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Chapter 1


Wednesday, June 1st, 2016, 3:40 PM


It was a miserable afternoon.  Hot and muggy, with overcast
gray skies, and a drizzled rain, which made it less than comfortable to sit and
wait on the roof’s edge overlooking the marina.  I was a few minutes early, and
I was having second thoughts on getting involved without the police again, but
I didn’t really see a way around it.  I’d been killing some time flipping
through the television channels just twenty minutes ago, when a picture of a
young girl named Gloria came up on the screen.  She’d been kidnapped earlier
that day, and there was an Amber alert out on her.  Her father was a prominent
individual as was reported.


What wasn’t reported, was that Gloria’s father was highly
placed in organized crime, and that Gloria had been taken by a rival
organization to force his hand regarding criminal enterprises around Chicago. 
That made things rather difficult, I preferred that it not become known by
anyone that I’d had anything to do with the case.  


Not just because of the press, I’d rather not be looked into
by the mob, humans without power or not, it just seemed like a really bad idea. 
Then, there was always the FBI, they might investigate a connection if I
returned the girl.  The worst of the three options was the rival organization
looking me up.  All to be avoided in my mind.


Of course, Gloria was only eight, and terrified, and none of
it was her fault, so I had to do something.  There wouldn’t be a happy ending
if I didn’t, they would be taking her out on a boat shortly and she wouldn’t be
coming back if I let them.  Before I saw the vision, I’d always thought cement
shoes was just movie crap, but nope.


The building I was standing on was about forty feet tall,
which meant the sphere of my power reached the ground and then some.  I was
also high up, and dressed in dark clothes, so that I would be hard to see, even
on the edge of the roof.  The rain coming down would ensure that, most people
don’t look up, and that number went down even lower when it was raining.  There
was still a risk in what I was doing of course, but I’d figured out a way to
limit my exposure as well.


They came through a couple of minutes later, walking right
by the building on the way to their boats.  Once they were in my sphere of
influence, and not incidentally, no longer covered by the security cameras, I
put the two burly men and Gloria to sleep using my power.  I could have done
that at any distance, it was the second part of my plan that required I be able
to feel them through the air.


I remote viewed the girl’s back yard, and found an out of
the way place that none of the goons guarding the house could easily see, and then
surrounded Gloria with my power and willed her there with my travel spell. 
Sure, it would be fishy and suspicious when she woke up screaming in the
backyard, but the girl wouldn’t know how she’d gotten there, and she’d be safe,
and no one would ever know I’d been involved.  I surrounded myself with power
and ordered the magic to take me home…


 


I felt a lot better after a shower, and a change of clothes.


It’d only been ten days since the pack ally ritual, and I
was still getting used to the pulse of wellbeing in my chest that meant
everyone in the pack was fine.  It wasn’t as strong as the connection I made
with Katie with the air ward, but that was more than fine with me.  The ally
bond had also given me insights into the power of fire, it was much more than simply
throwing around… well fire or heat, much like the power of air wasn’t simply
making a breeze.


Outside of the literal control of air, and speed, the power
of air was knowledge, cool intellect, the ability to gather information, and one
of the darker aspects was it could be used for mind control, and direct manipulation
of memories.  So far outside of covering up the secret a handful of times, I’d
never been tempted to use that aspect of my power, and hoped it stayed that
way. 


What I’d learned was outside of the literal control of fire
and heat, the power of fire was emotion based.  The passionate emotions, love,
lust, jealousy, loyalty, hate and anger.  It could be used to warm the heart,
manipulate it, or destroy it.  Perhaps I was naïve, but that seemed rather dark
to me.  It could also be used to master my own emotions, or pull the rage out
of a rioting mob, or… 


In short, fire was the ability to detect, manipulate, and control
passionate emotions in myself and others.  It also explained why werewolves
could be so volatile, yet utterly loyal, with the power of fire running through
them the way it did.  I believed it was also why humans were so intimidated by
werewolves, they couldn’t control fire like a fire sorcerer could, but their
fire nature could inspire the deep fight or flight response in the hind brain.


Air can force someone to do something, but fire can make
them want to do it.  I believed that was a big part of the pack bond and the sense
of belonging, and why they obeyed the alpha so strictly.  It wasn’t a bad
thing, as long as it wasn’t abused.  Luckily, Derik was one of the good alphas
that led with a gentle hand, instead of dominating his pack with the power of
an alpha, and making them slaves.


The last ten days I’d been practicing more with fire as well
as air, the literal kind as well as using it to master my emotions.  So far, I
still only had a reach of about twenty-five feet with fire, six times less than
my reach with air.  I wasn’t discouraged, it would take time, the only problem
was I didn’t know the time schedule, eventually I would face my family’s
enemies and I needed to be ready.


I still had a little time before I needed to go pickup
Sierra, she still worked for the pack businesses, and although it was nothing
official she’d been spending her nights here.  I was very happy I’d figured out
how air sorcerers travel, because I was out to the suburbs twice a day, either
dropping off or picking up.  


Sierra already had clothes, a toothbrush, her own soaps, and
makeup here, so I was considering making it official and asking her to move in. 
A part of me thought it all seemed a little too fast, but on the other hand,
wolves mated for life, and her inner wolf had apparently picked me.  Outside of
that first large fight we’d had, things had been going remarkably well so far,
which was new for me.  I was both happy, and she kept me on my toes.  Okay,
happy was an understatement, I was truly and completely smitten with my
beautiful werewolf.


In the past, I’d always thought I came off a bit odd to
human women, and that was why I’d never had long term relationships, but maybe
it was my air and fire they sensed, and didn’t really understand what they were
feeling?  Humans could perceive the supernatural in a vague way, but they lied
to themselves.  Not that I’m not odd as well… it was just something that had
occurred to me as another explanation.


I grabbed a cup of coffee and tried to relax on the couch. 
I kept connected to all the heat sources now within the range of my talent, as
I had been doing with air, in the beginning I kept dropping it, but after ten
days it was close to habit and took hardly any concentration to do it.  I’d
been experimenting with shields, interweaving my fire and air and surrounding
myself with it.  Not only did that work to protect against other magic, but it
would hide the elemental core in my being.


I was a little caught up in the magic, trying to organize my
mind with air, while controlling my emotions with fire.  I’d also decided to
learn all I could about the mob in Chicago, so I could avoid them, and I was
regulating my coffee at a perfect temperature to take a drink.  


Who says men can’t multitask?


I still hadn’t been able to interface with the core of
elemental air, much less control it.  I’d come to the conclusion it wasn’t that
I was doing it wrong, it was that I simply didn’t have the knowledge to
understand that part of me.  An elemental was a multi-dimensional being, and
I’d only grasped the edges of things in my dream with Ria, I’d have to grow in
power and understanding before I’d be able to interact with that part of myself
in a meaningful way.


Aitheria sent, “Aren’t you late?”


I could barely feel her there, she was sitting on my
shoulder, using my neck to rest her back against.  Apparently I was now Ria’s
lounge.  Besides that, she was right, I was late.  Apparently men can
multitask, but only if their willing to lose track of time and miss picking up
their girlfriend from work.  Luckily, I had Ria and it was only a few minutes
past four thirty.


“Thanks Ria,” I said sheepishly as I stood, drank down the
rest of the coffee, and put the cup down before pulling in some magic, getting
a current visual of where she was along with the surrounding area, and then I
let the magic take me there…


 











Chapter 2


Wednesday, June 1st, 2016, 4:36 PM


I had to appear close to a block away.  Sierra was at a
construction site today, a middle class housing development, and there were
just too many people around.  I walked over, nodding at the people I passed, and
let myself into the double wide trailer that was a temporary office.  


Sierra was in the back behind a desk, wearing a pair of calf
high boots, jeans and clingy light shirt.  I knew she preferred sundresses, but
she didn’t wear them to the worksites.  Carrie, the pack’s new mystic was here
as well, learning the pack business.  She was also in jeans, boots and a
t-shirt.  I wasn’t surprised at all when she’d chosen to join the pack, what
had taken me a little by surprise was her and Gerald, one of the pack
enforcers, had hooked up almost immediately.


The reason that surprised me was Carrie had been abused by
her old alpha, in ways that didn’t bear thinking about or saying aloud, but
apparently when a wolf decides on his or her mate, that was enough.  She wasn’t
past it yet, not really, and still shied away around other men, but she trusted
Gerald implicitly despite it and I was happy for her, she deserved it.


Sierra’s face and warm chocolate brown eyes lit up with the
smile she suppressed at seeing me, which took the edge off of her mock accusing
anger, “You’re late.”


Carrie shook her head but was clearly amused, “Hi Ben, don’t
let her abuse you too much.”


“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said wryly to the young mystic, as
Sierra made her way around the desk and hugged me.  


She always wanted to touch me, it was part of the werewolf
psyche, they always liked to be in tactile contact with their mate and pack
mates whenever possible.  I definitely wasn’t going to complain, she felt
really good in my arms, and I stole a quick kiss.  I heartily approved of the
Sierra touching Ben as much as possible plan. 


“Carrie, do you need a lift home?”


She shook her head, “Gerald’s picking me up.  I’ll be fine,
you don’t have to wait.”


Sierra nodded, so we said goodbye and I gathered the power
of air around us, and took us back home.  When we arrived a few moments later,
she dragged me towards the bedroom, and we showed each other just how much we’d
missed each other during the day, and it took quite a while…


 


By the time we took a shower and got ready to go to Mike and
Jenna’s for dinner, it was close to six thirty.  I figured we had a few
minutes, so maybe it was a good time to talk about it.  I led her over to the
couch and pulled her onto my lap.


“Sierra, how would you feel about moving in more
officially?  I mean a key, move your stuff… all that.”


She tilted her head, “Is this a big step for humans then?”


Huh, I never even considered it wouldn’t be on her radar at
all.


I nodded slowly, “It is.”


She sighed and her voice was annoyed, “So you’re asking me
to move out of my pack house?  Staying over and keeping a few things here is one
thing but… the pack is home and so are you, which...” she trailed off.


Crap.  Why didn’t I think this through better?  I knew what
we had wasn’t exactly a normal relationship, why did I expect her to ever move
away from the pack?  The pack lived together.  I’m an idiot.


I shook my head, “Now that you put it that way… no, I
suppose I didn’t give it a lot of thought, since you’re here all the time
anyway.  So what does that leave and why didn’t you say anything?”


She raised an eyebrow, “Well, you could be the one to move,
the house is huge, the pack would be happy to have you there, and I wouldn’t
have to choose between my mate and pack anymore.  I suppose I didn’t say
anything because I was happy, and didn’t want to rush you.  I figured it would
occur to you sooner or later.  My wolf picked you, but I don’t have a similar
hold on you, I guess I was nervous about it, still am.”


Me move?  This conversation wasn’t going the way I’d
expected at all.  I liked my privacy, I tried to think what it would be like
living with twelve others, and doing with Sierra, what we do, with eleven
others who’d be able to hear and scent every...  I shook the highly disturbing thought
out of my head.  I wasn’t a prude, but I also wasn’t an exhibitionist.  I
suppose from there end it was normal.


She frowned, “Does that idea bother you?”


I shook my head, “I hadn’t given it any thought until now,
for that I’m sorry.  I can see that’s the way we need to go, but I’m thinking
about all that it would mean.”


She kissed my forehead and got up and said in a hurt voice while
walking away, “Let me know when you figure it out.”


Crap.  I knew it wouldn’t be as big a deal for me as it was
for her, she was supposed to be with both her mate and pack, but me moving
there seemed a lot more serious than her moving in with me for some reason. 
Yes, I was aware of the hypocrisy, but that’s how I felt about it.  I’d have no
privacy, which meant I’d have to talk to Ria with my mind all the time, I’d
gotten into the habit of speaking aloud when alone.  Thinking of that made me
feel guilty that I hadn’t even told Sierra about Ria yet.


“Ria, can I tell Sierra about you?”


Ria sighed and touched my cheek, “I suppose, it’s a risk,
the more people with the knowledge the more chances our enemies will stumble
across it.  But yes, I trust her, she is yours heart and soul.”


On the plus side of the moving conundrum, I really liked the
pack and those hang ups were mine, I was sure I could get over them with time.  Although
the casual nudity before and after runs still made me uncomfortable, but I could
probably get used to that as well.  I could also make the commute to my office
just as easily as I took her back to the suburbs every day.  I’ll miss this
place though, and my life would change.  That last part was really where my
reluctance stemmed from, the rest was just… noise and excuses.


The way Ria defined Sierra’s relationship to me also had me
leaning towards going for it, I didn’t want to miss out on things because I was
stuck in the past, and didn’t want anything to change.


I supposed the only real questions were could I live without
Sierra in my life, and did I love her?  The answers were hell no, and hell yes
respectively.  I got up and went into the kitchen where she was leaning against
the counter.  


She looked really good in the white sundress with black
designs on it.  Who was I kidding, she looked good in anything.


I walked up and wrapped my arms around her, “My apartment
lease isn’t up for a few months, but I can pack a bag, and we can stay there
tonight if you want.  Every night.”


She kissed me and shook her head, “No need to rush, I’ll
talk to the pack about it tomorrow so we aren’t just showing up out of the
blue, you’ll need to take care of things as well.  We’ll just stay here
tonight.  And thank you.”


I shook my head, “You don’t have to thank me, and you do
have a hold on me, I love you.”


I knew what she’d meant of course, human feelings change,
but a wolf’s feelings were more… steadfast.  Still, I wasn’t a fickle person by
any stretch, and I had no intention of letting things fall apart.


She smiled, “We need to get going I think.  Do you think
Jenna knows yet?”


I shrugged, I wasn’t sure if she’d found out she was
pregnant yet, we would find out.  I was also unsure about Mike, he’d never
gotten back to me and asked for the truth about me after our discussion, so
either he’d decided against it based on what I’d said, or he was still thinking
about it.  


I didn’t even try to pull the information using my power, it
might not work since I was so close to them, plus no lives were in danger, and
it seemed to me it would be a violation of sorts.  It was bad enough I’d healed
Jenna without her knowledge or consent, keeping tabs on my friends’ lives
seemed creepy to me.


I kissed her and said, “There is one thing I need to tell
you about, but it’s important you don’t tell anyone else about it, not even the
pack.  I trust them, but it’s not that simple.”


Sierra nodded in agreement, and I told her about Aitheria. 
She looked a little dubious until the little blue bombshell appeared on my
shoulder and waved.  Aitheria had the power to reveal herself to whoever she
wanted, it’s just that it was normally against the rules from what I could
tell.


I knew Sierra would have more questions about Aitheria in
the future, but for now she looked thoughtful as we got our stuff together and
left for Mike’s.  We walked of course, I didn’t use air magic travel for
everything, only emergencies, and trips to the suburbs.  Especially the way
Sierra and her pack were feeding me, I’d have to either increase my metabolism,
or start working out in addition to the walking if I wanted to stay in shape.


One other really good thing was at least I didn’t have to
worry about Jenna’s blind date setups anymore, and she’d really taken to
Sierra.


 


I knocked out of habit, and then just walked in as they’d
always told me to.  It wasn’t my fault, Sierra was distracting, at least, that
was the story I was going with.  With my power I could feel Aiya and Jenna in
the kitchen, I hadn’t known she was coming.  Mike was through the hall and in the
dining room, and he wasn’t alone, I didn’t recognize the second person.


I walked through the house into the dining room still
holding Sierra’s hand, and then nodded toward him, “Mike, how’s it going?”


Mike waved us over, and introduced us, “Gary, this is Ben
and Sierra,” and then he looked back at us and said, “This is Gary, Jenna
invited him over tonight.”


It took me a minute, sure I was a sorcerer of air, the world’s
information at my fingertips, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t be thick on
occasion.  It was Mike’s subtle tone of voice that clued me in.  Apparently now
that I was safely paired up, Aiya was Jenna’s next victim, and tonight was
Aiya’s first surprise blind date.  I almost laughed but held it in.


I shook Gary’s hand, and Mike went to grab us a couple of
beers.  Gary had a nice firm hand shake, dry hands, and made eye contact,
though I could tell he was nervous.  He was about twenty-five, and was wearing
casual pants and a collared shirt.  I didn’t get any bad vibes from him at all.


Strangely, a small part of me felt a little jealousy at the
idea of Aiya being with someone, which was ridiculous I knew, but I felt it
just the same.  Even though she was like a sister to me, I’d always regretted it
couldn’t be more, she was just about perfect for me except we had zero chemistry,
so I suppose that was the source of my thoughts.  I resisted the idea of
pulling this guy’s life story out of the ether, Aiya was a big girl and didn’t
need me butting into that part of her life.  Without any bad vibes coming off
of him, I had no good reason to do so.


“So what do you do Gary?  How do you know Jenna?”


Gary said shortly, “EMT, obviously from work.”


Mike came back in with the beers, and gave one to each of
us, and Sierra squeezed my hand before letting go and heading into the kitchen,
I’d assume to say hello to Jenna and Aiya.  We made small talk, though we
avoided the reason Gary was lured here, lest we draw Jenna’s wrath.  We fell
back on the tried and true sports talk although in June there wasn’t much going
on that way.  I could tell Mike wanted to talk to me, but he was too good of a
host to leave Gary to his own devices.


The ladies came out carrying trays of food, and Aiya gave me
stink eye when no one else was looking, like it was my fault Jenna was setting
her up?  I suppose in a way it was for daring to have a relationship.  She
looked cute in a pair of white shorts, a tight mauve shirt, with a lighter red
buttoned blouse over it.  In a way I felt kind of flattered by that, she’d
dressed to the nines for her blind date with me after all.  Although if I
remember, at the time, I’d just been flirting with her right before that about
getting her in a dress.


I also realized in that moment, if I moved I wouldn’t get
anymore surprise morning invasions from Aiya, which I would miss.  Not just for
the breakfast, she’d become one of my closest friends, not only because she
knew my secret, but simply because of the kind of person she was.  More
changes, perhaps I’d just have to invade her kitchen instead.


Jenna said, “Let’s eat,” breaking me out of my speculative
thoughts.


I sat next to Sierra, and across from Aiya who sat next to
Gary.  Mike and Jenna of course were at the head and foot of the table.  There
was a nice spread of food.  London broil, potatoes, various vegetables, and
some dinner rolls.  The start of the meal was fairly silent as we all ate.  I
couldn’t help but notice Jenna was drinking water tonight, and not wine, which
was the only clue I needed to know that she knew she was pregnant.


The topic wasn’t brought up however over dinner however,
most probably because Gary just wasn’t that close to them.  We kept the
conversation to day to day things.  It became apparent about halfway through
that Gary was not a good fit for Aiya, and he left as soon as he could without
giving offense.  He wasn’t a bad guy though, and I felt uncomfortable because
it was all kinds of awkward.  I’d never seen it from this side of things
before.


I kind of wanted to ask if it looked like a train wreck when
it was me in the hot seat, but I held my tongue.


Sierra and I stayed longer, Aiya as well, and we had an
after dinner coffee and some crumb cake for dessert, it was then that Jenna
brought up the pregnancy.  She seemed to glow when she told us all about it.


“I have news, I’m pregnant.  It’s kind of a miracle, because
the doctors are baffled.  They tried to get me to do all sorts of tests, but I
said no.”


Sierra, Aiya, and I congratulated her, Mike was giving me
the cop stare, and I realized he had been studying me when Jenna gave her news,
which meant he knew my surprise was bogus most likely.  I wasn’t a very good
liar.


Mike stood, “Can I talk to you a minute Ben, let’s get a
beer.”


Crap.


Jenna looked startled, and Aiya looked guilty, no doubt
because she knew what Mike didn’t.  Sierra wasn’t fazed by the abruptness at
all, she could probably scent Mike’s rising suspicion after all. 


I got up and followed him into the kitchen, and was a little
surprised when he actually handed me a beer, and we walked outside where we
wouldn’t be overheard, except for Sierra of course.


Mike said, “I’ve thought about what you said, and I want to
know.  Especially since it has something to do with my wife being pregnant, and
don’t try to deny it.”


I sighed, “Fine, but you can’t tell anyone, and you can’t
ask about anyone else.  I already told you I can only tell you my secret, even
then some… beings won’t be very happy with me.”


Mike raised an eyebrow, “And if I don’t?”


I shrugged, “You won’t remember it anymore, we won’t be
friends, and you won’t even know why.  I won’t be happy with that, you and
Jenna are family to me.”


Mike nodded, I knew his cop instincts were screaming, but he
agreed to hear me out based on our long friendship.


I explained, “It was back in July, on my birthday, when I
found out I wasn’t just a psychic…” I told him the highlights about myself
only, that I was a sorcerer of air and had gotten my childhood memories back. 
I left out that my family’s enemies were probably still hunting for me, and
anything about Aitheria, and it felt… really odd to do it.  I ended with
telling him about repairing Jenna’s scar tissue, and that the pregnancy part of
it was actually all his fault.


Mike shook his head in disbelief when I finished, “That’s
crazy.”


