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Chapter 1


Wednesday, May 18th, 2016, 04:15 AM


The woods were dark around me, the moon a bare sliver in the
sky.  It was close to nine months now that I’d known I was a sorcerer, and
some days had been better than others.  I still hadn’t been able to narrow
down who came after my family sixteen years ago, but I’d given up on my guardian
telling me anything about it.  I wasn’t mad at her because of it, she was
obviously under some oath, but it was frustrating.


The police captain was still hardly paying me at all for the
tips I turned in that led to recovered children and arrests, but despite that I
was doing better and had even moved to a nicer apartment, since the vampire
council did pay well when I worked with Diana.  So far none of the
other jobs I’d done for them had been nearly as hazardous as my first, but I
was well aware that could change.  I was far from rich, my apartment was
still rather small, and I had to watch my budget closely, but it wasn’t quite
as tight as it was before.


And of course, I still didn’t get paid for even close to
everything, I continued to obey my power when I felt it push me in a certain
direction.  Much like tonight, or should I say very early this morning.
 I found myself wandering the woods at just after four AM.  I didn’t
mind, it was always worth it in the end.


I had a much better handle on controlling the basics of my
magic, and what I could get away with before exhausting myself.  For
instance, the darkness of the woods far west of Chicago didn’t matter.  I
couldn’t see, but for a hundred feet around me I was connected with the air
itself, and felt every blade of grass, leaf, branch, and tree.  I wasn’t
concerned with running into or tripping over anything.


Even better it was my one ability that didn’t cost anything,
and was in fact the source of my power as a sorcerer of air.  I hardly
needed to concentrate at all as the air I was connected to constantly shifted
with each step I made.


Aitheria sent, “Are you sure you should be out here
alone?”


I smiled softly, “But I’m not alone Ria.”


I’d started calling her Ria a few months ago, kind of a
nickname.  Aitheria was kind of a mouthful, and she seemed to really like
it as well.  It made a lot more sense as well, being the last three
letters of her name, than the nickname whisper I’d called her as a
child.


The energy coming off her turned a little stormy as she
stood on my shoulder and glared into the corner of my eye.


I sighed and said aloud, “I know what you mean, but this is
different, it isn’t the normal kind of kidnapping.”


His name was Darren Albrecht.  Nine years old and
missing for a week from Indianapolis.  He had a single father, Frank, who
was frantic to get his son back.  Frank’s wife, and Darren’s mother,
Caroline Albrecht had died in an accident just four months ago according to
what I’d found on my laptop.  The boy was all Frank had left, which meant
I was here out in the middle of nowhere west of Chicago.


My instincts had told me to come alone, though I wasn’t sure
why.  Normally when my power urged me to take action and I knew a child
was involved, I would have called Mike, or Aiya.  I knew I was close
before I even felt the cabin enter my senses.  It felt like the large
building brushed up against my skin as the information was absorbed by my mind.


Then the reason became obvious for me being alone, as I felt
the vampire inside.  Judging by its aura it was a young one, I started to
pull in a trickle of air magic and feed it to my body, making both my reflexes
and speed a little faster.  It was nothing to what I could do, but
everything had a balance.  Overkill would just wear me out and put me to
sleep.  I could maintain this slight boost for hours.


I wondered for a moment why my power hadn’t pushed me to
contact Diana since this would be in her jurisdiction so to speak.  I
worked with her quite a bit, and the awkwardness between us had settled. 
We were still attracted to each other, and a part of me would always love her,
but unless something drastic changed, I’d become resigned to the fact we’d
never be more than friends.


I knocked on the door, not quite knowing why.  That
didn’t really make any sense at all did it?  Vampire kidnapper of young
human children, and I knocked?  Or at least it didn’t make sense until the
woman in her late twenties opened the door; she looked at me, obviously
nervous.  That’s when the information filled my mind.  Now that I had
my full powers, it was less a vision than recalling a memory that wasn’t
mine.  I didn’t have to wait for it to run through a sequence, I just knew
it in its entirety.


To be honest sometimes I missed it, the visions I mean.


“May I come in Caroline?  We need to talk.”


The woman in front of me was very attractive, though that
seems to be a theme with vampires.  Beautiful people were more likely to
be turned, shallow or not, stereotype or not, that was just how it was.  


She was hovering around thirty years of age, had gray eyes,
long blue black hair, and a heart shaped face.  Her body was athletic, and
I could tell she was extremely tense.  What my powers had told me was a
rogue vampire had taken a fancy to her, kidnapped her, and arranged a car accident
with another body burnt beyond recognition.


Caroline had escaped a week ago and ran, for some reason she
kidnapped her son though why wasn’t clear yet.


She was silent and I sensed the punch coming before she even
moved.  Rather than let that happen, I wrapped her tightly in an air
shield, and she squeaked as I lifted her off the ground and pushed her back as
I walked into the cottage.  Her eyes turned red and fangs popped out and
she hissed at me as I took a look around the room.  I could never get away
with this with an older vampire, but she was just a baby.


I looked around, it was a large room, a combination kitchen
and living room.  There was another door to a bedroom in the back where I
could feel Darren was, and he was merely asleep.


I said softly, “I won’t hurt you, or your son, but we need
to talk.  Can I let you down now?”


It took her time to master herself, newborn vampires were
not blood crazy, but their new senses and instincts did take time to control, or
so Diana had told me.  I deliberately took a seat at the table as I
released her.


She hissed, “Who are you?”


“Ben, Ben Edwards.  It’s nice to meet you Caroline, but
we have a problem.  Why did you take your son?”


She looked surprised, “The psychic?”


I sighed heavily while Aitheria giggled on my shoulder.


“Yes, the psychic, also known in our world as a
sorcerer.  Your son?” I prompted again.


 She shrunk in on herself, “The… creature that made me
this, he threatened to kill my son if I ever escaped.  But he didn’t come
back for three days, and I needed blood and kind of freaked out and broke the
door down to get out and hunt.”


Her lips quivered, “I didn’t hurt the guy I drank from, not
much anyway, but then when I came back to my senses I panicked.  I didn’t
know what he would do, even if I went back to the house right then, so I took
my son away hoping he wouldn’t find us.”


Now I knew why I hadn’t called Diana either.  Diana
wasn’t evil and would empathize, but the law was the law when it came to
vampires, no exceptions.  Ignorance was no excuse.  I supposed my
power wanted me to cover it all up.


“There are rules in our world, we need to take your son
back, and then I can introduce you to the right kind of vampires.  The one
that took you was a rogue, but now because you took your son and interacted
with your past life… so are you.  We need to fix that before,” I cut off
in mid-sentence and stood up.


She asked nervously, “What is it?”


I smiled in a comforting way, or at least tried to, although
I probably looked a little insane instead.


“The reason my power brought me here at this time of night.”


I walked over to the door and opened it as I felt the rogue
vampire walk into the half sphere of air I was connected to.  It took some
power, but I compressed the air around his neck, a sliver so thin it became as
sharp as any blade or garrote wire.  I really didn’t like killing, but
sometimes in my world it was a necessity, and I didn’t feel any guilt as I
protected Caroline and her son, I knew what the rogue had planned, and it
wasn’t a party.


I shrunk the ring of compressed air, and it neatly removed
the rogue’s head from his shoulders.  I wasn’t even all that tired, using
my magic outside of my body didn’t make me nearly as tired as when I used it to
speed up my body.


I turned back and looked into Caroline’s frightened eyes,
“I’m sorry, I know you didn’t choose this, but if any part of you wants to
live, you need to give up on your past life, return your son, and conform to
the laws of your new reality.  Being a vampire isn’t so bad, and you can
still keep track of your family, but you can’t interact, and your son can’t
remember any of this.  You need to take away the memories he has since you
took him away, I’m sorry.”


I really was sorry for her, the world of vampires and the
supernatural was nothing but a nightmare so far as she was concerned so far,
and she’d lost her family in the bargain.  I wouldn’t have been surprised
if she chose death, but she didn’t.  Maybe she just wanted to live so she
could watch over her son from a distance, maybe she was willing to do anything
to keep her family safe, I didn’t know, but she agreed with my demands.  I
supposed it was also possible she was just too terrified of me to say no, I had
after all, from her point of view anyway, simply glanced a vampire and his head
had fallen off.


It was close to sun up before we returned her son, and I got
her in touch with Diana after insuring she knew that her kidnapping career had
to stay a secret forever.  I was sure Diana would teach Caroline the rules
and how to live her new life, and I just hoped it would turn out okay for the
woman in the long run, because in the short run she had been completely
screwed. 
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Wednesday, May 18th, 2016, 09:07 AM


I woke up from my quick nap, I tried to make up for how
little sleep I’d gotten, but I was still tired.  Still, I couldn’t go back
to sleep as I heard someone in my kitchen.  I connected to the air around
me, and relaxed as I felt who it was, and shuffled into the bathroom for a shower. 
I wondered what she wanted, but it could wait a little longer.


I felt a little more refreshed, being clean and dressed in a
pair of gray pants and a button down shirt.  Business casual was required
for the most part, although I’d rather be wearing jeans, people didn’t feel
confident hiring young private detectives that wore jeans and t-shirts. 
Though anyone actually hiring me was fairly rare outside the police department
and now the vampire council, a lot of people usually walked the other way at
the psychic part.


I walked in the kitchen to the smell of eggs, bacon, and
fresh brewed coffee.


“I love you, and you’re absolutely gorgeous this morning,” I
said extravagantly


And she actually was gorgeous this morning, and every other
morning.  I often mourned the fact the beauty before me felt more like a
sister, she just had that vibe and our personalities meshed really well at that
level, and her looks didn’t seem to change that impression at all to my
regret.  It was kind of strange actually, and I often wondered if it was
my power at work, telling me not to try for it.


She was also the only human who knew what I really
was.  The vampires accepted that because she didn’t know anything about
the rest of my world.  Witches, vampires, werewolves, elementals, she
didn’t know about any of it except in the abstract idea that there was a
supernatural world.  So far she hadn’t breathed a word of it, and seemed
to handle the idea just fine.


Aiya chucked, “No I won’t cook for you every day.”


I sighed as if put upon by the world, but she didn’t seem
moved in the slightest by my plight.


“So Detective, to what do I owe the pleasure of your
company?”


She raised an eyebrow and said teasingly, “Some psychic you
are.  Sit, eat, we’ll talk after.”


I sat and took a sip of my coffee, she’d made it perfectly,
and then I dug into the delicious breakfast.  There was no point arguing
with her, not when she’d gone out of her way to make me breakfast like
this.  A part of me wondered what she was buttering me up for, but the
truth was it would be unrelated, she was just awesome that way sometimes.


“That was great, thanks,” I said softly after cleaning my
plate.


She looked a little nervous, which surprised me.


“I know I shouldn’t ask you about the rest of your world,
and I’m not.  But… well take a look.”


She pulled out a folder from the bag at her feet and slid it
across the table.  My skin crawled just looking at it, there was death
inside.  I didn’t want to open it.  I dealt with missing persons with
the human police, I suppose my powers did what I wanted, and I wanted to save
people, children, not clean up after the dead ones.


I asked, “You’re still in missing persons?” trying to figure
out why she had this case file.  My voice may have come out a bit harsher
than I expected.


She looked at me strangely, “Yes, still working with
Mike.  What’s in the folder isn’t my case, but it doesn’t seem…
human.  The detectives in homicide are baffled and clueless.  I
thought… I don’t know what I thought.  You told me your world polices its
own...” she trailed off.


She reached for the folder but I put my hand out and covered
hers before she could pull it back.


My voice was apologetic, “I’ll take a look Aiya.  I
didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.  It’s just… I’m afraid of what
I might see when I open it.”


She smiled and pulled her hand back after squeezing mine,
accepting my apology.  She might have been accepting of what I was, but
clearly she was still a little nervous about my world.


I opened the folder and took a look inside.  There’d
been five so far, murders.  The first three were a trail straight to
Chicago, and the last two were out on the outskirts.  There was
speculation it didn’t start in Illinois.  They’d put in a request for
similar cases in all the neighboring states.  I could have told them the
trail started all the way up in Canada, and there were over thirty victims so
far, but wasn’t stupid enough to do that.  Problem was, as soon as it came
back positive the FBI would be involved.


I was able to get that much information with my power, and
could see from the crime scene pictures the bodies were torn up, ripped apart
really, according to the coroner they were looking at wolves.  Except the
other evidence and profiles made it looked more like a serial killer, or even a
group on a spree, rather than an animal attack, which is why the homicide
detectives were a little clueless.


Whoever was doing it was leaving a calling card of sorts, a
symbol carved into their victims, something a rabid wolf pack wouldn’t be
doing.  


What I couldn’t see were the people, or rather, the
werewolves that were behind it.  Something was blocking me from the
information.  All I could see were the victims, and not during the attack,
which was both annoying and a blessing, since I really didn’t want to see that
part at all.


I felt Aitheria’s hands on my neck, her energy was calming
and I could feel my sadness echoed.  I knew Aitheria didn’t really care
about the humans, it was me she was worried about.  I closed the file and
looked back up, Aiya looked a little worried as well.


I sent to Ria, “I’ll be okay,” but Aitheria didn’t
look convinced.


Aiya must have been worried about me as well as she echoed
my thought, “Are you okay?”


I blew out a breath, “Yes and no.  It could have been
worse.  I’ll contact the right people and look into it, this isn’t
something the police can really deal with, you were right about that. 
Could you let me know when the feds take over the case?  And can I keep
this file?”


She raised an eyebrow.


I shrugged, “They will, this group started in Canada, and
killed their way down through Minnesota and Wisconsin before they got here.”


“I can do that, and sure, it’s just a copy,” she said
softly.


I could see the curiosity in her eyes, she clearly wanted to
know what kind of monster was doing this.  Of course, she wouldn’t ask,
and I couldn’t tell her, so I stood up and changed the subject.


“More coffee?” I asked as I went over to fill my own.


She wordlessly handed me her mug and I got us both refilled.


“Are you going to Mike’s house tonight?”


She grinned at me evilly and shook her head slowly, “Nope.”


I sighed sadly, “You know what that means right?”


She giggled, “That you can’t hide behind me from whatever blind
date Jenna has come up with?  She knows better than to invite me after
last time.”


I shuddered, women were evil.  


Still, she looked at me a little wistfully, as if she wished
we had some chemistry as much as I did.  Someday I would figure that out, maybe
it was simply because I wasn’t exactly human?  Even just nine months later
I still had more questions than answers, I’d yet to run into another sorcerer
and apparently we were a very secretive branch of the supernatural.  No
one else could really help me so I was mostly making it up as I went
along.  Add to that the strange core of magic living inside me that other
sorcerers apparently didn’t have and… I shook off my thoughts.


We talked for a few more minutes as we finished our coffee,
and then Aiya got up, gave me a hug, and a kiss on the cheek.


“I have to run, going to be late for my shift.  Thanks
for… looking into that.  Oh, and have fun tonight,” she added with a
bright smile.  The traitor.


I nodded, feeling conflicted about the first and dubious about
the second as I replied, “I need to get to the office myself, just not sure why
yet.”


She snickered at my seemingly nonsensical sentence, and
headed for the door.


It was true, while I understood where my information came
from better than I used to, that didn’t mean I could pull information on
demand, or at least, more often than not I still just got what I got.  I
locked up on my way out and started walking toward my office which was just a
few blocks away.


I called Diana on the way over and was relieved she could
meet me for lunch.  I wanted to run the file by her and see what she
thought, it was something I figured the council would be all over, but on the
other hand, my work with them never really involved werewolves except that
first time.  In short I didn’t want to mess up the politics of it too
badly before approaching the local pack.


I hadn’t seen Sierra in months, but I remember how nervous
she made me despite being polite in our conversations.  I’d never figured
out why that was, just one more thing to add to the list.
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Wednesday, May 18th, 2016, 10:45 AM


I caught up on my filing and first quarter taxes.  I
tended to put that stuff off until I was called into the office for another
reason.  Of all the people I may have guessed would show up, the person
that knocked on my office door and walked in was a complete surprise.  My
cousin Amy walked in, she was just sixteen, was in the midst of a rebellious
phase, and thought she knew everything.


“Amy what the hell…” the rest of my admonition died in my
throat when I saw the tears in her eyes.


“What happened?” I asked in a much softer tone as she threw
her arms around me and sobbed.


I was completely out of my element here, so I just held her
until she was cried out.


Amy cleared her throat and her voice was unsteady, “Cindy
disappeared, and no one will listen to me.”


I led her to a chair and grabbed a couple of waters out of
the mini-fridge.  She took hers gratefully and sipped at it.


“What happened?”


Amy sighed, “Cindy went to a party last night here in the
city, some club.  Mom wouldn’t let me go, anyway, Cindy was texting me all
night.  She sent one when she left the club, but then I didn’t get
anymore.  So I started to get nervous, but figured she was fine, until I
woke up this morning and still couldn’t get in touch with her.  I… called
the cops.  They wouldn’t do anything, said they couldn’t for forty-eight
hours, and then when they found out I wasn’t eighteen they got mean about it,
demanded to speak to mom or dad.


“They didn’t listen either.  You know how wild Cindy
is, mom has never been thrilled I was friends with her, they’re sure she’s
fine, but I don’t… she would have told me if she was hooking up… you
know?  She said she was coming home.  So… I jumped on the Metra, can
you help?”


I blew out a breath not sure what to think.  Cindy was
almost eighteen, probably was a bad influence on my younger cousin, and was a
little wild… but that didn’t mean nothing happened to her either.


“Do you have a picture?”


Amy nodded and pulled out her phone and started to flip
through pictures.  She handed me her phone and I studied the image trying
to get a sense of her and where she was.  That it wasn’t coming easily
didn’t reassure me the girl was fine.  Usually I’d get at least something,
if she was alright, a sense of where she was if not the exact location.


Oh, I got information, Cindy Hall, seventeen, lived right
down the block from my Aunt’s house in the suburbs, I could even tell she’d
been alive last night at eleven fourteen PM, but after that nothing.  It
was almost like she fell out of reality, simply didn’t exist.  Even if she
was dead I should have gotten that, something.  It was… frustrating, since
usually I wasn’t blocked unless it was a supernatural thing.  It was odd
to say the least.


I texted the picture to my own phone and handed Amy’s back.


“I’m not sure, I don’t think she’s dead, but I can’t get a
feel for where she is.”


Amy scowled, “But… you,” she trailed off.


I felt guilty, I’d always been there for Amy and hadn’t
failed her yet.  I didn’t plan to this time either, but right now I was
kind of stuck and didn’t want to lie to her either.


“Amy, I’ll figure out what happened, and get her back if
she’s still alive, but it may take some time.  Go home, I’ll keep you
updated.”


She looked up at me suspiciously, as if I was humoring her.


I shook my head and looked at her a little sternly, “I’ve
never lied to you, and I believe something did happen to your friend.  But
I don’t know what yet.  I’ll also get Mike and Aiya in on it, they won’t
be able to do anything official yet, but they can poke around.”


Amy sighed, “No you haven’t.  Call me when you know
something, okay?”


I nodded wordlessly.


As I watched her leave, it occurred to me I may have to lie
to her if this was related to my new world, she could never know about
it.  That thought bothered me a lot.  I gathered what I knew and sent
it to Mike and Aiya, but I knew they wouldn’t really be able to do much about
it.


 


When Diana walked in the restaurant I only felt a twinge of
pain in my chest as I took her in.  She had long light blonde hair, and it
didn’t take more than a second or two for her piercing gray eyes to pick me out
of the crowd.  She sent me a devastatingly brilliant wide smile as she
took off the sunglasses in the dim lighting and headed my way.  She wore a
form fitting red blouse and a gray pencil skirt with two inch red heels.


I returned her smile as she sat down, I knew intellectually
she wasn’t trying to torture me about the fact we couldn’t get together, but
did she always have to look so damn good?


“Ben, I was surprised to hear from you without a case, is
everything okay?”


She didn’t have to specify why we didn’t talk without
business anymore, since it was painfully obvious.  I also squashed the
urge to compliment her, that wouldn’t help.


I nodded, “I needed some advice, and maybe some instruction
about werewolves.  There have been murders that are baffling the human
police, I don’t know if the council…” I trailed off in question.


She held her reply as the waitress came up to the
table.  I ordered a New York strip and baked potato, and Diana asked for
the same.  When the waitress left to get our drinks we continued the
conversation.


Diana looked thoughtful, “No, the council wouldn’t deal with
that, unless it threatened to expose our world.  Ironically, those kinds
of things don’t, not in this day and age.  The vampire council rules the
supernatural world only in that it will crush any supernatural that exposes
us.  We’re also the only race outside of sorcerers that can mesmerize
humans to forget.  But outside of that, the supernatural races are too
different, if the vampires tried to push their views and all their laws on
everyone, it would cause a war.”


I frowned, “So the council doesn’t care if a wolf pack
leaves a trail of dead bodies?”


She sighed, “It’s not that simple.  That is werewolf
pack politics.  The council can’t afford to stick their nose in everything
and take sides all the time.  It’s enough that we stop our own rogues from
killing humans and breaking our own laws, as well as keeping humanity in the
dark about all the supernatural races.”


That sounded reasonable to me on the surface, but I couldn’t
quite equate the deaths in the case folder as simple politics.  We paused
again as the waitress brought over our drinks.


Diana shrugged, easily reading my reactions, “I’m not happy
about it either, but where do we draw the line?  The council can’t control
everyone and everything, and things would only be worse if we tried. 
Personally, I hope the local pack draws and quarters every one of those sick
bastards, but I can’t interfere.  You could offer your help, being an
independent agent, but you still need to be careful what you say and do.”


“What do you mean?”


She gathered her thoughts, “It is the werewolf culture, they
don’t think like humans, and they don’t think like you, or even vampires. 
Don’t judge them on the same scale.  Your motivation to go to them and
offer help is to stop these murders, right?”


When I nodded she continued, “Well don’t push that same
motivation onto the local pack, they will be going after the pack invading
their territory, but not for the same reasons.  Anyway, I would advise you
contact Sierra, since at least you know each other.”


I wasn’t sure what to think about that.  I was barely
used to the idea of killing as a solution, because the supernatural simply
couldn’t be locked up in a jail.  It was a harsh world that was kept
hidden from the humans.  


