if not a lot more than that?  The focus was
creepy.


She directed me to sit on a mat
across from her.  She took my hands and I wondered if that was necessary
or just another part of her obvious seduction.  At least when she began
speaking it was with an instructive voice, not the outrageous purr from the
other day.


Tara said, “Close your eyes and
take a deep breath.”


I did so and she continued, “Try to
reach out with yourself, feel the air around you.  It shouldn’t be a fight,
or a struggle.  Like hugging a friend.”


Not so easy.  Maybe I was
trying to hard like she said.  I took another deep breath and reached
out.  I felt a small particle of air.  It was a lot like the feeling
from the other night as it became a part of my senses.  But it was just a
small piece.


I said, “I have one small piece of
it.  It feels like an extension of my body.”


She breathed out in a whisper,
“Good, now try and incorporate more until you have a good sized area, maybe
half the room.”


As soon as I tried to get another
one, I lost the first.  I went back and did it again and the same thing
happened.  What I was doing wasn’t working for more than one. 
Instead of going out and joining it I tried to switch it around.  I sort
of sent the particles a message, like I would Aitheria.  I studied the
feel of the air in the room, then concentrated on it and sent the intention to
join with me.


Suddenly the air in the room felt
like part of my body.  I had been mistaken the other night in my
perceptions with the magic acting independently.  This was taking no
energy at all.  In fact I felt like I could draw energy from it. 
That magic I felt reaching out from my center was quiet, quiescent and not even
in use.  This confused me.


“How come I can do this without
using the magic in the center of my body?”


She giggled at me annoyingly,
“Sorcerer’s don’t have magic inside them.  They channel the magic of the
air around them.”


What?  Then why do I have
magic in my center?  What did it mean?  Or was she as a witch just
not as knowledgeable as she thought?  It’s possible there are sorcerer
secrets not shared with others, so I would let this subject drop and think on
it later.


“Ok, so I am touching the air,” I
decided not to tell her the invite approach, just in case she shouldn’t know,
“what now?”


I could hear a smile in her voice
as she said, “Now you need to pull the power of air from what surrounds you,
draw it into you.”


I felt the air and sort of pulled
at all the air I was connected to.  A sharp breeze knocked us over and my
eyes shot open.


“Sorry, what did I do wrong?”


We got back into position and she
took my hands again, “You pulled on the air itself, just pull on the energy
only.  It should rush to your center.”


I sighed, “Okay I will try again.”


I closed my eyes and invited the
air to join with me, it clicked with no problem.  I thought about it for a
minute then pulled just on the magic that was present in the air all around me,
felt through the connection.  It filled the core of my being, adding itself
to what was already there.  I thought that strange, she didn’t know about
that core and I wasn’t telling either.


I could also feel the area
replenish almost immediately.  As if what I called caused a vacuum pulling
in the energy from surrounding air.


“Ok, I pulled in some air magic or
power, whatever it’s called.”


She said, “Either one works
actually.  Tell the air to thicken around your body with your thoughts
while channeling the energy from your center.”


Umm, right.  I tried that,
thinking compressed air surrounding me while I reached into my core. 
Surprisingly I felt the air surrounding me thicken as the energy I took from
the air dissipated from my core.  I could feel it start feeding on what
was there in my core so I stopped and the shield went away.


She smiled and said, “As you can
see the magic in this small area you are holding isn’t enough to do it for
long.  To do anything long term you need to feed your core as you create
something.  So try again, this time keep pulling energy from the air while
making the air shield through your focus.”


I sighed.  This wasn’t easy it
took a lot of concentration to do three things at once, but eventually I
managed it.  I was pulling Air power in to my core and at the same time
reaching into my core and channeling it through my will to thicken the
air.  After about two minutes I had to let go.  I could still feel
the room though, and again, that took no energy, it was actually what provided
energy.


