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Chapter
1


Wednesday, June 8th, 2016, 9:40 AM


I could hear the rumbling of the low growls coming from the
very large predators in front of me.  Werewolves.  Six of them with very large
teeth, claws, and unparalleled senses.  It was a little unnerving and I
wondered what the hell I was thinking when I asked for their help.  Sure, they
were family, but they were still werewolves in hunt mode.  It had only
been four days since I reviewed the information on fire sorcery when I took it
from Jaben in that warehouse.


One of those abilities was to control light in such a way to
become invisible.  I’d had the thought, that since I was now family in the
pack, that they could help me perfect it.  So far this morning they’d shown me
that I hadn’t, very painfully, as they lunged and took me to the ground six
times so far as I tried to cross the perilous back yard without being detected.


It was difficult, not only did I need to bend the light
around me, but also around the grass I stepped on, and I had to keep shadows in
mind as well.  If that wasn’t enough, I also had to block scent and sound with
air magic at the same time, though that was hardly an effort for me.  I’m
ashamed to say I was cheating a bit this time, and floating just a few inches
above the ground.


Perhaps sometime in the future this will be second nature,
and I’ll be able to do it with hardly any conscious thought, but right now it
was hard, which meant I moved at a crawl as I made constant adjustments to the
light as I moved.  It was that which had given me away the last few times, I’d
been a little too slow in my light alterations.  I was almost all the way
across the yard and I started to feel confident I was going to make it.


Then they totally cheated.


Sierra, Selene, and Katie all shifted to human form, and of
course their ripe feminine wiles were in full view and caused my downfall as I
lost my concentration.  I know, pathetic, but I was a young male after all. 
But my mate and her two pack mates were very beautiful women, and I wasn’t
quite used to the casual nudity yet often found in werewolf packs.


I heard three triumphant growls from Derik, Clint, and
Todd.  I panicked and went straight up into the air about fifteen feet when
three walls of teeth and fur lunged to take me down.  Oh, they wouldn’t bite or
scratch, but being tackled by a werewolf and hitting the ground was a painful
experience in and of itself.


I scowled down at my family, “Cheaters!”


Sierra, my mate, just laughed and posed rather sexily,
delighted she could distract me so easily.


Selene raised an eyebrow as she started to dress, “It’s your
fault, we had to resort to desperate measures.  It shouldn’t have worked if you
were concentrating.”


I frowned and floated back down, “How did you know how close
I was?”


Katie snickered, “The ally bond, we felt your confidence
surge and knew you must almost be across.”


Damn, I didn’t even consider that.  Sneaky wolves.


Selene said encouragingly, “Keep practicing, I think you’ve
got it now, you just need to train it so it becomes automatic.”


Katie and Sierra started getting dressed, and the others
shifted and did the same.


Derik looked a little amused, “Let us know if you want to
try again, in the meantime I think we’re all late to work.”


“Thanks for the help.  I need to get into the city soon as
well.”


Thankful except for my back of course, my back wasn’t grateful
at all.  I sent some air with a touch of fire to take care of the ache, there
was no point in living with it all day.  Sierra gave me a warm kiss goodbye
that lingered and gave me ideas, and then she left to head for the work site
along with Todd who was still learning the pack businesses.  It was still a
little new living here instead of the city, although my apartment was still
mine for a couple of more months.


I still needed to make arrangements to either move, store,
or sell my furniture and other stuff.


Still, outside of a few quirks, like the aforementioned casual
nudity, the pack already felt like family, and like I belonged here.  Part of
that must have been the ally bond, it was hard to feel separate or excluded
when I could feel their welcome and how they felt about me being around.  The
other part of the reason it felt like home was Sierra.


“Ria, why did they have to hit so hard,” I sent to
Aitheria.


Her laughter tinkled like the sounds of rainfall in my head,
if that made any sense.  I probably deserved it for being whiny about it.


“Motivation of course,” she sent in a reasonable tone,
“If they just pointed at you, you wouldn’t have tried as hard.”


I tried to find fault with that idea, but really couldn’t. 
It really made sense actually, but I wasn’t a masochist.  My mind turned toward
my best friends, my only human friends that I had outside of my family.


I was a little nervous about tonight, I hadn’t really talked
to Mike since the reveal last week.  I was also hesitant to use my powers to
find out what would happen.  It might not work anyway, and although I didn’t
have qualms about gathering knowledge about strangers, doing it to my family or
friends felt a bit wrong, invasive.  Like searching through their sock drawer. 
From what Aiya told me though, I didn’t expect Jenna to object, quite the
opposite really.  Hopefully, Mike would be able to resolve his inner conflict,
and come to terms that magic was real.


I put it out of my mind the best I could, there was a lot to
do today before then, and I needed to focus on that.


 











Chapter 2


Wednesday, June 8th, 2016, 10:23 AM


Power.  The power to protect myself and my loved ones from
my enemies.  It was a race I was in, gain enough power before my family’s enemies
found me, or die.  Self-preservation, I imagined it was a common enough reason
to want to grow more powerful.  I worried though, I’d promised myself I
wouldn’t change, that I wouldn’t let the power go to my head.


Power also corrupted.


So far I hadn’t turned into a power hungry monster, so the
second part of my promise to myself seemed intact.  I didn’t use my power
except to save others, or myself, from those that would kill us.  So far so
good.  But gaining power without changing was a foolish thought, I’d been naïve
to expect any such thing, of course I was changing.  Everyone changed, even
those that didn’t pursue power.  Still, I got the feeling I’d be tempted a lot
more than I have been so far in the future, and all power had a price, even if
I couldn’t see it yet.