I asked, “Any other advice?”


The food came out, and we waited again until the waitress
had moved on.  The steak looked delicious and I cut into it.


Diana shrugged, “The truth is I only know the very basics
about werewolves, we generally don’t mix.  I have the council and my work
there, and outside of a few chance encounters with other races of supernatural
I simply live and let live.”


I frowned, “Do you think I should just leave it to them?”


Diana smiled and tilted her head a little, “You are… kind of
unique you know, and different rules apply.  It wouldn’t hurt for you to
have more allies here in Chicago.  Just… be careful Ben.  If things
go south I can’t run in and save you, I’m forbidden from interfering in
internal werewolf matters.”


“No promises, but I’ll do what I can,” I said returning her
smile.


We started to eat then, and eventually the silence even felt
comfortable.  As the meal wound down we chatted a little before I paid the
bill and we went our separate ways.  She had some meetings and I needed to
track down Sierra somehow.  I had a number in my phone, but hadn’t talked
to her in a long time and wasn’t sure if it was still good.  I stared at
it for a moment, strangely reluctant as if my abilities were telling me not to
call, but it felt different, not quite the same as being warned from a known
danger, it was more ethereal.


I believed my power never steered me wrong, but ever since
becoming part of the supernatural world it behaved in ways I didn’t quite
understand.  I was fairly sure it had something to do with how fast and
hard I’d fallen for Diana as well.  Sierra was an attractive very
confident woman, who never did anything threatening toward me, and the dulcet
tones of her voice were if not always friendly, respectful.  Yet there’d
always been a part of me that felt nervous around her.


Not the nervous I felt when around a beautiful woman I
didn’t know, or at least, not just that.  This was the nervous like how
I’d feel as prey in front of a predator, and I was almost sure my magic, my
power, was responsible for that feeling.  I knew Aitheria knew why that
was, but she wouldn’t explain it, as it would violate some oath she’d given to
her elemental… I didn’t even know.  King?  Boss?


I wasn’t sure if I should trust that feeling at all.  I
could always trust my feelings and my powers urging in the past because I knew
it wouldn’t guide me to do something wrong, it would guide me to help
others.  But these feelings seemed to stem less from my ideals and how I’d
want my power to be used to help others, but instead from my very nature, if
that makes any sense.  But it was just a feeling.  I hadn’t really
examined it too closely since I hadn’t had to deal with Sierra again, until
now.


Aitheria snickered in my mind breaking my thoughts, “You
have to hit the connect button dear.”


I couldn’t help but quirk a smile, “Thank you oh great
Aitheria,” I intoned in my mind sarcastically, “What would I do without
your endless wisdom and incomparable beauty at my side.”


I felt her mirth in my mind, “Find yourself hopelessly
adrift I’d wager,” she thought back.


She asked a moment later, “Incomparable beauty?”


I grinned slyly, even elementals could be vain apparently, “Of
course you are beautiful.”


Aitheria sighed softly in his mind, “I’m sorry, I can’t
explain why you react that way, but I might be able to give you a hint from the
other direction.”


I started to walk back to my office, intrigued, “What can
you tell me?”


Aitheria sighed, “Nothing about your own nature, but I
can tell you about theirs.  Once you thought vampires may have a
connection to air because of their speed and ability to mesmerize.  You
were right.  Vampire abilities are of air and water, so they feel like
natural allies to you, werewolves however, are of earth and fire.”


I shook my head at the obvious explanation, “So I was
right then, my power doesn’t sense anything bad about Sierra, but because she’s
of earth… she feels like a natural enemy?  So it is more about my nature
than any true threat.”


Aitheria didn’t comment on my conclusions either way, but I
didn’t really expect her too.  There was obviously something about my
nature that wasn’t typical for a sorcerer of air.  I was sure the ball of
elemental power at the center of my being had a lot to do with it, but I had no
way of knowing what it was.  


I believed I’d be able to distinguish the difference between
warning from gathered knowledge and one based on instinct alone though.  I
didn’t think an evil minded vampire could deceive my power to gather knowledge,
even if my nature of air was allied with his nature.  I hoped the reverse
would be true as well, it was something I’d have to manage, even fight if I
wanted to make Sierra and the local pack an ally.


When I got to my office I took my phone out and didn’t
hesitate this time.  She answered on the second ring, her voice was
sweeter than I remembered, probably because she was intimidating.  She
asked me to meet her west of the city when I told her why I was calling. 
She wanted me to meet her alpha, and the pack’s mystic, whatever that
was.  So I closed up my office and headed for the Metra station.
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I saw her as soon as I got off the train.  She was hard
to miss in the bright yellow sundress, and strappy sandals and she was looking
right at me with a soft smile on her face.  I’d never seen her look that
relaxed before, but the other times we’d been on a hunt of sorts so I supposed
it made sense.  She had beautiful light brown skin, her dark brown hair
framed her lovely face, while the rest of it was up in a ponytail that reached
most of the way down her back.  Her large brown eyes seemed to be glowing
in the light of the afternoon sun.


I felt both attracted to, and skittish about getting any
closer.  It was hard to explain, the feelings were very conflicted, and
then add to that the normal attraction and awkwardness I’d have around a
beautiful woman my age, and I hardly knew how to act.  I’d get over the
latter part of course, once I spent enough time around her, a lot faster than I
used to before my power was released even, but the rest of it?


To make things even more confusing, if she was earth and
fire, perhaps a part of my attraction could be attributed to the latter. 
Just like air made her a natural enemy, wouldn’t my small ability with fire do
the opposite?  It was also the first time meeting her without Diana
around, which meant I didn’t have Diana or the strong feelings she engendered
in me back then as a distraction.


I shook my head, I was over thinking it, and I could feel
Aitheria’s amusement though she kept any comments to herself.


I walked over with a tentative smile, not sure how to greet
her at all, but she took it out of my hands and pulled me into a hug.  Her
athletic but femininely soft body felt good against mine, perhaps a little too
good.  I wasn’t sure what to make of the greeting, I hadn’t thought we
were that close.


She moved her head back and smiled up at me, scrambling my
brain for a moment before she stepped back.


“It was good to hear from you Ben, even under the current
circumstances,” she took my hand and led me off the platform toward a car and
added in a flirty voice, “You could have called me sooner though.”


  I was so confused at this point, that I didn’t know
what to say.  She released my hand when we got to the car and I got into
the passenger seat.


“Umm, I was new back then, and didn’t understand myself,
much less this world yet.  To be honest I’m a little confused right
now.  I’d thought that it was just a temporary connection for the hunt,
you thought I’d call?” I finished in a confused voice.


I winced, that hadn’t been very smooth, not for dealing with
a werewolf, or a woman for that matter.  But if I didn’t ask questions,
I’d never understand.


She laughed lightly which sent a surge of relief through my
mind.


“I think I understand.  I owe you Ben, for what you did
for me.  My pack is already in your debt, and I had other reasons to hope
you’d call?  I felt you tense earlier, so just know that werewolves are
physically demonstrative, touching is an important part of building a bond with
our pack mates and allies,” she looked like she was going to add something
else, but seemed to change her mind as she started to car and drove off.


I had the impression she had also wanted me to call her for
her, or was that just wishful thinking on my part?


I asked curiously, “Why do you owe me anything, you helped
us remember?”


She smiled and shook her head, “Let me tell you what
happened from my perspective.  You found me naked in a cage, and
immediately looked away and found a woman to help me.  You also kept your
distance until I could recover from that, allowing me that dignity despite your
obvious attraction to look upon me.  Then when I demanded revenge, you
talked a reluctant Diana into allowing me to join you.  You took my side
and trusted me to have your back in our hunt without question.”


She looked over at me a second with an intensely grateful
look before returning her eyes to the road.  What she said was true, but I
never quite looked at it that way before, or even expected anything back for
it.  Who sees human decency as a debt?


“Vampires don’t normally work with werewolves either you
know.  In short, I owe you my life, my dignity, and for the opportunity to
redeem myself and gain revenge on an enemy.  That creates a debt between
us, one that my whole pack feels.  We expected you to call in on it, but
instead we heard nothing, until you call us once again and offer to help us
with an invading pack.”


I coughed clearing my throat, “I didn’t realize that, is
there a,” I paused for a moment, not sure how to put it, “a problem if I don’t
call it in?  What about now, if I help you and your pack again?  I’m
not sure I really understand that though, since my intention is to stop the
deaths of humans that the new pack is causing.  Human law enforcement is
baffled, and I know the FBI is about to be called in.  Does that make a
difference?”


Way to be a confident smooth talker Ben… I wasn’t sure I
even followed what I’d just said.


She shook her head, “Not really no.  Your actions are
those of a friend and ally to the pack, unless you can say what happens to us
really doesn’t matter to you, which I already know would be a lie.  Your
prime motivation doesn’t negate the rest of it.”


I really didn’t want to argue with her.  I liked her
and actually wanted allies, I just felt uncomfortable that they thought they
owed me anything.  It wasn’t exactly selfless either, both in the past and
now I was thinking they’d be a help, wasn’t I?


“So if I need help in the future, I shouldn’t hesitate to
call?”


She quirked a smile, “You could say that, yes.  I for
one would like to hear from you more often, but I believe my alpha has
something different in mind than merely trading favors back and forth, I’ll let
him explain when we get there.”


Even I caught that one, she was definitely flirting.  I
didn’t want to read into it too much, she seemed to like me, but what if it was
just wolf pack affection since I apparently had some status that way, or
something like that.  Now that I knew what caused the skittish feeling, it
was a little easier to ignore the more time I spent with her.  Honestly,
there was also a bit of excitement in it.  That wary feeling of danger
combined with the attraction I felt for Sierra was a bit exhilarating. 
That probably made me an idiot.


I wasn’t surprised when we reached the outskirts of
civilization and pulled into a winding driveway that led to a house positioned
near the cook county nature preserve.  I imagined werewolves needed a good
place to run, and that would be as good a place as any, though I wondered how
they didn’t get caught at it.


When we got out of the car she didn’t take me into the
house, but around to the back yard instead.  A small part of me was
disappointed she hadn’t taken my hand this time.  When we went through the
gate I took a look around.


There was an in ground pool, a huge fire pit for barbequing,
and I smiled when I caught the very large doggie door on the back fence which
faced the woods.  Sitting on a patio on a nice outside table and chair set
were two people.  They were both studying me intensely when we walked
over, and I felt a little uncomfortable under the scrutiny but shrugged it off
as a werewolf thing, Sierra had done much the same in the past.  Apparently
the seven second rule for staring doesn’t apply here.


The man stood up and held out his hand, “Welcome to my home,
I’m Derik, and this is my mate and the pack’s mystic, Selene.”


After I shook it he waved at an empty seat, Sierra sat in
the one right next to me.  Derik was about six foot three, and built like
a linebacker.  He had tanned skin, brown hair and eyes, and moved with an
elegant economy of motion that didn’t look quite human.  He appeared to be
in his mid-thirties, I wasn’t sure what that translated to werewolf age.  


Selene threw my preconceptions about werewolves out the
window, she didn’t have an athletic body like Sierra’s, she was a few inches
shorter at five foot four, and her body looked soft and voluptuous.  She
looked around thirty, maybe a little less.  Her skin was a little darker
than the alpha’s, and she had lustrous light brown hair, and deep brown eyes.


She nodded at me in greeting, “Something to drink?”


I was a bit thirsty, “Thank you, anything convenient.”


She got up and headed inside, I asked, “Mystic?”


Derik raised an eyebrow, “I’ll let her answer that when she
gets back.  Sierra tells us you’re concerned about this pack coming in and
the deaths?”


“Yes, I’d like them stopped, I was hoping for information so
I don’t misstep?  The supernatural world is still fairly new to me, and
outside of vampires I don’t have a good understanding of the other races yet.”


Selena came back out and handed everyone a beer. 
“Thank you.”  I took a few sips.


Derik nodded, “Alright, much like any race there’s no real
standard of behavior, but I can go over the norms for you.  A pack is a
strict social hierarchy, the alpha at the top.  Loyalty to the pack is
instinct, like breathing.  It’s one of the reasons I wanted to meet you,
we owe you for what you’ve done.  Loyalty outside the pack to friends and
allies is just as important, at least to this pack it is.  You
understand, generalizing is a bad idea, for any race.”


When I nodded he continued, “Wolves are also very
territorial.  That doesn’t count for the witch down the street, or the
vampire couple two blocks over, or even the sea of humans we are surrounded
by.  It does count for other werewolf packs.  The second pack that is
here is planning to take us out, steal our territory.  Most likely they
were kicked out of their own up in Canada, or perhaps this is a pack split if
their original pack got too large, but I can’t rightly say.”


He paused, so I asked, “Then why are they killing people?”


Derik shrugged, “Declaration of war werewolf style. 
Not all packs still do it, even the ones that invade and try to steal
territory.  It’s a base instinct most of us fight, but what it comes down
to is that it’s the equivalent of them thumbing their nose at us.  They
are hunting on our territory, something that for natural wolves that would
immediately cause a fight.  I think they’re evil for doing it, but at the
same time I understand it.  That said, if I was in their place without a
territory, I wouldn’t be doing that.


“So you have a choice, you could let us fight it out, if
they win the murders will stop, and they’ll move into this territory.  If
we win nothing changes, the murders still stop, so almost the same turn out as
far as your concerned.  Are you sure you want to get involved?  After
all, we already owe you a lot.”


Did I want to fight an invading pack, not really, but I did
want to stop a group of murderers.


“I want to help if I can, and I don’t think it would be the
same at all, I’m not sure I want murderers as my supernatural neighbors.”


Derik nodded as if he’d expected me to say that, it also
seemed like I passed a test I didn’t know I was taking.


“Alright, Sierra speaks highly of you.  Debts are a
serious thing for a werewolf; I’d like to propose something a bit different, a
formal alliance of my pack, with you.  It’s not something I do lightly,
but my mate happens to think it’s a good idea as well, and that carries a lot
of weight.  You seem like a good man and I don’t think I’ll regret it.”


I had to be careful since I didn’t know what that would
entail, so I asked him.


He drank some of his beer, “You wouldn’t be pack.  You
can’t be without being a wolf.  There are magical ties involved and
instinctive loyalty, but being a pack ally is the closest you can come to being
a part of us.  It would mean we wouldn’t keep score on favors owed. 
You’d be able to call on us, and we could call on you.  It would make you
family, there are no debts between family.  You’d also be free to visit
anytime; it would be more than just business.”


It sounded good to me, and Diana said I needed more allies,
but it also sounded like I wouldn’t quite be an independent agent
anymore.  I was very specific with the vampire council, I didn’t work for
them directly, and I treated them as if they were just another business
client.  What would it mean if I gave that independence up?  What
would happen if the pack had a disagreement with the vampire council, would
they ask and expect me to fight against vampires at their side?  Would the
council or Diana be mad if I aligned myself with the pack?


On the other hand, if my childhood enemies ever came back, I
would have a pack behind me willing to fight to the death if I asked. 
Independence didn’t sound so good when it was me standing alone against my enemies. 
It wouldn’t be one sided in their favor, even if at first blush it appeared
that way.  Sorcerers were a big deal in our world and to have one as a
solid ally would be a coup for the pack.


I wasn’t sure what to do, but I did know despite my instinctive
fear of the three people I was sitting with, they were good beings measured by
what counted, my power made that clear to me.


“I need to think about that for a moment, my first
inclination is to accept, but it’s a serious commitment on both sides.”


I turned to Selene, “Can you tell me what a mystic is?”


Selene smiled, “Sure, it isn’t a secret.  We’re
werewolves with a little more power, we can use rituals, meditation, or chants
to connect with the earth or fire magic within us.  I suppose we are a
little bit like a witch, except we can’t access the air or water elements like
they can.”


I frowned and took out my phone.  Her explanation had
struck a chord in me.  I surreptitiously texted Diana for advice, sending
a simple four words, ally, yes or no.  I trusted her opinion, though I
knew that her response would be colored toward the council.  Then I pulled
out my folder and removed one of the pictures, with the symbol carved into the
victim and handed it over.


“Is that something a mystic might do?”


She looked at it distastefully, “Yes.  It isn’t
something I would do, but this is an earth spell of sorts, no doubt it would
block your visions, it also covers up the scent so other wolves or even
vampires wouldn’t be able to use the victim to track them down.”


My phone vibrated, and there was one word, yes. 
That meant it passed her smell test both for my benefit, and meant the council
wouldn’t be upset.  Since that agreed with my first impression and where
my powers were leading me…


“Alright, is there anything you can do about that?”


Selene frowned, “I can try a breaking spell to destroy the
block, but I’d need access to a victim.”


That wouldn’t be easy to arrange at all, we’d have to come
up with something.


“I’d like to be allies, what do we do?” I asked.


Sierra grabbed my hand, and I couldn’t help but return her
bright smile when I looked over her way.


Selene answered my question, “There is a full moon ritual
but we can just act as if it’s already in place until then.  I hope you
didn’t have anything planned for this Saturday night?  Full moon is on the
twenty first this month.”


I shook my head, “I’ll be here, what time?”


Derek replied, “Not until nighttime for the ritual, but come
around five for dinner, the whole pack will be here.”


“Alright, I can do that, and if I find a way to get access
to a victim I’ll let you know.”


I stayed for another hour or so and chatted with them about
pack life.  I learned they could shift whenever they wanted, didn’t run
much alone unless they had to, they were very social.  Derik was alpha,
and his word was law, but I got the impression he didn’t abuse that, nor did he
have to be aggressive at all for the pack to listen.  A whisper would be
more than enough to ensure compliance in the pack.


I wasn’t sure what was going on with Sierra, but she never
did give me my hand back until it was time to leave, and I’d felt no
compunction to take it away either.  It was a bit confusing, because like
before I wasn’t sure if it was just pack affection, or if my more human point
of view to holding hands held any meaning to her actions.  The truth was I
wasn’t even sure which reality I would prefer to be true.
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On the train back to the city I caught up with Mike and
Aiya, but neither of them had come up with anything on Amy’s missing friend
Cindy.  I also checked the picture of her again, and all I could get was
vague feelings about her being out of reach.  It was very strange.


I was about ten minutes late to Mike and Jenna’s, and just
opened the door and walked in when I got there.  They’d finally convinced
me not to knock anymore, but it still felt a little odd to me as I walked
through the living room.  No one was out front so I walked through to the
kitchen, it looked like Mike and Jenna were putting the last touches on dinner.


Mike grinned, “Finally made it did you, grab a beer.”


Jenna said innocently, “Our other guest is late as
well.  Should be here any minute.”


Mike looked my way and rolled his eyes as I reached into the
fridge for a beer, which earned him a slap on the arm, apparently Jenna had
eyes on the back of her head.  A normal person might have given up by now,
but she’s been trying to set me up for years now, every few weeks like
clockwork she suckers some poor unsuspecting woman here to meet me.  She’s
nothing if not determined.  If I didn’t enjoy their company so much I’d
have probably stopped coming myself.


Good friends weren’t easy for me to find, I tended to come
off a bit odd, so for the most part it was worth the hassle.  Still, it
had gotten even more awkward since I gained my power, which is why I thought
that had something to do with me not feeling any kind of chemistry with Aiya,
who was just about perfect in my mind otherwise.  It seemed like I could only
feel that kind of connection to a supernatural woman, although it could be just
coincidence so far, or my power making it happen somehow.


Sometimes it sucked not having someone to answer all my
questions.


I took a sip of beer and aimed a grin at Mike, “So no
warning huh?”


He shrugged helplessly and his eyes darted to Jenna.  I
smiled bigger and he scowled at me.  Mike and Jenna actually had a good
balanced relationship, she was not a harridan at all about most things, but he
messed with Jenna’s matchmaking efforts at his own peril.


I heard the doorbell and Jenna asked, “Be a dear Ben and go
get that.”


The woman didn’t even blush about it, she was shameless.


I took another sip and then headed toward the door. 
When I opened the door my smile fell and I almost dropped my beer at who I saw
there.  Aitheria was no help, she was laughing so hard she almost fell off
my shoulders, of course, no one else could see her there, not even the new
guest.


Tara White, the witch who wanted my baby said sultrily,
“Well Ben, are you going to let me in?”


I frowned and considered saying no for a moment, but despite
me dodging her advances quite frequently, I didn’t really need another enemy,
and she had helped me before.  I fought off my second inclination to run
for it and pasted a smile on my face before letting her in.  


Tara was about five foot five, and had long red hair, green
eyes, and a body that was hard to resist.  She was definitely a
complication, because I did feel quite a bit of chemistry between the two of
us.  Calling her attractive just didn’t cover it.  Voluptuous and
incredibly alluring came to mind as she walked by me, and her salient assets
were just a bit oversized for her smaller frame.  The light green dress
she had on was gorgeous on her, and it drew my eyes exactly where she wanted
them to be.


I’d often considered giving in to the woman, I wasn’t into
one night stands, but I wasn’t a monk either and it had been a while since I’d
had a girlfriend.  The problem with that was I got the idea she didn’t
want me at all, just my magic and the powerful child we could create together,
so it just wasn’t happening.  I wanted a relationship, not to be a onetime
sperm donor that wouldn’t be involved in my kids upbringing.  Still, she
was temptation personified tonight.  


 But the thing I was worried about most, is what was
she doing here, in my human friend’s house, and where had Jenna met her? 
There was no way this was coincidence, was there?


“Drink Tara?  Beer or wine?” I asked in a dry voice.


She smiled, “White wine would be nice, thank you Ben,” she
said lightly.


I was relieved she backed off on the sultry, her voice only
showed a light interest now.


I asked curiously, “How do you know…” I trailed off.


She smiled wider as if reading my mind, and put her hand on
my arm, “Don’t worry, no magic was used, just a coincidence.  I am a white
witch Ben.  I wouldn’t go to such lengths.  She… is a customer of
mine.  That’s all I can tell you though, it’s her business.”


I nodded feeling the truth and honesty of her words, but
still wondered why the hell Jenna would need to go to a magic store, while I
went over to the table and poured Tara a white wine.  Perhaps I was being
a little to judgmental.  It was hard not to be when I felt more like her
prey instead of someone she was attracted to, but in all other ways she did
seem to be a good woman.  She’d even helped me on occasion without
charging for it.  