She smiled and said, “Good. 
You will need to practice controlling the air.  You can do a lot more than
is apparent.  Levitate things.  Even lift yourself in the air and
fly, although I wouldn’t recommend that until you have the measure of
yourself.  Losing the ability to control it at 400 feet and you would be
in trouble.


“You could push someone or hold
them still by thickening the air around them.  If things get desperate you
can thicken the air a few molecules deep to make a blade of air that would cut
through most things.  The softer ones anyway, you won’t be splitting metal
with that.


“The other things are for the
inside of your body.  If you concentrate the magic inside you can run or
move very fast, you can also do some limited types of healing.  Remember
though, outside manipulations all you get is mental fatigue, if you use air
power inside your body it will make your body fatigue as well.  For
instance you could run home in a couple of seconds, but it would feel like you
ran a marathon, not just a few blocks.”


I said, “And fire, how does that
work?”


She said patiently, “Close your
eyes and try to find heat instead of air.  Fire is all about heat. 
You can create fire by drawing heat out of the air, or put a fire out by
dispersing the heat.  You can reheat your coffee or suck all the heat out
of tepid water for a cool drink.  If you have enough collected in your
center you can even create and direct fire in the air, not just start a fire on
wood or a candle.


“Internally fire can revitalize
you, but you will pay for it later with more sleep.  You can even burn off
disease or poisons in your body.  It depends on how strong you are what
you can do.”


I reached out and touched the heat
surrounding us.  Using the same technique I invited it to join with me,
and it did.  It was amazing, I now not only could feel everything in this
room as if it were cradled inside my body I could feel the heat of it, how warm
or cold it was.


I was able to draw a little heat to
my center, but not nearly as much as I could air power.  I released it,
not wanting to play with fire inside Tara’s store.  I also knew air
increased fire.  Maybe I could do more if I figured out how to use them in
tandem, but honestly just holding three thoughts at once was hard.  Pull
in, channel, and what I wanted to happen.  I couldn’t imagine doing it
with six.


I think I needed somewhere safer to
experiment with my weaker power.  It may be weaker but a small spark could
burn down the store, a strong breeze could only cause a mess after all.  I
needed to get out of here now though.  She was making me nervous and it
just occurred to me she had a good idea where I lived based on her running
comparison a minute ago.


I am ashamed to admit it but
sensing Tara’s body through my connection with air and fire was fairly…  Distracting.  She was an attractive woman after all
just counting looks.  Just a bit creepy with the sperm donor goal on the
day we met.  I needed to get out of there before her overtures started
sounding like a good idea.


“Thanks Tara for the help, I don’t
know if I could have ever figured that out without your help,” I said honestly.


Now that training time was over her
instructor voice disappeared on me.


Tara smiled at me and purred,
“Anytime you need my expertise just come on by.”


I shivered on the way to the door.
 I don’t think I could have dealt with that the whole time.  At least
she is a focused and good teacher.  I got out of there and went back to my
apartment.  I practiced on the way home, flavoring the energy in the air
and inviting it to connect.  I knew I would need to do this quickly as it
would be my source of energy.  I wasn’t sure what the energy was within me
though, but I knew who I could trust with the question.


I sent “Aitheria is the energy
in the center of my body normal for sorcerers?  Tara seemed to think not.”


She sent back, “No, but this is
part of what I am forbidden to discuss.  Except maybe to say it is a part
of you, no one put it there.”


I sent, “So I can assume it had
to do with why my mother died and who did it?”


She compressed her lips at me.


I sent, “Right, can’t talk about
it.  Sorry.”


I started dinner on the stove,
cooking for once.  My phone rang and I looked, it was almost 5 and it was
Frank.


“Hello.”


Frank said, “Good news, we got both
of them.  Agent Kilmer is pissed at you, but on the other hand he says you
were right, he wouldn’t have believed you.  He grudgingly said he owes you
one too.  His mole is in custody and his partner Nick is spilling it
all.  Add that to the account you gave me and they are both screwed.”


“Great!  Did you ask when he’d
come remove all the bugs?”


Frank just laughed at me. 
Then I heard the door.