Well, I could see one of the negative results, which was a
price of sorts.  Power isolated me.  I haven’t noticed it all that much because
I was always a solitary person, ever the odd man out.  But really, outside of
the few strong relationships I had, there weren’t many people I could share the
real Ben with, most of the world just saw a psychic, or a con artist, that was
it.


Even those closest to me didn’t know the full extent of how
my powers worked, just the edges of it.  It was what it had to be.  Another
price was about to become apparent, although some might argue it wasn’t a price
at all, I’d have to disagree.


I was sitting in my office, going over some paperwork while
I sipped my coffee, when I had a vision.  Nothing like I’d ever had before.  In
the past, I’d always seen the recent past, the recent future, maybe a week out
at the most, or something in the present.  Apparently when I’d grown my air
power out to two hundred feet four days ago, which about doubled my power, it
had an impact on my abilities to see. 


The vision hit me like a runaway train.


I was Christina Sedgewick.  Sixteen, junior in high
school, popular, and a bit of a queen bee.  I could remember her whole life up
until now, the bumps and scrapes as a toddler, her first kiss, the first time
she got a crush, the way she’d destroyed that bitch Barbara last year when she
flirted with my… with her boyfriend.  I was Christina Sedgewick.


Then I was walking along the road in the city, listening
to music on my iPod on the way to the store.  I was horribly naïve and sure of
myself as I cut through a few alleys to get there faster.  A white van pulled
up and stopped next to me, before I could react the door slid open and a large
man grabbed me.  I screamed and then my head exploded in pain, there was
nothing but darkness.


I was in a cage, in a basement.  Two years had gone by,
and I remembered every second of it.  Every violation and abuse that the two
men that had taken me had put me through.  Every tear, every attempted escape,
every thought drowned me.  I was Christina Sedgewick.  Then one of the men came
down and looked at me… at her with disgust.  A shiver of fear went down my
spine as he pulled out a long knife.  Clearly, the man was done with Christina
Sedgewick.


And I felt it, as he stabbed her two years, three days,
four hours, and ten minutes from now.


I gasped as I came out of the vision and looked at the
clock.  I could remember those two years perfectly, but as far as I could tell,
no time had passed at all.  I not only got the vision, I got her entire life,
even two years of it she hadn’t lived yet.  Not a price of power?  


I beg to differ.


I freely admit, I was shaken, sweaty, and felt violated.  It
took me several minutes to calm down, using my air magic to bring out the cool
intellect of my mind.  I wondered then if all Air sorcerers eventually ended up
like the really old vampires.  I couldn’t imagine having full lifetimes of
random people in my mind instead of just raw facts, and having my feelings
ripped and shredded time after time without going insane.  Not unless I could
hide in my power, in the cool intellect of the power of air.


It made a kind of sense, the older the vampire the more
power they had, the more air magic they radiated.  Vampires couldn’t control that
air magic consciously, except for mesmerizing their prey.  The rest was
automatic, the speed, slight strength increase, and of course the continuous
healing which arrested aging.  I thought of how alien Alexios and Charis were,
could that be the reason?  Would I end up like that?  I shuddered at the
thought.  Now that was a hell of a price for power, one I would find a way to
avoid if I could.


Perhaps, if I used fire to get a hold of my emotions
instead.  I even briefly considered modifying my own memories, taking the edge
off, but that seemed like a bad idea.  If I screwed up, I wouldn’t be able to
fix it.


I used my power to go to my apartment, and I jumped in the
shower.  So… price, but also power increase.  I’d just seen two years into the
future, and from the point of view of who I was seeing, instead of a third
party observer.  I tried to relax, because what I’d really like to do is track
down those two men and kill them, slowly.  Not to prevent them taking Christina
an hour from now, but in revenge for what they put me through for those two
long years.


But… that was crazy, wasn’t it?  It hadn’t happened, but it did
happen.  Reluctantly, I reached out and pulled the information.  When I
discovered Christina wasn’t the only one, of course she wasn’t, I had to
suppress the urge to kill them again.  It would be justice, but it would also
change me for the worse.  Righteous anger?  That was a hell of a temptation.


I got out of the shower and dried off, threw on some clothes
I still had here, and then picked up the phone.  Sending the information to
Aiya might have been the hardest thing I’ve ever done.  As soon as I sent the
text I was swept into another powerful vision.


I was Christina Sedgewick.  Sixteen, junior in high
school, popular, and a bit of a queen bee.  I could remember her whole life up
until now, the bumps and scrapes as a toddler, her first kiss, the first time
she got a crush, the way she’d destroyed that bitch Barbara last year when she
flirted with my… with her boyfriend.  I was Christina Sedgewick.


Then I was walking along the road in the city, listening
to music on my iPod on the way to the store.  I was horribly naïve and sure of
myself, as I cut through a few alleys to get there faster.  A white van pulled
up and stopped, before I could do anything the door slid open and a large man
grabbed me.  I screamed and then my head exploded in pain, there was nothing
but darkness.


I woke up to a steady beeping sound.  My heart beat.  I
groaned and opened my eyes, I was in a hospital room.  My mother was in tears
in the chair next to the bed and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.  What a
drama queen.  I was fine.


The relief when I came out of my vision was overwhelming.  I
could still remember those two years, but they were dry facts now, didn’t seem
real anymore.  Apparently, sending that text meant Aiya would stop that van and
rescue the girl.  I knew she would, even if it didn’t happen yet.  I still had
a vapid sixteen-year-old girl’s vivid memories in my mind, which was strange
and bizarre, but what didn’t happen, what would no longer happen, was muted.  