Maybe if I made an effort, she’d make a good friend or ally and
the… flavor of our interactions would change so to speak.  Sorcerers were
mostly loners from what I’d figured out, maybe her aggressive behavior was just
her trying to get what she thought she could?  Okay, I doubted that, but
it wouldn’t hurt to be nice and the dress she wore was hurting my ability to
think straight.


When I handed it to her I complimented, “You look beautiful
tonight,” with a small smile.


She looked startled for a moment, and then murmured a thank
you under her breath.


Jenna came out carrying some food to the table and said,
“Can you go help Mike in the kitchen?”


I nodded and headed that way, giving the two women privacy
which is what Jenna really wanted.  When I got to the kitchen Mike had one
eyebrow up in question.


I laughed lightly, “I know her.  She’s actually really
nice, not to mention gorgeous, but I don’t think she wants a relationship with
me at all.  She runs that magic herb shop close to where I live.  How
does…”


Mike put a finger to his lips and shook his head, and said
in a low voice, “You know we’ve been trying to have kids for years, yet it
never works out.  Jenna gave up on the doctors, she’s been trying
alternative medicine.  Whatever you do, don’t mention it in front of her,”
Mike sighed.


That… I didn’t even realize but should have, that they were
having trouble with it.  Maybe Tara could actually help with that, but
would she do that for a human, or just sell her non-magical herbal
remedies?  I also considered I might be able to help, if I knew what I was
doing that is.  Air magic was the healing kind, it restored, it was the
element and reason vampires didn’t age, and why I’d have such a long life if I
managed not to get myself killed.


Of course, I’d never used it to heal, and wouldn’t even know
where to start.  I also doubted it would be unnoticeable to Jenna while it
happened, which would be another complication since they can’t know what I
am.  I’d have to think on it, but right now it just wasn’t a possibility
for me to even try.  I loved them like family though, and they would make
fantastic parents.


“I won’t.  You think we’ve given them enough time?”


He smirked, “Probably, shouldn’t you know that already
though?  Grab a couple of plates.”


Oh great, psychic jokes.  I snickered and picked up
some of the food and headed out to the table.


The night went pretty well, much better than I’d expected,
and at first Tara seemed a little shell shocked by the way Mike and Jenna
treated me more like a younger brother than a powerful sorcerer.  It was
actually one of the best blind date nights I’d gone through at the house, since
of course Tara didn’t even beat an eyelid when the whole psychic thing came up,
and instead was engaged and interested.


I had to firmly remind myself on several occasions that she
was toning down her normal aggressive behavior toward me for the sake of our
human hosts.  I’d hope and try for a friendship, then see what might
happen after that, if anything.


It also helped to remember Sierra’s genuine seeming interest
toward me earlier in the day, I didn’t doubt that she saw me for who I was, not
just what I could give her.  Not that I didn’t have reservations there as
well, the werewolves were almost tame today, and clearly had showed themselves
to be allies.


But I knew there was another side to them, after all, I’d
seen Sierra rip heads off of vampires with her teeth, and she’d clearly been
enjoying it at the time.  Life was not simple for me.  I couldn’t
afford to throw stones either, according to Diana I was the most powerful being
in Chicago, well I would be once I figured out all that I could do.  I
also had to admit to myself, I’d quite enjoyed separating that rogue vampire’s
head from his shoulders to protect Caroline and her son.


What relationship didn’t have problems anyway?  


All I knew was I had three women in my life that for some
confusing reason or another wasn’t or couldn’t be with me.  Truth be told
I was leaning toward Sierra right now, I’d really enjoyed our time together
today, but I didn’t quite understand where I stood there.  I was having
fun with Tara tonight, but I was still a little skittish and her motivations
were definitely suspect.


When the night wound down and we called it a night, I walked
Tara out to her car.


Tara took my arm and walked very close to me, her voice was
thoughtfully pleasant, “That was eye opening.  Family’s very important to
you isn’t it?  I’d thought I was losing my touch, I’d expected you to take
what I offered, a moment of pleasure, and disappear from my life leaving me
what I wanted, but I think I understand now.  Most sorcerers are entitled,
and selfish, or so the stories go.”


I wasn’t sure what to say to that, her blunt honesty had
taken me off guard, and my voice came out a little accusing, “I can see that,
but why would you want that?”


She squeezed my arm lightly and her voice was sincere,
“Every parent wants more for their children than they have.  For a witch
the measure of that isn’t money, or a better career, it’s power.  Family
is important to me, but for a witch the core of that is mother to daughter, not
a family unit how the humans view it.  We aren’t immune to the softer
emotions, but more often than not a witch will pick a man to father her
children based on his power.  We rarely get married, but we do take lovers
we care about… we just don’t marry them, or bear them children.”


That… pretty much removed Tara from the running in my mind…
didn’t it?  She’d basically said straight out all she wanted was a sperm
donor, raising the child would be exclusively how she wanted and for her to do.


But then she added in a soft wistful voice that shook my
certainty, “It’s very rare that we find a man that can be both,” she leaned up
and kissed my cheek softly, “Goodnight Ben,” she added softly as she got into
her car and drove away.


Or not?  Life was so damn confusing… or at least the
women part of it was.
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Wednesday, May 18th, 2016, 10:31 PM


I was deep in thought when Aitheria sent, “Where are you
going?  Home is the other way, did that witch scramble your brain?”
she teased, which jarred me back to reality.


I looked around and was confused for a moment.  I went
left when I should have gone right two blocks back.  I shrugged and kept
going, it seemed like the right thing to do.


“I’m not sure, I’ll let you know when we get there.”


She snorted in my mind but held back any further
comments.  Wherever it was, it was a far walk, but eventually I got the
sense it was about Cindy.  I still didn’t know where she was, or even if
she was still alive.  It’d been a full twenty-four hours though since she
went missing.  So I allowed my power to guide me, and it brought me to
Clark and Lake.  I was staring at the stairs going underground, the L
wasn’t all elevated, there were a few stations underground, which I avoided for
obvious reasons.


Yet here I was staring down into the Earth, and I felt my
gut tighten.


Aitheria said sharply in my mind, “You are not going down
there.”


It took me a while to figure out what my power was telling
me, “I think this is where Cindy went after the party.  She’s missing
to my power because she never came back up from underground, the one place air
magic can’t go.  This must be the last place her presence was noted by our
element.”


Aitheria sighed in my mind, her voice stubborn, “You
still can’t go down there, and certainly not by yourself.  Call Sierra,
she’ll help.”


That thought did make me feel better, so I didn’t argue and
pulled out my phone.  I wasn’t a coward, but me going underground was like
taking a candle underwater and expecting it to stay lit.  The idea was
terrifying to me, even if I would still have access to fire.


I was also pretty sure now that it wasn’t simply because I
was a sorcerer of air.  After all, I was also a fire sorcerer, and I had
no trouble getting into a pool of water, or swimming in the ocean.  No, it
was more than just the fear of losing my power, it was the ball of elemental
air magic inside of me which made me different.  I literally didn’t belong
underground, or as Aitheria preferred to say, I belonged to the air, and I
could feel it in every part of me.


I just didn’t know why, or what it meant.


Sierra wasn’t answering, so I left her a message.  I
stared down the stairwell one more time and then reluctantly turned away and
headed home.  I might have overcome my fear if I felt I could find her
quickly and I knew that she would be okay, but the truth was if I went down
there right now, I’d just see a mostly empty platform, and my power of air
would be useless to track her down.


I’d need Sierra’s nose as well as her backup before I went
down there…


 


My mind was bouncing around between the two cases I couldn’t
solve right now.  The invading wolves were under the cover of an Earth
spell until I could get near a victim, which wouldn’t be easy, I wasn’t even
sure how to arrange it.  I suppose I could volunteer my services as a
psychic, but how would that get Selene close enough to do the spell? 
Worse, according to Derik earlier in the day the wolves would pick off his pack
mates if they could, before a direct confrontation.


I’d have thought they’d be more direct, but Derik explained
wolf packs were hunters.  Derik’s pack would be more direct about it,
because they were on his land, but we had to figure out where they were
first.  My biggest fear was we wouldn’t get access to a body until there
was a new one, and only then if we could get to it before the feds did.


The other case of course was Cindy, I felt a little helpless
about that.  I’d do the best I could though when Sierra called back, even
I couldn’t save them all, but all the others I did save didn’t seem like enough
in my mind.  Especially in this case, since it struck close to home with
Amy.


On top of that I had women on my mind, obviously.  I
wasn’t one to play around with multiple women, and if I did start dating one of
them I’d step back from the others in my mind, but right now I wasn’t with any
of them.  Diana couldn’t really be in the running right now, or possibly
ever, but my mind kept bouncing back and forth between Sierra and Tara, both
were captivating, and both came with an airport’s worth of luggage of different
kinds, and although the indications were there I wasn’t sure they really even
wanted me.  I could just be reading into things.


I’m probably obsessing over it, but I am just twenty-one and
hadn’t been with a woman for longer than I’ll admit.


Add in all the questions I had about my powers, my nature,
and my elusive enemies that killed my mother and it’s amazing I’m not a total
nut job.


It was getting late, so I set up the morning coffee and went
to bed.  Needless to say, it took a while for my mind to quiet enough for
sleep.
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Thursday, May 19th, 2016, 05:30 AM


I woke up to the sound of my front door at an ungodly
hour.  I pulled on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and opened the
door.  


Sierra wearing a white sundress with flowers and her usual
pair of sandals walked inside without a word, a concerned look on her face.


“You didn’t answer your phone,” she said in a growly voice.


I took a minute to fire up my two brain cells, the rest were
still asleep.


“I went to sleep when you didn’t call me back, I was going
to call you this morning.”


She shook her head, “Yes, but I called you back after our
pack run, and you didn’t answer the phone.  I thought you were in
trouble,” she finished with a frown, her voice still dangerous.


“Sorry if I worried you?  I must’ve slept through it,
or left it on vibrate or something.  Umm, let me check.  Do you want
some coffee?”


I walked into the kitchen and flipped on the coffee, I’d set
it to brew for seven, which was over an hour away from now.


Her voice had lost some of its edge, and regained some of
its musical quality when she replied, “I’m glad to see you unharmed. 
Sure, I’ll take a cup when it’s ready.  Why did you call?”


“Umm, let me take a shower, and I’ll explain it all to
you.  It’s for a case I need help with.”


I took a five-minute shower and got dressed, when I got back
out I poured us both a cup and started cooking a quick breakfast.  She’d
seemed genuinely worried about me, so much so she’d come all the way out to the
city and her more savage instincts had come into play.  Was it because she
cared for me, or because I was a pack ally, or both?  I wasn’t sure.


While finishing up breakfast I explained Cindy’s case, and
that my power was limited underground.


Sierra nodded, “I can track her by scent, although that will
be complicated if she got onto one of the trains, and I’ll need something with
her scent first.”


I was actually a little surprised at that, even if it was my
idea to begin with, “You can pick out a scent thirty-six hours old where
thousands of people have moved through?”


She waved that away, “Yes, scents linger for a long
time.  Think of it like picking up the single voice of a friend in a
packed stadium of screaming and talking people.  That’s how scents work
for us, we don’t smell the combination of scents like humans do, we smell them
all separately,” she added, “This is really good, thanks for breakfast.”


“Your welcome, we’re going to have to run back out to the
suburbs to pick up something with her scent.  She lives by where I grew
up.  You look really nice by the way,” I tried to slip in a compliment.


She did, it was hard to keep my eyes off of her now that I
was awake.  The sundress made her look beautiful and sweet, yet I knew the
deadly predator lurked beneath that, and that just made it more of a
draw.  That probably wasn’t typical, but I was attracted to strong
dangerous women apparently.


She winked at me with merry eyes and she had the ghost of a
smile on her face, “Thanks.  I wear these because they’re easy to get off
quickly when I need to shift, but I also like the way they look.”


I called Amy on the way to the Metra station, she promised
she’d be waiting for us with a shirt Cindy had left at the house one
time.  If it didn’t work, we could always go to Cindy’s house for
something, but I was trying to avoid that.  When we got on the train,
Sierra sat right next to me, instead of across from me, and sat very close and
took my hand.  I didn’t mind at all.


We had a lot of time to talk, an hour’s ride out of the city
and then right back in.  She had a lot of questions for me about what I
did, and how I got away with being so open to the human world as a
psychic.  Kind of hiding in plain sight.


I learned quite a bit about her as well.  She’d been in
the Chicago pack for ten years, she’d caught Derik’s attention living on her
own at twelve years old and going for solo runs in the different parks around
Chicago.  She wasn’t quite sure what happened to her parents, or where she
came from, but she was in the foster system which caused issues because humans
didn’t understand her.  She’d never shifted in front of them, hiding it by
instinct, but there were still obvious differences, so she’d run away at twelve
at the urging of her inner wolf.


Her wolf wasn’t a separate entity exactly as far as I could
tell, the way she explained it was her wolf guided her, but never spoke to her
in words.  In a way, it sounded kind of the way the power of air guided me
to do things without me knowing exactly why.  I never questioned that,
because when it happened I usually managed to do something good, like save a
child, but I was still curious about it.


But from what she said, I believed that guidance for her was
more than just a simple feeling, and approached an urging she almost couldn’t
resist.  I chose not to ignore my feelings for obvious reasons, but she
would have a harder time fighting than I would.  She also explained that’s
why she was so immediately accepting of me, her wolf liked me apparently, which
was a good sign as far as I was concerned.


It was hard to believe the beautiful self-possessed woman in
front of me had ever been in that situation when she was younger, but
apparently the pack had taken her in and it was now her family.  The one
thing I didn’t ask her about was the thing I wanted to know most, was her
flirting just the physical affection a wolf showed their pack, or was she
attracted to me?  I’d need to ask her soon, awkward or not, or at least,
ask her on a date.  Definitely that second one, it would be much less
awkward that way.


We got off the train and spotted my cousin right away, she
was startled when she spotted me, since I was still holding Sierra’s
hand.  She put a smile on her face that indicated she might have a
question or two for me later and handed me the shirt.


Amy cleared her throat and looked meaningfully at Sierra.


“Amy, this is Sierra, Sierra, this is my cousin Amy,
although she’s more like my sister since we grew up together.”


Sierra squeezed my hand twice to tell me she had the scent
and we wouldn’t need to go to Cindy’s house, which was a good thing.  Then
she smiled at Amy.


“I’m helping him out with this one.”


Amy looked like she didn’t quite buy that, especially since
Sierra and I were holding hands, but she didn’t say anything about it
apparently too worried about her friend to tease me as I would have expected
her to do.


Amy asked, “So you’ll be able to what, kick start your inner
psychic with the shirt?”


Sierra answered, “Something like that, we need to catch the
train going back, but I’ll make sure he calls you as soon as we know
something.”


Amy got tears in her eyes, “Thank you,” and turned away and
moved off quickly trying to hide her tears.


We got off the platform and walked up the other side. 
It was a lot more crowded for the trip back into the city, so we couldn’t talk
about anything supernatural related.  I learned the pack made their money
with a few businesses.  Construction, new housing developments mostly, and
a landscaping business.  I wasn’t surprised they’d do work that kept them
outside. 


We were just pulling into the station when my phone went
off, it was my aunt.  Who is this Sierra person, why didn’t you tell me
you were dating, and when will you be bringing her by?


Awesome, just what I needed… thanks Amy.


 


It was just after nine when we made it over to Clark and
Lake.  I’d been dreading this moment, and thinking about it for a
while.  Aitheria wasn’t happy at all when I started down the steps next to
Sierra.  I connected to fire, and created a shield of sorts, or at least
that was my intent, to hide the elemental air inside of me from the earth
itself.  I wasn’t sure if it would work, and there was only one way to
find out.


“What’s wrong, you’re horribly tense.”


I smiled weakly, “I’ll be alright, I just feel cut off a bit
when below ground.”


When we made it down the seemingly endless escalator, I
learned it was partially successful.  The air inside me tightened up, and
I still felt an unreasonable fear, as if I didn’t belong here, I was breaking
some law by being here.  It was maddeningly absurd, but it was how I
felt.  What I didn’t feel was any menace from the outside, as if my shield
of fire was hiding my nature from the earth elementals.


It was still uncomfortable, but I could handle it.  It
didn’t hurt that Sierra was with me, I couldn’t let myself run away crying like
a little girl in front of her after all.  Sometimes there were good uses
for stubborn male pride.  Still, I had to concentrate to make sure I kept
up with things, like breathing.


It didn’t take long for Sierra to find the trail.


“This way, whatever happened, she didn’t get on a train.”


She led me over to an employee only door that led who knows
where.  A little known fact of Chicago is that it has six different tunnel
systems under the loop, CTA being only one of them.  Sierra forced the
door and we entered some kind of maintenance tunnel.  I felt like I was
being dragged to my doom…


I let Sierra guide us, she followed the scent through a
series of tunnels, often dodging into a side tunnel or room when she heard
someone coming.  I wasn’t exactly helpless down here, but my range with
fire wasn’t as large as air, maybe twenty-five feet instead of a hundred. 
By the time I felt the body heat of someone approaching it would’ve been too
late.


It was about a half an hour of walking and sneaking when we
reached a door to a storage area.  The door itself was metal that looked
rusted and old, the padlock however looked relatively new.  I was about to
burn it when Sierra grabbed the bottom and twisted it.  The sound of metal
protesting filled the hall for a moment, before the plink as it broke.


Is it wrong that I was a little turned on by that?


She winked at me, and pulled the broken metal off and opened
the door.  It was dark as we went inside, Sierra turned on a hanging light
that had a string on the chain, and then went deeper into what turned out to be
a really large storage area, almost warehouse sized excepting the much lower
twelve-foot ceiling.


  When we got to the back I heard Sierra growl
dangerously at what we found.  There were four large cages, about the size
for a large canine, two of them had young woman inside, Cindy, and a girl even
younger, maybe fifteen or sixteen.  There was no one else here however.


“Can you let them out, I’ll call the cops and look for
something that might be connected to this asshole, maybe once I’m back up top
I’ll be able to see who did this.”


Sierra nodded fiercely but softened her stance when she
approached the cages.


“We’re here to get you out, you’re safe now,” she said in a
soft melodic voice.


I called Mike, let him know where I was, and the room number
of the storage area, I figured he’d find it just fine with the help of a city
worker.  There was a bed next to the cages, with handcuffs, as well as
several sex toys.  I had to take a deep breath to calm down, before I
accidentally set the bed on fire.  All kidnappers were bad, but this guy
was the worst kind.


I didn’t really want to touch any of it, and was relieved
when I saw the key to the cages hanging on a nail by the bed.  I grabbed
that and slipped it into my pocket, it should work well enough to identify the
guy later.  Sierra didn’t need it; she’d already ripped the doors
off.  I felt a rage growing in me again as I heard Cindy’s and the other
girl’s sobs.


I said softly, “I’m going to wait by the door okay?”


Sierra just nodded as she tried to handle the two young
woman, at least they were fully dressed.  It was more than me just not
wanting to see the aftermath of the evil man that took them, I knew the last
thing the girls needed was to be around a guy right now.  So I waited at
the door for Mike to show up.


 


It was almost an hour later when Mike and Aiya showed up
with two female paramedics, and a number of other officers including a crime
scene analyst.  Explaining Sierra’s presence was a juggling act, I just
told Mike I had a feeling a woman was needed, and she was a friend.  It
was kind of weak, and Mike knew I was hiding something, but he trusted me
enough to shrug it off.  Aiya on the other hand was looking at Sierra
speculatively, she must have known Sierra was another supernatural, but of
course all she could do was speculate, I couldn’t tell her either.


By the time Sierra and I were released from the crime scene
and made it back upstairs, it was almost noon, three hours after we’d gone down
there.  The feeling of being back up in open air was amazing as I felt the
power rush back into me, connected once again to the air all around me, feeling
everything within a hundred feet, something I was starting to take for granted.


Aitheria sent as she hugged my neck tightly, “It’s about
damn time, I was going crazy up here waiting for you damn it.”


I quirked a smile, “Sorry Ria, had to be done.  We
rescued two young women if that makes a difference to you.”


Aitheria sent, “You’re my only concern, but yes, I
understand why you did it.”


I took out my phone and sent a text message to both Mike and
Aiya.  The key worked and I sent the address and the job the abductor did
for the city along with his name, Daniel Burns.  Luckily the key had just
given me the man’s information, and memories of opening and closing the
cage.  Perhaps it was more than that, maybe my power itself knew I didn’t
want to see it, so I didn’t have to suffer through knowing and seeing what had
happened on that mattress.  I’d make sure the bastard didn’t get away one
way or the other, but I’d let Mike and Aiya have the first crack at the man.


I turned to Sierra, “Would you like to get lunch?”


She smiled, “I thought you’d never ask.  I’m starving.”
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Thursday, May 19th, 2016, 12:48 PM


I was stuffed from surf and turf.  I’d also been amazed
at the twenty-six-ounce porterhouse I’d watched Sierra polish off along with
two baked potatoes.  Apparently werewolves did very much eat more than
normal humans.  She’d clearly enjoyed every bite as well.


Sierra asked curiously, “So, is that what you do when not
working for the council?  Rescue kidnap victims and find people?”


I nodded slowly and looked her in the eyes, “Does that
surprise you?”


She smiled, “Yes, it does.  In a good way though, it
proves we were right to invite you to ally.  You’re a good man,” her face
turned fierce as her smile melted away, “How do you not feel the urge to hunt
down the one who did that and kill him.  I have to admit I’m tempted to do
just that.”


I shrugged, “I do feel that urge, but humans have a
different justice than we do.  It helps to know that he’ll be in jail, and
pedophiles and rapists are not well received there.  He wouldn’t suffer
merely as much from a quick death.  Maybe the fact I was raised human
makes a difference there.”


She nodded thoughtfully, “I hope he does suffer, it’s
probably a good thing we didn’t catch him down there.”


That probably would have been bad, although I could have
destroyed the evidence easily enough.


It was getting to the point I knew she’d be heading back to
the pack, and I was thinking of asking her out on a pure date, no
business.  It wasn’t the fast connection Diana and I had formed, but I was
definitely interested in more, and not just because she was so damned
attractive.  But her phone went off before I said anything, and the way
her eyes widened with a sheen of tears, it was definitely not the time.