“Hey, I got to run, front door is
banging.  I’ll talk to you later.”


He said goodbye and I hung up and
moved went to open the door.  My smile froze as I saw Diana.  I
gestured her inside.


“You need anything to drink? 
Did we get information to go after Darrick?”


She said, “Coffee works, and no,
that’s not why I’m here, we haven’t learned anything useful yet,” she sounded
tentative, not her usual confident self.


I brought her a cup and sat down
with her.  I looked into her eyes and my longing heart made me try again
to gain knowledge.  I smiled softly as my powers denied me.  I guess
I decided it was better this way.  I could only catch a lie.


“So what brings you by then? 
I can’t read you at all you know, so you have to talk.”


She smiled, “I think I like
that.  I came because I believe I owe you an explanation.  To offer
you some insight into how I got to this place, and why I can’t.”


I shook my head, “You don’t owe me
anything, but I’ll gladly listen.”


She took a deep breath and just
started talking.


“350 years ago, in London.  It
was both a terrible and wonderful time.  The city almost doubled in size
at the end of the 1800’s.  Printing presses, coffee houses, the first
vaccines, art and many other wonderful advances for civilization.  The
city was exploding with opportunity and the population poured in.  But
there was also death, starvation, poor sanitation.  In effect a dream
playground for a rogue vampire.


“I was a fairly young woman by
today’s standards at 23.  I was on my way home from a play when I was
taken by a rogue.  He thought I was beautiful and made me what I am,
against my will.  I couldn’t fight or get away or get away although I
tried.  He was much older than I, as just a newborn.  That is enough
of that part for you to get some small idea of what I went through at the hands
of a rogue.”


I was fascinated almost holding my
breath as she told me part of her story.  She smiled with a tinge of
bitterness as she told the next part.


“That was when Ceara
showed up.  She killed my creator like you or I would step on a bug. 
I could feel her power and I was less than insignificant.  I was in
awe.  She taught me what I needed to know, what the rules were, and she let
me go.  I was extremely grateful.  I went out and made myself a life.


“30 years later.  I met
Brian.  I really think you would have liked him Ben, he was an amazing
man.  Of course we were ageless vampires.  We spent the next 170
years travelling the world.  We were always careful not to get caught, or
hurt our donors.  We never had a problem, until we hunted on a rogue’s
private reserve.”


She snorted, “Or at least that’s
what he called it.  He ambushed us and Brian was killed, decapitated with
a sword.”


She was silent for a minute. 
I could see her reliving that pain for a moment.  I almost asked her to
stop, but I wanted to know, so I waited silently for her to continue.


She said in a soft voice full of
passion, “I know you can’t imagine it, but 170 years, every single day with
your mate.  He was my life, my reason for being.  I was 200, about
the same age as the rogue, but trust me.  He had no chance at all in the
face of my revenge.


“Shortly after that I was
listlessly roaming around.  I missed him so much.  I even considered
ending my life.  After all what woman gets that much life and over two
lifetimes with her mate, hadn’t I had enough?  That is when Ceara found me, she had been tracking that rogue, and when
she found him beheaded she started to track me.  She took in my
countenance and made me an offer.”


She sighed, “The council would give
me purpose, and I in turn would pledge my life to that purpose for the
remainder of my life.  She even made me go away and think about it, not accepting
my immediate word that I would, stressing that it was a serious
commitment.  Lifelong is nothing to sneeze at when you’re immortal. 
Still, it gave me reason to live, to hunt rogues, like the one that killed who
I loved.  Maybe I could save the next happy couple from the same fate.”


She looked up into my eyes and
said, “My heart was a stone for the last 150 years.  I never once
questioned that it would remain that way.  Until you ran
around a corner and saved my life.  Tackling a rogue vampire and
passing out of all things.  You didn’t even question putting your life on
the line for me did you?  And of course, everything you have done and been
since.