I shrugged, held up my hand, and created a tiny little baby
twister, it rode around the palm of my hand.  I figured I’d have to prove it
like I did with Aiya, this time around I had the control to do so.  Then I fed
it just a little bit of fire magic, and it turned into a swirling vortex of
flames that started out blue on the bottom, and ran the colors of fire down to
orange at the top.  It was actually kind of beautiful.


When I looked up from my hand, Mike looked a little freaked
out.  Okay, probably an understatement, he’d actually moved his hand to where
his gun would be, and was wide eyed with disbelief.


I wondered for a moment if I’d have to give them up as
friends.  They meant a lot to me, but maybe I didn’t belong in their world
anymore.  Still, Aiya was handling it, so I hadn’t given up yet.  I cut off the
fire I was feeding it, and then released the air after the fire extinguished. 
I measured him for a moment.


“Look, if you can’t handle it let me know, I can make you
forget I told you anything.  Aiya knows, so far she hasn’t asked about any
other parts of the supernatural world.”


I thought telling him his partner could handle it might
spark his pride.  What can I say?  I was desperate.


He frowned, “She does?”


I snickered, “Yup, she caught on a lot faster that I was
hiding things, probably because she hadn’t known me as well or as long, no
emotions or preconceptions to get in the way of it.  She tracked me down and
caught me red handed.”


He asked, “Does Sierra know?”


I just nodded, and I could see him swallow the next obvious
question.


He sighed, “Alright, I’ll keep my mouth shut, but you know
this is nuts right?  And thank you for what you did for us, even if the idea of
you digging around in my wife kind of freaks me out.”


I supposed this was the best I could hope for, I’d have to
wait and see if he could really handle it.  I felt kind of conflicted about it,
things were changing, as life tended to do.  Even if he could handle it I
wasn’t naïve enough to think our friendship wouldn’t change.  The only question
was would be grow closer from it, or grow apart to be simple acquaintances that
nodded at each other at crime scenes?


We went back inside, and Sierra and I called it a night
quickly.  I had no doubt Jenna would have Mike spilling his guts later, and
that was okay with me, but the secret was getting thin enough, I wouldn’t be
telling my aunt or cousin anytime soon.  Most likely never actually.


It was only after we left that I realized it would have been
a good time to tell all of them I was moving soon, I’d have to do that
tomorrow, or as soon as possible.  When we got home, I stopped thinking about
anything but Sierra, as Sierra and I turned in for the night, but put off sleep
for a while longer.


 











Chapter 3


Thursday, June 2nd, 2016, 7:33 AM


“Are you sure about this?” Sierra asked.


I smiled and caressed her arm, “Yes, I haven’t changed my
mind.”


It was true, I suppose a part of me was stressing the change
of such a big step, but I didn’t have doubts about her, or us, so what I said
was true, mostly.  I was ready to just move in with her and the pack, soon.


She nodded, “Send me?”


I stole a light kiss first, but when I let go and tried to
step away, she pulled me back against her for a more lingering one before she
deigned to released me.  I was tempted to make us both late after that, but
knew it was a bad idea, although not why.  


She looked great in jeans, boots, and a light shirt, all
ready for work.  No one was in the trailer yet, I checked, and I had my magic
take her straight there.  I verified she arrived safely and grabbed another cup
of coffee from the kitchen in my travel mug.  


I’d been experimenting with my travel spell, and it seemed
my magic was very good at picking locks, and relocking things as it moved me. 
But there were limits.  For instance, if I tried to travel into a highly
secured bank vault, it wouldn’t work at all.


It was time for me to go as well, and I went out the door
into the sunshine.  It wasn’t as hot as yesterday, back to the normal June temperatures
in Chicago, it also wasn’t nearly as humid.  It occurred to me as I started
toward my office I’d probably be spending a lot more time there when I moved to
the suburbs, well, not necessarily, I could always hang out at the house and
only come in when I needed to still.  


Another thing I worried about was if anyone would notice my
quick movements, it had occurred to me that my phone was hopping towers almost
instantly whenever I jumped around the city and especially when I left the city. 
So far it hadn’t been noticed as far as I knew but I had to exercise a little
caution.


One thing that changed over the last ten days was the walk
in business side had picked up a little bit, thanks to all the press I’d gotten
from Kira Downs.  That was most likely why I felt the need to head over there
this morning.  I opened up the office and started some coffee going.


Aitheria sent, “Be careful today.”


“Is it going to be that bad?” I asked wryly, she never
warned me about anything.  Which is why I went to high alert for a moment.


Today did feel weighty, I was hoping I wouldn’t have any
more crazy days like the werewolf pack invasion for a while.  Last time the
crap really hit the fan I’d gotten nine months of relatively easy work.  It was
a nebulous feeling though, and I couldn’t see what it was.  That meant whatever
happened, it would be supernatural in nature if the information was blocked.


Aitheria shrugged, “I can’t get a lock on the information
either, so just… be careful Ben.”


I smiled, “Yes dear.”


She scowled, “Not funny.”


I frowned.


She actually sounded worried, and I was sure her power to
gather information was more powerful than mine was.  It wasn’t like her to warn
me either, but there wasn’t much I could do about it except keep my eyes open
and be cautious.  I felt the person approaching as soon as they entered my
sphere of connected air, and then my sphere of fire as they came in my office. 
Whatever had her worried, it wasn’t this, the person coming was human, and one
I knew well.


“Are you nuts?” Aiya asked in exasperation, as she walked
through the door.


I replied dryly, “The jury is out on that one, I’ll let you
know.”


She surprised me with a tight hug, despite our lack of
chemistry it felt pretty damned nice.  She studied me for a moment after she
stepped back, maybe she was trying to gauge my mood.


“I don’t think Mike… he was a little freaked out after you
left.  I don’t think he’s going to tell anyone, but he gave me the damned third
degree after you ran out like your ass was on fire.  So thanks for that.”


I frowned, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to throw you under the
bus.  I knew he was a little freaked out, I figured it would give him the
opportunity to talk with you, not grill you.  Anyway, I didn’t have much
choice, he kind of figured out something was up.  If he can’t handle it, I’ll
have to take his memories and cut ties.  I didn’t want to do that.”


She sighed, “I get it, you know I’ve doubted my own sanity a
few times over the last nine months, it isn’t easy to…” she growled in
frustration and waved that away, “He’s more rigid than I am, he’s been my
partner for a while now.  I hope he deals but… he’s the type of person that
ties their life to certainties, and you just proved his world was a lie.”


I shook my head, “What about Jenna, and you know if you ever
want out…”


Aiya looked at me like I’d slapped her, “Don’t you dare,
it’s hard sometimes but I’d never give you up as a friend, plus you know, my
case closure rate is on the line,” she added slyly.


I snorted and glared at her, “I love you too.”


Aiya grinned impishly, my glare just bounced off the raven
haired beauty, “I suppose I’m being selfish too, it will be harder to be
friends with, and work with you if you have to avoid… you get what I mean.  It
will be hard on all of us.  So I really hope he can handle it, but my gut…  To
answer your question, Jenna took it really well actually, but then she was all
into alternative medicines and has a much more creative and open mind.  She was
kind of delighted by the idea of magic being real.  Speaking of case closures,
can you look at something for me?”


I laughed, “So you came here to berate me and then ask for
help?  I think I need therapy.”


She nodded and said deadpan, “Of course I did, I’m a model
of efficiency after all.”


I sighed, “Alright, let me take a look.”


She pulled out a picture and handed it to me.  Allison
Blare.  She looked wholesome in the picture, long chestnut hair with a reddish
tint, innocent smile, total girl next door vibe, but the information I was hit
with showed a cynical young woman that was stripping her way through college. 
Despite that, she wasn’t a bad person, just disillusioned with life, specifically
the male species, she’d just finished her freshman year and... it seemed I was destined
to run afoul of the mob two days in a row.


I asked, “Coffee?”


She smiled and went over to help herself, I don’t know how
she drank the stuff black, must be a cop thing.


She took a sip and then sat down, then she asked, “So what
did you get?”


I frowned, “This is a tough one.  She works at a gentlemen’s
club.  She went in early in the morning, to talk to her boss about increasing
her hours, so she could earn more for next semester, and she saw something she
shouldn’t have.  Apparently the basement of the club is used for a waystation,
for human trafficking.  She got there at the worst time, when they were
bringing in some Russian girls, to be… trained.”


I felt kind of sick to my stomach actually.  The girls
weren’t being treated well.  It was times like these that my decision to only
deal with supernatural law-breakers was tested, I’d like to go there and put a
stop to it, but this wasn’t a comic book and I wasn’t a superhero.


Aiya looked surprised and her voice was soft, “Is she dead
then?”


I shook my head, “No, she’s been tied up in the basement. 
They’re moving her tonight after closing, apparently barely legal woman from
here is as big overseas, as imports are for the underbelly of our country.  Why
kill her if they can sell her?”


Aiya raised an eyebrow and her voice rang with disapproval,
“Imports?”


I handed back the picture, “Sorry, victims, the whole
concept is revolting to me.”


Perhaps I’d reached a bit too far for that emotional
distance, but there were several young teen girls that I wished I could get out
of my head.


She sighed, “You’re right though.  This is a hard one,
because Mike and I can’t just walk in there without probable cause.”


I tilted my head, “What if I break the club, will that give
you probable cause?”


She shook her head and quirked a smile, “Break the club?”


I winked and said as innocently as possible, “You know, the
door, walls, other things.”


Aiya narrowed her eyes, “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,
we’ll have to stake it out until they bring the girls out after closing.”


I shrugged, “Just trying to help.  There will be five armed
guys, including the boss, and all those handy female shields to hide behind,
you might want to bring backup.  Or, what if you got a judge to approve a raid,
say you got a tip that there were underage girls on premises.”


Aiya frowned, “That might work, if I got a tip like that.”


“Detective, there are underage girls at the gentlemen’s
club… will that do?”


Aiya laughed, stood up, and then kissed me on the cheek,
“I’ll try, if not we’ll take backup.  Anything else?”


I blurted before she could walk out, “I’m moving to the
suburbs.”


She was quiet for a minute, “With Sierra?  Congrats.”


“Thanks, I’ll still be in the city a lot, but I may have to
start breaking into your apartment instead.”


She shook her head, “Only if you cook me breakfast, it’s the
rule, but won’t she mind?”


“I’m not sure, I think I’m just trying to keep what I can…
you know?  Everything’s changing, I might lose Mike and Jenna, and they’re like
family, I don’t want to…”


She smiled at me fondly and touched my arm, but shook her
head as she said gently, “You won’t lose me, but it will be different.  I need
to get going, it’s almost eight thirty.”


I nodded, she needed to get to work…


 


There were a few walk ins over the next three hours, though
nothing close to Allison’s dilemma, just two runaways, and one young man that
was stuck in jail but had been too afraid to call home.  I took down their
info, picked up their checks, and then waited a bit before emailing the
information of where their loved ones had gotten off to.  Even people that
believed in psychics were too freaked out if I just told them right then and
there, making them wait a half hour seemed a good compromise.  


I also got a text from Diana, she wanted to meet up for
lunch and discuss some business.









Chapter 4


Thursday, June 2nd, 2016, 11:29 AM


We’d picked Italian this time, and when I walked into
Maggiano’s I could already feel her particular aura toward the back and just
headed that way.  Based on her dress, I decided she must not have had any business
meetings today.  Her light blonde hair was up in a tight bun, she had painted
black jeans on with leather boots up to the top of her calves which concealed a
short blade, and a very tight red clingy shirt with a black leather vest over
it.  


It left nothing up to the imagination, and she looked really
good.  Amazingly good, and her gray eyes were twinkling.  I still felt a slight
twinge at the sight of her, and probably always would, but I was also very much
at peace with the fact we wouldn’t be getting together.


I didn’t regret or have any second thoughts about Sierra,
not for a moment.  My only doubts stemmed from fear of change and losing the
other things in my life.  That didn’t mean I liked or condoned the fact the
council basically owned Diana though.


Her form of dress also told me she expected to be hunting
shortly, vampires were fast, and tight clothing and bound hair meant less
places to grip for an enemy.  Hollywood took outrageous advantage of that fact
and made it all about the sexy woman in a tight conforming clothes kicking butt,
but in the real world it was just another edge when someone was fighting with
their life on the line.  I had to admit though, it looked good as well.  I
hadn’t seen her in over a week either.


“Diana,” I said in a low tone as I sat, “You look dangerous
today.”


Diana smiled, “You always say the sweetest things.”


I laughed, but before I could reply the waitress came up and
took our order.  I ordered the lasagna, and she ordered a fettuccini.  


“So how’s the wolf?” she asked and then winced, I’m assuming
because it came out a little hostile.


I raised an eyebrow, “She’s good,” I said neutrally, maybe
she wasn’t so sanguine about me moving on.


She smiled but it was brittle, “Sorry, that was uncalled
for.”


I sighed, I knew this would make whatever it was worse, but
then I wasn’t a coward either, better she hears it from me than someone else.


“I’m actually going to move in with the pack at some point over
the next month or so I think,” I almost cringed at the qualifier I added at the
end to try and soften the blow.  There was no think about it, and as a vampire
she would easily pick that nuance up.


Her eyes flashed, but she took a deep breath.  I hoped she’d
have moved on too, but then her oath to the council wouldn’t really let her
move on, the council was her life, she couldn’t have secondary loyalties, and
that included a relationship.  There would be no one to move on to.  At least,
not while Ceara, Charis, and Alexios lived.  Unfortunately, there continued
health was very much the lesser of two evils, which is why I’d never even
considered taking them down despite how I’d felt about Diana in the past.


She handed me a picture, apparently retreating to business
mode.  For a moment I felt a little sorry for myself, it seemed like I was
losing all of my friends in some way or another.  I felt a sharp annoyance
coming off of Aitheria which snapped me out of it.  I didn’t get to have pity
parties with her around, which to me was a plus.  Life was too short for that
stuff.


Diana said evenly, “Christopher is one of the most elusive
rogues around.  The council believes he’s in town, and most probably for
nothing good.”


I frowned as I took the information into my mind, it wasn’t
blocked at all.


I looked up, “He’s much older than you… over a thousand
years old, not much younger than Ceara.”


Diana was between three and four hundred.  Christopher was
around fourteen hundred, and I knew the Ceara was only nineteen hundred. 
Alexios and Charis were over two thousand.  Her eyes narrowed, but I thought it
was a concern, Diana would be completely outclassed power wise by this rogue. 
Even I would have problems with one that age, though that was only because I
was a baby as a sorcerer of air.


She visibly relaxed and said, “You’re right of course, Ceara
will be hunting with me, all we need from you is a location.”


I frowned as I tried to locate him, “He’ll be in the alley
behind Spirits around eight tonight, I don’t like it though, I can’t see where
he is now or until then, that means I’m being partially blocked, so it might be
a trap.  I don’t like it, do you want more help?”


She shook her head, “We’ll be fine,” she added in an even
tone, “You’ll get the usual amount if he’s there.”


I nodded.  I selfishly wondered if I should have waited and
told her about Sierra and I at the end of the meal.  The next ten minutes or so
were extremely awkward as we sat in silence.  Our business was already done,
and apparently Diana had no desire to discuss anything personal.  I knew it
wasn’t my fault, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel… guilty, which was kind of
stupid.


I wasn’t very surprised when the food got there, and she
asked for a carry out box immediately.  There was nothing I could really do,
she needed to work out her issues on her own.  It seemed like I might run out
of friends at this rate, but I knew that wasn’t really true, just the way I
felt.  Just two of them, so far at any rate… and I hadn’t really lost them yet,
it just felt that way.  In a way I’d already gained eleven other new friends in
the pack.  I just stayed in the restaurant and ate alone, after which I headed
back to the office.


 


The afternoon went quickly, I checked the news a few times
but saw nothing about the trafficking, so I assumed the judge wouldn’t give
them warrant from the tip I’d given Aiya.  No doubt they’d be staking the place
out tonight.  I tried to pull knowledge of the future, but with both Mike and
Aiya there… I could only get a vague idea that something would go down.


It was close to four when an older man came in.  He must
have been seventy if he was a day, and I gestured for him to take a seat.  He
nodded slightly and took the seat, and he seemed lost in thought, so I gave him
a minute to collect himself.


He said in a respectful tone, “My name is Emil Kaufman.  I’m
hoping you’ll be able to help me find my daughter Margery.”


I nodded slowly, and he seemed done so I pulled at the
information around him.  He was actually seventy-two, his daughter was still
Margery Kaufman, forty-six, living and partnered with a Stacey Browning, her
long term lover of twenty-five years.  Apparently he’d disowned her for her…
orientation, and had decided in his twilight years to try to reconnect and make
up for what he felt was a short sighted decision.  His daughter was living only
fifteen miles from his house, she’d never left the Chicago area.


“My rates are five hundred a day, I’ll e-mail you later
today, or call?”


He nodded and handed me a check, along with a business card,
“Thank you Mr. Edwards,” and saw his way out.


 


When four-thirty rolled around, I remembered to turn off my
phone and went to pick up Sierra from work.  This time it wasn’t just Carrie in
the room.  Todd, Gerald, Katie, Derik, and Selene were there as well when I
opened the trailer and walked in.  


Selene and Katie gave me a hug, and Sierra just came to my
side and leaned against me, holding my arm.  I could feel her contentment
through the ally bond, and honestly I felt a lot better about life at that
moment as well.  Having her close by always did.  Whatever changes were coming
in my life, they would be worth it, and I pulled her a little into me and
squeezed her waist.


Derik said without preamble, “The witch Tara is calling in
her debt, will you take us to meet her and help?”


I nodded, as I understood it that was part of the ally bond,
I’d help to repay that debt.  I’d have also done it simply because Sierra was
my mate.  It was a strange thought to apply, I’d grown up human and had always
thought of marriage as the bringing together of two people, but I didn’t live
in that world anymore.  That didn’t mean we wouldn’t one day do that, get
married I mean.  The supernatural world was also a lot faster at making those
decisions, her wolf had claimed me, and I was fairly well smitten with her.  I
could also feel a bond growing between us magically, or at least a shadow of
it, in the fire magic anyway, but the earth magic part of it… not so much.


Derik smiled, “Good, Sierra mentioned you moving in as
well?  The pack would be glad to have you, whenever you can make it happen.  I
was glad to hear it.  We also hear there are few months left on your lease?”


I nodded slowly, “I’d hoped you would, Sierra may be mine
but she’s also pack, once I realized that, I wouldn’t dream of keeping you
apart.  It may take a little time, but we wouldn’t have to wait out the lease,
it will give me time to get stuff in storage, or sell it, and get the place
cleaned up.  But I don’t have to live there to do all that.”


Sierra kissed my cheek.


Derik’s smile got wider, “I’m glad to hear it.  Wolves
finding a non-wolf as a mate is rare, and sometimes it doesn’t work out.  Some
people don’t get over the loss of privacy, or that mating with one of us means
gaining a family that knows everything about each other.  Still, in those cases
we can still work around it, a separate house on pack land is an extreme but
acceptable alternative to the pack, so let me know if that option is appealing
to you.  That said, we can get a witch to ward your rooms, so not everything
will be heard if you take my meaning?  Sierra said you were a bit uncomfortable
about that aspect of things although it’s natural to us.”


I looked at her in surprise, and she kissed me, “I can read
you pretty well Ben.”


I had to admit, the idea of them not hearing our
extra-curricular activities was somewhat of a relief.  Sharing a living space
with the others suddenly became a lot more palatable.  Not that they wouldn’t
scent it after the fact, but I didn’t mind that part nearly as much, that they
would know we were together, it was the hearing us while it was going on part
that weirded me out a bit.  


I wondered though, if I could create my own wards.  I didn’t
think so and pulling for knowledge didn’t prove me wrong either, I could do the
personal alarm wards, because I was basically creating a mental connection that
I constantly powered.  I suppose I could add an alarm type ward, but the drain
of trying to shield out sound or scent with air magic would take too much power
for me to fuel from a distance.


That said, I could set up the wards every time we were…
together, or in my case it would be closer to a shield, not a ward, and it would
last until our room got out of range of my sphere of connected air.  It was
worth a try anyway.


“So who is all going to Tara’s?” I asked, getting back to
the other subject.


Derik said, “All of us, Todd is training to be another
enforcer.”


That made sense I suppose, Katie and Gerald were enforcers
already, Carrie was training as a new mystic under Selene, and of course Derik
was the alpha and spoke for the pack.


“We’ll appear in my office, it’s not a far walk to Tara’s
shop from there.  That way we won’t be seen.  You might want to close your eyes,
since it can be disorienting.”


I pulled in magic from the sphere of air that I was
connected to around me, and had it take us all to my office.  Ten dizzying
seconds later, I opened my eyes and we all stood in the new spot.