“What happened?” I asked as I pulled out my wallet and
dropped three twenties on the table.


She shook her head, “I have to go… something… I need you to
come with me.  It’s about the pack…”


She looked a little dazed, so I walked around the table and
helped her up.  She was a strong woman, but I somehow knew my touch would
be calming.  Wolves don’t grieve alone, and anyone stupid enough to think
that makes them weak would be foolish.  I had no doubts if the enemy were
nearby she’d be having a different reaction.  Right now though, she needed
the tactile contact and comfort to function.


When we got out of the restaurant I kept her hand as we
walked toward the Metra station. 


I tried again and asked, “What happened?”


She spoke so softly I could barely hear her above the sounds
of the city, if I wasn’t a sorcerer with control of the air to guide the sound
of her voice, I was sure I’d have missed it.


“They got one of us, Debbie, she’s was just nineteen. 
I don’t know any details yet, just to get home, and bring you.  She…
wasn’t a fighter, not like me, she was in college…”


I didn’t ask any more questions.  I tried to imagine
what she was feeling, and I realized that would be hard to do, pack bonds were
very close.  The closest I could really understand would be the loss of my
mother, or imagining what it would feel like to lose Amy or my Aunt.  So I
stayed quiet as we got on the train.


When we sat down, Sierra was practically sitting on my lap
and curled into my side.  Under other circumstances I may have enjoyed
that quite a bit, but her pain was palpable and my thoughts didn’t go in any
direction except to be there and offer what comfort I could.  I wrapped my
arms around her and we were silent for the rest of the trip.  Even
Aitheria looked grave.


The ride seemed interminable, but it was right around forty-five
minutes, just like every other time, and we arrived around one-thirty. 
She didn’t even comment when I led her over to her car and put her in the
passenger seat and drove us the rest of the way.  When we got into the
backyard, there were nine werewolves gathered, including Sierra, with an
undercurrent of grief and anger.  To my surprise Sierra stayed buried into
my side, instead of joining one of the groups of her pack mates.


Derik nodded my way, but otherwise ignored my presence and
started to explain.


“Now that we’re all here, let me tell you what
happened.  The invading pack struck their first blow.  I told you all
not to go anywhere alone, but I made a mistake.  I thought Debbie would be
safe at college surrounded by humans, but I was wrong.  Debbie and her
human roommate were killed while crossing through an isolated part of the
campus mid-morning today, in the same way others have been killed by this
invading pack.


“I want to make it clear to the rest of us, that we need to
stay together, two or more when possible, and be vigilant.  We know
they’re using magic to hide their scents, so don’t depend on just your noses
when you’re out there.  The authorities have the body, and since it was a
murder it may be some time before we can put our daughter to rest beneath the
earth.”


It took me moment to realize he’d meant daughter as in his
flesh and blood, not just pack.  Although I wasn’t even sure if that
distinction was meaningful, they were all family and all were grieving. 
If the rogue pack was in front of me right now, I’d have killed them all.


He looked at me, “Can you and Sierra go with my mate to look
at the body.  The police will have to allow it for both religious and by
family right.  I need to stay here with the pack.  Plus, if she
breaks the spell we’ll need you there to track them.”


I wasn’t sure of that, if they weren’t done gathering
evidence they wouldn’t want the body disturbed even by family.  But I
simply nodded, I didn’t have it in me to object to a grieving father and
alpha.  Besides, I didn’t really want to object, we would make it
happen.  Sierra let go of my hand and let me know she’d be right
back.  I understood when she went into the house, a white sundress with
flowers probably wasn’t the right thing to have on when visiting the morgue.


She came out in a black skirt that was just short of her
knees, and a dark gray blouse, and two inch black heels.  She collected
Selene on the way over to me, who was similarly dressed in dark colors, and we
headed out to the car.  I tried to give her my condolences, but my throat
closed up, we did exchange a look however and she seemed to understand without
me actually saying anything.


The drive was fairly long, maybe thirty minutes to the to
the morgue.  Luckily, it was one of the newer buildings that didn’t have
the morgue in the basement, we’d have had trouble explaining why we needed to
move the corpse above ground so my power would work.  We went in to the
building and stopped at the desk out front.


Selene cleared her throat, and when the guard looked up she
said, “I’m here to see my daughter’s body.”


The guard sat up straighter and stared at Selene a second
too long.  She didn’t seem bothered by it, I imagined she was used to that
sort of thing.  It was hard to believe she had a nineteen-year-old
daughter, she could barely pass for thirty.


The guard asked, “Name?” after he unlocked his console.


“Debbie Williams,” she said softly.


The guard typed it in and read the screen before grabbing
the phone.


“Doctor, can you come up here, there’s someone to see Debbie
William’s remains, the computer says it’s cleared but…”


He listened for a moment and hung up the phone before he
looked up at Selene, “Mrs. Williams, the ME will be right out to speak with
you.”


We took a seat and only waited a few minutes.  Sierra
held my hand while her and Selena leaned against each other.  They sat up
straight when the door opened, and an older man walked over and introduced
himself.


“Mrs. Williams, I’m Carl Denton, the ME.  I’m very
sorry for your loss, and though we’ve finished gathering evidence and the
remains are available, I’d urge you to reconsider seeing your daughter’s body.”


Selene shook her head, “I need to see the remains for
religious reasons, please take us back there.”


It looked like Carl wanted to argue, but instead he just
nodded and led them toward the back.  We passed through a few doors, the
last one had a guard outside of it and we had to sign in.  The ME led us
over to a drawer and pulled it out.


Selene asked, “Can you give us some privacy please?”


The ME shook his head regretfully, “I’m sorry, I can stand
over on the other side of the room, but I can’t leave you in here alone.”


I understood that, there were probably other corpses in here
and chain of evidence issues would come up.  I didn’t like to do it, but
Diana had taught me how a couple of months ago.  I pulled power from the
air around me and after getting his attention locked eyes with the ME, creating
a connection between us.  His face went blank a second later when the
mesmerize power took hold.


I sent into his mind, “Go stand in the other corner,
remember nothing of what happens until we leave.”


When the doctor shuffled away, I nodded to Selene.  She
reached out and pulled the sheet back, the face had deep claw marks in it, and
the body was even worse, missing parts of her flesh clearly made by ripping
teeth.  I’d have rather not seen it, but then this would help with having
no second thoughts when we finally do hunt the bastards down.  She stopped
pulling down the sheet when we saw the symbol which was carved in her upper
chest, right below her throat.


I’d like to say it didn’t bother me, but the truth was even
with relatively very little relieved I almost lost my lunch.  It was…
horrifying is the right word.


I couldn’t really feel the magic of earth, it was the
opposite of my nature, I was essentially blind to it, but I could tell it was
there because it blocked my abilities.  Selene took a calming breath, and
brought out a small vial with some kind of oil, and poured it onto the symbol,
then she closed her eyes and chanted, her face the picture of
concentration.  I knew she was doing magic, my inner core wasn’t happy to
be standing there, but my power also knew I was safe with them at the same
time.


What she was doing though wasn’t just earth magic, there was
a component of fire as well and I could feel it eating away at something. 
It was weird being half blind to what was happening.


I held my ground ignoring the discomfort, and watched as she
went through a ritual chant.  I felt the difference right away as I felt
the blocking magic fail, and knowledge rushed into my mind.  Not as much
as I wanted, and at the same time, way more than I wanted.  I now had the
memories of exactly how Debbie had died, and never in my life had I wanted to
kill anyone more than I wanted this enemy pack dead.


They hadn’t just killed her, they’d played with her first,
this wasn’t a simple territory take over, attacking her hadn’t simply been
about culling the weak member of the pack, no… they’d enjoyed what they
did.  It wasn’t a werewolf thing at all, it was just that particular alpha
was an evil bastard.


I sighed, “I don’t have their location, but I think I have
everything else.  I’m not sure why, perhaps their pack is protected
directly against it, on their own bodies?  Is that possible?  Maybe
we should go back, so I don’t have to explain it more than once?”


I knew it was possible with a witch, it had happened on my
first case with the vampire council after all, but I wasn’t sure what the
limits of a mystic were.


Selene nodded slowly and covered up the body, and pushed the
drawer in.  I couldn’t tell if she was just acknowledging my words or
answering my question.  When I opened the door to the room the ME blinked
and came out of his trance.  He looked confused for a moment, but then
adopted a solemn look.


Selene asked, “Do you know when the remains will be
released?”


The ME shook his head, “I’m sorry, it may be some time with
an open murder case.  I’ll be in contact as soon as I know anything.”


Selene murmured a thank you and we left the building.
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Pack ally and friend or not, it was a little intimidating to
have nine angry and grieving werewolves focused on me with unforgiving
gazes.  Their anger wasn’t about me of course, but in addition to those
natural feelings I had that werewolves were a natural enemy, it was a bit
disconcerting.  I had managed to shrug off those instincts in regards to
Sierra, and even to an extent with the alpha and his mate yesterday.  But
I felt like I was standing in front of a semi-truck bearing down on me.


I took a deep breath, knowing intellectually I was safe
hardly made a difference.  But I was… safe I mean, so I started to lay out
what I knew.


“I still don’t know where they are, their location is
blocked to me.  But thanks to Selene breaking the spell, I was able to see
who, and a little bit of why.  This isn’t an alpha that just randomly
picked this area because he wants it.  He wasn’t kicked out of his old territory
at all, he is here specifically for revenge against perceived wrongs, and he
isn’t sane.


“His name is Karl Lansing, although I think that last name
is fake.”


I paused for a moment, there was no recognition in some of
the pack, but Derik, Selene, and a couple I hadn’t met yet widened their eyes.


I went on, “I’m not saying it’s true, but he believes he was
wronged by your alpha years ago, and fled north to Canada to find a new
pack.  He was obsessed with getting revenge, and made plans, although it
took him a few years before he could challenge the old alpha and take the pack
for his own.  He… isn’t a good alpha like Derik, and uses his position to
bend his pack to his purposes.  Once they were firmly under his thumb he
led them down here.”


Derik looked grim and I waited for some indication as to if
he wanted me to continue.  It just got uglier from there.  Derik took
over at that point in the story though, confirming what I knew.  He looked
around making eye contact with each pack member and then spoke.  His voice
was dispassionate, as if just relating a story that happened to someone else, I
wondered if he was in shock, or just holding back his rage.  


“Except for my mate, beta, and enforcers most of you have
been with the pack less than twenty years.   There was a reason we
were only five back then.  Karl was a part of the pack back then, and we
were friends growing up.  We… competed at everything.  He wasn’t
always the way he is now.  Things changed though when our alpha at the time
started to decline.  He wanted to challenge and take over the pack…


“At the time I didn’t see anything dark in him, but the
alpha must have, because he challenged me before Karl made his move, and then
threw the fight.  A last gift to the pack he led and loved.  I guess
it was then when Karl started to turn bitter, and resist the alpha’s… my
authority.  You all know this pack is all about family, I wasn’t
interested in running a pack if I had to lock everyone down tightly under my
orders, but in Karl’s case, that would turn out to be a huge mistake.


“He started to cause disruption and disharmony with his
words and actions.  I tried to guide him back to where he needed to be, I
didn’t want to give up on him.  But then Selene showed up looking for a
new pack to join.  Selene of course, stole my heart the first time I
looked at her, and she felt the same.  That seemed to be the breaking
point for Karl, because he coveted Selene as well out of some twisted need to
have whatever I did.  He took it as a challenge in his warped mind, and
Selene became just one more thing for us to fight over.


“The pack was an unhappy place to be, a couple of the pack
even broke ties at that point, and went to find a new pack.  That, and his
aggressive attitude toward Selene, was when I finally saw the darkness in Karl
that I refused to see in my childhood friend up until then.  I should have
killed him when he challenged me, but when I had him at my mercy, I merely
banished him from the pack on pain of death if he ever returned.”


He looked at me like a man about to drown, his stone face
breaking, “That’s why he killed Debbie, isn’t it?  Not because she was
convenient, or separated from the pack, but because she was Selene’s and my
child?”


I simply nodded, not wanting to say it out loud.  Karl
was bitter and insane, and had tortured Debbie simply because she was the child
from his enemy, and even more that she was the child of the woman that he’d
wanted for himself.  


But if Derik thought his story would lose him more wolves,
he was wrong.  Everyone in the yard gathered closer to him in support,
they were a family and wouldn’t be going anywhere.  Even if their alpha
did screw up.  I really understood then that the magic werewolves shared
had two sides to it, like everything else.  It could be used to strengthen
and nurture in Derik’s case, and for Karl, he used it as a leash, to control
and enslave the pack beneath him.


The pack went for a run then, some kind of bonding thing I
could only understand the edges of, and I waited in the backyard for them to
return.  When they did, three left to take care of business, because life
went on and they had businesses to run regardless of whatever else was
happening.  


We were sitting around the table.  Sierra on my right,
followed by Selene, then Derik.  Next to Derik was his beta wolf, a second
in command, named Clint.


Clint was of similar build to Derik, he looked like a
linebacker, and maybe a few years younger.  Next to Clint was his mate and
one of the pack enforcers, Katie.  Katie had fair skin, blonde hair, and like
Sierra, an athletic body.  Next to Katie and on my left, was the second
pack enforcer Gerald.


Derik looked at me, “So we don’t know where they are?”


I shook my head, “Breaking the spell allowed me to see their
history, and who they are, but it seems they must have other magic on
themselves, that blocks me finding them.  I could see their lives up until
they left to come here, whatever the spell is it blocks what they’ve done
since.  Somehow the connection with what happened to Debbie, jumped over
that empty spot.  I can tell you there are seven of them outside of Karl,
and none of them want to be there particularly.  Selene, do you have any
thoughts?”


She shook her head, “It must be a spell similar to what
they’ve been putting on the victims, but to break it I’d have to see it. 
Of course, at that point there would be no reason to, we’d already have them.”


I sighed, “There are non-magical ways to track people. 
I could turn the names over to a few cop friends I have, see if they can find
anything.  But that would be complicated to say the least.  The only
other thing I can think of is asking a witch.  Perhaps they would know a
way to overcome the spell where Selene doesn’t, but I don’t know if they would
even get involved or want in return if they did.”


It was a shame the vampire council wouldn’t get involved,
they had access to police and federal databases, and could probably find them
as long as they were using something traceable.


Katie shook her head, “We can’t involve the cops, even if you
have a friend.  They’ll be in this up to their necks already soon enough
due to the murders, we don’t want them sniffing around the pack.”


Clint nodded in agreement before he said, “If you know a
witch, maybe you could find out what she’d want for her help?  She may not
help though, it’s possible it would put her in danger if Karl finds out about
it.”


Clint looked at Derik, as if for approval of his idea. 
Derik nodded slowly, so I took out my phone and called Tara.  The six of
them watched me intently while I talked to Tara.  It was a werewolf thing
I decided, they were more intense than humans and it seemed they had no issues
with prolonged eye contact, it was still a bit disconcerting though.


Tara was obviously pleasantly surprised to hear from me, and
I couldn’t help but notice Sierra’s eyes narrow at Tara’s familiar and almost
intimate tone.  Her voice changed though to a more normal tone when I
explained the problem, she even had me text her one of the pictures.


She said thoughtfully, “I believe I can help, but I need
twenty-four hours.  Come see me tomorrow afternoon at the store
okay?  I assume the pack will repay the favor when I have need?”


Derik nodded at me, apparently werewolves had excellent
hearing.


“Yes, they will, and thanks.”


She chuckled, “Your welcome Ben,” and hung up the phone.


Sierra said quite firmly, “I will go with you.”


Derik raised his eyebrow at Sierra in surprise, but the rest
of the wolves were unreadable.


I was smart enough not to argue with her tone, but I
wondered if her motivation had been merely to remain the pack liaison as I
helped, or if she’d been jealous of Tara’s tone with me on the phone…


We had a plan for our next steps, so we broke up.  It
was time for another train ride and I wasn’t looking forward to my fourth trip
in one day.  Diana had told me once that sorcerers of air could transport
themselves from one place to another, but I hadn’t figured out how yet and had
no one to teach me.  Until I did, it was public transportation or walking
for me.


Sierra and Gerald gave me a ride back to the train at
Derik’s insistence.  Sierra wasn’t to be by herself just like the rest of
them, not even for a quick drive.  I never had gotten around to asking
Sierra out on a date, but between a virtual stranger being there, and Debbie’s
death putting a pall over things, it just wasn’t the time for it.  


It was past dinner time and I was looking forward to
relaxing at home for a bit after getting back into the city, and perhaps a full
night’s sleep.  The last two days had been a bit hectic, but it turns out
the day wasn’t quite done with me yet.
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Instead of going home I found myself walking toward my
office.  I was hungry and it hadn’t been a great day, but I sucked it up,
I was sure there’d be a good reason for me to show up.  In hindsight later
that night I didn’t see how in this situation it was a good thing, but perhaps
it would’ve been worse if it didn’t.  If that makes sense, call it the
lesser of two evils.


I sat behind my desk and waited for some indication of what
to do, but I didn’t feel the urge to do any research, and I was all caught up
on paperwork.  Just when I’d decided someone must be coming to the office
I heard the door open and close.  A few seconds later a woman poked her
head in my office, with a huge smile on her face.  She looked really
familiar but I couldn’t place her at first.


She said in an upbeat voice, “Hi, I’m looking for Ben
Edwards, is that you?”


I smiled tentatively at her friendliness, “Yes, what can I
do for you miss?”


Her smile grew larger, and she walked into my office. 
She had long golden blonde curly hair, a lovely heart shaped face and bright
blue eyes.  Her figure was willowy and she was dressed in a woman’s pants
suit.  I realized who she was a moment before she introduced herself and
saw a camera man edge into the doorway.


“Hi, I’m Kira Downs, nightly news.  I wanted to talk to
you about what happened earlier today.”


Oh, this wasn’t good.  I’d had to dodge reporters
before, I had a pretty good track record as a psychic after all, but in the
past it had always been the sensational columns in the rags at the grocery
checkout, or a couple of times a blogger of some supernatural website. 
Most people didn’t take it seriously since I’d debuted next to an alligator boy
story.  This was the first time someone from a mainstream news station
ever tried to interview me.


I tried to remain calm, and not volunteer any information, a
lot happened today.


“What happened early today?” I asked brilliantly.


Her smile didn’t falter, but her eyes tightened slightly,
“According to our sources, you found and rescued two young women earlier today
that were being held captive, we were also informed you revealed the name of
the man that had taken them.”


I nodded slowly, wondering what made it news this time
around.  Sure, it had been a bit more sensational in nature than usual,
but…


When I didn’t speak she continued cheerfully, “Would you
like to comment?”


I shrugged, “Sometimes I get these feelings, I’ve had some small
success in the past finding lost or kidnapped persons.  I’m hardly unique
in that way, and I’m just happy that both girls are back home with their
families where they belong.”


She walked closer and took a seat, crossing her legs as the
camera man came in.  This couldn’t be a good thing.


She said in a leading voice, “Ben, may I call you Ben?” she
waited until I nodded to continue, “I did some research on you after learning
it was you that located the senator’s daughter…”


My mind froze for a second, I never did figure out who that
second girl was, if I had I would’ve seen this coming.  I shook the
thoughts off and started listening again.


She continued, “It seems you find people for the police
regularly and successfully in almost every case your brought in on, and I’ve
heard that not all of what you do is on the books.  Chicago’s very own
psychic and hero bringing lost children home.  Can you tell us about it?”


I tried to downplay it, “I’m a private detective that will
sometimes get a feeling.  I’m not sure where you’re going with this, a lot
of law enforcement agencies use psychics on occasion.  I do the best I can
and live my life the best I know how.”


She asked, “Did you know the police raided the suspect’s
house, they found evidence but it looked like he’d run.”


I shook my head, “I didn’t know that no.”


Kira continued to try and lock me down trying to find an
angle for her story, I just kept downplaying my abilities and was happy when
she asked me something I couldn’t answer, it would show I didn’t know
everything.  Eventually she stood and offered me a handshake, and left me
in peace.  I sat there for quite a while and wondered how this would play
out, and why my power put me here to be interviewed in the first place.  I
also hoped that would be the last time I’d see the woman, but something in me
doubted it.


I got home around eight-thirty and cooked a late
dinner.  I was in bed an hour later, completely exhausted, and fell asleep
as soon as my head hit the pillow.


 


I was pretty sure I was dreaming.  I felt like I was
floating on air, and I felt a warm air pressure against my side as if something
was pushed up against me.  It was a weird feeling, because it had no
weight, simply pressure.  Kind of like the light pressure I would feel if
I put my hand out the window while driving around twenty miles an hour.  I
felt light and free, as if the cares of the world couldn’t hold me down.


I opened my eyes and turned my head toward that warm
pressure and looked into two eyes that were beautiful clear skies.  Aitheria’s
lovely face was familiar, as was her light blue skin, wide smile and her curvy
little body.  Except, she wasn’t so little anymore, and her body was
pasted up against mine, the clouds that normally served as her clothes were
doing a very poor job, and I noticed I wasn’t dressed either.  


I felt a deep love for her, she’d always been with me, my
whole life, but despite our intimacy in this moment there was no sexual tension
whatsoever, her body wasn’t real after all, just a… bridge so I could understand
her.  The intimacy we shared was of family, shared experience, and perhaps
spiritual, but not physical love.  Still, this was new for me and I had no
idea what was going on.


“What’s going on, and why are you human sized?”


She grinned, and actually spoke aloud, her voice was like
the wind, choral and sweet, “I pulled you into my dream, how do you know I
didn’t shrink you?”


I snorted, “Good point.”


I took a moment to study my surroundings.  It looked
like my bedroom, sort of.  The bed we were lying on looked like my bed,
but it was made of thick eddy’s of constantly moving air.  My dresser was
a haze of clouds, as well as the other furniture.  The walls were mostly
transparent, and outside was nothing but sky as far as I could see.


“So my dear sweet Ria, why did you pull me into your dream?”
I asked in a soft voice.


She looked shy for a moment, “We… you need to know what you
are, and you need to push yourself harder.”