“There is a crack in the stone and
you put it there.  I care for you Ben, but I am not my own.  I belong
to the council and always will.  They will not release me or allow any
sort of dual loyalties.”


She looked down and said, “I
already asked.”


I reached out to comfort her but
she leaned away from me.


She said, “I just can’t, if you
touch me I’ll break.  I have to get back to Vivian, we need to find Darrick and end this.  I am sorry.”


I watched as she sped from my
apartment, running away from me.  I briefly considered talking to the
council but that was a bad idea.  An even worse one was that she couldn’t
have an oath to someone dead, but that wasn’t fair, just my emotions
talking.  What’s worse is I didn’t just like her anymore.  I was
pretty damn sure I was in love.
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Saturday, August 1st, 2015 07:34 pm


I was so emotional over dreams and the
women in my life I knew I needed to hide my man card really well.  They
would be coming for it soon.  Seriously, one wants me to be a donor, one I
wish I was more than physically attracted to but wasn’t, and of course Diana
who I was crazy about and pretty sure she felt the same way, but who was
enslaved to some ancient oath bullshit.


I was eating dinner wondering at
how my life had so changed this past week when I was struck with a
vision.  I saw Tressa, Darrick’s
witch, at my office in a half hour.  This is one of those times my gift
didn’t tell me why, or what led up to it.  But I figured I ought to go
check it out.  I sent a text to Diana about it so she would know. 
After all it is her case.


I finish bolting down dinner and
went up to the office.  I thought it could be a trap so I connected to as
much air as I could, which was nowhere near the 100 yards my internal core
magic managed.  It was more like 50 feet.  I also created a shield
with the intent that the air should block other magic, I wasn’t sure if this
would work, but it did do something.  


It was also tiring, so I stopped
doing it.  I can start again when the witch gets here maybe.  It was
still my first day with magic and I had no idea really what I was doing outside
of the very basic instructions and use I got from Tara.


I heard my phone go off and looked,
it was a text from Diana.  She thought it was a trap too.  That I
wouldn’t just see Tressa going to my office unless
that’s what she wanted me to see.  I thought about leaving but then realized
it was too late as she entered the air I had control of.  She opened the
door without knocking and I went to start pulling Air power to start up the
shield.


But I was too late.  I could
feel sleep overtaking my body.  She must have had a spell cast and ready
to go.  I pushed a pocket of air at her in desperation, hoping it would
push her out, knock her down, do something,
anything!  All it did was blow her hair around.  


I blushed in anger and
embarrassment as she laughed at my effort and said insultingly, “Night night
little sorcerer.”


Oh crap I thought as I lost
consciousness.


I woke up with a headache and sat
up slowly.  My stomach was tight.  It was my power in my center,
trying to retreat.  I couldn’t touch it, it wouldn’t let me.  I
didn’t belong here.  I looked around and I was definitely in a jail type
cell but it looked like a basement.  For the first time since I woke up on
my birthday Aitheria wasn’t with me, I didn’t realize how much her energy
played against mine in the background.  The loss of it was disorientating,
like feeling undressed.


I didn’t see any earth elementals,
but then I don’t even know what the look like.  I could feel the earth
surrounding me though, pushing in.  I sent out my will to connect to the
air and it wouldn’t connect.  There was air here, but underground it was
leeched of power.  Without power I couldn’t connect or absorb from it.


I admit I was terrified, I felt the
touch of panic on my mind and I had no way to leave here.  If my brain
didn’t adjust I was sure I would go insane.  I was also feeling really
stupid.  I had thought even if it was a trap I could handle it.  Obviously not.


I realized even as an exceptionally
powerful wielder of air according to others, I was virtually helpless
underground.  Of course fire was ally of air, but also earth.  


Taking a steadying breath I changed
tack and started to feel for the warmth around me, it was hot in here. 
Chicago isn’t the warmest year round but it gets more than hot enough for July
and August.  I pulled in some heat but I didn’t know what to do with
it.  I tried to heat the bolt for the cell door, maybe if I could melt the
bolt I could get out of here?