Chapter 5


Thursday, June 2nd, 2016, 4:48 PM


Tara’s store was closed when we got there, and I could feel
her in there through my magic, not to mention her own magical aura.  As I made
a habit of doing, I verified there were no wards that would drain my access to
air or fire.  There were wards there, but nothing that would block my
connection to the elements.  When she answered the door she looked, exhausted. 
She didn’t look bad, on the contrary, she looked like a normal human woman
would after primping for a few hours in preparation for a night out.  But she
was missing that little extra that had always been there, not that she really
needed it.


Her long red curly hair flowed down her back, caressing her
voluptuous curves.  Her bright green eyes sparked with intelligence, though I
could make out a weariness in them at the moment, and her beautiful heart
shaped face was absent the normal mischievous smile.


Tara said, “Come in,” and shut and locked the door as soon
as we were passed her.


Now that I was on the inside, I could feel the wards being
beat down, attacked with magic from outside.  It wasn’t so hard to figure out
why she was so drained once I felt that.  I reached for the knowledge of who it
was, and unsurprisingly was completely blocked, except that I could feel there
was more than one person behind it.


I was moved to do something helpful, and tried to duplicate
my fire and air weave, but quickly realized that wouldn’t work.  My connection
to the fire element only extended twenty-five feet, too small to wrap the
entire store and guarding a portion of her wards would hardly work.  Air
however was a different matter, the store was completely within my sphere of a
hundred and fifty feet, and I slammed up an air shield and pumped power into
it.  It wouldn’t be perfect, but it would completely block earth and less
powerful air attacks, and would lessen the power of fire and water.


I could feel the magic battering against it, but I was more
than strong enough to handle it quite easily.  


Tara faltered at the sudden cessation of attack, and almost
fell over.  Todd caught her, which was a good thing, because I knew Sierra
didn’t like Tara one bit, not really, so it was better I didn’t have to.  We’d
never discussed it, but somehow it was obvious to her that Tara wanted her
mate, me, probably her nose scented it.  Regardless, it was a small point of
awkwardness in the room, at least as far as I was concerned.


It probably didn’t help that Tara was so attractive either,
I wouldn’t touch her with a ten-foot pole though for two reasons.  One, because
I wouldn’t cheat on Sierra, and two because of Tara’s and my past, the woman
freaked me out with her one track mind for my sperm, even if that had seemed to
change ten days ago I wasn’t sure if I trusted that.  It could have just been
an adjustment of tactics.  Not that it mattered either way.  The point was
though, I was sure my scent betrayed the base instinctual attraction I had for
the witch.  Nothing I could do about that, the woman was gorgeous and I was a
twenty-one-year-old male.


I could only control my actions, not my natural reactions my
body had to the fairer sex.  Males were just wired that way and there was no
changing it.


Not that a little jealousy was bad, she didn’t look mad at
me, and was pressed up against my side very closely in a possessive manner,
which was distracting in a good way.  No, all the ire she had was directed
toward Tara, more or less.


Tara sighed and looked over at me, “Thanks, goddess it’s
been a long day.”


Everything I’d just thought was the absolute truth, I’d
never even think of cheating on Sierra, especially not with a witch of dubious
morals who may or may not only be after a child with a powerful sorcerer. 
That’s why the vision I got when she locked her eyes with mine was so
shocking.  I shook my head, I didn’t even want to think about it, and for a
moment I felt guilty on top of confused.  


In the vision I’d been kissing Tara, with a burning all
consuming passion, and seemingly very soon, maybe a day from now at most.  It
made no sense.  There had to be another explanation, a spell?  It had to be
deceptive, just like when I saw Aiya in my arms, with her lips at my neck,
nothing else made sense.  But I started to worry about it anyway.  I also
wasn’t sure if I should tell Sierra or not, but if I did it wouldn’t be in the
middle of a large group of people, maybe it would be better to wait until I
discovered why.


Everyone else looked confused by Tara’s thank you, except
Selene and Carrie, who had magic of their own and had probably felt the assault
on the witch’s wards.


Selene filled in the rest of them, “Tara was under attack,
Ben put up a strong shield of air to give her relief.”


It seemed clear to me, since Selene could see all four
elements, even if she could only touch earth and fire, that there was something
different about me.  The core of air inside me made me more powerful in the air
element, more powerful perhaps than any other natural sorcerer of air, or I
would be once I got up to speed anyway.  


But I was sure now, for other reasons as well, there was a
severe drawback.  I didn’t believe that normal air sorcerers were blind to the
earth element at all.  No, they felt it as antagonistic magic.  But… I belonged
to air.  I wasn’t positive of why it was, but for whatever reason or
combination of things, I was completely blind to earth, I could block it out
above ground, but I couldn’t feel it or detect it.


The information about why just didn’t seem to be out there either,
maybe because I was one of a kind, or possibly it was still just blocked to me
until I got more powerful?  My guess was that it was because I’m some kind of
hybrid, because elementals of air could feel earth magic as well, I was pretty
sure of that anyway.  Something about being both human, and elemental, had
given me a hell of a blind spot along with my advantage.


With the introductions and drama past, Derik got straight to
business, “What exactly do you need from us?”


Tara replied, “I need time to prepare some spells to fight
off a dark coven that is attacking me, either Ben can do it, or, I can tie one
of your mystics into my own wards, to power them while I work.  I need time to
recover and then make the spells, maybe twenty-four hours.”


Derik asked, “You can fight off a whole dark coven by
yourself?”


Tara sighed, “It’s a long story, but yes, because I have
personal items for each of them, I’ll be binding their powers one by one if I
can.”


Derik looked suspicious, “How did you manage that?”


Tara frowned and seemed to gather her strength, “You owe me
a service, and I owe you nothing more than what I already paid for it.  Are you
turning your back on the debt you owe alpha?” she asked challengingly.


Derik scowled, “No, I will honor my debt, but I won’t be
involved with a dark witch, if you don’t explain to my satisfaction we won’t be
trading favors again in the future, at all.”


Tara narrowed her eyes dangerously, I felt the need to take
a step back but held my ground.


“I am not a dark witch, and I don’t recall me asking
questions about why you were targeted by another pack.  But fine, here is the
truth alpha, the coven after me is my mother’s, she was a dark witch, I left
when I came into my powers.”


I asked, “Was?”


Tara’s anger seemed to soften when she looked at me, which
made Sierra tense.  Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut.  Still, overall a
less angry witch was a less scary one.


Tara nodded, “The coven decided on new leadership and killed
my mother, the new coven head, Cyndy, left me alive so they could strip and
absorb my powers when I came into them at sixteen.  That’s why I hate dark
magic so much, and why I left the coven.  I not only gathered a personal
possession of each, but I also took the grimoire containing the spells
necessary to drain another, and destroyed it.


“I’d hoped that would be enough for them to let me go, I am…
rather powerful, and stronger than my mother was, which was why they wanted my
power so badly to begin with.  But they underestimated me.  It’s been… ten
years now, I suppose I’d gotten lax on keeping a tab on them, I’d believed they
had forgotten me or moved on from it.  They attacked me out of the blue, and
hard, but I’ve been strengthening these wards for a long time and their first
strike failed.  I can only assume they’re here to finish the job, maybe they
rediscovered the spells or another grimoire?


“Or perhaps they just fear I will one day decide to go back
and take my revenge, either way, they somehow found me,” she turned to Derik
and a little bit of steel reentered her voice, “Does that satisfy you alpha?”


Derik sighed, “Forgive me for jumping to conclusions Tara,
and if it makes a difference, the pack that attacked me was also my past coming
back to haunt me.  We will support your shield, and if a confrontation comes
before the binding we will assist in that as well.”


Tara looked surprised for a moment but smoothed her features
over and nodded in agreement.


Derik asked, “Who gets first shift?”


I shrugged, “I can take over tomorrow morning if Carrie is
free tonight?  Sierra and I are supposed to be at my aunt’s house in a little
over an hour, but we can cancel if we have to, this is more important.”


Carrie shrugged and nodded, “That works for me.”


Derik cleared his throat, “Alright, Gerald and Carrie will stay
for now.  Todd, I want you to shadow for a few hours, then crash at Ben’s and
shadow him and Sierra tomorrow, any questions?”


Everyone shook their heads, and Tara said to me, “Just give
me a minute to add Carrie to the wards before you go anywhere.”


She held out her hands towards Carrie, and after a moment
Carrie stepped forward and the clasped their hands together.  She chanted a
short spell and something felt different but I couldn’t say what exactly.  When
she nodded at me, I slowly took down my shield of air surrounding the store. 
Carrie winced once it fell, but looked fine after a moment.  She should be able
to power the wards just fine.


Tara didn’t waste any time, she murmured a thank you as she
left and went in the back room to take a nap.  I wondered how long it would
take for her to recharge and start binding her old coven.  I was also kind of
curious just how powerful she was, and I didn’t know all that much about witch
magic outside of the basics she’d told me months ago.  Maybe I’d have to take a
closer look at that in the future.  All the knowledge couldn’t be blocked after
all.


Derik asked, “Would you mind sending Selene, Katie, and
myself home.  I don’t want to take advantage but…”


I laughed, “But you will anyway?  Ready to go?”


I was joking of course, any of them would jump to my
assistance if I needed it, things worked both ways.


He nodded, and the ladies did as well, so I gathered the
magic and sent them home before Sierra and I left for the apartment.  She was still
acting very possessive of me even though we’d left sight of Tara, and I found I
didn’t mind it at all, especially when she decided we should shower together,
we were almost late to my aunt’s house as a result…


 











Chapter 6


Thursday, June 2nd, 2016, 6:53 AM


My uncle was working, which as far as I was concerned was
good enough for me.  We had an understanding, he hated but tolerated me while
lying to my face about how good it was to see me whenever I stopped by. 
Actually, maybe I was the only one with the understanding, I’d never let him
know I could feel the lies, but regardless I was happy he was stuck working
tonight.


Amy and Aunt Mary had met Sierra over a week ago, a couple
of days after the full moon ally ritual, and things seemed to go well.  They
had liked her, but I could also tell a part of them was uneasy, their hind
brains could sense the predator within Sierra.  I also wasn’t looking forward
to telling them I was moving in with Sierra and the rest of her family. 
In the human world, it was all too fast, without a proper context, I wasn’t
sure it would go over very well added to that uneasiness.


I was more worried about my Aunt though, since Amy was still
a self-absorbed sixteen-year-old.  She might give me a hard time, but she also
wouldn’t pick up on the subtle things that wouldn’t appear to fit.  My cousin
was far from stupid, and I had no doubt she’d be perceptive enough in a few
years once she got over her egocentric phase.


We just made it to the house before seven, and we’d hardly
finished the obligatory family hugs and greetings before my aunt hustled us
into the dining room to eat.  I usually tried to get there early to talk and
spend time, but… between the impromptu meeting at Tara’s store, and Sierra and
Ben time in the shower had taken a blessedly long time, we came in too late for
that.


My aunt asked, “So how is everything?”


I took a moment to really think about that instead of reply
with the kneejerk programmed response of fine, and I realized I had a lot
better stuff going on in my life than my troubles with my friend Mike, and the
tentative friendship I’d forged with Diana taking two steps back.


“Great actually.  The business is doing better than ever,
thanks in part to that interview I did, maybe reporters aren’t so bad after
all.  I also have good news about Sierra and I, I’m going to move in with her.”


I left off the part about my magic, knowledge, and
understanding growing by leaps and bounds.  The last week or so I’d taken time
to just absorb information about things that interested me, as well as the
magic practice I’d done in both fire and air, both separately and combined. 
Medicine, physics, botany, computer science, business, and a more complete
understanding of the races outside of my own.


As far as sorcerers and the elementals, well those were
still mostly blocked, although some small stuff came through on occasion.


But vampires, werewolves, the cat shifters who I hadn’t met
yet at all, and witches I was gaining a good handle on, beyond the basics that
Diana had taught me.


Sierra gave me a sideways panicked glance at the casual way
I’d dropped that conversation bomb, but seemed to relax when my aunt just
looked thoughtful.


Mary asked, “Congrats, though I’m surprised your moving out
of the city, and into her family’s house?  Didn’t you just say things were
going well?”


I wasn’t all that surprised by the question, how could I
explain that I couldn’t make Sierra move from her pack.  For a human it would
make sense for Sierra to move out and in with her independent boyfriend, and be
more independent of her family.  After all, I left my house for similar reasons
when I was eighteen, it had been time to get out and be independent.  She was
twenty-four now, and successful in her family’s business.  Any excuse I could
think of to explain it away would make my aunt think it was a cult of some
kind, now that I thought it out better.


Amy was caught halfway between shock and delight.  Surprised
her older brother who she depended on but thought of as a geek was moving in
with the beautiful woman next to me, and delighted that I was probably about to
get the third degree.  Sisters…


I shrugged and knew I was reaching when I said, “I don’t
have to be in my office every day, and she’s quite involved with her family’s
businesses.  It seemed to make more sense for me to commute.  We may get a
separate place built eventually, but it seemed like the best way in the short
term.  Her family are very welcoming of me as well.”


Aitheria chuckled in my mind, she wasn’t helping very much. 
I still hadn’t figured out what it meant when she showed me her true self, the
information was blocked and she wasn’t talking.  Not that I’d asked her about
it, but we seemed even closer than ever.  Connected somehow, beyond the close
ties of family and friendship we’d had previously.  The only reason I worried
about that was because I knew she was… upset that I didn’t, although she didn’t
take it out on me.


I’d come to the conclusion ten days ago that Aitheria’s
presence was to protect me from my enemies gaining knowledge of me.  It was her
primary task.  It made me think about why she wasn’t able to tell me anything
about other stuff.  It occurred to me that for the element of air, knowledge
was power, and power needed to be earned.  If she just told me everything I
wouldn’t have the wisdom or power to truly understand, and in the long run it
would probably just get me killed.


When I was strong enough to face those enemies, I would be
able to get the information on my own.  Maybe then I’d also find out why I was
important enough to have her as a guardian, because I really didn’t have a
guess for that part.  I realized my mind had gone off on quite a tangent, and
got back to the conversation about my moving plans.


Sierra nodded, “I realize it’s a little fast.”


Amy blurted, “Am I going to be an aunt?”


I glared at her.  My aunt Mary looked scandalized, I was
speechless, and Sierra just laughed.


Sierra winked, “Not yet.  I know this seems fast, and we’ve
only been dating what… eleven or twelve days now, but we’ve known each other a
lot longer than that.  But no, we haven’t even discussed that or marriage yet.”


Not yet?  I didn’t want to think about that right now, so I
stuffed it to the back of my mind.  The rest of what she said was an excellent
answer, even if for most of the time that we knew each other we hadn’t been in
contact, but it still wasn’t a lie, even if misleading.  Still, it might calm
my aunt’s worries a little.


It was quiet for a while after that, and we all ate our
meals in a silence that wasn’t exactly comfortable, but was far less awkward
than I’d feared.  Dinner was good, leg of lamb, new potatoes, and asparagus
spears.  I was sure I hadn’t escaped my aunt’s interrogation at this reveal,
she was just too much of a good hostess to do it in front of Sierra.


After dinner Amy took off to a friend’s house, and the three
of us had an after dinner drink.  I could tell my aunt was bursting with
questions, but she kept them in well enough.  I supposed there would always be
things about my life that didn’t make sense to them, the supernatural world was
just different that way…


 


We were walking out the door when the vision hit me, all of
it at once, like a memory.  I was in shock for moment, both Ceara and Diana had
seemingly burned to ash before my eyes right in the alley behind Spirits, even
worse it was going to happen in just under a minute from right now.


“Sierra,” I said in a tentative voice, “Diana and Ceara are
about to die.”


She gripped my hand, and although from the wolves’ point of
view, they owed the vampires nothing, she knew I was friends with Diana, and
worked for Ceara and the rest of the council on occasion.


She said, “Let’s go.”


I hesitated a moment at the idea of putting her in front of
something that could turn Ceara, a nineteen-hundred-year old vampire, into ash,
but I knew she would kill me if I left her behind.  It wasn’t even an option.


Aitheria sent, “This is it, the bad feeling from this
morning, be on your guard.”


We practically ran around the corner to where no one could
see us, and I raised a shield of fire and air over the both of us, and then
surrounded us and the shield in the power of air, I also slightly increased my
body’s speed, perception, and reflexes, and then moved us to the back of
spirits.


I opened my eyes and took it in.  


Ceara, with her bright red hair and wearing tight fitted
leather pants and a jacket, was faced off with a laughing male vampire, dressed
in jeans and a light shirt, who kept dodging and jumping around.  I doubted he
could take her, but he was managing to stay just out of her grasp and was
purely on the defensive.  Diana was there, and kept trying to help block him in
so Ceara could take him out, but she kept failing, Ceara and Christopher were
just too fast for her to keep up with.


Diana was incredibly strong compared to a newborn rogue, but
one that was close to the age of the council?  She didn’t have a chance and I
felt a twinge of annoyance at Ceara for even bringing her along.  Then I both felt
and saw the other presence appear, I couldn’t have missed it actually.  


The man appeared in a flashing pillar of fire, he was in his
late thirties or early forties, he was dressed in a gray business suit with a
red tie and shiny black shoes, and he was surrounded by a shield of pure fire
that made mine look ridiculously weak by comparison.  I realized then just how
far behind I really was, someday I was supposed to dwarf his power with air,
and perhaps match it with fire?


I was frozen in the moment, not sure what to do.  Surely
this sorcerer was who would burn Ceara and Diana to ash, but attacking him
directly seemed like a completely futile idea.  It would be like trying to take
down an air force jet with a nerf ball launcher, I wondered if he would even
notice if I attacked him.


The man raised his hands and a blast of fire shot at Ceara
which freed me from my moment of indecision.  There was no way I could block
it, but I called up a powerful wind gust.  His fire ignored the gust of wind,
ripped right through it, but his fire hadn’t been my target.  Ceara was blown
to the side by about ten feet, and the fire completely missed her, splashing
against the wall.  I could see the bricks start to burn.


He turned to me and raised an eyebrow, as if to say who the
hell are you.  Suddenly I was filled with an overwhelming rage, such that I
couldn’t even see straight.  I was in shock at the strength of the fury raging
through me, and it felt a lot like being set on fire.  I gathered fire and air
in my mindless rage, as much of it as I could and sent it at him in a torrent
of destruction that would have ripped apart the stone wall behind him if it had
hit.


His shield simply ate it, and I screamed in rage and started
to build another one, as he raised fire to send at me.  I felt two little
cooling hands against my cheek, and the rage fell flat, and I was filled with
dread.  I hadn’t even noticed, but somehow he’d gotten through my shields like
they weren’t even there, and had manipulated my emotions, making me angry and stupid
enough to get myself and everyone else killed.


He launched the fire at me, and I jumped straight up,
letting the wind carry me and Sierra a hundred feet straight up in a second at
the same time as I released the futile storm of fire and air I’d gathered.  He
looked up at me and growled in annoyance.  Then he launched fire at Diana, in
my panic of the remembered vision of her turning to ash, I surrounded Ceara,
Diana, Sierra, and myself with power, and took us to my office, fleeing the
fight.  


Ceara growled at me, “What the hell!”


I frowned, “It was a trap, and we were off balance, and
outclassed.  We’ll get them both, just not right now.”


Diana looked shaken, “Do you think they can track us?”


I shook my head, “I doubt it, unless he can sense my magic
from miles away.  Looks like you were set up though, I’m thinking the whole
reason Christopher is here, is to take out the council itself, and he hired a
bad ass fire sorcerer to help.  The reason I came was I saw you both burned to
ash, so… your welcome,” I added a little angrily at Ceara, who was still
pissed.


Ceara took a deep breath and nodded briskly.  She still
looked angry as hell, but I didn’t get the sense she wanted to tear my throat
out anymore.  Yay for small favors.


“Will you return with us, we must discuss it with Alexios
and Charis.”


I nodded reluctantly, and looked at Sierra with a question
in my eyes, I wasn’t sure if she’d want to come or not.  


She said, “Go ahead, I’ll be at the apartment, I have no
wish to meet the rest of the council.”


She kissed me then, a little more thoroughly than was
warranted, and I wondered if she was sending Diana a message by doing it…


 











Chapter 7


Thursday, June 2nd, 2016, 8:12 PM


Most of my interactions with the council over the last nine
months have been through Diana.  Ceara was kind of alien, and her aura was
insanely strong, so much so that her good looks just didn’t matter in the
least, but at least Ceara seemed to have a sense of emotions, a small
connection back to her humanity.  Alexios and Charis were another few centuries
older than Ceara, and they had that same powerful aura going, but they felt
colder as well, as if all that were left to them was cold calculation.


I wasn’t looking forward to being in their presence again. 
I raised a shield of fire and air.  I’d have to look at it later and see why it
had failed earlier, but I was fairly sure if the council decided to kill me
they wouldn’t get through it.


When we arrived in the conference room, with a Ceara that
had finally calmed down, Alexios was waiting for us in a dark pinstriped suit
with a yellow tie.  Charis was also there in a skirt and loose blouse, she was
cute, and petite, and absolutely terrifying.