Still a price, but maybe not as bad as I’d feared if I could
change things.


It hadn’t happened yet of course, and when it did I knew
those men would have their house searched, and the police would find enough
evidence to send them away for life.  I considered the idea of being around
when the arrest happened, but discarded it.  I was already sure it would happen
now, and I wasn’t nearly as sure that I wouldn’t kill those men if I laid eyes
on them.


I just hoped not all my visions would be like that for now
on, or that I would figure out a way to control it.


 











Chapter 3


Wednesday, June 8th, 2016, 1:42 PM


I took a sip of my refilled coffee, and then stared at the
cup accusingly.  I was tired, and coffee wasn’t really helping.  I felt totally
betrayed by the blessed liquid.  Whatever it was this morning, it had taken a
lot out of me.  I was much calmer though, and thinking a little more clearly.


Elemental air, outside of commanding the physical air, healing,
and speed was the power of knowledge, intellect, and the mind.  Raw
information.  It occurred to me that I might have jumped to a conclusion.  It
made no sense that my jump in air power had anything to do with my visions this
morning, since what had been added to my vision was the emotional content of
the target’s life, what was being felt in other words.


Still a price for power, but perhaps not in the way I
believed.


Strong passionate emotions like fear, anger, love, and hate
were the influence of the fire element.  Could it be, the change was actually
gaining power in the area of fire?  Maybe this new type of vision was unique to
me, and somehow the fire was getting mixed up in the vision from air?  I’d have
to make figuring it out a priority, which I knew wouldn’t be easy.  Normally my
visions were immediate, and came at the whim of the element, not by conscious
thought.


On the other hand, I saw farther into the future, and was
able to absorb a whole lifetime of memories instantly through the vision’s
connection to Christina.  That was without a doubt, the increase in air
elemental power.  In short, it was both elements increasing that influenced
what happened this morning.  Even if I did have a mentor or guide to help me
learn this stuff, they wouldn’t be able to help me with this.  I was hoping the
better I got at controlling emotions with fire, that the less of an impact
there would be.


A beautiful woman walked into my office, familiar gray eyes,
gorgeous flowing blue black hair, and an athletic body that was in perfect
shape.  It was someone I hadn’t seen in a while and really didn’t know all that
well personally.  Caroline.  The vampire I’d saved out in the forest from her
insane master, I’d also explained some things to her, made sure she took her
son home to his father, and got her in touch with Diana.


She looked a little nervous and unsure, and was fidgeting
with a pair of sunglasses in her hands.  I gave her a light welcoming smile but
I was too tired to tell if it reached my eyes or not.


“Take a seat, how have you been Caroline?”


Caroline sat fast, even as a vampire baby she was very
quick.


“Uh, hi,” she turned around to make sure no one was behind
her and then faced forward again.


“I just.  There’s a lot of talk, and I am still thankful to
you for rescuing me, and telling me the rules.  I kept my mouth shut, they have
no idea I took my son like I did.  I feel like I owe you.”


I nodded.  I couldn’t blame her for taking off with her son,
she hadn’t known better at the time, and she kind of had no choice.  The bastard
that made her a vampire had threatened her son’s life if she ever tried to
escape him.


“You don’t have to pay me back.  I was actually there to
rescue your son.  But what brings you here?”


She shook her head, “There’s a lot of talk going on in the
coven.  About how you killed an old and very powerful fire sorcerer?”


I nodded again, patiently, to get her to continue, she was
obviously very nervous.


Caroline said, “Anyway, a lot of them think the council will
try to kill you very soon.  The consensus among the coven is they are just
using you until your power starts to become a threat.  That they don’t like
sorcerers in this town.  Something about them being in charge of all vampires
everywhere, and they can’t be seen as submissive to anyone else inside their
own home city.


“Between the fire sorcerer, and allying with the local pack
and the most powerful sole witch practitioner they’ve ever met, everyone thinks
you’re growing too powerful to be tolerated and used as a tool.”


“And you came to warn me?” my smile was a bit more genuine. 
I was a little shocked at the risk she was taking on my behalf.


She nodded, “You should be wary, or leave the city
altogether.  I shouldn’t stay, if anyone finds out I talked to you…”


“I’ve been aware, they’ve been wary of me for a while now
and your probably right.  Your welcome here by the way, but if you have to go I
understand.  I do appreciate you giving me a heads up.”


She stood, “Be careful,” and her voice actually sounded
concerned.


I watched as she left in a hurry, putting her sunglasses on
as she turned to go down the hall to the outside door.  I wasn’t sure what to
do about it, I was aware they’d betray me at some point, with about as much
guilt as stepping on a roach.  My triple shield, fire surrounded by two shields
of air wrapped around the contours of my body, was second nature to me now and
was always active, and should protect me.


Even during a shower, or at home in Sierra’s and my room, I
had a shield up.  Granted, in those cases the shield wasn’t directly around my
body, it was around the entire room.  Otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to
touch or be touched by anyone, which was no way to live.  The council moved to
fast for me to perceive unless I was speeding up my body and perceptions with
air magic, which was exhausting and impractical to keep up for long.  So
really, it was the only way to protect myself.


One day they would attack, but I would wait until they did. 
If I killed them simply because I thought they were a threat, well I’d be exactly
like them.  Of course, self-defense was another story, when they attacked me I
would have no compunctions about ending them.  I took another sip of my coffee
and sighed, I wanted to take a nap but I still felt like there was more left to
do in the office today.