Or even if it gets hot enough,
break it by kicking the door.  I could see it turn a little red, but
nowhere near melting.  I tried kicking the cell door but the bolt wasn’t
in danger of breaking either.  Then I had a brilliant thought.  I
should have texted Sierra too.  She might have been able to track
me.  


Too late for that now, hopefully
Diana thinks of it, or gets something out of Vivian.  I guess she is
immune to being mesmerized?  Maybe they need to get someone in to cancel
that earth spell on her first?  Those questions made me wonder about the
origin of vampires.  Fast moving, mesmerizing, both things were of air. 
Is that why I can sense vampires?  Because they are
empowered by my element?


Embracing the heat in the room did
have one beneficial effect however.  I no longer felt claustrophobic, and
my center felt safe surrounded by the heat of my other magic.  I still
felt like a fish out of water but I wasn’t worried about losing my mind
anymore.


I looked around the cell and saw no
way out.  Maybe if I knew the internal mechanism for a jail cell lock I
could melt the right thing.  But I knew if I did something wrong all I
would do is get stuck even more.  No doubt my hosts wouldn’t be calling a
locksmith anytime soon if that happened.


I heard the door upstairs open and
for the first time saw Darrick as he walked down the
stairs.  I watched him come down and I just stayed silent, waiting for him
to say what he wanted.  I couldn’t quite figure out why I was alive.


He frowned at my silence and said,
“Where is the council holding cells, where is Vivian.”


Oh, that’s why I was alive.


“I don’t know?” I stated with
uncertainty.  I wasn’t sure what would happen if he believed I didn’t
know.  He might try to ransom me, or he just might kill me and go after
Diana next.


He nodded slowly, “I didn’t think
you did actually, but it would make things simpler.  You’re life lies in
Diana’s hands.  You might live if she returns Vivian.”


I hated the spark of hope in my
stomach.  I knew he wouldn’t let me go.  The scrape against my mind
proved it.  It took me a minute to figure out he was just keeping me alive
for proof of life if Diana asks for it.  If he got his hands on Vivian I
was dead.  I thought about finding out if he was as combustible as
vampires on television, but held back.  It wasn’t time for desperation,
plus the cell was still locked.


I asked flippantly, “Can I get some
cards or something?  Maybe some wire to pick the lock?”


He growled at me.


I shrugged, “I’m just bored, I could use a distraction.”


I knew I was pushing it, but I was
hoping he would open the cell if I annoyed him enough.  Then I would see
if fire roasted his ass.  But no dice, he just snorted and went back
upstairs.  He didn’t come back for a long time.  


Maybe a day had passed and I really
was going nuts between the constant tightness of my stomach and at the same
time out of boredom.  I tried to melt the bolt a couple of more times, no
luck at all.  I also tried to connect to Aitheria but the connection
wouldn’t come, air wouldn’t work down here at all.


I thought about setting the house
on fire, but that would be stupid.  Best case scenario I would be alive
and buried in rubble.  So for lack of anything else to do I practiced with
fire.  From the heat I could feel everything and know where it was.  


Air was like physically touching it
as far as shape, sharpness, direction it was moving, all that.  Fire was
just heat.  I could feel all the sizes of the objects but all my touch was
only telling me warm, cold, or lukewarm.  Finally I heard the door
upstairs open and Darrick came down, his face frozen
in anger.


He said, “I guess that bitch
doesn’t care about you, she tried to ambush us with enforcers from other
cities.  So here is your last chance to stay alive.  Where is
Vivian?”


I said, “No idea,” I connected to
fire in preparation for him opening the cell, but he didn’t open it, just paced
angrily.  


He spat, “Maybe this will convince
you to talk.  Bring her down.”


I gasped as I watched Aiya being
dragged down the stairs.  The thug threw her a few feet to Darrick who pulled a gun and held it against her
head.  I was frozen with fear.  I think I would have told him if I
knew.  Her soft and fear filled brown eyes looked at me in apology and
sorrow, my fear and panic started to spiral together into anger.