I had no doubt if I wanted to I could kill one of them, but
I also had no doubt they could kill me if they chose, which is why I had the
shield up.  That made these little face to face meetings tense.  I knew they
wanted me around for my power if they could trust me to work for them, and not
against them.  I also knew if they ever decided I could no longer be trusted,
they would strike without warning.  The level of air power they had after two
millennia of being vampires was unreal, I had no doubt I wouldn’t see the
attack coming before it was too late, unless of course, my power picked it out
of the future.


To be honest, I was kind of depending on that last part,
that and prudence with my shield.  But I wouldn’t always have the shield up,
and there was no reason they couldn’t pick me off somewhere else.


I had no intention of starting a fight, I didn’t like some
of the things they did, or the absolute power they wielded over the vampire
race, but I also knew without them things could get a whole lot worse.  It was
the threat of their power that kept all but the stupid in line.  I still
couldn’t see where Christopher was at the moment, the fire sorcerer must be
blocking with his magic.  I also wasn’t having any luck figuring out how to
defeat or even simply block the fire sorcerer’s attacks.


Alexios turned to Ceara, “What happened?”


Ceara summed up what happened, even so much as giving me
credit for saving her and Diana’s lives.  She’d gotten over her annoyance at me
taking her away from her prey, and didn’t even look bothered when she got to
that part of the brief explanation.


Charis shook her head, “Christopher must want to take our
power and position, I wonder what he offered to the fire sorcerer,” she turned
to me, “You will help us end this threat?  We’ll pay you double the normal
amount for assistance.”


I thought about trying for more money, but they payed
generously when I actually participated in the hunts, about ten times the
amount offered for information alone.  Double that would be enough to pay the
rent on my office for a few years, and then some.


“I will, but the fire sorcerer may be beyond my ability. 
However, if we kill the one that hired him, he may choose to just leave the
city and go home.  I can try but… he’s at the peak of his power, and I’m still
crawling.”


Ceara frowned, “How can we win then?”


I shrugged, “I can keep us alive and him distracted long
enough for one of us to take out Christopher, then… we hope he leaves.”


I left the part off about us all dying horribly if he
doesn’t just leave, but it was implied.


Alexios asked, “How will we find them?”


I frowned, “I can hook a spell into Diana if she’ll allow
it, in case you two are ambushed I can arrive in a few seconds.  Outside of
that, the only way is if they try and set up another trap.  So far I can’t see
where either of them are.  They’re shielded from my sight.”


The last thing I wanted to do was feel Diana’s feelings, but
I could keep the link at a minimum, and still feel it when she’s under
pressure.  As far as saying shielded from my sight, they didn’t need to know
how my power really worked.  If they did they’d probably kill me.  A stray
wondering thought would give me access to all their bank accounts.  Crap,
they’re really loaded after two thousand years.


Charis ordered, “She will allow it, get it done.  And if
we’re attacked?”


I frowned wondering how to phrase it, and decided just to be
blunt about it.


“Run.  Air is faster than fire, if you exceed the sorcerer’s
perception, he won’t be able to hit you.  I’m kind of counting on that
actually, for my distractions.”


I turned to Diana, she didn’t look happy at all with my
suggestion to tie us together with magic, and I gave her an apologetic look as
I reached out and touched her forehead, and established a link.  I could feel
her turbulent emotions in the back of my head, and hoped she calmed down or I
wouldn’t be able to tell if she was attacked or not.


“If your attacked, think of me and send out a strong
emotion.”


The anger that washed over me felt like a slap.


I frowned, “That will do it…”


The presence of anger faded but her face was still a mask as
I turned back to the council.  She was a lot angrier than I would have thought
or believed.


“Anything else?”


Ceara said, “We will deposit a bonus, for coming to our aide
unasked.”


I hadn’t expected that, but I wouldn’t say no.  They could
certainly afford it.


Diana escorted me wordlessly out of the building, the wall
and awkwardness between us was painful, and I started the walk home to my
apartment, and Sierra.


On the way my mind wandered a bit.  We had the dark coven to
deal with, now an ancient rogue along with a fire sorcerer, and I was concerned
about Mike and Aiya, I knew they had the raid coming up.  I was also worried
about how Mike was handling things, he hadn’t tried to contact me at all today,
and then there was the whole moving thing.  Let’s not forget about the vision
of Tara’s and my upcoming passionate lip lock, I was worried about that too.  I
had a lot going on all at once, things seemed to come in waves, I just hoped
the next wave, whenever it came, would be more than just a week away.


I also critically looked at my interwoven shields.  I
wouldn’t solve that problem by putting it off.


“Did he get in so easy through my own fire?”


Aitheria just looked at me, I didn’t think she’d answer, but
that thought felt right to me.  His mastery of fire was so much more than mine,
he probably used the fire interlaced in my own shields to waltz right through
them.  I used an interweaving shield, because fire supported air, and air could
support fire.  I also did it simply because I needed the practice with complex
magical constructs.  


I worked out a new shield that was much simpler and that I
hoped might work, instead of twisting the two powers together I encased the
fire in air, or layered them if you will, two layers of air with fire in the
middle.  The fire would support the air shield, which was on the outside,
keeping the fire encased in air.  Perhaps he wouldn’t be able to reach my fire
quite so easily that way, and even if he could, he’d still need to get passed
the second level of air.  


My biggest worry was him evoking emotions in me, I was
almost sure if I could prevent that, I could dodge brute force attacks of fire
quite easily.  I was faster, more maneuverable, and could move in all three
dimensions where he was stuck on the ground.


I wondered how big his radius was to connect directly with
the fire element.  He’d dwarfed even my air power, which meant it had to be way
over a hundred and fifty feet.  It would be hard to guess exactly how much more
though.


Air was manipulating physical air, intellect, and connecting
to minds and facts.  Fire was manipulating heat and flames, passion, and
connecting to and controlling passionate emotions.


I felt like my understanding of fire wasn’t complete.  After
all, air was also speed, healing, longevity, and pulling vast amounts of
knowledge from the ether.  Surely fire also had more to it than what I knew so
far, certainly air wasn’t more powerful, the elements were balanced, and that
lack of understanding was probably why I was so limited in it, because I didn’t
comprehend it, at least not completely.


What was normal fire?  It was destructive, hungry, and yet
was life giving warmth, but would consume that life if allowed to run
unchecked.  It was an oxidation process, combustion, light and heat were
byproducts.


I couldn’t pull information about being a fire sorcerer, but
I could and had pulled the information on shifting creatures, like werewolves,
and werecats.  In their case, fire was transformative.  Earth was the grounding
force, when they transformed to a wolf, the earth magic gave them the ability
to solidify into one of their two forms, but before that happened, the fire was
what started the transformation, and allowed them to leave their other form
behind, to be reshaped.  


Fire was also responsible for the fierce emotions and
loyalty to the pack.


I also got the idea the amount of fire magic the werewolves
naturally held was the determining factor on where they fell in the pack
hierarchy.  A wolf with more of a connection to elemental fire would be able to
force the weaker one to submit.


The key was controlled fire.  A controlled fire was
beneficial, out of control, just allowing it to consume, was bad, in simple
terms.  Still, I was missing something, and I needed to figure out what it was,
how could I control something that was outside of my comprehension?


I stopped and stepped into an alley, and made sure no one
was around.  I took a moment to control my emotions, remove the fear and worry
about the danger to Diana and Tara, not to mention myself and the pack.  I also
removed my anxiety toward the future.  My new shields were active, and I raised
my hand and created a small ball of fire in it.  I studied it for a moment, as
if it held the answers.


It was making me warm, putting off heat.  I stopped that,
redirecting the heat back into the fire, turning the flames from reddish orange
to orange white.  The last time I had improved in air, was right after I lost
my temper.  I doubted that was the key, what had done it was stretching myself,
and my abilities due to that anger.


I reached out and focused all the heat into the fire, the
warmth of the concrete from the setting sun, and then I wondered what else I
could throw in.  It was then I thought maybe I shouldn’t suppress my fears and
worry, but instead control and channel it.  Control meant mastering and using
my emotions, not removing them as I’d done earlier.  It was a simple
distinction, but the difference was also profound.  When I did that the orange-white
flames flared to brilliant white, I smiled as I studied it, the magic, and the
flame.


Heat was really a byproduct of fire, as was light.  I could
control heat, so…  Then I laughed, and the fire in my hand disappeared, as I
fed the light back in as well as the heat.  It looked like I was holding a
black hole, of course it was still fire, and I wondered how strong it was.


I couldn’t right now though, I wasn’t going to find out on
the streets of Chicago, so I let out the light, and the heat, and then let the
fire dissipate.  I still hadn’t increased my range past twenty-five feet, but I
knew I was getting close.  I could feel it.  I was still missing information
though.  I had a slightly better understanding of the raw aspect of fire, but I
was missing one or more of the subtle aspects, such as knowledge was toward
air.


I finished the walk home and felt the warmth and passion in
my heart rise when Sierra greeted me with a heartfelt smile that made her eyes
glow.  Those emotions I had no intention of controlling.  Todd wasn’t here yet,
and it didn’t take much convincing to get Sierra to turn in early.  None of the
convincing was with words either, and as for sleep, well that took quite a
while longer…


 


I was only disoriented for a moment, before I realized that
I was in another dream with Aitheria.  This time we were in a duplicate of my
living room, down to the knickknacks on the book case and end tables.  Our air
clothes were also a little less transparent this time, which was a good thing
as I was sitting on the couch, and she was lying sideways, with her head on my
lap.


I looked down into the clear skies of her eyes and smiled.  I
really did love her, she was family, and I wasn’t sure what I would do without
her around.


Her head against my leg felt like a warm breeze, and she
returned my smile.


“Before you ask, I shrunk you,” she said in an amused choral
voice.


I laughed, “Fine, it is a dream isn’t it?  Plus, all the
furniture is shrunk too.”


She laughed lightly as she sat up, and then leaned up
against me.  My arm went around her shoulders almost of its own volition as she
answered, “I suppose it is a dream, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t completely
real.  But yes, your incarnate body is currently in your bed, entwined with
Sierra’s.”


“So why are we here?  Am I being a bonehead again?” I asked
with a certain self-deprecation.


She laughed again, a light choral tinkling that warmed me to
the core, “No Ben.  Power and wisdom come with time and experience, there are
no shortcuts, and you’re doing well and pushing yourself to learn more.  That’s
all we can do.”


“Then…” I trailed off in obvious question.


She tilted her head up and smiled at me sheepishly, “I
suppose I just wanted you to myself for a while.  I’m not jealous of Sierra, or
all your new friends, but I do miss our times alone.”


I pondered that for a moment, “Have I been neglecting you?”


I tried to talk to her with my mind often during the day,
but there was no doubt we talked a lot less than when I’d spent a lot more of
my time alone.  I ran a hand along her leg curiously, it felt like compressed
warm air.  I paused for a moment, there was no sexual, or physical aspect to
the love I felt for Aitheria, but there was a certain spiritual intimacy in
what I was doing, and I’d done it without thought as if I’d the right to.


It had to do with whatever it meant when she showed me who
she was, and of course, she was leaning against me as well in absolute
contentment.  I wished I understood what passed between us and what it meant,
but I had no context to grasp it, and I knew me asking about it would just
frustrate and sadden her so I let it go.


She shook her head which felt like a swirling whirlwind
against my side, “No, of course not.  Like I said, I just want you to myself
for a while.  You don’t mind do you?”


“You stealing me away into your world?  No, I don’t mind.  I
feel at home here, or maybe that’s just with you.”


We spent what seemed like hours to me chatting comfortably before
she sent me back to sleep with a winds caress on my cheek.  











Chapter 8


Friday, June 3rd, 2016, 7:21 AM


The first few moments of waking up were peaceful, and I just
laid there holding Sierra, she’d sprawled herself over me sometime in the
night.  I knew we had to get up, and get to Tara’s store to relieve Gerald and
Carrie, but I was so comfortable, warm and satisfied it was hard to even
contemplate moving.  


My eyes snapped open suddenly, when I felt two people in the
kitchen instead of just one, Todd and Aiya.  I wasn’t worried about Aiya, but I
had no doubt she was subtly sucking information from Todd.  She was a detective
after all, it’s what they did.


I woke Sierra gently with a caress, and we took an
unfortunately quick shower while I filled her in on what happened at the
council.  Last night we hadn’t gotten around to talking at all, and I also let
her know that we had a visitor this morning.  Sierra didn’t like that I’d
linked with Diana, but the latter didn’t bother her at all.  I’d guess it was
probably because she could scent Aiya’s friendship with me, regardless of how
gorgeous the woman was, Aiya had no effect on my libido.


She threw on a light blue sundress and I went for my normal
business casual look before we went out to the kitchen.  Todd and Aiya were
chatting animatedly about weapons of all things, and I was hit by a vision of
the future, like a memory that hadn’t happened yet.  


I wasn’t sure how I felt about the vision of seeing Todd and
Aiya out on a date together, I felt that same strange mixture of jealousy and
protective feelings I’d had about her blind date two nights ago at Mike’s,
except it was also highly amusing to me for some reason.


I chuckled, “Good morning Aiya, Todd.”


Aiya looked up, “Morning, what’s so amusing?”


I shrugged, “Psychic thing, I wouldn’t want to spoil it for
you, what brings you by?”


Aiya grinned, “Figured I’d get one last breakfast in before
Sierra steals you away.  Besides I wanted to tell you the bust went well, not
one shot fired.  Allison Blare is back with her family, unfortunately it’s not
over for the other girls, but we had to turn them over to the feds.  Oh, and I
have a picture for you to look at, but sit down and eat first.”


“Right, always efficiently multitasking,” I said teasingly. 
“I’m glad it went well.”


Aiya winked as I sat down next to Sierra and I piled eggs
and sausage between two slices of toast.  


“So what’s with the weapons talk?”


Todd shrugged, “I told her I was in private security, we’ve
been talking about a lot of things.”


Sierra made a satisfied noise in the back of her throat as
she started in on her breakfast.  After swallowing she said, “Aiya, your
welcome to come out to the suburbs and cook whenever you want.”


Aiya laughed, “Thanks.”


The conversation moved to lighter things after that.  When
we were finished with breakfast she showed me the picture of a small girl.   


“Katrina Brown, her uncle has her,” and I gave her the
details and address.  Luckily the man still hadn’t done anything bad, merely
took her from her parents.  He was a sick man though, and was working himself
up to it.  The good news was Aiya and Mike would get there in plenty of time to
stop it from ever happening. 


 


I felt a little bad on the walk over, Gerald and Carrie had
been carrying the store for fifteen hours now, but Sierra told me it wasn’t a
big deal, werewolves had a lot of stamina and needed less sleep.  I could
definitely relate to the more stamina part, and was happier for it.


I asked curiously, “How rare is it for werewolves to get
with humans or other races?”


Sierra frowned, “It’s not that common, but it happens
enough, and the pack doesn’t question another wolf’s choice unless it puts the
pack in danger, but even then we’ll just ask that wolf to leave the pack.  Why?”


“Aiya and Todd, they seemed to really hit it off this
morning, and I kind of got a vision of them out on a date.”


Sierra shook her head, “Humans are hardest of course, they
have to be brought in on the secret very carefully, and they can’t always
handle it.  I suppose that won’t be a problem for Aiya, she already knows about
you, and that I’m not human even if she doesn’t know exactly what I am.”


I nodded slowly, “Most likely, of course all I saw was a
date.”


Sierra shrugged, “The just one date part is much less
important than you think, he wouldn’t ask her on even that one date,
considering she’s a human police detective, unless his wolf wanted her.  Of
course, she might say no, but for him…”


We walked into the store a few minutes later, Carrie looked a
little tired, but not nearly as worn out as Tara had looked yesterday evening,
and Gerald looked crisp and alert.  Of course, he hadn’t been carrying the
wards, just physically guarding Carrie and the store.  I could feel Tara
working magic in the back.


“Morning,” I said while I slapped up a shield of air around
the store, and took over for Carrie, “Do you two want to go back to the pack
house?”


Gerald shook his head, “Might as well stay here in the city,
or you’ll have to leave the store to get us back if you need us.  Where is
Todd?”


I nodded, that was a good point, “Feel free to crash in my
spare bedroom then, and Todd should be along soon.”


Todd had stayed behind to help Aiya clear the dishes and
clean up, while we had come to relieve them as soon as possible.  Like I said,
I’d felt a little guilty about it.


Gerald nodded, and Carrie gave me a warm welcoming smile
before they left.  I could tell she’d wanted to give me a hug, or her wolf had,
but it would take time to get over what she’d gone through, I wasn’t in any
rush.


Sierra asked, “So what happens if Diana is attacked while
you’re on shift here?”


Well, that was a really good question.


“Tara should be able to hold the wards for a little bit if I
have to leave.  I was going to let her know as soon as we got here, but she’s
in the middle of a complicated spell right now.”


She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around me, “If you
get hurt, I’ll kill you.”


I laughed and kissed her hair, “I’ll keep that in mind.  I
assume you won’t be coming?”


Sierra sighed, “I don’t like the idea at all, but against a
fourteen-hundred-year old vampire, and a powerful fire sorcerer?  I’d be a
liability and split your focus.  Just be safe.”


I practiced my magic the next hour or so while chatting with
Sierra about moving plans and the future, feeding any strong stray emotions to
my shields, and trying to make my air and fire shield stronger.  I also tried
to stretch out my sphere of influence, by reaching out for both the air and
fire outside of their respective sphere sizes, but so far nothing.


Tara came out from the back a little while later, looking a
bit angry, she was also wearing an attractive flowing dress that clung just
enough to incite the imagination.  It was the subtlest thing I’d ever seen her
wear, and I tried not to think about the curves that I knew were hidden
beneath, but I failed completely.


“It’s not working.  They must have added to the coven,
enough power to block me even with personal items.  That must be why they
waited so long before attacking me,” Tara concluded.


Sierra asked, “Why didn’t you bind them a long time ago, or even
kill them?”


Tara shook her head, “When I ran I was sixteen, scared, and
I knew very little magic.  The idea of killing anyone was repulsive, and still
is.  I didn’t want to be like them.  Even now, the idea of killing doesn’t
appeal, but I don’t think I have a choice since its come down to self-defense. 
Will you help me find them?”


“I can try.  I also might have to leave in a hurry sometime
today, for a short time,” I explained briefly about what else was going on and
then added, “So be ready to fuel the wards at no notice.  I’ll need to see one
of the items, but you know the whole coven is probably shielded with earth
magic.”


Tara nodded, “Come in the back,” and turned and swayed
alluringly away from us.  The slits in the flowing dress showed very brief but
tantalizing amounts of her legs as she walked, which also made it a fight for
me not to look down at her… well backside.  The woman was an evil seductress,
surely it couldn’t be me right?


I felt Sierra’s nails dig into my arm, damned werewolf
noses, I also felt guilty.  Not that I could do anything about it though, I
could control my words and actions, but looking, or in this case wanting to
look, was pure male instinct.  Without that overwhelming seductive hunting aura
she’d had when we first met, that’d made me want to run away, I ironically
found it much harder not to feel attracted.


There were several items laid out on a white cloth on a
table, the floor was covered with arcane designs, and I could feel the power
coming off the circle, or at least the air, fire, and water parts of it.


I asked curiously, “If you were raised by a dark coven, how
did you learn light spells?”


Tara looked full of pride as she said, “A lot of research
and experimentation, I was also able to adapt many of the benign spells that
called for sacrificial energy, using my own instead.  Often the only difference
between a light and dark spell is where the magic comes from.  Obviously
curses, sacrifices, and other dark ends aren’t included in that.  Lastly,
though I never joined another coven, I have dealt with light covens and some of
them will share and trade tidbits of knowledge with visiting witches.”


I took a closer look at the objects, I didn’t have to touch
them, they were within the influence of my sphere of air.  I couldn’t find the
coven, they were protected from that, but I was able to learn a few things
about their past.


“There are nine of them now, they added four new people, so
there were originally seven including you and your mother?”


Tara nodded.


I grunted, “They’re after the book you burned, they believe
you still have it.  They also want to eliminate you as a threat, they assume
you practice dark magic and want revenge.  Cyndy’s been obsessed with it for
the last ten years.  I’m getting all this from the past, Cyndy is still in
charge, and she has the others… not controlled, but conditioned by spells
against betraying her, like she did to your mother.”


While I was at it, I reached out for the fire sorcerer and
Christopher again, they were closed off as well, but it was different.  I
couldn’t feel the earth magic blocking me from the coven, but I could feel the
fire magic blocking my magic from the other issue.  It was very subtle, but it
was there.


“Can we find them through their attack on you?  Trace the
magic back somehow?”


The coven’s magic was still blasting against the shield I
put over the store, it was a stalemate at the moment.  I should have asked
Carrie last night if it had let up at all, didn’t the coven need to sleep too?


“How are they maintaining this attack?”