I smiled as Aiya walked in.  She had on a gray cotton skirt,
white blouse, and a blazer that almost hid her gun, but not quite.  She also
had her badge clipped to her skirt.  She looked good, and as I realized the
reason she was here, I shivered.  I was mostly over this morning’s vision, but
the echo of the intense feelings of helpless rage and shame lingered.  It was
muted of course, because the vision changed, but I still remembered it.


I did my best to maintain a smile, “Hey, grab a coffee, have
a seat.”


Aiya tilted her head, “Are you okay?  Things went well, we
got those two idiots locked up.”


I nodded, “Good.  So what can I do for the jewel of
Chicago’s missing person’s department.”


She snorted, and went over to pour a cup of coffee, “Now I
know something is wrong.”


I shook my head, “Just the vision, nothing anyone can do,
I’ll get passed it.  Besides, can’t I compliment the prettiest cop in the
city?”


She sat across from me, her eyes wise beyond her years from
all the crap she’s seen in her job.


“I don’t actually need anything, just swung by to say hi,
and thanks for the tip.  The girl was knocked out in the back of the van, but is
recovering just fine at the local hospital.  This was kind of new you know,
usually we save them after they’ve been kidnapped, not forewarned and saving
them during the kidnapping.  Are you sure everything is okay?”


I sighed, “It will be, seriously.  Just my… ability to see
visions, just got upgraded.  Visions two point oh.  It was rather disturbing
and took a lot out of me.  Mostly I’m just tired.  And it was a very good thing
we saved her at the beginning, you’ll understand when you go through their
place.  So, how are things going with Todd?”


She gave me a pointed look for my sad attempt to manipulate
a change of subject, but then allowed it anyway.


“Wonderful actually.  We’re going out on another date
tonight.  No, I still don’t know what he is, but I don’t care either, he’s a
good man.  Plus… kind of hot.”


I nodded, “He is, a good man I mean, I’ll let you be the
judge for the hot part.”


Her eyes were laughing at me, “Glad I have your approval,”
she said sarcastically, but at the same time I could tell she actually did mean
it.  


I could see the thread of fire magic that connected us, a
representation of our friendship.  A magical connection only a fire sorcerer
could read, generated just because of our emotional connection to each other.  It
was so obvious that I wondered how I ever missed seeing it before, or that I’d had
to struggle to find it just four days ago.


I sipped my coffee, “He’s a lucky man.”


She replied, “Thanks, and I wanted to mention you might have
the press come by again.  Some of the officers Mike and I brought along
couldn’t shut up about how we got a tip for something as random as exactly
where the white van would pick up the girl.  You know how it is, they’re in awe
of you, except when they’re giving me crap for associating with a psychic.”


“Wait, you have a date tonight?  I was hoping you’d be my
backup at Mike’s.”


She shook her head, “Coward.  You know I’m only five foot
two, and very small.  I’m staying out of it after you threw me under the bus
last week.  I’ll come to the next one, and maybe bring Todd with me.”


I sighed, “What does your size have to do with it?”


She laughed, “I thought it would shame you, trying to hide
behind little old me.”


Damn.  That was tough love.


“Fine, I’ll pull on my big boy pants.  That, or I’ll hide
behind Sierra.”


I figured if I couldn’t beat her, I’d join her and take
shots at myself.


She took pity on me, “I think it will be fine.  I do see him
every day you know; you could have just asked me.  He’s still a little freaked
out, but you know how Jenna can be, and she’s been bullying him about it.”


“Thanks.  That’s good to know.  So… awkward, changing
friendship, but not ending.  I think I can handle that.”


We talked a bit longer, and then she left to go do cop
things.  My power told me no one else was coming today, so I gathered the power
of air around me, and went back to the house.  I really did need a nap, I still
felt drained, so I passed out on the bed.


 











Chapter 4


Wednesday, June 8th, 2016, 5:36 PM


“Wake up lazy,” I half heard, but it was Sierra’s soft lips
on my neck, and her hands on my body that woke me up.


I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down to claimed
a kiss.


She pushed against my chest with a teasing laugh, “Later,
right now you need to take a shower so we can get over to Mike’s.”


I felt a bit better, I wondered if the new type of visions,
and having more power was having some kind of effect on my physical body that
would account for the drained and worn out feeling.  This had never happened
before when I’d gained power and I wondered why it was an issue this time.  I
felt like I should already know, and was struck with guilt as I remembered just
how I gained more power in fire.  Not that Jaben hadn’t deserved it, but maybe
I hadn’t been ready?


Perhaps there was a physical component involved.  All it
took for more power was understanding, but that understanding should come with
time and experience, which I bypassed for the first time.  The only other
possible option that occurred to me was the human body wasn’t meant to house
two elemental powers, and I was only fine until I started increasing my power
of elemental fire.


I really hoped that wasn’t it, because the first could be
dealt with by time and practice, the latter theory meant… I was screwed.


I asked innocently, “So we need to take a shower?”


She laughed and gave me a soft kiss that was entirely too
short.


“Not we, you need to take a shower.  We can’t be
late, and we will be if I join you…”


She jumped up and walked toward our door, and turned her
head back to look at me.


“And you’re going to explain to me what’s going on with
you,” she said firmly, and I could see the wolf in her eyes.  She wasn’t mad at
me exactly, I could feel that she was just worried, and feeling extremely
protective.  I felt a surge of love, lust, and affection, she was an absolutely
stunning and powerful woman.  She was also mine, which made me a very lucky
man.


I nodded calmly, “I’d planned to, it only happened a few
hours ago.”