He said, “No?  Still not
talking?”


He dropped the gun and pulled her
against him and she screamed out.  I watched as he extended his teeth and
bit down into her neck.


I saw red as my anger spiked and I
blacked out.


I moaned and came to.  I
recognized this.  I had a vision of this at Frank’s house for my day
before birthday party.  I was sitting on the floor next to the stairs.
 Aiya was in my arms sitting sideways on my lap, her head on my
shoulder.  She was not relaxed in my arms as I had thought, she was not
moving.  But still alive, only unconscious as I felt her warm breath on my
neck.


Not understanding I looked around
the basement.  My eyes widened in surprise as I took in the cell. 
Not only had I melted the bolt, but a large chunk of the bars where the bolt
would seat.  I saw two burned corpses on the ground.  I am assuming
they would be the thug and Darrick.  I don’t
remember doing any of it.  I was shocked as it became obvious I was more
capable than I was showing.


I started to hear chanting at the
top of the stairs, it was Tressa and her face was
thunderous.  I reached out for my fire element thinking to create a
blocking shield, nothing at all happened.  I must have over reached. 
I remembered the gun then and frantically looked around on the floor. 
There it was 6 feet away.  I went to move to get it but I heard the loud
crack of bone at the top of the stairs.


I looked up and saw Tressa fall to the ground, her eyes open and empty. 
Behind her was Diana.  I was so happy to see her I grinned up and winked.


She snorted, “If she had finished
that you’d have been swallowed up by the earth, good thing I have impeccable
timing.”


I got up and managed to carry Aiya
up the stairs, she wasn’t heavy but it was a cramped place and I needed to be
careful not to bump her head.  When I got up there I felt my power uncoil
from my center, I connected almost instinctively for the first time, seeing
everything in a 50 foot radius like a second skin.  It seemed interesting
to me that overextending in fire didn’t hurt my air ability at all.


The other thing I felt, or should
say felt and heard, was Aitheria’s
mind voice giving me a stern lecture about being captured and put underground
while she touched my neck and seemed to be checking me over.  Her energy
soothing me as it danced with mine.  She only got quiet when I sent, “I
love you too.” 


The third thing I was feeling while
doing all that was the most confusing of all.  I was in Diana’s embrace,
Aiya held between us, as she kissed me.  Her lips devouring mine as if she
feared they would be taken away.  Sadly they would be.  I think I was
a little senseless for a moment when she finally broke it, trying to regain my
emotional equilibrium.


She said, “I was worried about
you.  It’s about three o’clock Monday morning you know, you were gone for
30 hours.”


Does the letter of the oath matter
if she has given her heart in spirit?  Yes, sadly it does. 
Apparently only actions count.


I grinned, “Glad you could make it
by,” I winked, “It was almost worth it for that kiss…”


She glared at me then checked out
Aiya, taking her pulse and checking her respiration.


Diana said, “She should be fine,
she needs a hospital though, she is a little too low on blood.  They must
have sampled before bringing her down to you.”


I said, “Umm, I told her about me
you know.  I don’t know how much she knows about vampires now but… 
Can she get a pass unless she does something stupid before you wipe her mind of
it?”


Diana bit her lip, “She may want to
forget.”


I nodded sadly, “But it should be
offered, not forced.”


Diana shook her head no but said,
“Alright.”











Chapter
11 


Monday, August 3rd, 2015, 05:34 am


I was in the hospital by Aiya’s bedside.  She got some blood and should be
fine.  I would have some explaining to do when she woke up I was
sure.  She would have more questions.  I had my laptop with me and
was typing out some information that I knew I would need shortly.


“Hi Diana,” I said as she walked in
without looking up.  I finished the last few lines and saved the file to a
thumb drive.


“Council?”
I asked facetiously, ok so I was showing off a bit.


Diana’s brow arched, “Yes, they
want to speak with you about how the case ended up.” 