Tara frowned, “Probably a sacrifice to fuel it, a slow
bloodletting of a supernatural would do it, they’d only need one witch in the
coven to maintain and direct the power of the spell once it was cast, so they
could switch off to rest.  But all their power is still tied up in it as well,
so they will eventually tire.  I could try a spell to trace the magic
back.  That will find the ritual space used though, not necessarily the coven. 
They don’t have to be present there anymore.”


Yes, because life isn’t complicated enough.


Sierra and I watched as she got out ingredients and ground
them together with the mortar and pestle, and poured them into her own ritual
space.  Then she stepped inside and raised a circle.  She turned back to look
at us.


“Ben, you’ll have to lower your shield, I need the
connection of their spell hitting my own wards to track it.”


I dropped the shield over the store, and tried to understand
what she was doing.  It occurred to me that I could probably back trace the
spell with my air magic as well, if I understood how.  I’d never done anything
like that before, but if I could pull knowledge, and information on people and
objects, did that mean I could do it for magic as well?


I could still feel the attacks, inside the power of my air
sphere, and I tried to pull information from the magic, the same way I’d do it
from an object.  I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, perhaps a location of where
it originated, but much like an object or picture, what I got was information
on the owner of the magic.  If there was a way for me to do a trace, what I’d
just tried wasn’t it.


I tried to reach the information on how to do it, and was
blocked.


It hadn’t been a total loss though, and I was able to get
the location in an alternate way.  


Barry Dinmore.  Two-hundred-year old vampire, and slowly
being bled to help power the spell, an ongoing blood sacrifice.  Barry was also
in a house on the south side, in a basement.  He was lured in by a witch named Amber,
a part of the coven and twenty-three years old, and almost as beautiful as Tara.
 He was no doubt suckered in by the promise of a nice meal and hot sex.  


So I suppose what I had done had worked, just not the way I
expected.  Either the coven hadn’t thought Tara could trace a random sacrifice,
or blocking him with a ward would interfere with the spell.


Tara was already casting, so I kept my mouth shut.  I felt a
little sheepish that she didn’t really have to bother with her spell at this
point.


Tara finished and said, “In a basement in south Chicago.  I
don’t have an address, but I can lead us there.  Can you get Carrie back here
to cover the wards?  I don’t want my shop to burn down when we get out of range
and I can’t directly support my wards.”


Sierra frowned, “I suppose, do we have a plan?  Or are we
just going to charge in?”


Tara shook her head, “I’ll break the wards first…”


She was interrupted by Todd walking in, “So, what did I miss. 
I kind of lost track of time.”


He looked a little sheepish, he was supposed to be shadowing
and learning from Sierra right now.  


Tara said, “We’re going after the ritual space the spell was
cast from.  Anyway, I can break the wards first, we don’t want to enter another
coven’s ritual space without doing that first.  Even a temporary one.”


Sierra asked, “Are you sure you can do that?”


Tara smiled, “Yes, because most of the coven’s power is tied
up in the spell.  If I go after the wards they will eventually go down, unless
the coven cancels the spell themselves, in which case we’ll still do what we
set out to do, and also have one of the coven members trapped within.  Plus,
I’m pretty sure Ben can smash the wards all by himself.”


I thought about that a moment, if the spell was within my
sphere of influence, I could hit it with fire and air magic.  I had the
strength to do it, the question was if I could burn away the earth magic
without seeing it.  It should work, maybe some kind of rolling wave.  I’d have
to see.


Todd asked, “So what should I do?”


Sierra ordered, “You’ll come with us, when Carrie and Gerald
get back.”


Sierra pulled out her phone, and made the call.  They
probably wouldn’t be happy having their rest interrupted, but Carrie should be
fine to take the wards back long enough for us to find and kill the spell. 
That part should go pretty fast, I hoped so anyway.


Sierra hung up, “They’ll be here in a half hour.”


Tara grabbed a satchel and started to throw things in it,
preparing for a fight no doubt.


 











Chapter 9


Friday, June 3rd, 2016, 10:43 PM


We were still waiting on Carrie and Gerald when I was hit
with a wave of anger, fear, and worry.  It made me wince, because Diana was
still pissed at me, but all the fear and worry was also on my behalf which
meant… my life was so damned complicated.  Either way, the time was now.  It
could have been worse, at least we hadn’t attacked the coven’s spell site yet. 
Still, it could’ve been better.


I stepped away from Sierra and muttered, “Got to go,” as I wrapped
the power of air around me and went to wherever Diana was, my magic knew
because I was connected to her.


I took in the situation with a glance.  We were west of the
city in a large field.  I wondered for a moment how that came to be, but for
right now it wasn’t important.  Ceara and Diana were dressed in the same kind
of tight leather clothes, and they were trying to pin down Christopher who was
doing the same avoidance type crap, depending on his fire sorcerer to make the
actual kill.


The fire sorcerer was directing a shield of fire around
Ceara, who must have sensed it because she moved faster than I could track
before it could solidify and trap her.  Obviously the fire sorcerer wasn’t
messing around this time by throwing fire, and was trying a more direct
attack.  I would call him foolish for waiting before bringing his A game, but I
did the same thing all the time.  Throwing balls or blades of air, as opposed
to just crushing an opponent with the air already around them, felt more
natural for some reason.


He looked at me, and this time his attack on my emotions
went awry, and he didn’t get through my shields.  Wrapping the fire element
with air seemed to have worked and removed the bridge he used to get passed my
defenses.  He could probably overpower it, but I didn’t give him time to add
more power behind it.  I ordered the air around me to starve his fire.


It was partially effective, but he was still much more
powerful than I was, and my access to the fire element was greatly lessened,
since his control over the area overlapped and overshadowed my own power.  He
gathered fire and focused on me, while I surrounded him with air.


Ceara was attacking Christopher with ferocity, but he seemed
to be completely focused on defense and was able to dodge, duck, and weave
around those attacks.  


I jumped behind the fire sorcerer as I felt his fire start eating
into my shields, having the air move me immediately out of danger.  There was
no way the air I’d focused around him could get through his shield, I was like
a toddler fighting a grown man, although a toddler that was much faster.  


But he made another mistake, by ignoring that air I’d
focused around him, assuming he was invulnerable to my attack, he disregarded
it, instead of using fire to consume it.  The truth was, it was a good
assumption, any attack I made with the power I’d surrounded him with would
fail.


But I didn’t attack him, it wasn’t part of my plan. 
Instead, I bade the air magic to move him, shield and all… to California.  He
disappeared from the field in a flash, now moving incredibly fast toward the
west.  He was completely out of sight in less than a second.


I felt the magic I’d surrounded him with die however, as he
burned the travel spell away with ease.  I’d never believed I’d get him all the
way to California.  Yet, those two seconds of travel was enough to move him
several miles west.  As far as I knew, fire couldn’t travel nearly as fast, if
at all.  If there was a way to travel with fire I didn’t know how yet, of
course, there was a lot I didn’t know so I took that with a grain of salt.


I looked down at Christopher who was still moving around
like a damned jumping bean, and congealed the air around him as I lowered to
the ground, which slowed him significantly.


Ceara growled and took his head quite easily at that point,
so I released the magic around his body that was holding it up, and let his
body fall to the ground.


“Good morning ladies,” I said brightly.


Ceara asked curiously, “You defeated Jaben?”


“Jaben?” I asked stupidly, the name had completely thrown
me.


Ceara explained, “The fire sorcerer, the bastard introduced
himself right before you got here.”


“Oh, no, sorry, I just tricked Jaben.  I moved him about
five miles west.  I’m hoping now that his employer is dead he’ll just move on. 
He could have prevented it, by burning my magic away, but he was too confident
in defeating an attack, so when I didn’t attack him and moved him instead, it
took him a couple of seconds to escape.  Even then, when he burned my magic
away he was moving very fast, over two miles a second fast, so I wouldn’t be
surprised if he got hurt when he landed.”


I looked around again, “How did you wind up out here?” I
asked curiously.


Diana replied, “Thanks for the help, we got a tip on their
location, there’s a vampire coven near here.  No doubt it was another trap for
us all, but this time we were ready for it… we’ll deposit your money when we
get back.”


I could feel her confusion, she wanted to be mad at me, but
she also wanted to jump me, and I hated the invasion of privacy.


“Should I remove the link?” I asked, perhaps a bit too
hopefully.


Ceara shook her head and answered, “Let’s wait and see what
happens.  Jaben might just leave, on the other hand he may want revenge on us
for you damaging his pride, and getting the better of him.”


I sighed, “Very well.  Just let me know when, and if Jaben
comes back I’ll answer Diana’s call again.  I’ll also keep you updated if I run
into him, chances are if he wants revenge it will be against the one that
tricked him.”


They both nodded at me, and then took off going east towards
the city, fast.  I guess the conversation was finished.  I was worried about
more than Jaben simply coming back, what if he spread word of a new air
sorcerer in Chicago?  Aitheria protected me from my enemies finding me through
arcane means of knowledge, but that wouldn’t do anything against word of
mouth.  But then, sorcerers weren’t the sharing types, so maybe it would be
fine.


Either way, I was done here and needed to get back to our
other issue.  The dark coven needed to be stopped.


I wrapped myself in the power of air, and moved myself to
the back room of Tara’s store.


 


I realized immediately there was something very wrong. 
Sierra was in wolf form and growled at me until she saw who it was.  Todd was growly
as well, but still in human form.  Tara wasn’t in range of my air magic and
when I reached for her location with my power, I was predictably blocked.  It
didn’t take a genius to realize they must have been watching the shop, and made
a move as soon as I left.


“What happened?”


Sierra whined and Todd growled, “Vampires.  They took us by
surprise and hit us with Tasers instead of magic.  Knocked us down, grabbed and
injected Tara with something that knocked her out, and ran out before we could recover. 
It happened seconds after you left.  Where’d you go?”


I frowned at his accusing tone.  If he’d been here instead
of flirting with Aiya he’d know I where I was.  


I said shortly, “To kill a vampire, and piss off a fire
sorcerer named Jaben.”


It finally hit me that the magical attacks had stopped, they
must have cancelled the spell right after, which meant my only lead to track
down Tara was about to disappear.  Sierra changed and pulled on her dress and
looked angry as hell at failing.  Carrie and Gerald showed up right before we
were about to leave them behind.


“No time to explain, don’t kill the witch if we run into
one, I need her alive.”


I surrounded us all in air power and took us to the backyard
of the house with the basement.  They all looked pretty surprised, especially
since I hadn’t told anyone I knew where it was already.  I felt the connection
to air diminished inside the house, and bathed the ward in raw fire and air
magic, trying to break through the ward, eat through it actually, but not using
physical fire and air, so I didn’t damage the physical house.


I grunted when it cracked in short order, I wish I’d known I
could do that before now.  I smiled as I felt the witch still in the basement,
through my fire power at least, she was closing down the circle.  I could no
longer detect the vampire, which probably meant he was dead.  Gerald kicked in
the back door and we all piled in.


“Cellar,” I said as I pointed out the door, and rushed down
the stairs.  Luckily the cellar was only halfway underground in this split
level house, and I still had access to air magic from my chest up.  It was a
really weird sensation being half above and half below ground, but better than
being completely cut off from air.


Sierra just grunted, already knowing about my weakness
underground, and ran ahead of me, taking out her frustrations with a lightning
fast right hook, knocking out the witch before she could get a spell off.  It
was ironic timing, because she’d just finished taking down the protections for
the site allowing Sierra an easy takedown.  We trooped back upstairs, Sierra
carrying the witch over her shoulder, and I spent the time burning and scouring
her personal protections from magic with both fire and air.


Sierra asked, “What now?”


The witch was completely unprotected now, and her life was
an open book to me now.  Amber, the witch who had lured the vampire, was very
attractive, and looked innocent while being unconscious, but she was an evil little
thing that cared only about her own power, to the exclusion of any other
considerations.  Such as the need to murder, sacrifice, or destroy others.


Her death would also weaken the coven, maybe even enough for
Tara to fight back.


“I have what we need, Tara’s been brought to a warehouse. 
They wanted the dark grimoire back for the other spells inside of it, but they
already have the knowledge Tara hoped to keep from them by stealing the book, and
they are all set to drain Tara’s power.”  


I felt a little guilty about it, this wasn’t self-defense in
the middle of a fight, this was an execution, and I was naming myself judge. 
What gave me the right?  I could see her whole life, and the kind of person she
was, I had no doubt she would go on killing and destroying others to gain
power.  There was no room for doubt, or simple human error, she was guilty.


In a way I could say it was in defense of Tara, because this
young woman would never let it go.  If I let her live, she would one day attack
again.  I formed a blade of air, and made it quick, no need to torture her. 
She’d even still been unconscious, since that was the only mercy I could afford
to show her.


I still felt sick inside about it, but that only meant I was
still human in my heart, and not a cold blooded killer, but my regret didn’t
mean I was wrong, or anything like the person Amber was.


I sighed, “You ready?  We are going to a warehouse.”


Sierra nodded, “Whenever you are, you did the right thing
Ben, these people are evil.  Killing in defense of yourself and others is not
the same as a person that kills for profit or fun, anyone who believes it is
the same… is a fool.”


Damned werewolf noses, of course she could scent my regret. 
What was that saying?  Mercy for the guilty is treachery to the innocent
victims?  Something like that, but the point was there was no supernatural
jails, serial killers like this dark witch just needed to be stopped.  But that
didn’t mean being the one to bring justice didn’t stain my soul.  Right or not,
it was the way it was and the world I lived in for better or worse.


I just nodded in agreement to her words before I surrounded
us with the power of air, remote viewed an unobserved area around the
warehouse, and had the magic move us there…


 











Chapter 10


Friday, June 3rd, 2016, 11:33 AM


We appeared in an abandoned parking lot.  The warehouse
looked to be about four stories high, the dark brickwork was faded and chipped
in places, and I could tell it had been repainted many times over the years. 
There was a line of windows all the way at the top of the building, dark green
and stained.  The metal door nearby was banged up and stained, and all the
rolling doors at the docks were covered in graffiti, closed up, and padlocked.


Inside I could feel Tara and the coven like a light echo
because of the strong wards on the building blocking me from accessing the air
inside the building.  That would have to come down before we went inside.  I
attacked the wards with fire and air magic, this time doing something slightly
different.  I tried to subvert the fire and air woven in their spells for my
own use at the same time.  The latter was partially successful, but what
brought the wards down quickly was the raw blast of air and fire magic
consuming the earth and destroying the water.


Information blocks at a distance could withstand my air
magic, but up close and personal, within my spheres of fire and air, the ward
cracked and dissolved under my power.  I could feel the coven better now, Tara
was still kind of fuzzy, and I assumed she was in a circle.  She was still
alive at least, for now.


I nodded and Gerald ripped the door off its hinges, and they
all stripped off their clothes, shorts and a shirt for Gerald and Todd, and in
Sierra’s and Cassie’s cases, simple dresses, and they transformed into wolves. 
For the first time I didn’t give the nudity a second thought.  With a
concentrated effort, I tried to cover them with their own shields of air, as
long as they didn’t get over a hundred and fifty feet away, I should be able to
maintain it with only a small portion of my concentration.


We ran in and I sent a blast of fire and air at the witches,
both magical and physical, and I was careful not to hit Tara on accident.  I
almost faltered when I saw her lying there, she was on the ground in the
circle, unconscious and naked, she’d been beaten and I could only assume she’d
woken up at some point and fought back.  She had some kind of nasty device in
her arm that was bleeding her out.  She was also covered with arcane symbols
drawn in blood over her skin.  I cursed, they hadn’t wasted any time.  I could
see the magic currents, and the coven was trying to absorb her power.  So far
Tara was strong enough to resist it, even unconscious, but I could tell she was
weakening.


My initial attack was deflected by the coven’s personal
wards, and I held back as that was enough time for the wolves to close the
distance, and they jumped for throats with a loud growl.


The oldest one who I recognized as Cyndy, held out a bone
and barked a single word.  The wolves seemed to run into a solid barrier of
some kind.  A lot like my fire and air shields instead of a ward against just
magic.  Cyndy dropped the bone and looked at me with a black hatred that
chilled me, as she yelled for a retreat.  


I hammered the shield of air magic hard, but it seemed to be
interlaced with a touch of all the other elements and was very strong.  I
wondered how long it had taken for the witch to prepare it, as it wasn’t just a
simple ward.


I channeled more magic into it while the wolves stared back
at me as if to tell me to hurry the hell up.  I could swear the three of them
looked frustrated as hell as the witches made their escape out the side door,
and I could even hear their car doors opening and closing as I bore into and slowly
burned away the shield.  


Diana had told me once that a witch prepared for a fight
would be a dangerous opponent, and she was right, I’d underestimated the
witches and they were getting away.  It was only now that they were gone I
thought of erecting a solid wall of air at the door, something I could have
done through the shield.  Still, it wasn’t like I’d had time to prepare a plan,
if we’d taken time to do so, Tara would be dead and the coven long gone.  


The shield fell and the wolves flew out the door.  I didn’t
bother since the coven had long since driven off by now, instead I reached out
with my power and brought down the circle.


The circle ward went down easily compared to that shield
spell.


I knelt down beside Tara, the device was some kind of vein tap,
I supposed it would regulate a blood drain better than slit wrists.  It didn’t
matter, I unstrapped it and tore out the needle, then used a little air magic
to heal the damage.  I looked her over, a part of me painfully aware she was
naked and even more voluptuous and pleasing to the eyes than I’d imagined, and
I had a very good imagination, but most of me ignored that as I tried to save
her life.


To be fair, I am a twenty-one-year-old male, and her body
was…  yeah.


That said, I was more focused on scanning her body and
repairing the damage done, also thanks to the blood, my anger at what was done
to her, and my concern for her life, my body wasn’t reacting very much to her
lack of clothing.  I healed her vein first, then started to repair the tissue
damage, scrapes, contusions, and bruises on her body from the rough handling
and beating she’d endured.


I also found the drug in her system keeping her unconscious,
and burned it out with a judicious application of fire magic.  Outside of a few
gene sequences and part of their brains, witches were pretty much just humans,
with magic, so I had no need of pulling Tara’s particular body information. 
Biology was one of the things I was very sure of nowadays.


I looked up when I was done, and Gerald, Carrie, and Sierra
were all back in human form and dressed.


“Will she be okay?” Sierra asked, and actually sounded
concerned.


I nodded, “I think so, does anyone see her clothes?  Carrie
or Sierra, can you dress her?”


Gerald growled, “The witches got away.”


I almost growled back, thank you Mr. Obvious.  It’d been a
crazy morning so far, and my emotions were obviously raw right now, so I took a
deep breath.


I shrugged as if it were unimportant, as they say, crap
happens.


“But they failed Gerald, and one of their number is dead,
and they’ll be weaker now, perhaps on the run.  We can plan chasing them later,
right now we need to calm down, think, and plan.”


Gerald seemed to lose some of his anger at my matter of fact
calm tone.


Sierra looked around, and said, “I see them, be right back,”
obviously referring to the clothes.


Tara moaned as she came around, and I glanced back down and
caught her eyes.  That’s when it happened, what I saw in the vision.  The lust,
need, and desire that burned through me was completely overwhelming, and I saw
it in eyes as well.  She leaned up and reached out, grabbed my shirt, and
pulled me on top of her violently into a steamy kiss.  Her lips were so soft, yet
firm and demanding, and her generous female attributes were warm as they heaved
and pushed up against my chest.


I could barely think, I wanted to take her right there on
the floor, the blood, Sierra, none of it mattered to me at all in that moment. 



A small part of me, very small, realized something was very
wrong with this, even as I moaned into her mouth and teased her tongue with
mine.  


My shield, I dropped my shield when I was healing Tara.  Then
that little voice in the back of my head screamed, Jaben, I could feel him
enter my range of power, which meant he was almost inside the warehouse.


If I hadn’t been practicing so much, and if it hadn’t been
second nature by now, I never would have been able to concentrate enough to
drop a fire and air shield around the six of us.  But I had, and I slammed the
shield down hard around us and my mind cleared.  I broke the kiss and jumped
up.  


Sierra had an expression of jealous murderous rage on her
face, but that cleared as well to merely a glare.  Apparently my good friend
Jaben had been playing with all of our emotions, from far enough away I had no
idea he was even there.  He hadn’t been in my range, but clearly we had been
inside of his.


Jaben walked in and laughed, “That was entertaining.  How
does it feel wolf, knowing he lusts after the witch?”


I scowled, “Lie, with a small grain of truth.  Why did you
come back Jaben, since you have no reason to be here?  Surely a master of the
element of fire isn’t ruled by petty emotions such as revenge.”


It was also clear to me that he could track us, it was the
only way he could be here as fast as he’d arrived.  I also confess to a little
disappointment, as I’d been hoping he’d killed himself destroying my travel
spell at such a high velocity.  I just had no idea how he had tracked us or
even had an inkling how he could have done so.  I’d been wrong when I suggested
he couldn’t to Ceara.