I frowned, “But you can’t tell me, or teach me, or even tell
me why I need to do either, can you?  Although I can guess the last, I
have enemies and aren’t nearly powerful enough to face them yet, am I?”


She shook her head and storm clouds gathered in her
eyes.  I could feel the frustration rolling off of her.  


“No, you know I can’t tell you what you are, but I can share
with you what I am.  It’s not something I’d do lightly though, and I want
you to understand that.  To do so I must show you the core of what I am,
and I’ll be vulnerable when I do so.  This… false body protects me. 
I love you, and I’m afraid for you,” she spoke with passionate intensity with
her choral voice, and strong winds rose up around us.


I was a little disturbed actually, but at the same time I
felt safe, Aitheria would never hurt me.  I was also a little confused,
how would showing me what she was help?  I also knew by the look in her
eyes she’d been very serious.


She smiled serenely and the storm drained from her eyes, and
then her body broke into wisps of wind revealing the core of my closest
companion.  It’s impossible for me to understand fully what I saw, but I
think I’d have seen even less if I wasn’t in this dream.  Her core was
spherical elemental air, but it was so much more than that.  She existed
in more than just three dimensions, and I knew I’d get a headache if I tried to
figure it out, but in essence she was in more than one plane of existence, all
at the same time.


There was more as well, inside her multi-dimensional body
there was… spirit.  The essence of what she was, perhaps soul is a better
word to describe it.  She was… transcendently beautiful, and there was
something very intimate about me looking at her this way, seeing into her very
soul, and I could feel her love and vulnerability in the moment as if we were
connected somehow.


Her true elemental body also vaguely reminded me of
something else, and I froze in shock when I realized what it was.  I
didn’t want to look away from her, but I had to know.  I closed my eyes
and looked inward at the ball of elemental air in the core of my body, and my
mind shrieked that what I was seeing wasn’t possible, how could it be
possible?  I had a mother who bore me, I had a physical body, yet it was
unmistakable.


I was also an elemental of air.  Somehow.


I opened my eyes and watched Aitheria’s false but familiar
body reform around the core of her being while my mind started making all the
connections.  It was why I couldn’t go underground without freaking out,
the same reason Aitheria couldn’t follow me on the odd times I did.  A
part of me, the nonhuman part of me, literally didn’t belong there. 
That’s why my core always tightened up and tried to hide, it was an air
elemental where such a being didn’t belong at all.


I wasn’t all that sure how knowing that would help me
though, except that maybe it told me my enemies possibly weren’t human
either.  What the hell was I?  And how?  I didn’t bother asking
Aitheria, I knew she couldn’t tell me.  She was right about practicing as
well.  I’d spent time getting a handle on things, then lived my life the
way I used to for the most part, minus an occasional job for the vampire
council, and now aligning myself with the werewolf pack.  I’d learned just
enough to get by and control it.


I needed to truly learn to use my powers, but how could I
outside of experimentation?  I already surpassed what Tara knew about
sorcerers, and from all I’d heard of them, I didn’t want to search one out to
teach me, and put my life in someone’s hands that I’d just met.  Someone
that would no doubt understand what I was moments after meeting me.  It
was a real problem.


I’d have to play around, and hope I didn’t kill myself in
the process.  I had no doubts Aitheria was serious, if I didn’t risk it
I’d wind up dead anyway when my enemies caught up to me.  I could think of
a few things I needed to know right off, one was transporting, the other was
healing.  I also needed to learn to control my core, the few times I’d
done it while in danger I’d connected with the air from a lot farther than just
a hundred feet around me.  Maybe those things would come more instinctively
than I thought they would… after that I’d have to see.


I smiled at my full sized friend who was looking at me
intently, or perhaps she was right, and I was shrunken in this dream.  I
supposed it didn’t matter which and trying to figure it out would just give me
a headache.


“I’ll do my best to figure stuff out, the hardest part
though will be figuring out even what I can accomplish.  Thank you for
showing me… your real body is beautiful Ria, indescribably so.”


She smiled mysteriously at me and silently cuddled back into
my side.  She kissed my cheek, it felt like a warm breeze in the shape of
lips, and then I fell back into a deep sleep.
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I woke up to the smell of pancakes and bacon.  With my
connection to air, it was easy to feel who was in the kitchen.  I supposed
it was slightly disturbing Aiya could just walk around cooking in my apartment
without me waking up, but I knew Aitheria would wake me if someone less than
trustworthy broke in.  I rolled out of bed and took a shower while I
thought about what I could do to understand my power better on my own.


It was tempting to just leave it until things slowed down, I
still had quite a bit going on, and it felt like it was going to be another
busy day.  But if I put it off, I knew I’d keep putting it off. 
Plus, with me heading out to the suburbs for the pack a lot, it would be useful
to learn how to travel.  The Metra is convenient, but not convenient
enough to want to ride it four times a day when we had to go back and forth
like that.


I’d try it in small steps.  I pulled the magic to me,
from the air I was connected to and tried to transport to the living room,
right outside my kitchen.  Just down the hall, should be easy right? 
Or so I told myself.  I pictured the spot, even felt it within the range
of my own power, and willed myself there.


I felt foolish as I still stood in my bedroom staring at a
mirror.  I tried a few more things, but none of it was working, no matter
how I framed it in my mind, a request, an order, a plea even, I couldn’t
teleport.  That made me consider what Diana had told me, it was possible
she just believed that air sorcerers could do it, when they were really doing
something else.


It went back to secrets again, just like when Tara had tried
to get me to grab the air around me, it was more along the lines of inviting it
instead.  I tried to think what air would do to get from place to place…
well it wouldn’t teleport like on some sci-fi show, it would flow from one
place to another, maybe at incredible speeds.


I drew in the magic again, this time I concentrated on the
air moving me to the new location as quickly and stealthily as it could while
hoping I arrived in one piece.  I felt the air thicken and surround me
like a cocoon, all I saw after that was a blur of motion so fast my mind barely
registered it, and then I was standing right outside the kitchen, which is when
Aiya dropped the spatula and shrieked, and a moment later glared at me with her
pretty brown eyes.


“Umm, oops.  Sorry about that, I was trying something
new… what did you see?”


She bent her legs and picked up the spatula and started to
wash it, “Nothing, there was nothing there and then you just appeared, did you
learn to teleport or something?”


I smiled at the irony, “Something like that yes…”


I wasn’t even tired, of course, I’d only moved thirty feet,
I’d have to see how it affected me after thirty miles.  I’d also have to
develop my remote viewing, so I didn’t pop in on innocent unsuspecting humans…
like Aiya.


“Sorry again, so what brings you by this morning?  Not
that I ever mind,” the scent of the pancakes, bacon, and syrup was making my
mouth water.


Aiya scowled at me, “Why’d you do that interview, the
captain saw it last night on the news and called Mike and I.  We’re not to
work with you anymore, at least until it calms down.”


I sighed and looked at her helplessly, “I’m not really sure,
I think it would have been worse if I dodged and said no comment.  It
might not have been as positive.”


She looked thoughtful for a minute, and dropped the
subject.  I wasn’t really sure that was the truth, but it probably was.
 I couldn’t think of another reason my power would put me in the path of a
reporter like that.


“Do you know anything about those murders yet?  The
queries came back positive for the two states you said they would come back on,
and the feds are taking it over.  Their building a taskforce, your buddy
Special Agent Tom Kilmer is going to head it.”


I scowled, Tom Kilmer had apologized that one time, when the
leak was one of his agents, but he was still a pain in the butt.  I hoped
not to run into him at all, but it was probably unlikely.


“Yeah, we’re making some progress on it.  They’re still
hiding though, but we might have a break on that later today.”


Aiya pulled off the latest run of hot cakes, there was a
pretty nice stack of them.  I walked over and poured us both coffee.


Aiya said, “Burns, we can’t find him.  He hasn’t used
his phone or credit cards,” she smacked my hand as I reached for a piece of
bacon, “Not until we’re at the table.”


I laughed and put my hands behind my back, “Yes ma’am.”


I tried to reach out for the information, I still had Burns’
key, it was in my radius of air in my bedroom, so I didn’t have to actually touch
it.  I couldn’t get squat, he felt… missing, exactly the way Cindy had
been.


I shook my head, “Sorry, at a guess he’s holed up in the
cities tunnel system somewhere.  But I can’t even be positive about
that.  My abilities don’t do so good with underground.”


The smell of the food was so good it was torture to wait,
but this last run would finish off the batter, so I’d just have to be patient.


“You look gorgeous this morning Aiya, did you do something
new with your hair?”


She looked at me suspiciously, “No bacon.  Sit.”


I grinned shamelessly, got the butter out of the fridge and
sat down.  It really didn’t take long and I was happily eating both syrup
drowned pancakes made from scratch, and deliciously crispy bacon.  About
halfway through the meal she cleared her throat.


“I hope despite Captain Martinez you’d keep helping?” she
asked as she put a photo on the table.


I just looked at it and a rush of information entered my
head, finally something simple.  The two cases where things were hidden
from me weren’t all that fun, challenging, but not fun at all.


“Douglas Prentice, eleven-year-old runaway.  His mom is
a good person, but her new boyfriend is verbally abusive when mom isn’t around,
although he hasn’t hit the kid yet.  His mother didn’t believe Doug when
he told her about it, so he ran.  He’s been sleeping in an alley just five
blocks away from their apartment, and begging for money for food, telling
people he needs money for the bus to get home.”


Her eyes widened, and I realized I’d given her a lot more
information than I usually do.  Normally I just give a location, she
definitely gets passed my guard.  Sometimes I wonder if having her as the
one person who knows the truth about me is too much of a burden for her, but
she’ll keep the knowledge until she asks me to take it away, or pushes too hard
for information on other supernatural races.  So far, she hasn’t done
that.


She took out her phone and opened the notes app, “You got an
address?” she asked in a shaky voice.


I nodded, and told her where he’d be in two hours.


She asked reluctantly, “Ben… what do you see when you look
at me?”


I raised an eyebrow, “I see a stunning beautiful young
woman, an excellent police officer, and one of my closest friends.”


She frowned, “That isn’t what I meant.”


I sighed and ate another piece of bacon before I answered.


“That’s all I see, I could probably find out a lot about
your life if I wanted to, but I don’t.  You deserve your privacy, and I
deserve my sanity.  I’m not even sure if it would work anymore on you.”


She tilted her head, “What do you mean, your sanity, and why
wouldn’t it work?”


I shrugged, “When I looked at that picture, I wanted to know
about the kid and where he was so you could go pick him up, so he’d be
safe.  Sometimes I do get random visions when meeting people, but I don’t
try to get them all the time.  Could you imagine if I walked down Wabash
street and looked at everyone I walked by and learned about their lives? 
I’d go crazy if I sucked in knowledge all day from the people around me.


“And it might not work at all, even if I tried to read you
now, because it doesn’t work well on the people closest to me.  I’m not
sure why, but it just doesn’t.”


She seemed to relax a little and even gave me a light smile,
perhaps at my comment of her being close to me, which let me relax as we
finished the meal.  Someone knocked on the door when I was clearing the
table.  It was Diana, and I moved to let her in…


Aiya knew Diana was a part of my supernatural life, but
hadn’t seen her in nine months, not since she’d followed us that night. 
They eyed each other speculatively, but were polite when they greeted each
other.  Diana was wearing jean shorts and a clingy t-shirt with calf high
leather boots.  She looked really sexy actually, and I felt that twinge of
attraction which didn’t surprise me.  What did surprise me was the fact
that I thought of Sierra a little guiltily.  I didn’t really have time to
work out where my head was at the moment though.  We weren’t even dating
yet, but apparently somewhere in my head I wanted to make that happen.


Diana pulled out her phone and showed me a picture, “I can’t
stay long, I’m,” she shook her head and picked a different way to say it with
Aiya standing right there, I was almost sure she was going to say hunting a
rogue, “I need to find this person.  The usual amount will be deposited if
you can tell me where he is.”


I looked closely at the picture, “He’s out on the lake,
he’ll be coming into Burnham harbor at eleven o’ three this morning.  Dock
EC.  Send me a text if you need help.”


She grinned and said teasingly, “You just want the
bonus.  I guess I do have a little time after all, are there any pancakes
left?”


Aiya nodded, “I always make too many.  Want a coffee?”


I guess Aiya decided to play hostess.  I had no
illusions, she might not ask for information about my world, but she was still
a very intelligent police officer, and she’d been observing for nine
months.  That thought might not be completely fair though, she may have
just been being polite.  We sat back down at the table and I sipped my
coffee as Diana dug in.


Diana said in an amused voice, “By the way, nice interview,
my three older friends absolutely loved it.”


Well great, now I had to worry about the vampire council.


I shrugged, “It’s consistent with my cover of hiding in
plain sight, not that I had a choice in the matter.”


She nodded in agreement, she didn’t look all that bothered
by it herself.  And it was true, I was already well established as a
psychic and detective before I got my powers, I really didn’t have much of a
choice at all.  Plus, I liked the role I played, I was able to do a lot of
good with it.  Hopefully the press wouldn’t ruin that.


There was another knock at the door, and I got up to get
it.  Sierra was standing there in a sexy dark blue sundress, I was
surprised to see her so early, it was still only just after eight in the
morning.


“Come in, join the party, I think there might even be some
pancakes left,” I quipped, my apartment was grand central this morning, not to
mention it now had three beautiful women in it.


Sierra seemed surprised I had company, but nodded to Diana
and Aiya in greeting. 


Aiya was smiling for some reason, probably because it was an
opportunity to gather more data.  Aiya and Sierra had met of course,
yesterday when we’d found Cindy.


Sierra sat down and grabbed the last of the pancakes while
she said shortly, “Thanks,” and dug in.  She was obviously uncomfortable
with a human here.  


There was some small talk, but everyone was ignoring the
forbidden subject which added a bit of awkwardness to things.  Or maybe
that was just me, I wasn’t really sure.


Aiya sighed, “Alright, I need to get going before I’m late.”


She gave me a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek before she
left, and Diana wasn’t far behind also giving me a light hug on her way
out.  I couldn’t help but notice Sierra looked annoyed at the other women
touching me, and for some reason I was greatly cheered by that…
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“Not that I mind your here early, because I honestly don’t,
but Tara probably won’t be ready until late in the afternoon,” I said
curiously.


She replied, “Derik.  He’s afraid Karl’s been watching
and looking for the right time to strike.  As our ally he decided you shouldn’t
be alone either,” she paused a moment before she said challengingly, “I
volunteered to come and stay with you for the duration, Katie and Clint came
with me so I wouldn’t be alone for the trip, and left when we got to your
apartment… is that a problem?”


I shook my head wondering why she got confrontational, “Not
a problem.  I’m glad you’re here.”


She nodded shortly and finished off the pancakes.


I’d been thinking of a way I could learn to heal, if I could
heal whatever was wrong with Jenna it would be a good thing.  But… I
wasn’t about to experiment on her either.  I’d thought of going to the
hospital, but immediately dismissed that as being just as bad.  I knew my
own body healed quickly, so I figured I’d start out small, a cut perhaps.


I got up and went into the kitchen, and picked up a knife
from the counter while I held my arm over the sink.  I was about to cut it
when…


“What the hell are you doing Ben,” Sierra asked in a
growling voice while glaring at me.


If I thought she was upset earlier, now I knew she was
merely slightly annoyed about finding the two women in my apartment eating
breakfast.  She looked really good to me just then, she looked hot angry,
but I kept that to myself… mostly because I just wasn’t that stupid.


I shrugged sheepishly, “I need to learn how to use my magic
better,” I said in an offhand voice.


Her eyes tightened further so I thought a fuller explanation
might be in order, but not everything either.  I told her about Mike and
Jenna, and how I wanted to heal her, I also mentioned it might be a good thing
for me to know as an ally to the pack.


She didn’t look happy about it, but she nodded, so I sliced
into my arm, just a little.


It took me a few extra moments to concentrate through the
sting, which was a problem I’d have to work on another time.  I pulled in
the air magic and studied what my body was doing, how it was already healing as
I simply held it closed.  Apparently my core magic was involved, it did it
almost instinctually.  I studied what it was doing, and fed that process
more magic.


My arm tingled like crazy as I felt and watched the cut
slowly disappear.


I realized right away this wouldn’t help me to heal Jenna,
all I’d done was tap into and speed up my body’s natural ability to heal. 
Obviously whatever was wrong with her, wasn’t being healed naturally by her
body, so what I did might help someone that took a serious wound, even
myself.  But I wouldn’t be healing any permanent bodily injuries or
defects that way.


Sierra grabbed my arm and started to study it, I hadn’t even
noticed her move while I was lost in thought.  Something else I needed to
work on, why bother connecting to the air all around me if I wasn’t paying
attention to what it was telling me.


“I can’t even see a mark.  Not even a thin white scar
line.  Do you think you can heal your friend?” she sounded thoughtful.


I shook my head, and explained the problem.


She said, “Let’s see if you can heal others.”


Before that registered in my mind she’d already grabbed the
knife from my hand and sliced into her own arm.  My eyes widened in panic
for a moment, but she was looking at me impishly and hadn’t even
flinched.  I supposed it was too late to object.


I touched her arm by the wound and fed some air magic to examine
the cut, which was much deeper than mine had been.  Her body was healing
it faster than mine would without assistance, but it would still take at least
a day for it to close up without help.  She was also healing
differently.  Her body was different, between being a woman, a werewolf,
and having different magic I wasn’t sure how to heal it, and was afraid I’d do
it wrong.


I was getting frustrated, what I really needed was knowledge
about her body and how it worked.  There was a desperate need in me for
it, as I helplessly watched her arm bleed.


My mind opened and flooded with information, so much
information that I froze for at least ten seconds.  Then I started
laughing.  I was such an idiot.


Sierra asked, “Are you okay?” with concern in her voice.


I smiled at her, she was bleeding into my sink and actually
asking me how I was.


“Yes, I’m fine, I just finally realized the truth of what I
am,” I said softly as I released a small bit of magic into her arm, and watched
with satisfaction as it knitted as perfectly as mine did.


It truly was a eureka moment in my life.  Despite the
knowledge that I’d been tracking down people and saving kids with the power of
air as a sorcerer, not as a psychic, I never really thought through what that
meant.  My own mind was holding me back.  I was sure some information
was blocked from me, like my enemies, and whatever was protected by other
magic, but the true power of a sorcerer of air was information, knowledge and
how to apply it.


My mind and power had been doing what I expected it to,
which is continue to find the missing.  Sure, I’d keep doing that, I liked
doing that, and it was my cover in the human world, hiding in plain
sight.  But my power had the ability to gather knowledge, not just where
someone was, but pretty much everything out there.


I now knew more about a female shifters body, and how it
functioned, than any doctor or surgeon ever could.  Simply because I
desperately wanted the information from my power and it answered the
call.  Next time, I would merely take the part I needed, I didn’t need a
medical database of everyone I ever healed in my head, but I had no doubt I
could heal just about anything on anyone with that ability.


But the eureka moment was that the healing only scratched
the surface.  I could pull unprotected knowledge about anything.  It
was no wonder air sorcerers were arrogant and secretive.  After all,
knowledge was power, I’d have to make an effort not to become so myself. 
Of course, I still had the challenge to incorporate that into my life.  I
also didn’t think that it would help with connecting to and understanding my
inner elemental either, but it was a huge step forward.


Aitheria sent, “It’s about time you figured it out, I was
despairing at your thickness,” in an insulting tone.


Oh good, I’d never get arrogant with her around to poke at
me.  One less thing for me to worry about anyway, I sent Aitheria a mind
caress followed by a pinch.  


Extending my range beyond a hundred feet had been another
goal, so I pulled for the information.  It came but was
disappointing.  The range I could reach was a measure of my ability and
would extend as I gained more practice and experience.  I realized that
meant I needed to start practicing my fire magic more as well, or I’d never get
better at it.  


As far as my core went, I was right about that, the air
elementals protected the information of themselves, I couldn’t pull anything on
it and it remained a mystery, despite knowing what it… or rather what I was
now.


I turned on the water and we washed the blood off from our
little experiment.


“Thanks, I think I have what I needed.”


Sierra squeezed my hand, “Your welcome.  So what’s the
plan today?  I know we don’t have to meet Tara until later.”


I shrugged, “I’m not sure, my morning seems pretty
open.  Any ideas?”


Sierra asked, “Have they found that guy yet, Burns?  I
heard he ran on the news; it was mentioned in that interview you did last
night.”


I shook my head, “No, and I can’t locate him, which means
he’s probably in some hideaway under the city.”


Sierra grinned at me, and I felt my stomach dropping, “How
about we go get him, I promise I won’t kill him… unless I have to,” she
finished a little wistfully, as if hoping she’d have to.


I really couldn’t resist her smile though, and with the fire
shield hiding my inner elemental, it would be only claustrophobic and slightly
panic inducing.


“I suppose we can do that.  I really don’t like it
underground you know, and they’ll catch him eventually.”


Her smile grew wider and she hugged me tightly, and kissed
my cheek, like hunting down Burns was a gift, or perhaps an exciting
date.  Now how the hell could I say no to that?  She felt entirely
too good in my arms.  Besides, I kind of wanted to get that poor excuse
for a human being myself, and my power was silent, as if it knew I didn’t have
anything else to do this morning.


I asked with a grin of my own, “Do you trust me?  I
learned a new trick this morning.”


She nodded and I pulled her a little tighter against me, it took
me a minute to get over that distraction and focus my mind.  I used my
ability to find an area free of cameras and people by an entrance to the
underground CTA stop.  Then I gathered as much magic as I could hold.


I whispered, “Close your eyes,” and willed the magic to take
us there while trusting that my magic could handle the incidentals, such as
doors, people, and traffic along the way.


The world was a blur of light for a few long moments, and
then we were there.  I should have followed my own advice and closed my
eyes, since I was a bit dizzy.  I was also a little fatigued, but not fall
down tired and I recovered quickly and released the magic I had left
over.  It wasn’t nearly as bad as when I sped up my own body, outside
magic was always easier, even this.


Sierra had stiffened in my arms, so I held her until she got
her bearings and let go herself.


She asked in amazement, “You learned that this morning?” as
she stepped away and took my hand.