When she left I blew out a breath and rolled out of bed, and
then took that shower…


 


Sierra was silent as we walked towards Mike’s house holding
hands.  She hadn’t spoken since I’d gotten done telling her what happened, and I
also told her my theories.  I squeezed her hand lightly.


She shook her head, “I have a third theory, or at least, an
expansion to the first.”


“You do?” I asked with surprise.


She gave me a look, “What, can’t I have ideas?”


Being a master of information and emotions, I immediately
caught the warning signs.


“Of course you can, I just… didn’t expect it.  What do you
think?” I asked, truly curious.


She sighed, “I think you let your guilt guide your thoughts,
what happens when you speed up your body for an extended period of time?”


I frowned, “I feel exhausted and pass out…” my words cut off
as the obvious hit me in the face.


Well, now I felt like an idiot.


She said, “Exactly, your visions involve pouring pictures
directly into your mind, which is still a part of your body.  I’d say these new
intense ones, with a lot more data if you will, that seem longer as well, at
least subjectively, is the cause.”


I frowned, “But what can I do about it then, I can control
when I enhance my body, but not when I have visions.  And why does reaching for
information not have the same effect?”


She shrugged, “You already told me earlier, you need to
learn enough control to keep the fire magic out of it when you have a vision. 
Either that, or learn to like naps.  I’d guess plain information takes a lot
less magic to pass to your mind.”


I snorted a laugh, “Like naps huh?  Alright, I concede the
point.  My feelings of guilt on what I did to Jaben were coloring my logic, and
your theory fits the best.  Or do I just want it to be true?”


She squeezed my hand, “Or, you’re just afraid it’s not
true.”


When we were close to the door she added, “So tell me, do
you understand women better now, or what?”


I shuddered, “I’ve been trying not to think about it, there
are just some things that are meant to be mysteries in this universe.”


She smirked at me as she opened the door and we went in.


 


I took a deep breath through the nose, we were having pasta
tonight, either baked ziti or some kind of lasagna.  I bet Sierra knew for sure
with the werewolf nose, but I’d find out soon.  Mike was just across the room
and had a sick smile on his face, like he was trying but ultimately failing to
be cheery.


Sierra let go of my hand and headed for the kitchen. 
Coward.


Mike asked, “Beer?”


I nodded, and he tossed the one he had in his left hand
over.  I tapped the top a few times, then cracked it open.


“So, what’s new?” I asked inanely


I cringed internally.  Mike and I hadn’t been this awkward
since the first time we met and he thought I was a con artist working some
hidden angle.  


Mike took a long drink from his beer, so I followed his
example.


“It’s not you, or what you are that I’m having trouble with,”
Mike said.


I had the absurd thought he was breaking up with me, I was
getting the it’s not you, it’s me speech.


Mike shook his head, apparently reading it in my eyes, “No,
what I mean is it isn’t what you told me, or what I know.  It’s what I don’t
know.”


I took another sip, considering that, “I don’t know
everything.  Sure, I have a handle what’s around here, but I’m sure there’s
more supernatural stuff out there that I don’t have a clue about.  At least,
not yet.”


He shrugged, “It’s complicated.  Of course there’s stuff we
won’t know about.  But I know that there’s supernatural creatures out on the
streets of Chicago, but I don’t know what they are.  That makes it different,
knowing what I don’t know.  I do know there are creatures that can take my
memories, you’ve told me that, so now I look back at all my unsolved cases and
wonder what really happened.  How many times have I run across the supernatural
in my job and have been made to forget it?”


I sighed, “I get that, I can’t tell you though because I
don’t know.”


I was starting to worry less about losing him as a friend,
than the idea my friend might actually lose his sanity.


I turned my head at the blur out of the corner of my eye,
and suddenly had my arms full of Jenna, who was hugging me tight and whispering
thank you again and again.  The difference in reactions in my best friends, my
chosen second family, couldn’t have been farther apart.  I saw Sierra standing
by the kitchen door looking at me with amusement and a tender look.


I hugged Jenna tightly for a moment, “You’re welcome,” and
released her.


Well, being thanked for healing her without permission was
about the best result I could hope for.


Jenna glanced at her husband with a mixture of exasperation
and worry on her face, and then looked back at me with confidence.  I
understood the message immediately.  Fix it.  But how could I?  I could take
his memories of course, but no one here really wanted that.  Unless I broke all
connections between us it would only be temporary only, until the next time he
got suspicious.


“Dinner is almost ready, Lasagna and Texas toast.”


She was like a little whirlwind as she turned and headed
back into the kitchen.


“So you really don’t mind I’m a sorcerer of the elemental of
air?  It’s all about what you don’t know?”


He nodded, “Exactly.”


A glimmer of an idea took hold, and after another quick sip
I put down the beer and pulled out my phone.  I frowned, I hadn’t heard from
Diana since I’d cut the connection I’d forged between us.  I wound up texting
my idea directly to Ceara, might as well get the answer straight from the
source.  Diana wasn’t happy with me, and it might be best to let her work it
out, and let her contact me first.  Or, it was possible I was just a coward.


Mike asked, “What’s that about?”


“I’ll tell you later, when I know for sure.”


His eyes narrowed a little, but he let it pass.  Jenna and
Sierra came out of the kitchen, Sierra carrying a big lasagna pan that could
probably feed twenty, and Jenna with a large bowl of tasty looking Texas
toast.  


Mike and I gravitated to the table like flies on honey, and
took our seats.  Jenna’s lasagna should be classified as a national treasure.  My
phone vibrated and I peeked at it under the table, drawing a frown from Jenna. 
Texting at dinner was rude as hell, but it might be important.  It was Ceara,
and she’d actually gone for my idea.  Now all I had to do was sell it.