Jaben snorted, “Of course not boy, revenge is petty and I’d
never let my emotions rule me.  This however, is business.  I can’t have it
known that I allowed some snot nosed newbie to kill my employer, and then ran
away.  I’d be a laughingstock, all the other sorcerers and sorceresses would
make fun of me at the next Christmas party, and then I’d never get another
client again.  That was clever of you though, I suppose I was being a bit
arrogant.  I’m afraid this is the end of the line though.”


I sensed Tara with my air magic, she reached out and grabbed
the bone that had fueled the wall, and I heard her start chanting low under her
breath.  I didn’t know what she was doing, but Jaben hadn’t seemed to notice
yet, probably because the bone was room temperature and didn’t really register
to the fire magic.  I also noticed Carrie come over and grab Tara’s hand. 
Whatever it was she was doing, I decided to try and stall.  Mostly because I
didn’t have a clue what to do.


I shrugged, “And what’s stopping me from simply gathering
everyone up in air magic and running for it?”


He laughed, “My fire shield of course, I’m afraid it’s too
far away for you to sense, but if you try you won’t get farther than three
hundred feet.  I’m curious though, just what are you?  Wielder of two elements,
and a little extra?  It will almost be a crime to destroy you.”


Huh, if that’s really his range.  I supposed it was
possible, I knew the volume of a sphere went up more and more the larger the
radius.  At three hundred feet, his power was ten times what mine was at half
his radius.  Even worse, since I was on the ground I only had access to a half
sphere of air, which made him twenty times more powerful.


I wondered if three hundred feet was the limit, in the
beginning when this all started, before I had any grasp on my power, that was
how large my sphere was, that night when my core had taken over to save my
life.  That idea didn’t seem right to me, my core was still a part of me, and I
bet it had a lot to learn itself, but it was my initial goal, I wanted to match
what I’d done that first time.  Either way I was completely outclassed right
now.


“That’s impressive, any pointers before you kill us?  It
really sucks having no one to teach me.”


Jaben laughed, “I like you boy, I felt the same way, get
used to it, we all had to learn on our own, or actually, you won’t have to
worry about it at all anymore.  Shame to kill you and all, but I have a
reputation.”


Ugh, the guy was evil, but at the same time, I kind of liked
him.  I could probably run around inside his shield for a while, but he’d
probably just compress it until I was cornered.  He’d already countered the two
tricks I’d used, and I was having trouble coming up with a third.


My only hope was whatever Tara was up to.  I was about to
make something else up when Tara finished the last few words of her spell with
a firm loud voice.


Immediately I felt my access to fire drain off, I doubted I
could light more than a match at the moment.  It felt like I was literally
under water, the strength of her water ward was impressive to say the least. 
Still, he wasn’t a baby like me, and started to form fire around his hands. 
Still strong enough to kill me.  I moved everyone else outside at the same time
that I shot to the top of the ceiling, about eighty feet straight up.  It
wasn’t as good as a hundred and fifty would have been, but it did increase my
air access by quite a lot.


I sent the raw magic of air at his weakening fire shield,
which still just ate it.  That didn’t stop me from pouring it on, his shield
was lessening with each second.


He growled, “Enough, I’m done playing games.”


He reached out with his fire magic and tried to pull the
very heat from my body, but to both of our surprise, my shield held, while his
was still dimming.  He was having trouble getting heat and fire from the
environment, and beyond the limit of the water ward, he was completely cut off
from the rest of his sphere, much like I had been in the house with the
werewolves twelve days ago.  I realized at that point that meant the shield
he’d put up outside was probably down as well, and that I could grab everyone
and escape, but I also realized I wouldn’t have a better chance to take him
down than I did right now, so I kept it up.


Witches were scary, I’d have to remember that.


He cursed in frustration, and turned and ran for the door. 
No doubt he was trying to get outside of the ward.  He shouldn’t have held back
and played games, but perhaps that was a side effect of being a fire sorcerer,
when he could master all his emotions, perhaps completely mastering one’s own
fear was a mistake.  Some fear was good, it kept you alive and wary.


His shield failed under my assault before he could get outside,
and I ruthlessly sent my air magic into his mind and seized it.  A part of me
wondered if trying to take his knowledge, his power, made me anything like
Amber.  I decided it didn’t.  If he hadn’t attacked me I wouldn’t have done it,
but he did.


I ruthlessly ripped centuries of knowledge from his mind,
and then switched his mind off like a light switch… and I grew with the
knowledge I’d taken.  My air sphere reached out to two hundred feet, and my
fire sphere to fifty.  I’d only gained a small amount in fire, because there
was a difference between knowledge and experience, power came with wisdom and
understanding, raw knowledge was only the beginning of that.  Yet, at least I
could grow further without experimentation, just needed a lot of raw practice, and
I had a much better comprehension of fire now, or at least, I would when I
integrated and organized all of it.


I wanted to study the knowledge I’d gained, or rather stolen,
but now wasn’t the time.  I had four people glaring at me from below, no doubt
because I moved them out of the fight.  I lowered from the roof and as soon as
my feet hit the ground Sierra was in my arms, and she kissed me hard, she was
fierce and passionate.  I was a little dazed and breathless when she broke it,
and barely noticed the glare she sent Tara’s way, who blushed.


It was nice to know she cared, and I was smart enough not to
comment on what just happened.  Not that I thought I was getting away with
anything, just that it was dumb to consider doing so before the others.


Tara said softly, “Thanks for coming for me, and healing me.”


I smiled, “You’re more than welcome, I think you more than
made up for it with that wicked water ward.  We’d all have been killed
otherwise.”


Carrie asked, “What now?  Not that there haven’t been enough
fights to the death today, but we can’t let this go either.  They’ll just be
back the next time they’re ready, and they’ll have planned for a sorcerer and
werewolves being involved.”


I snorted, “Yeah, I’ve been in… three of those so far
today?  No, four of them if this counted as two battles.”


Tara said, “I know it’s just after lunch, but why don’t we
call it a day.  I need to rebuild my magic arsenal, and I know Carrie and
Gerald haven’t slept yet, and Ben must be exhausted.  We can regroup in a day
or two and see if we can track them down somehow.  Carrie is right, but none of
us are in great shape right now for another fight.”


I wasn’t actually, exhausted that is, with the power boost I
felt better than I did two days ago, fully rested, but I wasn’t going to
actually say that out loud.  With my new air power boost, I tried to pull all
the usual suspects.  I couldn’t find the dark coven, the info about Aitheria,
or anything about my family’s enemies.  So one step closer, but still too weak
to pierce the protections over that knowledge.  Still, with another fifty feet,
I’d slightly more than doubled the power I had been at.


That reminded me, I pulled out my phone and texted Diana
that Jaben was dead, and then cut off the connection between us, it wasn’t
needed anymore.  She didn’t bother texting me back.


“Alright, so you’re going back to your store?  Everyone else
back to the pack house?”


Todd shook his head, “Can I stay in the city?  I have a date
with Aiya tonight.”


I nodded slowly, Carrie and Gerald indicated they wanted to
go to the pack house, so I sent them, and then brought the rest of us back to
Tara’s store.  Todd left right away, he’d been up late too, so I guess he’d
sleep a few hours before his date tonight.


Tara smiled, “Thanks again, I’ll see you tomorrow?  You’ve
already done more than I’d have expected…”


Sierra shrugged that off, “They are our enemies now too, and
we work well together… mostly.”


Tara blushed, “I’m sorry about that I…”


Sierra cut her off with a raised hand, “It’s fine, I was
under his influence as well, and would have torn your head off if Ben hadn’t
blocked him out for us, I understand.  I’m not exactly happy about it, but I
get it.”


Tara nodded.  There was an awkward moment.


I turned to Sierra and cleared my throat, “Lunch dear?”


She snorted, rolled her eyes, and took my hand rather
possessively.  I let her drag me toward the door, and we left a bemused Tara behind
staring after us…











Chapter 11


Friday, June 3rd, 2016, 1:15 PM


Lunch was a little strained.  We were sitting in a booth in
a soup and salad type shop.  She was upset about the kiss, obviously so, and
although it wasn’t my fault, I completely understood it.  After all, if she
kissed someone else I’d probably lose it.  Of course, I felt guilty despite it
not being in my control, because I had enjoyed it a lot.  If it wasn’t for the
fear, and my instinct to live rising up when I felt Jaben, I wasn’t all that
sure I’d have fought off the magic in time… before Sierra ripped us apart I
mean.


I said tentatively, “I’m sorry, I feel guilty even though…”


She raised her hand and said in a brittle voice, “I don’t
want to talk about it right now.”


I nodded, not really wanting to talk about it either, and
took another bite of my reuben sandwich.  Of course, that not wanting to talk
about it only lasted around five seconds for Sierra.


She frowned, “So what did you mean… when you said to Jaben. 
Lie, with a small grain of truth.”


I sighed, “I don’t lust after Tara, I have a tentative
friendship with her.  I’m completely and totally yours.”


It was true, somehow Sierra had become the center of my
world.


She waved her fork and stabbed at her ridiculously large cobb
salad as if it had offended her.


“I see, so what was the small grain of truth then?”


Hmm, this couldn’t go well.  Of course, brutal honesty was
my only choice, I felt lies, but I was sure she would scent one from a mile
away.


“Well, I’m a young healthy normal male, and she was
completely naked.  While I was healing her, there was a very small part of me
that was aware of that.  It wasn’t so much Tara specifically, as a naked pair
of…” I trailed off, wondering if I was digging myself deeper.  Okay, that
wasn’t completely true, I was wondering how much deeper I was digging
myself.


“So you were lusting after her then.”


I sighed, “Lusting after is a little strong.  I’d say
attracted.  The same way you’re a little jealous, I suppose you could say.”


She frowned, “What do you mean?”


“A fire sorcerer can’t make up things from nothing.  We have
to gather the heat around us to form fire, once we have fire we can increase or
decrease the fire, and the heat with magic.  We can do the same with strong
emotions, but only if they’re already present.  If you had no jealous feelings
toward her at all, he wouldn’t have been able to put you in a murderous jealous
rage like that.”


I knew I should shut up, but I kept talking, “For a male to
be attracted to the women around him is normal, but it’s a background thing we
mostly ignore.  There is only one woman I lust for specifically, and love, that’s
you, the rest is… just background noise.”


She asked slyly, “You do?”


I shook my head at her fishing, “Of course, you scented it
on me the first time I laid eyes on you, and I’m sure it’s a familiar fragrance
to you by now.”


She nodded slowly, “I’ll get over it, I know you’re mine,
but my wolf is still furious.”


It was really odd, seeing her insecure like this.  Of course,
I remembered it had happened once before, that disastrous day after our first
night together, when she didn’t know where she stood.  I wasn’t anxious for a
repeat of that, and wasn’t dumb enough to try and let her work it out on her
own again.  Werewolves just didn’t do that.  The only way to assure her was to
make it clear that she was mine.


I slipped a soft rope of air around one of her ankles, and
grinned when I saw her eyes widen a bit, then I lifted her leg up and across
and between my knees, and started to rub her ankle and calf with my left hand
as I took another bite of my reuben.


It was amazing how much she relaxed at my simple touch.  Of
course, the touch was only effective because of the attitude and feelings
behind it.  For werewolves it was a sign of affection and they were extremely
tactile, but they could also scent sincerity.


She said softly in a teasing threat, “You should be careful
where you put my foot, I might still be annoyed with you.”


Yeah, it wouldn’t take much more than a twitch of her leg
muscles for her to ruin my day, considering how close her foot was to my man
parts… but she’d been smiling when she said it, and it reached her eyes as
well.  I was pretty sure I was safe… mostly.


“You’re worth the risk,” I grinned.


It was good to get something right…


 


It was close to two when we walked back to my apartment with
her hand on my arm.  We planned to just relax the rest of the day, it really
was a hellish morning.  Unfortunately, my power completely betrayed me, and
when we reached my block a young attractive blonde woman with a willowy body,
and dressed professionally, stepped in front of us.


“Ben, so nice to see you again, do you have time for a few
questions?”


It was Kira Downs of course, and this couldn’t be good. 
Still, I had no doubt my power would have warned me if avoiding the woman was
the better option.  At least I hoped so, it was the only thing I had.


I sighed, “Kira, I suppose one or two, what’s this about, I
thought my fifteen minutes were up?”


She looked around, “Maybe somewhere more private?”


I considered that for a moment.


“I suppose we can do that yes, if you promise not to give me
a hard time when I ask you to leave.”


She looked hurt for a moment, but I could tell it was fake. 
I was sure she was used to much worse treatment by the people she ambushed.


She eventually said, “Fine.”


We led Kira and her cameraman upstairs, and Sierra went into
the back immediately, I knew she had no interest in making the news.


Kira asked curiously, “So is that your girlfriend?”


I shook my head as I sat on the couch and waved next to me to
offer her a seat, “She is not news.”


Kira tilted her head, I noticed she did that a lot, “The
people would be interested, it puts a personal face on the mysterious psychic.”


I sighed and brought out the guns, “How’s your producer
Martin?  I hear he has a lovely wife Candace and two beautiful children, all
doing well.”


She blushed and got angry for a moment, but controlled
herself.  I hoped that wasn’t too rash, she could make me look bad after all,
if I made her an enemy.  But then, I doubted Candace would appreciate learning
that Kira was often in her husband’s office, and not in any official capacity,
or clothes for that matter.  Blackmail was an ugly thing, but at times, so was
the press.


I shrugged, “She’s off limits, but you are here, invited
into my home, so ask your other questions.”


I gave her a moment to regain her self-control, and she
finally did.


“So tell me Ben, what do you know of the takedown at the
gentlemen’s club last night?”


I pulled the information quickly.  Aiya hadn’t told anyone
who gave her the tip, but apparently all the other cops aren’t idiots, which
was no surprise, and they knew she worked with me a lot.  Unfortunately, one of
those cops had leaked that speculation, but there was no proof.  But then, what
reporter needed the actual truth to report a story?  Ironically in this case it
was even true.


I shrugged, “Just what I saw on the news.  Human trafficking
is a horrible thing.”


Her smile was so fake, “One of my sources told me you gave
them a tip?”


“Sort of, but not directly related.  My tip was on how to
find the missing local girl, and I believe the rest was merely kismet.”


Kira tilted her head… again, and asked, “So you’re saying
you didn’t know anything about the trafficking?”


I didn’t like that question, so I dodged by answering
another one.


“I believe we covered this previously, I only see things if
I have something personal of the person, so of course I didn’t see anything
about those young Russian ladies or who they were except as it related to where
the girl was.”


Kira asked, “You seem even more reticent today than usual,
why is that?”


“Turn off the camera, and I’ll answer that question off the
record, if not I think we’re done here.”


Kira sighed and signaled the cameraman to turn it off.  I
checked, and she didn’t have any other recording devices going, a small part of
me was disappointed by that, I thought she was sneakier.


“The answer to that should be obvious, do you really want me
to answer it?”


Kira nodded.


“Well, if you were a mob boss, and a psychic just took down part
of your business, what would you do?  I was rather hoping this was one story
that wouldn’t come out.”


Kira frowned, “Actually, the story I’m going to run might
help.  If you think the mob gets their information from the evening news you’d
be wrong.  They probably know already as well, as long as we’re talking off the
record.  The story would… perhaps give them pause, because of the follow up I
would undoubtable run, and it would be high profile.”


That was an interesting point of view, but I wasn’t sure it
mattered either way.  The idea she’d write a follow up story about me getting
dead by the mob also wasn’t very comforting.  I also wasn’t too worried about
it, if they got too insistent a little mesmerizing would take care of the
problem.  I had just wanted to avoid it altogether if I could.


She smiled at me and asked curiously, “As long as we’re
talking off the record, is that your girlfriend?”


I just shook my head, “You know she is, I never denied it,
just said she isn’t news.”


She got up and left then, leaving me feeling a little
uneasy, and I headed to the back.  Sierra was lying sideways on the bed,
reading a book.  I crawled in and cuddled up behind her, spooning her with an
arm wrapped around her.  A part of me wondered how wise it would be to move in Sierra’s
house.  Between reporters, Kira specifically, and other complications it might
put a spotlight on the pack.


I wouldn’t insult them by questioning it though, they were
werewolves, and I was a pack ally and mated to the third strongest wolf in the
pack.  I had no issues sharing their problems, I supposed I needed to get used
to sharing mine as well.  No matter how dangerous it might get.


I kissed the back of her head, her scent filled my nostrils,
and she felt really good against me.  A part of me wanted to initiate
lovemaking with her, but we spent the afternoon talking instead, while I held,
caressed, and stole a few random kisses.  I supposed it was good that I was the
kind of male that liked cuddling, or else this never would have worked,
werewolves loved to cuddle, at least, mine did.  


There was more to building our relationship than
supernatural fights and sex, and spending the day like this was one of them.  Besides,
there would be plenty of time for more intimacy tonight, and I knew that waiting
would make it even better…


 


Sierra and I started to cook dinner around seven since we’d
had such a late lunch.  


Todd had woken up and was already gone to pick up Aiya for
their date.  I still felt a little conflicted, even though I knew I had no
right to, but most of me was hoping it would go well.


It’d been a couple of nights since I’d heard from Mike and
Jenna as well, and I still hoped that would turn out okay.  I had no doubt it
would change things between us, but I was hoping to keep our friendship.


Sierra said reluctantly, “I need to work a couple of hours’
tomorrow morning, just to make sure everything was done right in my absence.”


“Sure, I have a couple of things to do as well, then maybe
we can spend some time at the pack house?  You can give me the nickel tour of
the house, and our room?”


She grinned and pushed me up against the counter, then
leaned forward and stole a kiss, “That sounds like a great idea.  What will you
be up to?”


I needed a few hours alone to go through the knowledge I’d
acquired from Jaben’s mind.  I didn’t think for a moment he knew it all, there
would always be more to learn, but I wanted to integrate what he did know about
fire, and then practice those things.  Well, some of them, I don’t think I’d be
comfortable manipulating the emotions of the people around me, but I still
needed to understand it.


“Fire magic, and I need to talk to Tara, make sure we both
know where we stand and that I’m yours.”


Sierra raised an eyebrow.


I shrugged, “She could be a good friend, and ally.”


With any other woman I was sure I’d be in deep crap
suggesting I go talk to her alone, especially after that kiss this morning, but
Sierra could scent I meant what I said, and had no secondary motives.  Things
like that cut through a lot of the garbage human relationships had to go
through.  Sure, dating a werewolf was exciting, and added new challenges, but
some of the human challenges were taken away as well.  I supposed it was a
wash, all relationships are complicated, she was just a different kind of
complicated.


She asked, “Ally?”


“Sure, she’s done a lot of favors for me the last nine
months, I thought I might just make it official.  Although I don’t know if the
witches have a ceremony like the pack does, it may just be our word?  I also
don’t know if that would make her a default ally of the pack or not, or if I
would be… a buffer rather than a tie?”


Sierra frowned, “That would depend on you.  She’d have the
right to call on you, and you could in turn call on us, or not.  I for one
would rather be there helping to watch your back, but that’s because I’m your
mate, not because of the other.”


I nodded slowly, “Well I wouldn’t abuse that avenue, and it
would work the other way as well.”


“Do you trust her that much?”


I frowned, “I trust that she’s a light witch, and would die
before casting a dark spell.  I also know she helped me when she didn’t have
to.  I do have some concerns on the personal side however, and that’s why I’m
going to talk to her first.”


“Because she wants you?” she asked in a surprisingly calm
neutral voice.


I nodded, “That muddies the waters, that’s why I need to
talk to her about it.  If she reacts badly, then it’s all moot.”


We spent the night enjoying the quiet, and each other. 
After dinner I got around to that intimacy I had been putting off earlier in
the day.  All in all, it was a good day despite the crazy morning…


 











Chapter 12


Saturday, June 4rd, 2016, 9:23 AM


I’d sent Sierra to work a couple of hours ago, and have been
meditating on the knowledge I’d gotten from Jaben since.  


Fire sorcery was the ability to detect and manipulate fire,
heat, light, and emotion.  The part I had been missing was the knowledge fire
sorcery could give me.  Air pulled knowledge of the mind, which encompassed dry
facts, locations, things of that nature.  Fire gave knowledge of relationships,
emotions, and the connections between people.  


Huh, all those nuts out in the world that say we’re all
connected, turns out they’re right.


I’d also found out how Jaben had traced me.  Fire magic
could be showy, and raw, but tracing the emotional connections between people
was a very subtle form of elemental fire, and required a light touch.  I’d been
studying myself with fire, and there were strands of elemental fire, of
emotion, connecting me to everyone I knew.


It didn’t give me knowledge of their lives like air did, but
if I traced the strand, I could see where they were, even if they were shielded,
more importantly I could then further trace to all the people they were
connected to.  A fire sorcerer would be a hell of a tracker.  I’d also figured
out I could find the coven that way, if I read Tara, I could find the
connection of hatred and jealousy that connected Cyndy to her.