I nodded, “Yes, I was determined after we took the Metra four
times yesterday.”


She tilted her head and smiled, “And did you have to hold me
that close?”


I winked and said shamelessly, “Probably not,” and then I
added thoughtfully, “But you were my first passenger and I didn’t want to take
any chances.”


She looked pleased by that answer, and then dragged me out
of the alcove and toward the stairs down with a determined look on her
face.  I wrapped myself up in a shield of fire magic and took a deep
breath.
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This time it wasn’t nearly as simple.  Cindy had been
taken down here against her will, and brought straight to the storage room she
was in.  There was one clear scent trail leading right to her. 
Daniel Burns worked for the city of Chicago, and according to Sierra had left
scent trails everywhere in the tunnels.  Right now we were merely walking
around until Sierra crossed a scent trail that was only a day or two old. 
Needless to say, there were a lot of tunnels, and the entire time we were
dodging the workers down here, as well as a few patrols of police that were
looking for the fugitive as well.


I did my best to focus on our surroundings and Sierra, and
not on the false feeling of being crushed.  It didn’t help that we had to
keep our conversation to an absolute minimum.  This had seemed like a much
better idea when she’d been hugging me.  Still, I needed to be able to do
things like this, even if it cut me off from my power.  I still had fire,
and Sierra was a werewolf, we were hardly helpless.


She stopped and leaned close, her breath tickled my ear as
she said, “I think I found the right trail, it’s only a few hours old, he must
have been moving around during the night.”


I nodded in silent acknowledgment and followed her down the
corridor, which led to a metal gate blocking a stone stairway leading down, and
we discovered it was bolted shut.  We looked at each other, both realizing
breaking it would be loud enough to reverberate far back through the tunnels
and bring people running.


I considered melting the bolt, but that would bring
questions later when the police came, it wasn’t a padlock we could hide, the
bolt lock was built into the gate itself.  I looked up and she followed my
gaze.  The gate didn’t cover the entire entrance, there was a couple of
feet between the top of the gate and the twelve-foot ceiling.


She grinned way too maniacally for my comfort and held out
her interlaced hands.  She was strong enough to rip a metal lock apart, so
I had no doubts she could boost me up.  I took a deep breath and stepped
into her hand, she pushed me up effortlessly, and I was able to grab the top
and pull myself over without making too much noise.  When I stood she
jumped up and pulled herself over, I turned away when I got an eyeful, a
sundress was a poor choice for that activity.


She didn’t seem to mind I’d gotten a good look and seemed
amused I’d turned away.  She was a werewolf after all, and had even
stripped in front of me once before changing into her wolf.  Werewolves
weren’t exactly body shy as a rule.  Between that and their propensity
toward physical touching, it made it difficult for me to know if she was really
interested in me, but I’d pretty much made up my mind to find out as soon as
the time felt right.


Unfortunately, yesterday with the death, and this morning
hunting for a kidnapping rapist, well it was definitely not the right
time.  Although I was starting to wonder if with our somewhat crazy lives
there ever would be a perfect moment for it.


We went down the stairs and entered a different tunnel system,
not related to the MTA, there were a lot of pipes running above us as well as
some on the side.  It was unquestionably some type of city
infrastructure.  Her footsteps in her low heel sandals were almost
imperceptible as we moved down the hallway, she wasn’t hesitant at all, quickly
making turns as his scent led her through a twisted path of crisscrossing
tunnels.


It was apparent by the intense look on her face, and the way
she held herself she was having a lot more fun than I was.  Eventually we
came up to a door with a few letters and numbers as the only designation, this
one didn’t have a lock but it was the same kind of metal door the storage room
was.  She pushed it open and we flinched when it squeaked with rust.


I felt him in range of my fire magic, just twenty feet
away.  We peeked in carefully and saw a number of shelves with wires,
replacement pipes, and various tools.  I heard a click, and it took a
moment for it to register as someone taking off the safety on a gun, and we
pulled back for a moment.


She whispered, “I’ll get him, don’t worry, I’ll leave him
alive to become someone’s girlfriend in prison, I did some research last night
after you left.”


I tried to stop her, I had an idea I could heat up the gun
so he’d drop it, but she was too quick.


She winked and then ran quickly into the room and dodged to
the right, circling around the shelves to take him from behind almost faster
than I could track.  If I hadn’t been aware of her location through her
body heat, I wouldn’t have even known that much.  Without my air magic I
couldn’t speed myself up at all, not even my perception.  There was a
shout, a gunshot, and then silence.  Although I knew it had been the best,
and safest plan, I felt a little like a coward to be standing out here while
Sierra took care of the bastard.


But then who was I to ruin her fun, and I was quite relieved
as I sensed she wasn’t shot, neither was burns.


She called out, “Come on in Ben.  Daniel here is
sleeping.”


I could feel through my power the heat of the bruise forming
on his head, she must have popped him pretty good.  I walked in and toward
the back of the room.  Daniel Burns was out cold on the ground, the gun a
few feet from his hand.  Against the back wall there were a ton of
survival packs, water, vitamins, survival meals.  There was even a large
stack of ammo boxes for his weapon.


The guy was a rapist, and also appeared to be set up to live
through the apocalypse in the depths of Chicago’s tunnel system.  He could
have lived down here easily long enough for the cops to give up on him, so he
could slip out of the city… if he didn’t just stay here.  He was a bit
dirty and smelly though, and I realized he’d voided his bowels when he was
knocked unconscious.


Sierra prompted, “So… are you going to call Mike?”


I pondered that a minute, “I don’t know, maybe we should be
subtler this time, especially with Kira Downs on my scent so to speak.”


She raised an eyebrow, “What did you have in mind?”


“Let’s tie him up, and get out of here, we can call Mike
with the location when we get back up top.  That way we won’t appear in
the reports.  Sure, they’ll have a small mystery but…”


Sierra grinned, “This was fun, I’d never considered helping
humans before you know, it was always about the family and pack.  I think
I understand why you do it.  There was something very satisfying in saving
those young women, and in catching that slimy bastard.”


I returned her smile and grabbed some cable off of the
shelf, after pulling about ten feet off the spool I used a little heat to melt
and break the pieces apart.  We trussed him up pretty well, using one end
to tie his hands, and the other to tie his feet.  He wasn’t going
anywhere.  We left the gun alone, so far I didn’t think we’d left
fingerprints on anything except the door, which I wiped down when we left.


The trip back up took time, but it went much faster than
finding Daniel to begin with.  It was a relief to be back where I
belonged, above ground, and in hindsight it had been fun.  It was close to
noon, it had taken three hours to find him and get back out.  Aitheria was
both relived and glaring, she hated when I went anywhere she couldn’t go.


I pulled out my phone and realized Mike might have a few
questions for me if I sent him to a fugitive already tied up.  So I sent
the information to Aiya instead, feeling a little guilty that she’d have to
cover that with Mike somehow, and put my phone up.  


“Lunch?  I was thinking soup and sandwiches?”


She nodded and looked at me with eyes that still sparkled
with mischief from the hunt, and she took my hand.


“What about our clothes?  We don’t exactly smell like
roses right now either.”


She had a point, the tunnel system did have a unique kind of
smell to it.  And we were both dusty from the top of that gate.  I
used my magic to get our clothes clean, I also managed to air out the smell,
literally.


“Does that work?”


She quirked a smile, “For now, but I still want a shower
later.”


We decided to walk, it would be too dangerous exposure wise
to flit about everywhere with my power, besides it wasn’t too far, and walking
most everywhere around the loop kept me in shape.  It was a warm but not
hot day in May, and the weather was perfect for it.
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We were eating our food and I was learning about all the
different pack businesses, and what she did for them.  She did a lot of
the paperwork and some sales, although at twenty-two she was just getting
introduced to the latter.  Right now some others in the pack were covering
her duties while she spent her time with me.  


She was just telling me about Suzy, their pack omega who was
doing most of her work.  A pack’s omega was the wolf with the least
dominant nature, about as submissive as a wolf gets, but on the other side of
it they usually had the most nurturing personality in the group and was a
cherished and protected part of the pack.  I vaguely recalled what she
looked like, she had a more petite frame although still very much in shape, and
was barely above five feet tall.


I was surprised to find out Sierra fell third in the pack in
dominance right behind Clint, in front of the enforcers and even the alpha’s
mate Selene.  Apparently whatever she’d went through alone as a werewolf
growing up in human foster homes had made her extremely dominant, she’d had to
take care of herself.  One thing I was sure of after the last couple of
days, and with this new information, was if I managed to form a relationship
with her I’d be constantly on my toes around her.  That sounded like fun
to me.


We were interrupted by my cell going off, it was Mike and I
answered it.


Mike asked, “You busy tonight?  Jenna and I want to
talk to you about something, no setup tonight.”


I looked up at Sierra in question and she simply nodded in
willingness to come along.


“I think so, and I’ll be bringing my own date tonight if
that’s okay.  I’ll know for sure in a few hours, what time?”


He said, “Seven, and that sounds fine.  We got Burns by
the way, I’ll tell you about it tonight.”


I suppressed a smile at that, told him I’d call if we couldn’t
make it, and got off the phone.


Sierra looked at me a moment and asked in a sickly sweet
tone that set off alarm bells in my mind, “Bringing your own date?”


I nodded slowly and thought through my answer and tried to
figure out what button I’d inadvertently pushed, “Jenna is determined to see me
paired off as soon as possible, she’s set me up on more bad blind dates than I
can tell you about.  It will be nice not to have to worry about that with
you there.”


Her eyes narrowed and her tone darkened, “I see, so… I’m
what, simply your shield for the night?”


I shook my head and tried not to smile at her reaction, “No,
I was actually hoping you’d be my date for real, not as some… dodge.”


Her face relaxed as she thought that through, and then
started eating her soup.  I had to admit I was a little nervous but did my
best not to show it as I continued to eat.  Finally, she looked up at me
with a small smile and her voice was soft, melodic, and just short of shy. 


“I’d like that, but we may be busy tonight depending on what
happens with Tara.”


I realized, confident werewolf or not, maybe she hadn’t been
on all that many dates either.


“I know, that’s why I told him we might have to cancel.”


She continued telling me more about the pack, it was
apparent age didn’t count for much when it came to authority.  At
twenty-two she was younger than six of them, the five we had sat with at the
table yesterday.  Suzy was a few years older as well, and the three men
who left, Sam, Carl, and Peter, were still teenagers and too young to really
know where they fit as far as dominance in the pack.


Her family was something she could seemingly talk about
endlessly, and it was apparent with a man like Derik as the Alpha and setting
the tone for the pack, it was a good life.  


For Karl’s pack… it was a nightmare.


I asked in a moment of comfortable silence, “So what happens
to Karl’s pack, I mean, Karl is the one that needs to die, perhaps slowly and
torturously, but what about the others?  His second, Billy, is kind of a
sick bastard too, but the others are virtual slaves and being forced to do what
they normally wouldn’t.”


Sierra shrugged and said in a matter of fact voice, “Once
this is over, Derik will judge them all separately and decide what’s to become
of them, I think you know him well enough to know he’ll show mercy if it’s
warranted.  But at the same time, until Karl is dead, we can’t hold back
against the rest of his pack, our first duty is to protect our own, which
includes you.  I won’t feel any guilt about it either.  It’ll be Karl
who is to blame for their deaths if they happen, not us.”


That sounded pretty brutal, but I understood it.  It
was the downside to living in a world where a werewolf’s self-determination
wasn’t always their own.  To not fight would be insane.


I said grimly, “I understand, I can do my best to try and
disable, but I won’t hesitate if I have to.”


We talked quite a bit longer about pack and our personal
lives, so lunch wound up going about two hours.  I learned a lot, and the
more I found out about her, and their lives, the more confident I was in my
decision to ally.  I was looking forward to the ritual tomorrow evening,
though I wasn’t quite sure what was involved in that yet.  


I wasn’t sure if Tara would be read for us yet, it was only
two-thirty, but it was worth a shot…


 


Tara was finished, and we made our way over to the
shop.  I’d hardly even noticed this time when Sierra grabbed my hand and
held it for the walk over.  Her hand still felt good in mind, I was just
used to it being there now.  Tara however, most definitely noticed when we
walked into her store.  I won’t even pretend to understand, but Tara and
Sierra seemed to take some measure of each other before we even exchanged
greetings.


Tara waved and said invitingly, “Come in the back.”


Sierra let my hand go, and we followed Tara to the
back.  Tara walked over to her counter and held up a bone, it had very
intricate symbols carved into it, and was about eight inches long and maybe a
half inch thick.  It was immediately apparent why she’d needed so much
time.


Tara put it in a box and held it out to Sierra, who took it
carefully.


“Give this to Selene, and then you’ll want one of the
victim’s bodies.  She can then use the same ritual spell that she used
earlier,” she turned her head to me, “Once that’s done, you should be able to
figure out where they are.”


I nodded, “Why does it have to be done through a victim?”


Tara replied, “The connection.  They have a connection
with their victims, the one you followed back to read their past, even if you
couldn’t see their present.  The spell on the bone is precariously
balanced but it should work.  There is air magic to find that connection,
fire magic to trace the air connection, and earth magic to follow the fire,
since it can’t interact with air.  It will follow the same connection your
magic did, and more importantly, carry Selene’s magic with it, which will break
the spell.”


Tara shook her head and smiled, her voice was a mix of
dubiousness and pride, “I had to be creative, since we don’t have anything with
a connection to the pack except the victims’ bodies… but it should
work,” she stressed the word should, “but it would be much more sure if we had
hair, or some personal item to focus on.  Still, murder leaves a lot of
energy behind, so… it will work.”


I wasn’t sure if she was trying to talk us into it, or
herself, but it was a better chance than no chance at all.


“Thanks Tara, anything else we need to know?”


She shook her head, “Your welcome.  Nothing else to
explain, it will just work, she just needs to hold it while casting her own
spell and it will do all the effort to move her spell to the target
automatically.  Good luck.”


She cleared her throat, “There is one more thing, if it does
work go after them right away, don’t wait.  Their mystic could have them
blocked again in a matter of an hour, or two at most.”


“Alright, we should go, thanks again.”


She just nodded and gave me a parting smile as Sierra and I
turned to go.  We walked over to my apartment where I was pleased to find
the door closed and locked, though I had no idea how my magic had managed that
when we travelled this morning, except I’d been thinking it.  It seemed
like a good place to leave from.


“We should get Selene and go back to the morgue.”


My phone dinged before Sierra could reply and I pulled it
out, and my stomach sank.  I’d flagged news stories on my phone using a
news app, and there was a new one with the headline, coincidence or psychic
intervention?


There was a video of me walking out of the CTA station and
making a phone call, luckily they were zoomed in all the way and Sierra was not
in it.  Then the video jumped ahead and showed the police walking out
Daniel Burns, and there was a little article with a timeline about how the
police got a tip at the exact time I’d made the call after coming out of the
underground station, and then the fugitive was caught and brought out of the
same entry a short time later.


It was purely speculative and most definitely not proof,
especially with the question mark on the article name, but that wouldn’t
matter.  Of course, the report was done by Kira Downs.  Was she
following me, or did they just have a camera at the entrance to the CTA so
they’d break the story fast when Burns was found?  I reached out for the
information and felt relieved that it was the latter, but I still wasn’t happy
about it.  The whole point of sneaking out of there was to avoid this very
situation.


Sierra looked concerned, “We should go, but what’s wrong?”


I handed her the phone in answer.


She snorted when she finished and handed it back, “I
wouldn’t worry about it too much.  The press is too fickle to spend too
much time on a human interest story, something will happen and it will be
yesterday’s news soon enough.”


I nodded, hoping she was right, and put the phone in my
pocket, “You ready?”


In answer she stepped up against me and I wrapped my arms
around her.  Her body felt really good against mine and seemed to fit
there perfectly.


She said softly, “No point in taking any chances,” with a notes
of both teasing amusement and contentment in her musical voice.


I used my ability and aimed for the backyard, near the
fence, keeping in mind to take care of all doors and anything else in the way,
and willed the magic to move us there.  I closed my eyes after a couple of
seconds, it took longer than crossing just a small part of the city, but not
that much longer.  Maybe ten seconds later the sense of movement
stopped.  Not bad for thirty plus miles.


I heard a banging behind me and long run of curse words.


Derik growled, “Next time call ahead.”


Sierra buried her face in my shoulder and started to laugh,
which set me off too…
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Sierra, Selene, and I once again found ourselves at the
morgue where Debbie’s body was.  It seemed like I was hitting all the same
places I did yesterday for a second time today, hopefully that wouldn’t include
a visit from Kira Downs.  The article was still bothering me, but even my
power seemed to side with Sierra on this one.  It would pass, the question
was how much damage would be done in the meantime though.


We walked into the building and the same guard was
there.  Selene requested to see her daughter again, but when he brought up
the file he frowned, “I’m sorry, the remains are no longer here.”


Selene glowered, “What do you mean they aren’t here?”


The guard sat back in his chair, intimidated by the slight
woman with no idea why.  I supposed humans could pick up a werewolf’s
predatory nature, he looked confused as if not quite sure why his hind brain
was sending him fight or flight signals.


“I’m sorry Mrs. Williams, but the FBI took over the
case.  They had all the victim’s bodies moved to their own morgue in the
city.  There’s nothing I can do about it ma’am.  The agent in charge
has classified the remains not to be released and under lock and key, so even
if you go there…” he trailed off.


I frowned, I should have checked with my abilities I
suppose, but I never thought…


The phone rang, and the guard picked it up.  After a
moment he looked right at me.


“Are you Ben Edwards?”


I nodded, confused as he handed me the phone and put it up
to my ear, “Hello?”


Agent Kilmer growled, “Edwards, you stay away from my case, or
I’ll take you in for obstruction and bury you in a hole so deep you’ll never
see the sun again, am I clear?”


It really wasn’t clear at all, I was confused, “How did
you…”


Agent Kilmer said, “I knew you were in there yesterday from
the logs, I set up a flag if anyone came back to view the body I’d be
notified.  Don’t screw with me Ben, you’ll regret it,” and he hung up the
phone quite firmly.


Well that was just great, what were we going to do
now?  When we left and got on the road I started explaining.


“Agent Kilmer and I have history, he… really hates me. 
I proved one of his agents were dirty, he seemed okay with it first, but
apparently it ruined his chances for a promotion.  He’ll need to add a lot
of pluses to the column before he has a chance at advancement again. 
Anyway, I’m not sure what we can do now, even with mesmerizing ability I don’t
think it’d be smart to invade the FBI building.”


Selene shook her head angrily, “There has to be something we
can do, we can’t wait until another one of us gets killed because agent Kilmer
is a,” she dropped a few words not polite for company.


I sighed, “I agree, but I don’t know what.  I don’t
suppose Derik kept anything of Karl’s?  Something with a personal
connection?  Tara thought the spell would work even better if we had
something like that.”


She blew out a breath and tried to calm down, “I doubt it,
but my mate doesn’t tell me everything, so we’ll ask when we get back.”


At least I understood why my power didn’t object to making
plans to go to Mike’s tonight.  I wondered if I needed to use my power
more, but did I want to live like that?  Planning every move and
questioning every decision?  I could see myself quickly becoming paranoid,
setbacks happen, it’s not the end of the world.


 


We got back to the house and went into the backyard. 
Clint and his mate Katie were sitting out with Derik.  I didn’t know where
the rest were, and didn’t go looking either.  I didn’t want to turn into a
total control freak, if there was danger I’d feel it, the rest could come as it
would.  We took a few minutes to update the three of them, and ask about
any personal objects.


Derik shook his head, “No, nothing like that at all. 
When he was banished he took a few things with him, and what he left behind
went in the trash.  As for what we do now, what we’re already doing. 
We stick together, don’t go anywhere alone, and hopefully next time they attack
we’ll get one of them instead.”


I didn’t really like that idea, but I also didn’t have
anything better, so I kept my mouth shut.  We talked for at least an hour,
but mostly went in circles with it, not sure what to do next.  


When it got close to five thirty Sierra squeezed my hand and
headed into the house while the four of us continued to talked ourselves in
circles.  Katie eventually turned the conversation to a new direction.


Katie said, “We could set a trap?”


Derik frowned, “How?”


Katie shrugged, “I’m sure I’d make good bait, I was part of
the original pack and I’m sure he hates me.  Just let me go through my day
alone, with Clint and one or two others following from a distance, maybe a half
mile or so.  I could carry a panic button and tracker.”


Clint growled, “Not a chance.”


Katie shook her head stubbornly, “It makes sense, I’ll be
safe enough, and if they attack with overwhelming numbers I’ll run, I have
enough control over my wolf to do that now.”


Clint rebutted, “If it’s so safe, why not me?”


Katie laughed, “Because Karl respected and feared you and
Derik, he always looked down on me and thought a female enforcer was a bad
joke.  Women have no standing in his eyes or his pack, and he’ll want to
put me down just to put me in my proper place from his point of view.”


Derik shook his head, “I’ll think about it, but I want a
full plan drawn up of the steps we’ll take and contingency planning for every
step.  I don’t like it, but at least that gives us some control, as
opposed to waiting around for him to attack who knows who next.”


Katie nodded and looked very determined.


I’d wondered where Sierra had gone off to, and found out
when she walked back outside.  It was to get that shower she’d wanted
before dinner tonight, but she’d also changed into a black strapless sundress
with red starburst flower designs on it that hugged the curves of her upper
body, and then flared out below her hips.  The hem barely made it past her
mid-thigh and it showed off her shapely firm legs.  She was also wearing
open toe sandals with three inch heels.  She looked stunningly beautiful,
and I was struck speechless.  Luckily no one seemed to notice.


Katie teased, “Hot date tonight?”


Sierra winked playfully, sat down next to me, and claimed my
hand.


“You look amazing,” I said after finally finding my voice.


She smiled at me mysteriously and said thank you.


Katie gave us both a considering look, but didn’t say anything
else about it, and after a moment we all moved on.


We dove back into the conversation, trying to think of
anything that might make using Katie as bait safer.  I pulled in some
magic and tried to pull knowledge of a way to keep an eye on Katie, and protect
her.  Knowledge rushed into me.  I could of course, put a shield of
air around her, but I’d have to be close by to maintain it, there was really no
way to protect her from a distance.