Something felt odd, and I realized it was because this was
my first dinner with Mike and Jenna where no one was set up on a blind date in
like a year.  It was a bit quiet as we all filled our plates up and dug in.


“So, after talking with Mike I had an idea,” I threw out
there, and took a bite of my lasagna.


Jenna asked, “What?”


“Well, I got permission to tell Mike everything I know, but
there’s a catch.”


Mike asked suspiciously, “What catch?”


I looked right at him and laid it out, “I’ll tell you
everything, but only if you agree to be mesmerized so you can’t talk about it
to anyone else, ever.  Unless they already know.”


Mike nodded, “So… how it is now, mind voodoo, or mind
erasure?”


Jenna asked cheerily, “Can I take that deal, I’m curious.”


I shrugged, “I don’t see why not.  It might even be better
that way, since you’d be able to talk to each other about it.”


Sierra asked, “Was that Diana on the phone then?”


I shook my head, “Ceara.  Apparently that’s a standard
practice they just didn’t bother telling me about.”


Sierra looked annoyed at that, and to tell the truth I was
right there with her.  They’d warned me not to tell anyone, ever, and then I
find out they bring humans in on the secret often enough to have a standard
practice for it?  Of course, they wanted me as ignorant as possible, a way to
handle me and make use of me until I grew too dangerous.  So I shouldn’t be all
that surprised.


Mike said, “Let me think about it,” and started back in on
his plate.


The rest of the meal was fairly quiet, and passed with a
little small talk and a lot of eating.  I was pretty stuffed by the time I’d
cleared my second plateful.


Mike frowned, “What happens if you tell me and I…”


“Can’t handle it?  I can take the new memories away, or all
of them.  But honestly, I think you’ll be fine.  It’s not that horrific or
anything.”


He grunted, and Jenna squirmed in her chair, it was obvious
she wanted to know now.  I think that’s what finally pushed Mike to go for it.


“Fine, tell me.”


I went through it all.  Werewolves, other shifter species
like werecats which I knew nothing about, vampires, what was myth and fact,
although I didn’t know everything about them I shared all I knew.  I actually knew
more about werewolves than vampires, but I doubted I knew it all.  Then I went
over witches, dark and light, and covens.  Lastly I covered elementals, but
just revealed their existence and no other knowledge.  Truth was, I didn’t know
all that much more about them myself.


He seemed a bit shell shocked, “That it?”


I nodded, “That’s all I know.  But like I said earlier, I’m
sure I don’t know about every supernatural race.  I’m pretty sure the fae don’t
exist, no dragons either.”


He snorted, “How can you be sure?”


I shrugged, “I can’t find any knowledge of them, they could
be there but too powerful for me to grasp the knowledge.  I just don’t know. 
Truth is though, even if they do exist there aren’t any flying around the
city.  You’re likely to meet a werewolf, witch, or vampire in Chicago, but
that’s about it.”


Then I did what I had to, the cost of the knowledge I’d
given.  I mesmerized my best friends, and told them they could only discuss it with
each other, or with another supernatural being.  Mike seemed okay, so I guessed
I’d have to wait and see if it was a wasted effort, or what he needed to deal. 
We spent a little more time talking, Jenna seemed to have endless questions,
and then we went home.


 











Chapter 5


Wednesday, June 8th, 2016, 9:42 PM


We arrived in the backyard by the table and chairs in an
embrace.  We didn’t need to travel like that but… I wanted to.  The night air
was still warm and the sky was clear.  We stared into one another’s eyes for a
moment and I could feel a shadow of yearning from her through the ally bond, a
desire that echoed mine, I couldn’t wait to get back to our room.  The idea
that she felt the same for me made it indescribable.


I kissed her softly, but that didn’t last long as she fit
her body to mine and it grew hungry and demanding.  It was a good night, and we
were about to make it much better.


A howl broke out in the woods breaking our kiss, and our
mood, in an instant.  The sound was full of guilt, pain, and loss, and somehow
I knew it was Selene that had made that sound through the ally link.  I could
feel it.


We shared a quick look and Sierra muttered, “Stay here,” as
she pulled off her sundress and shifted, and then she was off like a shot into
the woods.  I would have ignored the stay here part, except I knew they weren’t
in danger, it was grief.


I turned as the back door opened and Derik came out, his
face was stony in an attempt to hide his own emotions.


“What’s going on?” I asked.


He grunted, “Selene is pregnant.”


That didn’t make sense, “Doesn’t she…”


He cut me off, “And, today is our daughter’s birthday.”


Oh.  


I could imagine, sort of.  Being happy at finding out she
was pregnant on her murdered daughter’s birthday had to be a mind screw, and
make things much worse.  Well, maybe I couldn’t imagine, but I was hardly a
stranger to grief or the death of family.


I could tell he didn’t want to talk about it, so we just
stood there outside, both waiting for our mates to come back to the house.  I
wasn’t sure why Derik wasn’t out there, but then he knew what his mate needed,
so I didn’t wonder for very long.  Nothing I could really do or say either,
except stand here and offer my silent support.


I hadn’t even met her, all I knew was she was in college,
and had a human roommate that died along with her.  I almost asked about Debbie,
but decided another time maybe, my curiosity was hardly a reason to tear open
wounds.


It was about twenty minutes later when they came back, and
it wasn’t just Selene and Sierra.  I recognized Carrie and Suzy as well.  I
turned my head as they all shifted, and then walked into the house.  Derik and
I followed them a few minutes later, and I went up to my room.  Sierra was
laying on our bed only half beneath the covers, and she hadn’t bothered getting
dressed.