This new ability that came from my understanding of fire
wouldn’t help me locate a rogue, or someone warded by power, unless there was
someone they had an emotional connection to around.  So it wouldn’t help with
all of my cases, but it would sure as hell work with the dark coven when we
were ready to hunt them down.  


I’d given some thought to just letting it go, but leaving
enemies behind was just a bad idea.  If we let them go now, they would just
regroup, and rearm.  I also had a new healthy respect for witches, without Tara
I’d never have taken Jaben down, and that dark coven was now my enemy, and the
pack’s as well.  Besides, if I didn’t stop them, I’d be partially responsible
for all the people they killed and sacrificed in the future, that was something
I wasn’t prepared to accept any more than the personal risk in doing so.


I also learned fire sorcerers can’t use their powers to
travel.  Or at least, if there is a way to do so Jaben had never learned it. 
That large pillar of fire he made behind Spirits was just a distraction to
disguise that he’d been there the whole time, invisible.  It would take me a
lot of practice to learn how to do it though, it was subtle and complicated,
but in the end, it was because fire sorcerers controlled light.


Regardless, I thought I had a good grasp on what was
possible now, at least with my current level of knowledge and experience, once
I used it enough to master it…


 


Tara’s store was open to the public again when I got there,
and the wards were recast and stronger than before.  I guess she’d seen to
defense before preparing more combat spells which made sense.  I walked inside,
and there were a couple of customers and a teenager manning the register.  Tara
called out for me to come in the back, I supposed her wards had recognized me.  The
two customers looked at me with surprise and recognition, I smiled politely as
I walked past them and into the back, no doubt they’d seen me on the news.


I almost did a double take, Tara was in a pair of jeans and
a clingy t-shirt.  I’d never seen her in anything except dresses or skirts
before.  She looked really good actually, and somehow more approachable.


She said, “I won’t be ready until tomorrow morning, could
you come back then?”


I nodded, “I’m not here about the dark coven, I wanted to…
clear the air between us.”


She snorted, “Interesting turn of phrase sorcerer.  Alright,
I screwed up and I figured out too late that you’re not a typical sorcerer. 
You’re with Sierra now and that isn’t going to change.  I see no reason to
belabor it.”


“That’s half of it, but the other half is what exactly are
we?  Are we friends, or just colleagues that trade favors, or is there a
potential to be allies?”


She tilted her head, “You would ally yourself with me?  Why?”


I frowned, “The day we met you helped me understand a small
part of what I am.  You’ve also done me a lot of favors, and just yesterday you
saved my life, along with everyone else’s.  I thought we could just forget all
the trading back and forth of favors, and simply ally and help each other when
needed.”


She shook her head, “I helped yesterday, but I believe you
saved me moments before that, I also believe that when I helped you and did you
favors I had an ulterior motive.”


I shrugged, “It was recently pointed out to me that one
reason for doing something doesn’t negate the others.  Was that the only reason
you helped?”


I didn’t believe that for a second, but it was what I came
to find out.  If all her help had been merely to get me into bed and make a child,
I wouldn’t want to ally with her.  If we were truly friends… that was a
different story.


She peered at me, “At first it was the only reason, but yes…
it didn’t take very long until there were others.  You would truly ally with
me?”


“Don’t look so surprised witch,” I said teasingly, “Why
wouldn’t I?  We have similar views on what is right, we already depend on each
other under the excuse of favor trading, and the only reservation I had we
already worked out.  Do witches even ally?  Is it just our word, or is there
magic involved?”


She frowned, “It is our word, but our magic would hear us. 
Not exactly a binding oath, but if we turned our backs on it our magic would
extract a price for the betrayal.  Words have power, especially for those of us
with magic.”


“Did you want to think about it?  I don’t want to pressure
you into something, and I certainly won’t think less of you if you say no.”


She laughed, “I just wanted to make sure you were sure.  I’d
be an idiot to turn down a sorcerer of both fire and air as an ally.  As for
your other question, we are friends, at least I would like to think so. 
Perhaps with a little baggage, but nothing is perfect and we are well on the
way to finding a balance already.”


“So… that’s it?”


She chuckled, “Yes, our intent and words are enough, as I
said.  Now get out of here, I have a lot of work to do.”


I retreated through the door into the store and took a look
around.  It had occurred to me if she had grown up in a dark coven, she didn’t
really even have a family grimoire, or lore that was passed down.  She was
powerful, and had figured out much on her own, and with the assistance of other
covens, but it was still a disadvantage.  One I might be able to help with.


I went over to the shelves with the elaborate thick vellum
blank books, a sort of blank grimoire or spell book.  I’d waited until after
her decision, because I didn’t want to make it seem like a bribe.  Covens
guarded their secrets jealously, all those grimoires out there in the hands of
witches were protected by wards, which I couldn’t read through.  


However, I was able to find several grimoires that had been
lost when the covens were destroyed, and now sat in private collections that
belonged to humans.  Humans with too much money and a fascination with the occult
world as they called it.  Those books were no longer protected, the wards
fading without the book’s custodians around to refresh them.


Of course, I left the physical books there with the human
owners, but the knowledge in the books was easy to absorb, catalogue, and even
remove duplicate common spells.  I had the combined wisdom and spells, of seven
light covens in my mind.


I picked up one of the heavier blank books.  This was the
part I wasn’t sure of, and why I’d chosen thick paper.  I opened it up and used
both my air and fire magic, to literally burn the words of the first page, and I
smiled when it worked perfectly.  Although I could smell the burnt paper.  I ran
my fingers down it, and the paper was smooth, the words indelibly inscribed in
the paper itself.


So… I was a little lazy, I wanted to give Tara a gift of
magical knowledge, perhaps as payback for her helping me when I first started
with what knowledge she had of sorcerers, and partially because she was my
friend.  However, I also didn’t want to write it all out by hand, it would take
months doing it that way.  It wasn’t all unselfish of course, she was my ally
now, and was about to become one of the most powerful witches in the world, at
least knowledge wise.  To be fair to myself though, I’d have done this either
way.


I actually bought the blank book from the teen behind the
counter who looked at me strangely.  The book was ridiculously expensive, and then
I walked back into the backroom of the store.


Tara looked at me and raised an eyebrow.  No doubt wondering
why I hadn’t left yet.


I winked and put the book down on the table, covered it with
my hands, and called my power.  The smell of burning paper filled the room as I
filled the entire book all at once, copying it straight from my mind line by
line so quickly that it only took a second of time for every five pages.  When
it was finished, I verified it by touching it with the power of air, it was
perfect.


I moved toward the door when Tara asked, “What is that?”


I smiled, “A gift for you, enjoy it,” as I continued out
into the storefront.


I grinned wider when I heard her gasp in surprise from all
the way by the front door while I stepped outside.  I don’t know why I felt the
need to leave, except I was aware how priceless the knowledge was that I had
just so casually given.  It seemed… wrong to stick around for thanks.  Or maybe
I thought she might get emotional about it and hug me, which Sierra would undoubtedly
scent as soon as I arrived.  All I knew was, I was following my instincts.


Maybe I was just odd.


Either way, I ducked into an alley, called my air magic and
observed the pack’s back yard for a likely landing place, Sierra was already
there, back from work, and I let the magic take me there.  I was surprised by
how fast I got there, this was the first time I’d made the trip personally
since yesterday when my powers grew.  Instead of taking eight to ten seconds,
it had taken somewhere between five and six.  Apparently doubling my power,
meant better speed as well.  I looked around, none of the pack had reacted to
me appearing out from nowhere, I guess they were used to people popping in the
way they did all the time now…


 











Chapter 13


Saturday, June 4rd, 2016, 10:16 AM


Sierra kissed me breathless before she led me over to the
lawn chairs and table.  I just went along with it as she pushed me into the
chair and claimed my lap.  I surely wasn’t going to object, what can I say? 
Werewolves liked to cuddle, and were very pushy about it sometimes.


We all exchanged greetings.  Besides the two of us, it was
Derik, Selene, Clint, Katie, and Suzy the omega around the table.  The rest of
the pack was scattered elsewhere in the yard, Gerald, Carrie, Sam, Carl, Peter,
and Darren.  The only one missing was Todd, and he’d never returned to the
apartment last night.


I had to believe that meant his date with Aiya had gone
extremely well.


Selene smiled, “So when are you moving in?”


“Anytime really, I’ll have my apartment for a few more
months, but we can start sleeping here whenever.”


I could sense it with her sitting on my lap.  Sierra was
happy with me at the apartment, but there was a relaxed vibe to her right now
that showed me she had also been missing her pack.  She just hadn’t wanted to
pressure me about it.


I added after realizing that, “I don’t see why I couldn’t
grab some clothes today, and start spending the evenings and nights here
starting tonight.”


Sierra wiggled in a distracting way and twisted to look down
on me, “Are you sure?”


I could sense her excitement at the idea.  How could I say
no?  Now was a good as time as any.


“Sure, you’ll have to give me the nickel tour later, and
show me our room.”


Katie changed the subject, “So Clint and I want to help
tomorrow, Gerald, Todd, and Carrie shouldn’t get all the fun.”


Gerald scowled over at the table from across the yard, and
Clint laughed at the byplay.


I shrugged, “Whoever wants to go is welcome.  It won’t be
easy; we’ll be going after a coven of eight witches on their home ground.”


Katie nodded, “Yeah, but he can’t go if I do, we need to
keep one enforcer back to watch the pack, and our illustrious alpha.”


Derik grunted and stood up, “Going to start lunch going on
the grill,” he cut off the brewing argument before it could get started.


Sierra stood and pulled me up, “Let me show you the house.”


I could tell with my fire magic Sierra was feeling rather
frisky, and heated, I had a very happy werewolf on my hands.  We moved into the
house from the sliding back doors in the back, which opened up to a dining
room/living room combination.  The table was red oak, looked very sturdy, and
had sixteen chairs around it.  The living room was oversized as well, with two
full sofas, a love seat, and four loungers, all around a huge flat screen
television.


I didn’t get the impression they used it very much, wolves
liked the outdoors, but I was sure they gathered in here sometimes for sports or
the occasional movie if nothing else.


She pulled me to the right, and into a large stainless steel
kitchen that had a second freezer, two ovens, six stove tops, as well as a
restaurant sized countertop griddle.  I supposed with all the food they must go
through it made sense.  It didn’t take me long to realize the house was
completely custom, built no doubt by their own construction company.  There was
a guest bathroom downstairs, then there were stairs leading upstairs, as well
as a hallway that lead to the back of the house.


Sierra said, “Down that hallway is the alpha’s and Selene’s
bedroom and their study.  The rest of us never go in there unless invited of
course.”


She took me upstairs and down the hallway, pointing out who
lived in what bedroom until she pulled me into the room third on the right. 
The bedroom was done in neutral colors, and I wondered if she had it redone in
expectation of this move happening, but I didn’t ask and it didn’t matter.  The
floor was deep brown wood color, and the walls were a standard off-white.  The
bed was a rich red oak, as were the two dressers.  There was an attached
bathroom just for us, and curious I verified with my power that all the
bedrooms were so equipped.


The sheets were off white as well, and there was a light
gray comforter on the bed.  There were a few knickknacks on the end tables that
seemed to fit Sierra, but much of the room I’d decided she’d obviously had
redone for us.


I closed the door and pulled her into a kiss, and when I
broke it we were both a little out of breath.


“I like it a lot, and I love you,” and I pulled her into another
kiss, deeper and more passionate than the first.


I used my power of air and fire to create a shield to keep
sounds from leaving the room, she was just as eager to break the room in as I
was.  I picked her up and brought her toward the bed, and she wrapped her legs
around me and devoured me with a kiss.  It was quite a bit later, werewolves
did have a lot of stamina after all, and sorcerers weren’t too shabby either,
that we made our way into the shower before we headed back outside…


 


The pack had gone out on a run, leaving me to my own
devices.  Lunch was almost done on the grill, I assumed they always timed it
that way because they’d be very hungry after two transformations with a hard
run in between.  I decided now was as good a time as any to pack, and pulled in
my power and remote viewed my kitchen.  I was about to go when I felt a
warning, and investigated.


There was a bomb attached to my front door.  So much for
Kira’s story helping to keep the mob away.  Still, there was a moment I stared
at it not quite believing what I was seeing.


I sighed, and checked the hallway outside my apartment.  It
was empty, so I had the magic move me there instead.  Five seconds later I
stood in front of my door.  With the bomb now inside my sphere of fire and air,
it wasn’t a problem to contain it inside a shield, and simply open the door. 
Not even the noise of the explosion escaped, and the door didn’t have a scratch
on it.  I sent the remains of the bomb to the dump, and then I went and packed
a bag with casual and business clothes.  I took a moment to send it to the bed
in my and Sierra’s bedroom back at the house.


Maybe it seemed a little odd to do that first, but it was
the reason I had come here, and I saw no reason not to continue with my plans,
especially not because of some psychopath human with a penchant for bombs.


Then I took a few minutes to think about the bomb, and
bomber.  Ironically, the same man that tried to kill me, or rather sent someone
else to kill me, was the father of the young child I’d saved.  Regardless, I
already knew the layout in his house, but I took the time to get a current
picture, and remote viewed from room to room.  


He had a number of goons, but only one in the study he was
in.  Satisfied that I had a decent plan I had the magic take me there.  One of
the things I didn’t like about my powers of air was literal mind control. 
However, in this case I was making an exception.  Predictably, they were both
reaching for guns the moment they saw me, but froze as I seized their minds.  I
didn’t mesmerize them, as it was true mind control.


I felt a bit uncomfortable at that.  I wondered if I was
crossing the line, just because these men were evil, and liked to sell foreign
girls, didn’t mean my behavior or treatment of them didn’t count.  I decided in
this case, I was wrong and needed to watch myself.  I needed to gain in power
to face my family’s enemies, or I would die, but I really didn’t want to change
who I was in the process, my moral center, and become some compromising evil
that merely grasped for power.  That said, they’d tried to kill me, so not much
was off the table.  Just… mind control.  I encased them in air, and released
their minds.


They tried to scream, but I’d made the shield holding them
sound proof.  I moved the idiot out of the way and got on his laptop.  Knowing
where to look, a few keystrokes was all it took to find all the files related
to his trafficking enterprise and remove the encryption, and then I forwarded
them to the FBI with a request to come arrest me, since I used the mobster’s
own email account.  I doubted I would take down the whole enterprise, but the
file had the people he bought from, and sold to, three links in the chain was
better than nothing.  I deleted what I’d sent locally on the computer to cover
my tracks on this end.  


I’d been trying to keep out of human law enforcement and not
get involved, I had enough problems trying to help police the supernaturals in
the Chicago area.


But again, they tried to kill me.


I turned to the goon and forced him to meet my eyes, and
mesmerized him, mesmerizing was a good compromise, and sometimes a necessary
evil to keep the secret of the supernatural world.  I still wasn’t comfortable
using it, and I hoped I never would be.  Still, compulsion could make someone
forget or force them to do something, but mind control was on a completely
different level, where I could permanently change not only memories, but
thought processes, the core of who they were.


“You will forget I was here, and you will forget I exist. 
If you see a report on the news about the amazing psychic Ben Edwards, you will
laugh at it because I’m obviously a fake, and all those believers are simply
gullible morons.  I’m no threat to your boss’s enterprises or anyone you know. 
As soon as I finish and leave this room, you will forget I was even here.  You
will ignore anything said or seen from now until after I leave the room.”


The goon’s eyes went blank.


I turned back to the boss, his eyes were wide with fear. 
I’d done the goon first on purpose, I’d wanted him to know what was coming, and
I wanted him to realize he’d have no memory of anything, and that he will soon have
no idea the FBI would be coming to arrest him.  Perhaps that was petty, but
then this guy sold human beings, I wanted to see him sweat a little.


I mesmerized the boss and said just about the same thing,
and his eyes glazed over.  Last but not least I got back on his laptop, and
turned off the camera and mic he had in here.  He kept about a day and a half
of audio and video, just in case he ever wanted to blackmail one of his
associates.  I also deleted the last ten minutes.  Satisfied I had everything
done, and that they wouldn’t be coming after me again, I pulled in the magic
from the air around me and after checking, moved to the pack’s backyard.


I supposed it was my backyard now too…


 


A short time later the pack came back from their run, and I
had a story to tell.  I didn’t have to worry about turning my eyes away from
the other women in the pack when they shifted, because I couldn’t keep them off
of Sierra if I tried.  She winked at me and took her time with getting the red
sundress with a yellow flower design back on.  The rest of the day actually
turned out to be peaceful.


I enjoyed lunch with the pack, my new family, in-laws? 
Whatever else they were, they were family now.  It was a good day, and I
managed to get to know them all a little better.  When Sierra and I turned in
that night, in a bed and room I’d never slept in before, I realized the truth
was it already felt like home, simply because she was in my arms.  She was home
now, and it was just that simple.


 











Chapter 14


Sunday, June 5th, 2016, 7:33 AM


Breakfast was a startling event for me.  I was used to a
little more peace before my morning coffee.  When Sierra and I went downstairs the
dining room table was already piled with bacon, sausage, plates of eggs, ham,
and mountains of toast.  There were a number of good morning grunts as Derik,
Clint, Katie, and Gerald didn’t pause from their eating efforts to even say
hello.


I’d have been a little concerned as the rest of the pack
came down behind us, the way they were chowing down and all, they were silent
but for the din of the plates, silverware, and the sounds of voracious eating
was remarkably disturbing.  But I could feel their welcome through the ally
bond which made the single minded ferocity of eating their meal seem not quite
as… odd.  I didn’t see coffee so we moved past the table and into the kitchen
and I grabbed a couple of empty cups.  


Selene and Suzy seemed to be cooking up the last few plates
of food.  A whole box of eggs that had come with six dozen sat empty on the
counter, along with several empty wrappers of one pound packages of bacon, and
a number of similarly empty sausage boxes.  The pack food bill much be
astronomical.


“Good morning.”


Selene and Suzy murmured a good morning back as I poured a
couple of coffees and handed one to Sierra.


Selene asked, “I couldn’t help but notice there was no sound
from your room last night, does that mean we don’t need to get a witch in?”


I shrugged, “That’s fine, I can only block out sound when
I’m here, but I won’t need to when I’m not so… no reason to bother with it I
think.”


She nodded, “Better go in there, if you’re too slow you
won’t eat in this house.”


I laughed and walked back to the dining room, not entirely
sure if she was joking around or not.  I noticed Todd was finally back, and
wondered how his date went with Aiya, but wouldn’t ask.  We moved around the
table to two empty seats and sat down.  I looked around and realized they were
seated in the pack’s hierarchy of power, me being the exception of course,
they’d left an extra seat next to the third chair for me as Sierra’s mate.


Sierra and I sat, and dug in.  I wound up grabbing the toast
and making egg, sausage, and bacon sandwiches.  I might have to start working
out outside of walking if they fed me this well, of course, I could maintain my
body weight and musculature with power, but that seemed entirely too lazy of
me.


Eventually the tide of werewolf hunger receded, and the
grunts were replaced by actual words.


Katie said, “So Gerald finally agreed, Clint and I are going
this morning.”


Gerald snorted, “It was either that or listen to you
complain all day yesterday.”


“So the four of us?”


Katie nodded cheerfully, “Otherwise there won’t be enough to
go around.”


I got the impression she loved a good fight, which wasn’t a
surprise after she volunteered to be bait last time.  Clint was obviously over
his head, but just as obviously happy to be there based on the look of
affection and excitement they shared.  


Clint asked, “Do we have a plan, or?”


Sierra replied, “Not yet, Ben knows where they are, but Tara
will have a better idea of what protections and spells we’ll be up against.”


I nodded, “They’re in their coven house north of
Indianapolis.  I don’t know much more than that though.  I used fire magic to
trace them, which means I can’t pick out thoughts, intentions, or protections. 
We’ll come up with something when we get to Tara’s, but whatever it is, we need
to hold back until we break their protections.  A fast surprise attack won’t
work.  It’ll be pretty dangerous as well even then, they could have inactive
spell traps lying in wait as well as inactive wards to weaken enemies just
waiting to be powered.  Add in eight witches backed into a corner throwing personal
spells and using their best enchanted items and it’s sure to be a fun time.”


Katie snickered, “That does sound fun, if slightly insane.”


I nodded.  Wolves would hold a speed and strength advantage,
and if they got their hands on the witches physically it would be all but
over.  The trick would be getting them safely in range.


Derik asked curiously, “I’m surprised you haven’t mentioned
sparing any of them, isn’t it just Cyndy who is obsessed with draining and
killing Tara?”


I sighed, “I’m not all that happy with the need, but it’s
different than last time.  Carrie, Todd, and Darren were good people under the
iron control of a bad alpha, and forced against their will.  While not all the
witches in the coven started out bad, they’ve been shaped and remade into
Cyndy’s image.  They aren’t under a spell anymore, as spells were used to
change them.  