I could however create a ward of sorts.  More like an
alarm than actual protection.  It would make me aware of her health and
state of mind in a general way.  It wouldn’t protect her directly, but I
could get to her location quickly if she was attacked.  


Clint seemed happy with the idea when I suggested it, so we
added it to the list.


It was around six-thirty when we broke up the planning
session, and I set the ward on Katie before Sierra and I left to go back to my
apartment.  


Sierra had an overnight bag with her, I assumed so she’d
have a change of clothes tomorrow.  


I figured out quickly the connection to Katie was more
variable than I had expected, and the strength was dependent on my
thoughts.  I could ignore it, so it was barely a presence in the back of
my mind, and I would only notice if she got angry or upset.  I could also
concentrate on the connection, and not only catch her feelings, but her surface
thoughts as well.


I backed off of that immediately since I wouldn’t violate
Katie, or anyone else in that way, but it gave me other ideas.  I was sure
I could use it to communicate mind to mind, although it wouldn’t be like
Aitheria and I, all the communication would occur in the mind I was connected
to.  I’d have to be careful how I used it, I knew air sorcerers could
invade the mind of another, but I’d never tried to do so before.  I
honestly didn’t want to, but this new connection I’d figured out could be a
boon in certain circumstances.


It could also be used to do horrible things.  I needed
to keep that firmly in mind and not betray my own morality.


I only had a half an hour to get my own shower and shave and
for the two of us to get over to Mike and Jenna’s place, so I moved as quickly
as I could without using magic...
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We actually made it with a minute to spare as I walked into
Mike’s house with Sierra at my side.  Predictably, even without my powers,
Jenna barely acknowledged me and gushed over Sierra and pulled her into the
kitchen.  Mike earned a glare from me when he started laughing.  I
felt like I brought Sierra to meet my family, and in a way I had.  Of
course, that made me think of my aunt, who I hadn’t called back yet from her
text yesterday.  I’d have to take Sierra there too… assuming it worked
out.


Mike said, “I’m sure she’ll be fine,” with humor in his
voice.


I nodded and chuckled, realizing I was worried little Jenna
would eat my werewolf alive.  I shrugged and left the women talk to the
women, not much point in worrying about it, or even trying to figure it
out.  I was connected to the air as usual, and the kitchen was well within
my range, so pulled the information about Jenna and what was wrong, to find out
why she couldn’t have a child.


Mike asked, “Drink?”


I snickered, “Sure, if you want to brave the kitchen go for
it.”


He shook his head and moved off as I reviewed what I
knew.  She had scarring on her uterus from when she was younger, nothing
evil had happened to her, just an incompetent doctor.  The scarring was
preventing the zygote from bonding because the endometrial lining wasn’t
forming correctly.  I pulled the knowledge of what to do to fix it. 
I could essentially remove the scarring with both fire and air, and then
promote it to heal perfectly.


It wouldn’t even be hard now that I was truly using my
abilities as a sorcerer of air, but how could I do it without revealing the
truth of what I was doing, surely she’d notice…  The other surprise was
there was a viable zygote currently in residence so to speak, and I was pretty
sure I could protect it, and even rebuild the lining enough to bond it
correctly.


Mike came out and tossed me the beer.  I looked at him
suspiciously and tapped on the top of the can a bunch of times before I opened
it.  I heard Sierra and Jenna both start laughing from the kitchen, and
immediately felt better about things.


“So what’s the big news?”


Mike shrugged and looked at me a little too intently,
“You’ll have to wait.  But tell me, I saw another article on you, did you
have something to do with locating Burns?  The strangest thing was he was
knocked out and tied up when we got there.”


I frowned, “Are you giving me the cop stare Mike?”


He shrugged, “I know you’re a good guy Ben, one of the best
I’ve ever known actually, and your tips always turn out to be golden. 
More than that, you’re like family.  But for the last six months or so
you’ve been hiding something from me.  This isn’t exactly an
interrogation, keep your secrets if you want, but don’t think I’m stupid
either.  I don’t know how, but I feel it in my gut, you were there and
left that piece of crap giftwrapped for us.”


I wasn’t sure what to say, I couldn’t tell him the whole
truth and I was afraid it would drive a wedge between us.  I also thought
he deserved the same trust and leeway I’d given Aiya.  But it was
different with her, because she’d found out on her own, all I really did was
swear her to secrecy and only filled in the blanks as it pertained to me. 
Actually telling someone about it when they knew nothing wasn’t the same at
all, but I made a decision for better or worse.


“I was there today, but after Kira Downs ambushed me
yesterday, and considering how high a profile the collar was, I thought it best
I wasn’t anywhere near it.  The woman connected the dots anyway, but it’s
all circumstantial.  I never actually meant to hide that from you at all.


“As for the rest of it, what I am hiding?  It’s kind of
big Mike, and it’s mostly not my secret to tell.  Sure, I know that sounds
lame but it’s true.  I’ll tell you what, I can tell you what I discovered
about myself if you want, but that means you can’t tell anyone else, or even
look down other avenues.  I’ll let you decide if you want to open the box
or not, think about it before you decide.”


Mike looked thoughtful for a moment, and then clapped me on
the back, “Drink that beer before it gets cold.”


We chatted about normal stuff for a few minutes then, until
we were called to the table.  I could tell Sierra had taken to Jenna, and
could also tell that fact had surprised her more than it did me.  


I decided the best shot I had at healing Jenna without being
noticed was an extremely slow and steady approach, I could even numb around the
area I was working although she would feel a slight tugging at times, even if
it didn’t hurt.  It seemed to be working, she made a few faces and had
squirmed a little once or twice, but she didn’t look alarmed.


I actually got finished about halfway through the meal
despite the distraction of keeping up with the conversation.  Not that I
minded that distraction, I was having a good time.  At least I was until
the inevitable awkward questions.


Jenna asked with a smile, “So how did you two meet?”


I didn’t know what to say, Sierra however just went with the
blunt truth.


“He saved my life.”


Jenna sat back a little in surprise and asked, “What
happened?”


Sierra and I shared a look and she turned back and said, “I
was being held against my will actually about nine months ago.  He got me
back to my family safely and never asked for a thing.  A few days ago we
ran into each other… and I’m really glad we did.”


Jenna just about melted, luckily she didn’t ask any follow
up questions.  I could feel Mike’s penetrating gaze but shrugged it
off.  I’d already told him to ask me again if he wanted to know.


As dinner wound down Jenna got around to the point of
tonight’s little gathering.


“You know we’ve been trying to have children for
years.  I’m… I tried just about everything, including alternative
medicines and treatments.  Nothing helped though.  So… we’re thinking
we are going to adopt.”


I… had no idea what to say to that, the universe is such an
absurd place sometimes.  I couldn’t exactly tell her she was pregnant now.
 Eventually though, I opened my mouth and made it work.


“You’ll both make great parents, have you already started?”


She nodded and gushed a little, “It takes weeks, if not months. 
We filled out the initial paperwork and we’re still waiting to hear back, but I
don’t think there will be any problems.  It’s a long process, but I’m
excited about it.”


She held up her wine and toasted family, it was all I could
do not to knock the glass of alcohol out of her hand and keep a smile on my
face.  I was happy for her though, and I wondered if they’d adopt anyway
when she finally found out she was pregnant.  I wouldn’t have bet against
it.  The rest of the night we talked about how hard it was to adopt
nowadays, and all they had to go through to get it done.


I felt a little nervous as Sierra and I went back to my
apartment, we’d both had a great time.  We were both in a good mood and
all the troubles of the last few days simply felt far away in the moment, so I
decided now was the time to take a chance.  Our date had gone really well,
so why not?


When we got back to the apartment I turned to her and
caressed her cheek slowly, giving her plenty of time to back out before I
leaned in and kissed her, like I’d been wanting to do for over a day now. 
I wondered not for the first time if she could hear my racing heart, or my
breath pick up when she was touching me.


The truth was, she was just as lost in me as I was in
her.  I could see it in her eyes, the same longing that burned inside
me.  The desire between us was almost palpable as our first tender kiss
turned more passionate, and she felt so good in my arms.  I just felt
right.  She joined me in my bedroom then, and the intimacy that followed was
incomparably better than I could ever have imagined…
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I woke up with a smile on my face, which lasted until I
moved my arms through the emptiness next to me, and realized Sierra had gotten
up already.  For some reason I couldn’t pin down that bothered me.  I
felt her in the kitchen so I rolled out of bed and jumped in the shower and got
ready for the day.  When I got downstairs there was a pile of scrambled
eggs, at least a pound of bacon, and ten pieces of toast.  


Sierra had already showered, and was wearing a more
conservative sundress, it was aqua blue with flowing purple and white designs
on it.  She looked great in it of course.  Sierra smiled up at me
from her seat at the table, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes, had I done
something wrong?  I was a lot more confident in most things, but women
still confused me for the most part, and I was pretty sure things had gone well
last night, really well from my point of view, so…  I was really wishing
my power would work on her so I’d know what was going on in her head right now.


“Morning, I was starving so got up to make breakfast. 
I thought I’d let you sleep a little longer.”


“It looks good, thanks,” I said as I poured myself a coffee.


I grabbed a plate of food and sat at the table.  The
last few meals we’d shared, there was a comfortable silence as she consumed her
pile of food, this morning’s silence however was… strained.  I wracked my
brain trying to figure out if I’d done something, or if this was more about
her, but came up blank.  I supposed I could just ask, but I thought maybe
it would be best to let her work through whatever had wigged her out this
morning.


Or maybe the sorcerer in question was just a big coward, I
had to admit that last one was a possibility, but my powers were talking to me
about other things than my personal life, and the day had a heavy feel to
it.  I also needed to be in my office by nine today for some reason. 
With my new understanding of my abilities, I tried to pull more information,
and figure out why I needed to be there.  But it didn’t work, maybe
because I didn’t have a solid connection to whatever would happen?


I still had a lot to learn.


When breakfast ran down, it was a little after eight, and I let
Sierra know about me needing to be at the office.


She nodded and asked, “Katie is okay?  She’d have
started her day by now.”


“She’s fine right now, if Karl has someone watching it may
take time before they can all get there and take the bait.”


Sierra looked thoughtful for a moment, “You’re right, I’m
just worried about her.  Both her and Selene were both like mothers, or
maybe older sisters to me when I joined the pack.”


Huh, maybe I was just self-absorbed, and Sierra’s seeming
distance this morning wasn’t about me at all, but worry for Katie.  It was
quite a while later, after we cleaned up the kitchen, had a second cup of
coffee, and were about halfway to my office that I realized that thought was a
false hope.  If Sierra was just nervous about Katie, her werewolf
instincts would have had her wanting tactile comfort from one of her family or
me.  My stomach sank as I realized she hadn’t touched me once this
morning, as usual for me things were ending before they even really got
started…


Aitheria sent in exasperation, “Stop feeling sorry for
yourself, and ask the wolf girl what’s wrong.”


I shot Aitheria a look, but decided to take that advice and
ask her what was going on when we were in private, I didn’t want to open a can
of worms in public, but we’d barely sat down in my office when I heard the door
open, followed by tentative footsteps to my office.  I should have asked
her what was wrong back in the apartment.


A young woman came in, she had short jet black hair, brown
eyes, and a pierced nose.  She was wearing jeans and a band t-shirt, and
had a nervous and distrustful look on her face.  When she spoke her voice
was very confrontational.


“Your Ben Edwards, the psychic detective?”


I nodded slowly and relaxed back into my desk chair, I hoped
that might put her at ease, “What can I do for you?”


She shook her head, “I was adopted as a baby, I want to find
my real parents.”


I gestured at the seat, she looked over at Sierra nervously,
and then decided to accept my offer and sat down.


“Name?”


She smirked, “Shouldn’t you know already?”


I laughed, “You’d be surprised how often I hear that.”


She blew out a breath and seemed to relax a little then,
“Sally, Sally Callahan.  Though that’s my adoptive parents last
name.  They’re good to me, I just need to know…”


I nodded, “I charge five hundred a day, is that going to be
a problem?”


I hated asking for money, but it was a business after all.


She shook her head and took out an envelope and handed it to
me.  I looked inside and there was a check for five hundred in there. 
I wasn’t worried about it taking more time or money, after all I’d learned all
the information I needed as soon as I laid eyes on Sally.  I wouldn’t tell
her that of course, she’d probably freak out.  I also knew it was her
adoptive mother’s check, and that the woman knew about it.


“Alright, how can I contact you when I have the
information?”


She gave me her e-mail address and telephone number, which I
dutifully wrote down.  I wrote her a receipt for the payment and handed it
over.


“I’ll contact you as soon as I know something.”


She nodded dubiously, “Thanks,” and stood up and left.


Sierra was studying me with a conflicted look on her
face.  I had every intention to get to the bottom of what was bothering
her, and even back off from our relationship if I had to, though that would
hurt.  But before I could I felt anger through the link to Katie.  I
concentrated on it, and saw in Katie’s thoughts she was under attack.  It
seemed the universe was conspiring against me.  With that absurd thought,
I jumped up and pulled Sierra out of the chair.


I mumbled, “Katie,” in explanation at her angry questioning
look, and followed the magical connection I’d formed with Katie.  As soon
as I had a good look at Katie’s surroundings, I had my magic move us there and
the world turned into a blur…
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Werewolves weren’t as fast as vampires, but they were still
damned fast.  I had to balance my need to keep up with what was happening,
but not go so fast it caused me to pass out.  It also didn’t make me any
stronger, I would fight with magic, the speed was mostly about
perception.  I sped myself up, and then took a look at the
situation.  Sierra was already changing as the eight wolves attacked a
lone wolf in front of me.  Katie was fighting hard, and obviously trying
to do enough damage to escape.


I recognized who each of them were, even in wolf form from
the information I’d gotten on their pack.


I wasn’t sure where Clint and Gerald were, but they had to
be incoming by now, they were only stationed a half mile away.  I
surrounded myself in a shield of air and then sent tight compact balls of air
flying at one of the wolves surrounding Katie.  It took her in the side
and the wolf went flying across the field with a pained yelp.  If she came
back, I’d have to kill her, or maybe trap her somehow?


Sierra took one off guard with a lunge and took its throat
and she shook her head violently, snapping the neck.  One dead wolf. 
We had the advantage of surprise, and also the fact the pack had been torturing
Katie, but with one of their number dead the other pack started to attack in
earnest, no longer just playing a sick game.


I knocked two more across the field with air, and Sierra was
fighting with the beta of the other pack, Billy.  Katie managed to take a
second wolf down, and then the fighting seemed to pause as the howls of other
wolves approaching were heard, and I felt Clint and Gerald enter my range of
connected air.  The invading pack broke at that point, having had enough,
and ran for the trees.


One of the wolves I’d hit got up and followed, the other two
were still, knocked out from my blows.  Clint ran straight to his mate and
sniffed Katie, who had more than a few shallow wounds and was now lying on her
side with the fight over.  I walked over and knelt at her side, and
studied the wounds with my magic, and then healed her, although it took a good
minute or two.


I checked Sierra, and she was fine.  She changed then
and angrily pulled her dress on as I wrapped the unconscious wolves in air and
pulled them toward us across the field.


She stalked over to me, “Why didn’t you kill them!”


I looked at her sadly, we were so happy last night, and I
felt something break between us.  Sure, I wasn’t in love with her yet I
didn’t think, but the feelings I had for her were still deep, and she was in my
heart.  But there she stood, she was actually shaking with the effort not
to attack me.


“I couldn’t kill all of them, it happened too fast.”


What I said was mostly true, I could have sped my body up to
the point they were barely moving, but leaving myself helpless afterwards was
something I wouldn’t do ever again.


She growled, “I meant the three you hit, those two right
there, and the one that got away.”


Katie, Gerald, and Clint didn’t seem all that angry with me
about it, unlike Sierra, but they didn’t exactly look pleased either.  The
way Sierra was looking at me actually hurt, so I looked away and walked over to
the two wolves and spoke without looking at any of them.


“I’d have killed if I had to, but I didn’t.  I was
focused on taking the wolves about to attack Katie from behind, and if one of
those had been Karl or Billie, I’d have killed them.  These two, Carrie
and Todd, are virtually slaves under Karl’s power.  I could save them
without endangering the pack, or myself, so I did.”


I turned and looked at her, my face now angry, “Carrie is
their mystic, with her help Selene can break their hiding spells.  She’s
not only a mystic, but also was the omega in the pack, she loathes Karl and
what she’s been forced to do.  If I told you even half of what I know
about what Karl has forced on her… it wasn’t good.  Todd also hates Karl,
but can’t fight the pack bond.


“Those two lying dead in the grass, Paul and Steven. 
Steven was kind of a bad apple, but Paul wasn’t.  I understand they had to
die, two wolves fighting is kill or be killed.  But that is not so
for me.  I can disable without killing, and not endanger the pack
or me.”


I looked down at the ground and turned, not wanting them to
see the sheen of unshed tears in my eyes.  Sierra had still looked angry,
but not quite so righteous about it.  I went over the last few days in my
mind, had I been looking through rose colored glasses?  And what the hell
had turned Sierra against me today, first she looks like she regretted what we
did, didn’t even want to touch me, and now I doubted she’d even piss on me if I
was on fire.  I was second guessing my decision to ally, they seemed all
about family, at least until they’d turned on me.


I gathered my magic with angry will.  I reached hard
and my hundred-foot bubble expanded half as large again, the power increase was
even greater as the area was increased by much more than just half.  I was
now connected to a half sphere a hundred and fifty feet out in all directions
but down.  I surrounded them all with magic.  Clint, Gerald, Katie,
Sierra… even the knocked out wolves Carrie and Todd, and I willed the air to
take them to the pack house.


I stayed in the field, not sure what to do next.  I
looked around at the blood on the ground and the dead wolves, and decided a
little cleanup was in order.  I turned it all to dust with my fire. 
I thought about just giving up on it and going home, but I dismissed
that.  I wasn’t a five-year-old who ran home after getting his feelings
hurt on the playground.  I still needed to stop Karl and the rest of the
pack, and not just for my supposed alliance with Derik’s pack, but because
Karl’s a murdering bastard.


It was the reason I’d started this in the first place, not
necessarily to help the pack, but simply to stop Karl and his murder
spree.  It was still early in the day, not even ten yet, and I could
decide later if I wanted to back out of being a pack ally.  The decision
was too important to be made in a fit of emotion.


Aitheria didn’t seem inclined to offer any advice.  She
may have been a woman, but she was also made of spirit and magic, not flesh and
blood.  I wasn’t sure how big a difference that would make, but she was
silently watchful as always, and faithfully at my side watching my back. 
There was a certain comfort in that.


An even better reason not to back out in anger, was what if
Sierra had another reason to be mad at me, and she just picked the wolves I let
live to start a fight?  The more I considered that the more likely it
seemed, since the other three hadn’t been nearly as upset about it after
all.  I shook my head in disgust.  Sierra and my personal
entanglement was definitely making the issue more complicated, last night had
been amazing, and I hated the fact I was starting to regret it even
happened.  I got tired of trying to break the circle of my thoughts, I
wouldn’t figure anything out standing here by myself, so I gathered magic
around me, and went to Derik’s backyard.


 


I opened my eyes when the movement stopped, and took in the
scene.  Both Carrie and Todd were awake, and completely surrounded by the
pack’s nine members.  They were both still and facing Derik, who looked at
them sternly, but not unkindly.  It looked like a staring contest to me,
but I knew there was more to it, but I couldn’t feel their earth magic.


Maybe he was trying to overcome their pack bonds and free
them?  I wasn’t sure.  No one looked my way, so I just stayed silent
and watched.  Carrie started to tremble, and then passed out.  Todd
lasted a couple of minutes longer, until he too passed out.  The pack
seemed to relax then, and Derik looked at me and gave me a welcoming nod with a
smile on his face.


Katie came over and touched my arm, so apparently I wasn’t
in the doghouse and still an ally, except of course with Sierra who I noticed
didn’t even look my way.


Katie said, “I think I’m done playing bait, can you… remove
that spell?”


I nodded and pulled the magic back, “It’s done.”


Katie looked thoughtful for a moment, “Thank you for saving
me, and for healing me.  I think it would have gone differently without
you and Sierra there.  Sierra… I’ve never seen her act that way, and I’m
sorry for what she said.  What you did for those two was a kindness. 
I think… you should speak to her, and work out whatever happened between you
two.  Keep in mind werewolves like to know where they stand, it comes from
that whole thing about knowing where we stand in the pack.  If it means
anything, I think the two of you look good together.  Outside of this
morning, I’ve never seen her look at anyone like the way she looks at you.”


Katie patted my arm and smiled before she walked away and
rejoined Clint.  I was glad I hadn’t given up on the pack, it seemed that
I was right about Sierra’s angry tirade being personal, and not about me
sparing those two wolves at all.  I was still confused though, why hadn’t
she talked to me instead of closing off and running away?  


On the good side, I knew exactly what I’d done wrong last
night.  We hadn’t discussed anything, we’d simply let our passion and love
making do all the talking.  Apparently she didn’t know where we stood, and
I should have told her exactly how I felt about her, and where I was hoping we
were going.  Well I did think having a werewolf as a girlfriend would be
exciting, turned out I was more right than I knew.


I walked over to the group, and let Sierra keep her
distance, now wasn’t the time, but I wouldn’t let her get away without a nice
long talk later.  Right now though, we still had four more wolves out
there to hunt down.  Carrie and Todd started to stir and got up. 
Todd looked shaken, Carrie was a complete mess and broke down in tears. 
Selene led Carrie over to a chair and took a seat next to her.  Clint was
talking to Todd and made sure he wasn’t going anywhere yet.


I was patient, it took a while before Carrie could really
speak coherently.  I wasn’t going to be the one to rush her, I knew
exactly what she’d been going through and it would take the woman a long time
to get passed it.  Once the tears stopped however Selene spoke.


“We need your help.  The spells you have on them that
keeps them hidden.  I believe I can break them using you as the link, will
you allow it?”


Carrie nodded, “He’s evil, I didn’t want to do any of it.”