Sierra smiled, “She’ll be okay.  Can I ask you a question?”


“Anything,” I said, and I meant it, and not just because my
eyes were feasting.


She laughed, “See something you like?”


Two things, but I didn’t say that out loud.  She knew me
though, and gave me a look.  Like it’s my fault I’m a guy?  Talk about
entrapment.  I started to undress myself, to join her.  Although the earlier
mood was gone, I also knew it wouldn’t be a very large effort to get it back.


She shook her head, “That wasn’t the question.  Do you ever
think about having children?”


“Honestly?  I hadn’t given it much thought with everything
going on, and being so young.”


Sierra and her wolf were sure, for me I’d grown up in a
society where breakups were common, and they happened all the time.  I suppose
the idea that this amazing woman was mine, for life, was hard to believe, and
even harder to truly grasp.  I’d never been good at relationships before, and
outside of a few mistakes I’d made early on, it was astonishingly easy to be
Sierra’s mate.


She looked disappointed so I said, “But my first impulse
would be to say I’d be happy if it happened.  Did Selene make you think of
this?”


She shrugged, “Not really.  Selene’s situation made me ask,
but I was already thinking about it.  So should we try?”


She was so beautiful sitting there, her body bared to me,
and that question had been brimming with a vulnerability which also bared her
soul.  I could feel she wanted this more than anything.  I also recognized she
was purposefully stacking the deck in her favor with her presentation.  I was
okay with that though, that meant she didn’t know how much power she actually
held over me, which was much more than she believed.


I waited for the nerves to kick in.  That it would be too
dangerous with my enemies out there, that we were too young, that we weren’t
ready, but none of that happened.  


Actually, the idea of it sounded quite good to me.  I knew
it was a huge responsibility, but then I was responsible, had been for a long
time, and so was Sierra.  I was even making decent money now, not that it would
matter living here.  Plus, we would have the whole pack and my family to help.


I nodded, “We should.  No matter how long it takes.”


She snorted, “So your willing to make the sacrifice?” she
asked archly.


I waggled my eyebrows, “I think we should get started as
soon as possible.”


She stuck her tongue out, “Seriously?”  She obviously wasn’t
sure if I was being serious or not.


I took my time, and greatly enjoyed showing her just how
serious I was…


 











Chapter 6


Thursday, June 9th, 2016, 6:12 AM


I grunted as I stretched over Sierra to grab my phone, still
half asleep.  It was a text from Diana, and when I saw the time was just after
six I groaned.  Clearly the woman was now evil and had to be destroyed.  I
rolled back over on my back and sensed Sierra stirring next to me.  Well, Diana
still wasn’t talking to me, but a text meant the council wanted something.


Aitheria sent, “Don’t be too mad at her, she’s in pain.”


I sighed, it wasn’t really my fault, Diana’s the one who
agreed to an immortal lifetime of slavery to the council, gave an oath to do
so.  I did feel for her, but I felt no guilt for being with Sierra, or
finding love somewhere else.  I still cared for her of course, but any chance
of anything between us had sailed months ago.


“Ria, you know I’m not really that mad, just pre coffee
grumps.  Still, she could have waited for a decent hour.”


Aitheria replied, “Perhaps, but she still keeps our
secrets.  As for coffee grumps, I can’t relate.  I wouldn’t know, I don’t have
a physical body or its frailties,” she said the last rather smugly.


I shook my head, “Go ahead, rub it in, traitor.”


I was also fairly sure Diana was keeping that secret for
Aitheria’s sake, not mine.  But then, maybe I am doing her a disservice.


She looked over at me with amusement and I felt the air
ruffle my hair fondly.  Don’t ask me how air can be caring and affectionate,
but it was.


The text was one word, location, along with a picture of a
male vampire that looked fourteen.  I had a feeling he was old, only the old
vampires were made so young, as fourteen meant an adult back then.  I rolled
out of bed carefully and put on some clothes, no reason to not let Sierra sleep
in another hour.  I went downstairs in search of coffee.


The coffee was already done, and Suzy was already getting
breakfast started.  Maybe there were more benefits in living with the pack than
I’d considered.


I poured a cup and took a sip, “Oh that’s fantastic.  Suzy,
you’re wonderful.  A veritable goddess.”


She laughed, “Thanks.  You’re an easy one to please.”


“I can’t deny that, morning coffee goes a long way.”


Suzy was the omega, which as far as I could figure out meant
the heart of the pack.  She was the least dominant, so could ignore that aspect
of pack life and just be there for everyone.  Or maybe that was just Suzy. 
Regardless, she was always doing something for someone, and she always seemed
happy to be doing it.  I’d heard in a bad pack the omega was the most picked
on, here in Derik’s pack, Suzy was protected by all, and cherished.  Of course,
weakest was relative, she was still a werewolf, which means she could probably
take a human with ease.


I took a few more sips, and with a half of a cup of coffee
in me, I felt awake enough to take another look at the photo, and this time I
reached out with the power of air for the information on the rogue.


Sean North.  He was turned at fourteen, and was just over a
century old.  The really sad part was that he didn’t really do anything wrong. 
He was even a pleasant guy, I could tell.  But he was tired of life in a world
that only saw a kid, even other vampires were guilty of it, especially the
latest generation of them.  


It was my first time finding a situation like this, but now
that I had, I learned through my power it was rather common.  Vampires who grew
tired of life often picked death by council, since they were reluctant to take
their own lives.  They caused a minor stink in the council’s city, and waited
to be taken out.


Damn.  


I put the information into the phone and sent it to Diana,
what else could I do?  The last day or so, with a few exceptions, had been
quite the downer.