“Some of them weren’t bad people when they started out, but
now they all enjoy the power that comes from sacrifice and dark magic.  Beyond
what Cindy did to the coven, dark magic tends to change the practitioner as
well.  They are… twisted, sadistic, dare I say evil, and can’t be freed from
it.  If we killed just Cyndy, they might or might not come after us, but they’d
definitely go on killing innocents and draining any other loner witches they
could find, and I’m not prepared to let that happen.”


Derik grunted, “Fair enough, and it will be less dangerous
that way.  No holding back.”


Carrie was frowning, “I thought magic was magic.  Not
inherently evil or good.”


I smiled, “That’s entirely the truth, there is no evil
magic, just dark spells.  It isn’t the magic that twists the caster, or what
makes it dark magic, it’s the application or spell.  If you drain a person’s
life and power, it gives you that power but also changes you.”


That didn’t really apply to me, since I’d just taken
knowledge from Jaben, not power or life.  But things like mind control, I
objected to them morally, not because it would damage me.  Well, not physically
anyway, it would change who I am though, I swore I’d never do that again.  A
mesmerizing compulsion was bad enough, but sometimes I wouldn’t get a choice in
that one.


I was glad no one questioned the knowledge I seemed to have,
that I didn’t a few days ago.  I’d learned a lot about light and dark magic
from the grimoires I’d absorbed into my mind, all from the point of view of
light witches of course, not all of it had been magic, some of it had been
insights and instructions from powerful light magic coven leaders.  I wasn’t
exactly going out of my way to keep secrets, but I also didn’t want to be the
one responsible for the secrets of the powers of an air sorcerer to become
common knowledge.


I hoped my trust in Tara wasn’t misplaced, or I’d have every
witch in the world after me for knowledge.  The gift had felt right though, and
if nothing else she would hide it simply because she didn’t want others
learning of her new magical trove and trying to take it from her.  Secrecy
truly was the best defense for both of us.


Breakfast wound down and broke up.  I went back upstairs and
finished getting ready.  I was in a pair of jeans and t-shirt this time, no
need for business casual on a witch hunt.  Sierra was dressed in a dark blue
curve hugging sundress, and open toe sandals.  I couldn’t help but stare for a
moment at her curves and beautiful face, and her wavy chestnut hair was getting
longer as well, almost down past her shoulder blades now.  Her gorgeous brown
eyes were glowing under my gaze.  The more time we spent together, and the
closer we got, the more beautiful she seemed to become to me.


Sierra smiled and swayed over to me, “See something you
like?”


I nodded, “You make it hard to focus at times love.”


She grinned, “Mission accomplished, just make sure you’re
focused later.”


I winked, “I’ll do my best.”


I knew we needed to go, but I took a minute to kiss her
rather thoroughly, and based on the hungry and sexy look in her eyes I’d done a
good job of it.  She grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the door, and muttered
something about incentive to get back in one piece, but I didn’t catch all of
it.  Still, it was gratifying to know I had a similar effect on her.


 


There were people in the store, and I thought it would be
rude to appear without notice in her work room, so I brought us all to my
office, after checking that no one was in the area, and had the magic take us
there.  I couldn’t afford to get sloppy, using air to travel was becoming
second nature, it would be too easy to not take it seriously and slip up in the
age of cell phone and security camera’s.


It didn’t take long for the four of us to reach Tara’s shop
and she came out to greet us.  She was back in a dress this time, elegant and
flowing with her long red hair coifed on her head.  Her green eyes were hard as
granite and she was obviously ready and more than willing to kick some tail. 
She waved us into the back, and we followed her silently.


She smiled after shutting the door, “Welcome, and thanks
again for the help.”


Tara was looking right at me when she said the word thanks,
and I felt a sense of relief that she was going to be subtle about the whole book
thing.  She turned and grabbed three black collars off the table, and explained
what they were as she handed them to Clint, Katie, and Sierra.


“These are personal wards, I put them on a collar, and you
can see the material will stretch when you shift.  I’d advise you to not depend
on them, in fact, pretend you aren’t even wearing them.  A witch has to
constantly channel energy into wards when they are attacked, something you
can’t do.  So they’re good to absorb a spell, maybe two, before they fail. 
Still, it’s a just in case, try to avoid all magic anyway, and don’t even think
of trying to charge through it.”


Katie growled, “We got the point, take no chances, thank
you.”


Tara nodded slightly, and then turned to me, “Are you sure
they’re at the coven house?”


I tried to relax, it still wasn’t easy for me to do the
subtler magic that fire sorcery was capable of.  I was more powerful in air,
but I’d been an idiot to completely ignore fire for so long.  I found the
emotional connection, it just felt like the right one, there were literally
thousands of connections off of everyone in the room.  I followed it back.


“Yes, I just checked again.”


Tara sighed, “That’s going to make things harder.  This is
just tentative, so anyone can object if they want when I’m finished, but I do
have a plan of sorts.  Okay, when we show up we need to take down the active
protections from outside.  Then I need everyone to protect me while I cast a
spell that will… ward their traps.  In other words, I’ll surround all their
inactive traps with my own magic so they can’t be activated.  At that point,
they’ll sense what I did immediately and try and dispel it.  At the same time,
as soon as my spell is successful, we rush the house.


“Hopefully at least half the coven will already be involved
in a spell to clear my magic, and we can rush the house.  It will be my and
Ben’s job to try and counter their personal magic and any devices they are
wielding, and it will be yours to close in.  A witch’s ward won’t stop physical
attacks, but they could have a personal trap ward, say anyone that physically
touches them will get electrocuted.”


Clint snorted, “That sounds just peachy.”


Tara nodded and smirked, “That’s what the personal wards I
made for you are for.  It should deflect that magic, assuming they even have
it, and let you take them down easy.  But only if it’s still active when you
reach them.  I expect though that once their down to their personal wards and
magic Ben and I will be able to take down a few while disrupting their magic.”


I interjected, “I can also shield them a bit, as long as
they don’t get too far from me, two hundred feet or so.”


Katie frowned, “It’s a well thought out plan, and thank you
for the magic, but it seems rather complicated.  I’ve seen Ben torch things,
once the wards are down, can’t he just set the house on fire?  We can pick them
off as they run out.”


Tara shook her head, “Ben can use fire and air against the
witches, and even against the active protective wards when we begin the attack. 
But the house itself has… inactive wards that an earthquake, or fire, or water
would activate.  The more fire, the more fireproof the house would become. 
Worse, he’d be breaking the spell I cast over the house to prevent those wards and
many other traps from working.


“He might be able to overload those wards, eventually, but
it would be like a bomb going off, a mushroom cloud right outside of
Minneapolis wouldn’t be subtle at all, and we’d all wind up dead.”


Sierra asked curiously, “How do you know they have those?”


Tara frowned, “I grew up there, that’s the same coven house
they had when they killed my mother, and I fled from before I turned sixteen.”


She turned around and grabbed a basic floor plan, and
pointed to a large room in the back.


“This is where they’ll most likely be, it’s the ritual room
where their power is the strongest.  Any other ideas?”  Tara added wryly, “I’m
a store owner, and a relatively peaceful witch.  I’ve never planned an assault
before, I just happen to know the layout, the magic, and the enemy.”


Clint grunted, “It’s a good enough plan to start with.  Just
remember the battle never goes to plan, be ready for the unexpected, and if you
think the enemy will do one of three things, they’ll always choose the fourth
option.  I think we’re about as ready as we’ll get.”


I nodded, “There are some woods behind the house, I’ll take
us there, are we ready?”


They all nodded, and I took a deep breath.  I called on air
to take us all there…











Chapter 15


Sunday, June 5th, 2016, 9:33 AM


Some plans go awry a little bit into a mission, some
actually go to plan for the most part with a hiccup or two.  In this case, the
plans were shot as soon as we arrived in the small wooded area behind the
house.  With air being blocked, and only fire to lead me here, we were
completely unprepared for what awaited us, I certainly didn’t see any of it
coming.


I had a couple of seconds to look around before it all went
to crap.  The house was about two hundred feet away, my sphere of air magic
just reached the edge of the wards which I couldn’t see past.  The sun was
behind some clouds, and the light was fairly dim because of that despite the
hour.  The house itself was a bright yellow color, which tickled my sense of
irony.


Seconds after we arrived however, the clouds in the sky
started to congeal, and formed a storm.  I could feel the magic of it at work,
the water, fire, and air magic combining.  What I couldn’t feel was the earth
magic that was causing the ground to start rumbling, and which called lightning
from the sky.  The three werewolves stripped quickly and changed, I was about
to start hitting the house wards with a mix of fire and air magic to bring it
down, when the ground below us exploded, throwing us all in random directions. 
Whatever it was, it must have been all earth magic, because I hadn’t felt it
coming at all.


I chose to go straight up, and the air shield I’d placed
around the wolves seemed to keep them safe as they went flying.  Tara looked a
little dizzy when she stood up, but otherwise was unharmed as well.  In the
meantime, where we had been standing, there was now a creature made of earth
the size of a large gorilla.  It was disturbing because I couldn’t feel it at
all.


I mean, I could feel the shape of it, it was in my sphere of
air now, but I couldn’t feel a lick of the magic that animated it.  It was pure
earth magic.  I nailed it with fire and air magic, sending a firestorm of power
in a line of fire and air that supported each other.  I also fed the heat and
light back into it, so it looked more like a spear of darkness.  It impacted
the creature and took an arm off, along with most of its shoulder.


It completely ignored me, and went for Tara as a new arm
started to grow out of its upper body, fueled by the witch’s dark magic no doubt. 
I hit it with another shot and took off a leg this time, and it fell to the
ground a few feet away from Tara, the wolves growled at the thing, but held
back unsure if they could even harm it.


Tara pulled out a piece of copper and started chanting as the
thing tried to get back to its feet before its leg fully regrew.  I admit I was
kind of bugging; I’d never seen anything like it before.  Tara though, seemed
totally calm, almost regal, as she stood there in a dress and chanted in her
confident sonorous voice.


She spoke the last few words with a harsh finality, and
threw the copper at the golem and it stuck in the dirt body.  A second later I
felt and smelled ozone, as two strikes of lightning accompanied by booming
thunder fell down from the dark witch’s storm and struck the center of the
golem, right where the piece of copper was.  The entire thing exploded apart. 
I was flooded with adrenaline, and rather relieved when the thing didn’t come
back together.


I was kind of impressed, Tara had turned their own power
against them.  I wouldn’t betray Sierra, but I couldn’t help being a little
turned on by her casual display and command of power, not to mention her
dress.  I dismissed it all with a guilty thought and turned my attention back
to the house now that the dark coven’s initial attack had failed.


I slammed my power into the wards, and wondered what my
allies thought of it.  If it weren’t for controlling the light, they would see
a twisting rope of air, that was on fire, pounding into the house and wards. 
As it was, it looked like a rope of pure shadow as I fed my anger, fear,
inappropriate lust, the heat and light, and even the gases from the fire itself
back into the fiery maelstrom to make it as hot and powerful as I could.


I had to back off for a minute, as I redirected the
lightning the dark coven sent down on us from above.  I couldn’t control
lightning myself, because it had components of fire and earth, but I could
adjust the path it took by insulating the ground with the power of air, having
it strike the tops of the trees around those on the ground, instead of finding
a path between them.


Tara was chanting again, though with a glance I saw they
weren’t fighting anything else, so it must be directed at the house.


I did have a thought though.  The house was protected from
fire, air, water, and earth with wards.  But explosions had secondary effects,
like compression or shock waves, which are actually sound.  Air shields would
stop one, but wards against pure magic wouldn’t, since it would be a side
effect of what I planned, and not part of the magic at all.


I built a ball of fire next to the house, right by where
their ritual room would be according to the hand drawn floor plan Tara showed
us.  I kept pouring fire into it, raising the temperature, increasing the fire,
at the same time I compressed it tighter and tighter with air.  I could feel it
burning away the main active wards, and I kept it up.


As soon as the wards fell, I released the part of the air
shield facing the house, making it a kind of shaped charge.  The explosion was
enormous, and the house wards Tara had warned us about absorbed the intense
heat and rush of air, but the shock wave literally blew a jagged ten-foot
diameter hole in the side of the house.


I didn’t think of myself as a violent person, but I have to
admit I’d enjoyed that a lot.


I stopped then, because Tara finished chanting and sent her
spell at the house, coating the inactive wards and various traps in her own
magic so they wouldn’t activate.  I knew any more attacks would have to be
directly against a witch, or I could accidentally burn her spell away.


The good thing was, we didn’t have to go through the door
single file, we were literally staring through a hole in the side of the house,
at the now open mouthed coven standing in a circle.  Their shocked stares
lasted less than a second, and they all went for their pockets while Sierra,
Clint, and Katie charged.


I moved forward though the air toward the house from about
twenty feet up, making sure to keep my mate and friends in my sphere of air so
I could shield them.  Tara walked forward confidently, and was chanting yet again,
this time she held a bone.


I sent a small sphere of dark fire straight for Cindy, if I
could take her out perhaps their joined magic would fall apart.  It hit her
wards, but didn’t get through.  By now they were chanting as well, but three of
the witches were taken down by the throat before they could finish, as Sierra,
Clint, and Katie launched themselves through the large hole in the house.  I
could feel the magic eat through the shields I had erected, and tried to steady
them as I sent another larger bolt of black fire and air at Cyndy.


I don’t know if the ferocity of the wolves’ attack
distracted them, or if I had just weakened her wards to much with my last shot,
but this time my attack burned into her chest, and after a moment turned her
into a pillar of fire.  I put it out with a thought when I felt her die and the
wolves turned and dove for the next three of the four dark witches left
standing.


Sierra was hit by something, and sent careening across the
room, although the shield of air I was holding around her didn’t break.  Clint
and Katie were hit as well, but only redirected and slowed slightly, and their
jaws bit deep into their target’s sides as they took them down.  Perhaps those
witches were just weaker than the one that Sierra attacked.


I turned to the one that hit Sierra but before I could do
anything, Tara finished chanting and once again used the dark witches’ own
storm.  I was shocked when a searing lightning bolt was pulled right to Tara’s
hand, but then it was redirected and forked from her raised hand at two of the
remaining witches.  It went through their personal wards like a hot knife
through butter, and roasted them on the spot.


The only two left were the ones trying to fend off Katie and
Clint.  They hardly needed the help, but Sierra was up by now, and darted in
and took Clint’s opponent by the neck.  The last one followed quickly after.


Tara laughed in relief and humor before she looked at me,
“Did you have to blow a hole in the wall?  It’s going to be harder to cover
up.”


I snorted and returned to the ground next to her, as the
wolves ran out, no doubt going for their clothes.


“That lightning trick was impressive, at first I thought it
was them hitting you.”


She grinned and winked saucily, “Nope, I’m just that good.”


I laughed and walked into the house, I burned the corpses,
blood, and other viscera to ash, and then took the ashes away with air.


Tara pointed at the wall, “Can you destroy those?  They’ll
be warded.”


I nodded, and grabbed the dark grimoires in air and floated
them off the shelf.  I started a fire inside the bubble of air holding the
books and it contained the fire inside of it.  It took a good fifteen seconds,
and then they went up all at once, my air containing the exploding fire.  Then
I leached the heat away and released the ashes.


She frowned, “I wish we could burn the place down.”


Sierra hugged me from behind, I knew she was okay from being
thrown, but it was a relief to scan her with air magic and find nothing wrong. 
I pulled her against me when she stepped around and tried to take my hand.  Katie
and Clint came back inside too.


Sierra asked, “Where are the wards?  Maybe we could tear
that part out?”


Tara frowned, “The fire wards are in the walls, inscribed in
the wall studs.  We’d have to knock down the whole house, and even then the
studs or anything near them won’t burn until we break each ward.”


Well, that does make covering up a hole in the wall for no
apparent reason complicated, not to mention if anyone tries to demolition the
house in the future they may become suspicious when the house eats the
explosives.  I walked outside while I reached for information about resonance. 
Sound, oscillations, all of that I could create with air.  It wasn’t something
I’d looked at before, but the information was out there.  


A house’s walls resonate between twenty and twenty-five
hertz.  The question was, would I be able to build enough of a resonance wave
vibration to literally shake apart a whole house.  Although, strictly speaking,
all I would need to do is cause the studs to crack and split, breaking the ward
lines carved into them.


The rest followed me out as I tried to do just that.  The
four of them stared at me with puzzled expressions at the intent look on my
face, until the sound of cracking and splintering wood filled the yard.  The
house creaked and looked like it might just fall in on itself, with most of the
supports torn apart a good wind would probably do just that.  Now they were
looking at me with their mouths open, and I just winked and tried to be
mysterious.  It wouldn’t be nearly as cool if I explained how I did it after
all.


Then I set it on fire, and it burned merrily…


 











Epilogue


Sunday, June 5th, 2016, 10:41 AM


Tara thanked us again before I sent her straight to the back
of her store.  There was an awkward moment, when she looked like she was going
to hug me, but she thought better of it after glancing at Sierra.  Just as well
really, kept me out of trouble.  All in all, despite how crazy things had
gotten the last four days, I’d gotten another powerful ally out of it, and an
understanding between Tara and I on where we stood.  Not to mention my new
comprehension and increased powers of both fire and air.


I still had a way to go before I could learn about and face
my true enemies, but I no longer thought it would take me decades to get there,
perhaps another few years?  Unless things really slowed down, but somehow I
doubted that would be a problem.  Chicago seemed to attract their fair share of
supernatural crisis.


I was also more sure than ever about Sierra, and looked
forward to a future together.  She was gorgeous, generous, loving, sexy,
caring, sweet, and very affectionate.  She was also more than strong enough to
keep me honest and not put up with any crap.  That was kind of comforting, I
knew if I ever started to veer down the wrong path in my pursuit of power she’d
call me out on it.  She was a blessing in my life, something I never really
believed I would find.


Aitheria and I were good, more than good.  Except, I still
didn’t know what I was missing, and for some reason that bothered me more than
not knowing about my mother’s killer, and my enemy.  The small elemental woman
was and still is one of the bedrocks in my life.


Aitheria sent in a snippy scandalized tone, “Small?”


I sent a mental chuckle her way, “Small but the most
beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”


Aitheria scowled, “This body isn’t real.”


The corners of my mouth turned up in a small smile as I
simply asked, “Who says I was talking about that body Ria?”


She looked entirely speechless as she stared up at me from
my shoulder with swirling eyes, and then turned her head away bashfully.  I
swear she’d be blushing if she was capable of it.  Point for Ben.


It wasn’t all good though.  I still hadn’t heard from Mike,
although Jenna had texted me a few times and I was expected at their house for
our normal Wednesday night meal later in the week.  Hopefully that wouldn’t be
too awkward.


Even worse than that, the first supernatural I’d met outside
of Aitheria, that I still loved to a certain extent, and had become my mentor
in all things supernatural, hadn’t spoken to me since I’d told her about Sierra
and I taking the next step.  I knew Diana was in pain, and I felt a little
guilty about it, but it really wasn’t my fault, and there was nothing I could
do to fix it.  We’d known for months we could never be together, but I guess me
moving on was for her, like losing me, or I should say since we’d never even
started, the possibility of me, all over again.  I didn’t know what to do there
at all.


“We ready to go home?” I asked, the fire was really burning
good now, I’d bet the fire department would be here soon, but was also willing
to bet it would be nothing but embers and ash by then.


Sierra nodded, stepped into me, and conformed her body to
mine, and my arms automatically returned her embrace.


She grinned at my confused look and said in a seductive tone
of voice, “You know, just to be careful with this crazy travel thing.”


I laughed, as I remembered our first time travelling, as I
bade my element to take us home.


 
















 


Afterword: 



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.  As usual,
outside of the arcing plot that ties the series together, and character growth,
I tried not to leave any cliffhangers or loose ends.  It’s subject to change,
but I expect another three, possibly four books to go before Ben’s story is
complete.
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Author:  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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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.
















 Alicia Jones
novels is a series that follows a bright young inventor and scientist
named Alicia Jones.  It is a space opera and light science fiction.


The first book is titled First Contact:


Alicia Jones is a genius, and a little odd.  At just
twenty-three years of age, she is close to finishing her doctoral
dissertation.  But when she tests her latest theory in the lab to generate
a strong EM field, it has very unanticipated results.  Results that lead
to faster than light travel, and first contact with another race.


 Her life just gets more complicated after that, when
she finds out who she really is, and that the universe may not be as nice a
place as she’d been told.  Her determination to help keep Earth safe takes
her to places more dangerous and strange than she’d ever envisioned.


 









Book
Description


It’s only been about ten days since the rogue pack came to
Chicago.


 


Ben had been hoping for a little more down time before the
next wave of impossible problems.  His personal life is becoming more
complicated than ever, but that won’t stop a coven of witches and an ancient
rogue vampire from throwing more fuel on the fire.  


 


Of course, all those problems may pale in comparison when
another sorcerer comes to town.  He’ll need to think fast if he’s going to
survive a foe with a strength and power that far exceeds his own.
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