Selene shushed her and pulled the much younger woman into a
hug.  I could feel Sierra looking at me from slightly behind and to the
right, and with my connection to the air I could tell her expression was
conflicted, and confused.  I’d thought the hateful angry look she’d given
me in the field had broken whatever was between us, but between that look I now
felt, and Katie’s advice, I felt a little hope in my heart.  I had to
remind myself now wasn’t the time.


Carrie pulled back, “Let’s get that done, but they’re
probably back at the house we’ve been staying in.  It’s actually one that
you own over in the new development a few miles south of here,” she told us all
the address.


Clint cursed under his breath at that information,
apparently it hadn’t occurred to them.  I knew they’d been checking hotels
and rental houses in the area for them, but apparently they hadn’t considered
their own properties.


Selene pulled out the package with the bone and explained
what she was doing.


“This was made by a witch, it will use you as a bridge to
find your spells, and for my magic to cancel them out,” she looked around, “Is
everyone set to go once we have a location?”


I nodded along with everyone else in Derik’s pack.  I
felt calm and centered.


Todd spoke, “What about me, and Carrie, what will happen to
us?”


Derik said, “Well, I broke your pack bond, and your hearts
while not untouched are still good.  I would suggest you stick around for
a while, get to know us.  You’ll both need some downtime, and maybe you’ll
decide to join our pack.  Whatever happens, you’ll be free to choose.”


Carrie looked at him in disbelief, “You would want me in
your pack… after what I did?”


Derik looked back at her calmly, “An omega wolf should be
treasured, and a mystic doubly so.  Woman have a place of equality and
importance in this pack, as it should be.  There are others like Karl out
there who twist and misuse the pack bond, but not as many as you would
think.  Let you?  Young lady, I’d be honored if you chose our pack.”


Carrie blushed, shook off her stunned look, and told Selene
she was ready.  I wondered what she would do with the oil, because the
spell was far away, but understood immediately when she drizzled the bone with
it.  Then she started to chant the same spell she’d used on Debbie’s
remains.  Carrie had her eyes closed and a look of concentration on her
face, the danger in doing it this way, was Carrie could if she wanted to, choke
off the spell as it passed through her.  None of us were worried she’d actually
do that however.


A few minutes later Selene’s voice fell silent, and
knowledge rushed into me about their location, and what they’d been up to the
last few weeks before the spells were set.  The pack all stared at me
intently.


“They are back at the house Carrie mentioned.  They
aren’t ready for us either.  Karl is ranting like a psycho, and the other
three are in wolf form in very submissive postures.  We should…” I cut off
what I was saying and dropped the mother of all curse words out from between my
lips.


They all looked at me curiously, except Sierra who looked
shocked.


I sighed, “Agent Kilmer is here, he just got out of his car
and is about to knock on the front door.  I’d give it twenty seconds
before he circles around to the backyard.  No doubt he wants to question
you about your daughter, and quite possibly about me as well.  The man
hates me.”


Derik frowned, “Take Sierra, Clint, Gerald, and Katie, the
rest of us will deal with the agent.  I don’t want to chance them getting
away.”


I nodded and pulled in my magic, and remote viewed the back
yard for the house where Karl and the rest of his pack were.  I could feel
Kilmer moving around the house, and took a moment to regret that I wasn’t
holding Sierra this time around, as I used my magic to move us to our new
location before Kilmer could get around the corner.


We gave Katie and Clint a few moments to run around to the
front door, so our quarry couldn’t escape that way, and I used my magic to
increase my speed again.  Just fast enough to give me an edge, but not
risk exhaustion.  I also covered myself in a shield of air.  Sierra
and Gerald were in wolf form, so I blew in the door with a strong air
compression wave that turned it into so many toothpicks, and followed Sierra
and Gerald into the house.


I felt myself slow down, and my air shield thinned.  I
tried to pull more power, but I was cut off from the air outside, and the air
inside seemed reluctant and low on magic.  I cursed in my mind, maybe I
should have asked Carrie some questions, apparently the house was heavily
warded with earth magic.


Fire seemed sluggish too, but not as affected by the earth
wards as air was.  It was almost like the spell ward was the same as being
below earth.  Almost, not quite though.  I added fire to my thinned
shield and followed the growls.  I wasn’t sure what to do, the wolves were
moving so quickly to my perception I couldn’t safely do anything with air or
fire, I might hit an ally on accident.


Crap.  


This is what I got for being overconfident in my
ability.  But Sierra and the others must have been winning, because one of
the wolves broke and ran, right in my direction.  Reflex saved me and I
held nothing back, both fire and air mixed and powerful blue flames shot from
my fingertips as Billy, Karl’s second, leapt for my throat.  I couldn’t
move fast enough to dodge, but his body was blackened and silent as it hit me
in the chest and knocked me right on my butt and continued past me to land on
the floor with a disgusting splat sound.


Because of my shields, and the fact he’d been dead and not
biting my neck, the fall merely jarred me without causing any damage. 
When I got back up I sighed in relief, it was over.  Clint and Katie were
standing over Karl, who’s throat and a good piece of his flank was torn
out.  Gerald was above another wolf who he’d just killed, Sal.  But
it was Sierra who surprised me the most, she had the other wolf by the throat,
her teeth were barely sunk into Darren’s throat, and she had him whining in submission
while she looked up at me with soft liquid brown eyes.


I got the point immediately, she’d spared this wolf’s life
as an apology to her harsh words and actions this morning.  I walked
closer and knocked out the wolf with a shot of air, I was strong enough to do
that, and it helped that he was a stationary target.  The four of them
changed and went to gather their clothes.  I could hardly believe it was
over.


I’d also learned a lesson, check for wards before walking
into a place.  I should have felt the difference in the air before I
walked in after all, I was too focused on getting the wolves.  We dragged
the three dead ones outside, and I used air magic to clean up the evidence in
the house, and fire magic to turn the three dead bodies to ash.


I could hardly believe it was over.  That also meant
that Sierra had no more reason to stay with me, and the fact that I thought of
that first showed my priorities pretty clearly.  We had some time to kill,
I’d know when it was safe to go back, no doubt Agent Kilmer was being very
thorough in his questioning.  I wondered how long the task force would run
in circles before they broke it up.  This was a crime spree they’d never
solve.


That reminded me, I pulled out my phone and sent Aiya a
text, put the folder to bed, and stuck my phone back in my pocket. 
It was a little cryptic, but it was safer that way and she’d figure it
out.  I doubted her phone activity was private, and I was almost sure mine
wasn’t either right now with Kilmer around, although I didn’t bother to check
on that with power.  So much had changed in the three days since Aiya had
cooked me breakfast and showed me that folder.


I stood up and walked over to Sierra and took her hand, it
was more than time for us to talk this out.


“We have about a half hour wait, and we’ll be back to take
the rest of you when Kilmer is gone.”


I pulled in my magic, and took us to my apartment.  I
wanted privacy for this, and even if we’d gone into the house back there it
wouldn’t have been private, werewolf hearing was very good…
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I pulled Sierra over to the couch, sat down, and pulled her
into my lap.  She was a bit stiff in my arms, and her face was unreadable,
but she didn’t try to pull away.  For a human woman doing that would have
probably gotten me slapped, but for a werewolf it was a different story, I knew
how important touching was, it was the one thing I was really sure of right
now.


“Humans don’t really define their relationships in the
beginning.  It’s more of a go with the flow kind of thing until it
develops into more, or dies on the vine.  I didn’t realize until Katie
clued me in earlier, that for you it would be much more important.  I
should have told you last night how I felt, before I showed you.  You on
the other hand, could have clued me in sooner, I may be a sorcerer, but I’m
still a guy that’s going to get it wrong on occasion.”


She asked in a shaky voice, “How do you feel, because I need
to know.”


I kissed her hand and said, “That goes both ways, but I
suppose I could go first.”


“I’m falling for you, and I’m not sure where it will end up,
but I know that I crave your presence.  I want you to be happy.  Your
touch and your smile make me feel alive, and I love the sound of your voice,
and the way you look at me.  I’ve never taken anyone to Mike and Jenna’s
before, and I loved that you two seemed to hit it off.  Last night was one
of the best in my life.  I’ve never felt so connected to someone before
while being intimate, and I also know I absolutely hated today.  The way
you looked at me and spoke to me crushed my heart.


“All I know is I want you in my life, I want you to spend
the night here again tonight after I become an ally to your pack, and I want to
wake up tomorrow morning with you in my arms, instead of finding an empty
outline in the sheets.  I want you to meet the rest of my family, and,”
she interrupted me with a deep passionate kiss as she moved and straddled my
body.


When she broke the kiss she smiled down at me, “I’m sorry, I
was confused.  I was worried you didn’t want me, that this was just… about
sex and having a good time for you.  I couldn’t imagine why a sorcerer
would want a werewolf like me.  What made it worse was not only do I
already care deeply for you, my inner wolf wants you and is only happy when
your near and we’re touching.  I was afraid to let us grow any closer
without knowing the truth…”


I looked up confused, “Why didn’t you just ask.”


She smiled ruefully, “Misunderstanding, any male wolf that
was attached to a female wouldn’t have put up with the distance I put between
us this morning, they would have cut right through it.  I realize now you
were just giving me space, but at the time it felt like you were agreeing I
wasn’t that important to you, so I got angrier about it as the day went on…”


This time I shut her up by pulling her down into a
kiss.  She moaned into my mouth when she felt my reaction to her kiss and
touch push up against her, and broke the kiss, “How long do we have?”


I grinned, “Twenty minutes…”


She said in a soft breathless voice, “Not nearly long
enough, but it will have to do,” and she pulled her dress off and went for my
pants…


 


Apparently makeup sex was even more wild than the human
version.  We wound up being about twenty minutes late before picking up
Katie, Gerald, Clint, and a very subdued Darren.  The four of them were
all giving us amused looks.  I looked at Sierra and tapped my nose, she
giggled in answer, so I knew they could all smell what we’d been doing. 
Sierra didn’t look bothered at all, and I suppose that made sense, when someone
grew up with the inability to hide things like that, it just became normal.


I’d transported enough with magic now to get an idea of the
power needed, so I pulled in enough magic to move the six of us with a little
to spare just in case, and moved us to Derik’s backyard, this time with
Sierra’s body tightly held against mine with her arms wrapped around my neck.


She winked and teased me about using it as an excuse to hold
her close that first time, “I figured we’d taken enough chances today, might as
well be safe.”


I nodded and said in a faux wise voice, “It’s the safest
way, you’ll have to do that every time from now on.”


Darren’s connection was already broken with Karl’s death,
but he was brought in front of Derik anyway, and that same stare down was done
that he’d done earlier with Carrie and Todd.  I realized he’d done more
than break the connections last time, he was somehow also judging the kind of
man and wolf that Darren was at the same time.  Darren didn’t pass out,
apparently that was only for a broken pack bond, but he did lower his eyes
after thirty seconds or so.


Derik said kindly, “You may join your former pack mates,
feel free to stay or go, get to know my pack.”


Darren nodded soberly and headed that way.  He looked a
little shell shocked.  


Derik turned to the five of us, “That FBI agent really does
hate you Ben.  He questioned us pretty hard about you, and barely even
touched on our daughter.  Selene finally chased him off by threatening to
report his behavior.  The guy thinks you’re a part of this, and he’s
determined not a good part.  But don’t worry, we didn’t tell him anything
except we’d hired you to look into the death of our daughter.  That really
cheesed him off too.”


I laughed, “Yeah, and now he’s stuck with this dead weight
of a case, I almost feel sorry for him.  He’ll probably never get that
promotion he wants so badly.”


Derik shrugged, he didn’t care at all, “Feel free to stay
the day if you don’t need to go.  We’re starting the barbeque in a few
minutes for lunch, and of course tonight is the full moon ritual to make you an
official pack ally.”


I nodded in thanks, “I think my day is pretty open, I’d love
to stay.  What’s the ritual entail anyway?”


Selene looked over from across the yard and shook her head, she
said loud enough for me to hear, “You’ll find out tonight.”


I nodded, I supposed I could wait.  Sierra and I walked
over to the table and took a couple of chairs, she never let go of my hand, and
I was determined not to let her do so in anger ever again.  Though I was
sure we had more bumps ahead, it would certainly make life interesting. 
The sun was out, only a few white fluffy clouds in the sky.  


I pulled out my phone and typed out an e-mail to Sally while
we waited for lunch.


Sally,


Your biological father’s name is Bob Smith, yes I know
that sounds made up, but you’ll have to trust me.  His wife’s name is
Karen, and they have a ten-year-old daughter named Lynn.  


He actually has no idea he has another daughter, as he
broke up with your mother before she knew she was pregnant, and she never told
him and then gave you up for adoption.


So when you contact him, keep that in mind okay?


Your mother’s name is Tanya Ellwood, she was just sixteen
when she had you and was pressured to give you up.  Currently she’s
divorced and a single mother of two children.  Sam is nine, and Ella is
six. 


I wish you all the luck when you contact them Sally,
you’ll also get a younger brother and two younger sisters out of the deal.


I added both Bob and Tanya’s addresses to the bottom of the
email, and sent it off.


That was it for work for the day, I didn’t have any open
cases from the human or supernatural side, and Derik brought out a number of
lawn games and I just hung around with the pack, and quite honestly basked in
Sierra’s presence, I felt even closer to her now and couldn’t wait to see where
it led us.


I did have one other thing to take care of though, I’d put
it off long enough.  I pulled out my phone, pulled up the address book,
and called my aunt.


“It’s about time you called back, can you come for dinner
tonight, we need to catch up.”


I felt a little guilty at that.  My aunt was the best,
so was Amy even if she was a snotty teenager right now, “I can’t tonight, how
about tomorrow?”


She made a considering noise, “That should work, so what’s
this I hear about a woman in your life, from Amy no less.”


The implication being I should have told her…  Aunt or
not, she had the mom guilt going on.


We spent another ten minutes on the phone, and I promised
her I’d take Sierra with me to meet her.  I was looking forward to it
actually, and hoped they got along.


A short time later the pack took a break for an afternoon
run, Carrie, Todd, and Darren were surprised to be invited along.  Derik
was a good alpha, and I could already feel that those three would eventually
become part of the pack, making it twelve strong.  While they were gone I
was on barbeque duty watching the burgers, hot dogs, chicken, and steaks. 
Werewolves eat a lot…


I was also practicing with my fire ability, determined to
strengthen it, I knew it would never be as powerful as my air ability, but also
knew my air ability still had a long way to grow, so who knew how far I could
take it?  My mother had been reputedly a very powerful sorceress of fire
after all.


I asked Aitheria with my mind, “Ria, I’ve still got a
long way to go don’t I, even after my breakthrough the other day, I get the
feeling I’m just getting started.”


She sent a mental shrug, “Yes, but at least you’ve gotten
started now, you’re not sitting idle.  All you can do is the best you can.”


I nodded thoughtfully and asked a question, it felt like it
had been on my mind a couple of days now, but with everything that happened I
hadn’t consciously felt it until now, “I feel like I’m missing something
important from the other night, when you showed me who you were.  That
was… significant in some way, and I feel closer to you, although I’ve always
loved you like family.”


Her mind voice aimed for neutral, but was slightly pained, “You
are, but that’s okay Ben.  You’ll understand eventually, when you’re
ready.  I can’t tell you, so please don’t ask.”


That really didn’t help, and for some reason I felt guilty that
I didn’t understand, when she was the one that couldn’t explain it.  I
didn’t like the pain in her voice either, but didn’t know how to fix it.  


It was then I made an intuitive leap, I couldn’t find my
enemies because they were more powerful than I was.  If I learned enough,
grew enough, I’d be able to access more information as I exceeded the ones
hiding it.  In the scheme of things, I was still just a baby starting to
teethe.


Aitheria, with the exception of the alley that first time
I’d used my powers, never helped when I was in a battle.  She wasn’t here
to protect me from physical attacks, she was here to hide me from my
enemies.  If she wasn’t here, they could easily find out where I was and
attack again.  She was powerful, strong enough to keep me from my enemy’s
sight.  But as for who sent her and for what reason, I had no idea. 
That meant the first time they found me must have been through my mother, since
I’d have been protected back then too.


It was frustrating, but at the same time comforting. 
Now I just had to make sure that while I gathered power to become strong enough
to face my enemies, that it wouldn’t change me in the process.


The pack came back then, and Sierra raced toward me. 
She was a beautiful, if a slightly large and scary wolf, which I’d mostly only
seen when she was in a fight.  Apparently she was playful right now, and I
had no idea it was coming when she leapt up and tackled me.  I laughed
when she sat on my chest and licked my face, despite the indignity of it. 
Nope, life with her would never be boring, and she’d broken me out of my deep
thoughts, and I stopped thinking altogether when she changed back into a woman.


She laughed lightly at my expression, the run must have
agreed with her.  I guess she’d decided I was properly tortured and
teased, because she got up and pulled her dress on.  This time, I didn’t
avert my eyes from her at all, though I was careful not to look at the other
naked women in the yard going for their own clothes.


The day was extremely relaxing, and low key now that the
danger had passed, outside of that one conversation with Aitheria, I didn’t
give any thought to enemies or what might be coming.  I’d worked hard, and
it was time to take a break and have a good time with my new allies, friends, and
girlfriend?  Lover?  I wasn’t sure what to define her as, she was
Sierra, and she had a place in my heart and I had a place in hers, we were
happy and that’s all that mattered.
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At first the ritual was disappointing.  I was standing
in a circle with the pack, holding hands with Sierra on my left and Selene on
my right followed by the alpha.  There was a fairly large sized fire pit
in the center, with a good fire going, and the moon was high in the sky. 
I say disappointing, because at first I couldn’t feel anything as Selene
chanted next to me and was I’d imagine, summoning earth magic.


But then her focus must have changed to fire, because I
could feel heat building up in me, and a wave of magic start to go around the
circle.  It went faster and faster, leaving a trail of heat behind that
connected us all together.  I could already feel them all with air magic
of course, but this was more than just feeling them, I felt like I was a part
of them, connected to them.  


It made me wonder a little wistfully how much stronger that
feeling would be if I could sense the earth magic at work.  I also
realized this feeling of being connected and included was probably just a small
echo of what they felt for each other with their pack bonds.  She
continued to chant, and I felt the fire burn hotter, but at the same time it
didn’t burn my body at all.  The fire started to go even faster around the
circle, so fast I lost track of it, and then it felt like it was in all of us
at the same time.


I could feel all of their emotions, and their welcome to the
pack as an Ally.  Abruptly, Selene stopped chanting and the fire burnt
hotter for a moment, almost searing, and then it faded away.  But only the
fire did, I could still feel them all in my chest.  I had to admit I was a
little awed, as they came to me one by one, some hugging, some just touching,
but I felt them all welcome me as an ally.


If this was simply some ally bond, I couldn’t imagine what a
pack bond would be like.  But then, it would have to be strong wouldn’t
it?  For the alpha to guide and control the pack.  Sierra went last,
and hugged me close and looked up at me with desire in her eyes.  My heart
sped up a bit when I realized this bond would increase our intimacy when we were… 
I broke that thought off when I heard a few light chuckles, apparently the bond
worked two ways.


I’d have to get used to that, apparently my love life would
not be a secret if I wanted to date a werewolf.  It wasn’t a choice
really, or really much of a sacrifice to have her in my life, so I leaned my
head down and gave her a soft lingering kiss.


She looked up at me with twinkling eyes and whispered, “Take
us home.”


I think I liked the sound of that.  I smiled, pulled
her a little closer, and drew the magic from the air around us, and had it take
us home.
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I hope you enjoyed this story, if you did please leave a
review.  Reviews are the lifeblood of independent authors, and I would
appreciate greatly any constructive feedback or opinions.  This story is
complete as is, but is also part of a series of books about Ben Edwards. 
I tried not to leave any cliff hangers, or loose plots except for the
overarching plot of his family’s enemies, but obviously character development
and world building are a constant work in progress and will continue through
other books.
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If you have any comments or suggestions you can send me an email at dlharrisonauthor@gmail.com 
If you like my work, or even if you don’t, please consider leaving a review of
this book.  I can also be found at https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7456808.D_L_Harrison
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books by D. L. Harrison:


http://www.amazon.com/author/dlharrison


 


The Formerly Dark Mage, by D. L. Harrison – This
stand-alone fantasy book follows the life of Silvia and takes place in a world unique
and separate to our own.  


Silvia is a dark mage. Unfortunately, she finds herself
about to be sacrificed. Someone must have told her evil master about her plans
to kill him and take over.  After that, things just seem to go downhill.
She has no choice but to escape the kingdom of Zual, something that to her
knowledge has never been done before. She will need to deal with many issues
she never had to face before.


Among those issues, the white mages, and her conscience.


 


Celia Winters Novel Series


Witch’s Moon: A Celia Winters Novel Book 1


Celia Winters was raised by her single mother, and her
earliest memories are of the store her mother owns and the nearby coven, who
have always been her family’s close allies and friends.


She grew up believing her magic was weak, but she was
satisfied with her life, and happy.  She was a midwife, healer, and
supplier of surrounding covens.  


Then her mother died, and she’s about to discover she isn’t
who, or what, she believes herself to be, not completely.  She will learn
that her entire life up until now was a lie.  She’ll need to figure out
her place, who she is when she no longer recognizes herself, and try to hold on
to her closest friends as she gathers enemies for the simple crime of her
existence.


She’s stronger than she believes, but will it be enough?


 


Power of Air Series:


Just a Psychic: The Power of Air Book One starts off
this series.


Ben has grown up with missing memories of his early
childhood. 


He has known he was a psychic since his earliest memories,
seeing the future and gaining knowledge with his gifts.


Is it possible he isn't just a psychic? 


Ben's world is about to be turned upside down as he turns
twenty-one, all is not as it seems.
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It’s been nine months since Ben has found out the truth of
who and what he is, or so he believes.


 


He’s about to find out that simply getting a handle on his
magic and living life as it comes is not enough, the mysterious threat from the
past won’t stay there forever.


 


Of course, he won’t have much time to deal with that right
now, a new pack is coming to town, and they aren’t friendly.  Add in a
determined witch, missing children, a human that needs to be hunted down, a
friend in need, and a very attractive but unpredictable female werewolf, all of
which will make his complex life a little more complicated.  


 


One thing is for sure, if he doesn’t figure out this
sorcerer thing, he might not live to regret it.
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