I would have to catch up with Aiya
later.  I knew I couldn’t be with Diana yet, maybe not ever.  But I
still took her hand as we walked out of the hospital.  I wanted to make
sure she had the right idea.  I also wondered where the line was, could we
be together and leave it unacknowledged with a public declaration?  Keep
our lips sealed from uttered promises and just let our hearts speak?


If we could, would I be able to
trust her intimately when all it would take was a direct order from the council
for her to kill me?  I had no illusions she would not follow that order,
she took an oath.  I felt desperate even considering it, but her hand felt
so good in mine, and my power caressed hers as we walked to her car. 
Would she even consider that?


The council building wasn’t that
far from the hospital so we were there quickly.  Diana led me to the same
conference room as last time.  I tasted the room and sent a request to the
air to join with me.  I felt the room and more respond, 50 feet in every
direction.  Being in the air on the twenty third floor of a high rise I
had access to much more power.  A full globe of my element with me at its
center, ready to feed me power from every direction instead of the usual dome
where my power ended at the earth.


I could feel them coming so I stood
up.  I didn’t like the council much anymore.  They were keeping me
from Diana.  But that didn’t mean they weren’t necessary, that rogues
didn’t need to be stopped, or that their society didn’t need to be watched over
by them.  So I observed the formalities.  Respect due for what they
accomplished and their place in our world.


I just didn’t have any fear of them
when they walked in.  I was not the same being they met a week ago, not by
half.  Diana and I sat after they did.


Alexios
said, “To start with we will be paying you half of what you would have
earned.  We needed Darrick alive to question him
and he was not turned in.”


I smiled and that made him stop
speaking.  I slid the thumb drive across the table.


Charis
asked with annoyance, “What is this.”


I said, “That is what you wanted to
ask Darrick.  It contains all his account
numbers, properties, stocks, and known associates.  Once the witch died I
was able to retrieve the information.”


Ceara
laughed which made Charis glare at her.  Somehow
I kept my serious business face on.  It was really hard not to
laugh.  I wasn’t expecting that at all from Ceara,
but I wasn’t foolish enough to believe it made me an equal in their eyes.


Alexios
nodded, “Very well, I suggest half payment as I stated.  The other half
will be paid and noted for research information.”


“Thank you sir,” I said, after all
he was being fair about it.


After that they questioned me on
what was new with my power.  I filled them in on it, not the mechanics,
just what I could do.  Of course I still kept Aitheria a secret. Only
Diana knows that.  I also didn’t say anything about underground, others
may and probably do know the weakness.  It could even be well known common
sense.  But I wouldn’t be foolish enough to speak of it.  


Diana walked me out.  I
impulsively kissed her softly on the cheek and said, “I’ll be back in a couple
of days, I need to go see someone.”


She said, “Be safe, see you soon
Ben.”


I booked a flight to
California.  I probably didn’t need two days but I packed a bag and went.


When I got there I told her all
about my last crazy week.  I told her of the power, the unknown source of
what was inside me.  I told her about Diana, Aiya, Frank, Jenna and even
Sierra.  I told her of my childhood growing up with my Aunt and Uncle, how
crazy my younger cousin was.  How Aitheria was taking good care of me,
that she was my family.  How I was working with the authorities of both
worlds, both humans and the enforcers for the vampire council.


I told her I would find out what
happened and why, when I was five.  I told her of the guilt I felt at
forgetting everything and that I wouldn’t rest until I found out whom that man
worked for and brought them to justice for murder and anything else I could
find.  I told her it may take time.  I didn’t even know where to
start, but that I would be helping to stop it happening for anyone else in the
meantime.


Then I looked down on my mother’s
grave one last time and told her I loved her, and then I said goodbye.


 
















 


Afterword


 


               
I hope you enjoyed the book.  As a new author I would appreciate it if you
would create a review if you have the time or inclination to do so. 
Positive or negative please be constructive. 
You can also give me feedback via email at dlharrisonauthor@gmail.com
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