“Need help?” I asked, now that the business was done.


Suzy raised an eyebrow, “You can cook?”


I feigned a hurt look, “Of course!”


It was true, I’d used my power a couple of days ago to study
culinary skills, and that included all the secret things chefs knew.  Although
only experience would prove out which of the conflicting ideas were better, and
there was way more of those than I’d have thought possible.


She snorted, “Fine, prove it.”


I shook my head sadly, “You doubt me.  I’m crushed.”


She moved over to give me room, “You’ll survive,” she
teased.


I got started on cracking some eggs.  She was kind enough
not to comment when I had to pick out the shells…


 


When I got to work, there was someone there waiting for me. 
She looked a little frazzled, although that didn’t detract from the witch’s
beauty a bit.  In fact, the minor flaws on display probably enhanced it.  She
was in a light blue flowing dress with white flower designs on it, and a pair
of high heeled white open toe sandals.  It wasn’t nearly as revealing as most
of the dresses I’d seen her in.  She also looked nervous, and I sensed a bit
of… embarrassment?


I thought about complimenting her, I thought the more
conservative dress was actually more attractive.  But it had only been five
days since that kiss we shared due to Jaben’s attack.  It was a bit complicated
right now and I didn’t want to stir anything up that should be left alone.


I smiled and asked, “How’s my favorite witch this morning?”


Tara scoffed, “I’m the only witch you know, at least the
only one that’s still living,” though she was smiling.


I pointed out, “That doesn’t make it less true,” I unlocked
the door I waved her in.


“Do you want something to drink?”


She shook her head, “No.  Thank you.  I…  I need your help,”
she blushed.


Oh, this should be good.  I might not even tease her that
much.


“With what?” I asked curiously.


She sighed and said really fast, “I have a human stalker.”


I raised an eyebrow, and she glared at me when my lips
twitched.


“I see, and light magic really can’t make him go away, at
least, not without harm.  Do you want me to mesmerize him?”


She sighed and said something under her breath and then
blushed.


“What was that?”


She blushed harder, “Her.  Mesmerize her.”


Oh.  


I was a professional, a fire sorcerer in control of my own
emotions.  It wasn’t enough.  I started to laugh, a full on belly laugh.  It
was less about her stalker being a female than it was seeing her so out of
sorts about it.


She narrowed her eyes dangerously, “It’s not a laughing
matter.  Stalkers are dangerous.  I’m fairly safe of course, but if she decides
to attack me or something it will go badly.”


I coughed and got a hold of myself, “Sorry, it’s just…
sorry.”


I felt a bit bad, but not that much.  I’d needed a good
laugh.


“I’ll walk you to your store, and you can point her out?”


She nodded warily in agreement, “Thanks.”


“Anytime Tara,” I assured her.


When we got outside I asked, “Has everything been good since
Sunday?”


“Yes, shouldn’t it be?  We got them all.”


I shrugged, “Sure, but don’t forget the vampires that
kidnapped you for them.”


She waved dismissively, “They were just mercenaries.  They’d
have no reason to come back without payment.”


“Does she know what you are?”


Tara asked, “No.  She’s a normal human obsessed with the
idea of magic being real.  I guess that’s why she showed up at my occult shop. 
As for what goes on in a mind like hers and how she latched onto me in her
fantasies, I have no idea.”


The obvious response popped into my head, but it was neither
appropriate, or funny.  I was trying to grow a friendship with my new ally, but
I had to make sure I didn’t cross the lines of innocent observations, or even
compliments, and into flirting.  I was feeling that awkwardness again, that I
had mostly shaken off over the last year as I reached for something else to
say.


“I don’t get it either, but I can take a look and see if I
can figure out the problem.  Otherwise she’ll just latch onto someone else.”


Tara looked at me for a moment, “It isn’t your
responsibility to cure the world’s ills.”


I frowned, and I knew that.  I had the potential to go into
a hospital and clean it out, yet it was more than just the need to keep our
world a secret that held me back.  No one could save everyone, even relating to
kidnapping and missing children, which was a personal hot button issue of mine,
I couldn’t save them all.  But that didn’t mean I shouldn’t save any.


I’ve also wondered about the visions more and more as I
learned about the Power of Air.  I saved Christina from two years of rapes, and
other physical and mental abuse by two monsters hiding in human skin, followed
by a painful death.  But why did I have a vision about her?  Things like that,
less severe and even worse were happening to children and teens around the
world.  Why did I have an uncontrollable vision about Christina but not someone
else?


Was it just my subconscious desire to prevent that sort of
thing, along with her being conveniently close by?  A fellow Chicagoan?  Or was
there more to it than that?  God, a higher power, I simply didn’t know.  But
then, I hardly would think a higher power would show me a vision of my aunt
burning my birthday cake, so… grain of salt.  It was probably that first one,
my subconscious desire to prevent it, and at the same time my subconscious
protected me from being overwhelmed by similar visions around the world.


Maybe.


That also said to me I was reading a lot of information from
the ether that I wasn’t consciously aware of.


“I know that, but it’s different when it’s right in front of
me.  I already need to mesmerize her, suppress some memories, and send her on
her way.  She’ll be right there, and I see no harm in it, or danger of
exposure.  Does that make sense?”


Tara sighed and replied as we reached her storefront, “I can
see that.  But most of the people in our world wouldn’t.  They’d just see a
danger to be eliminated.  In my experience, you are unique.  Alright, she’s
about twenty-five, blonde, and is wearing a mauve dress.”


I decided to take being unique as a compliment, and not that
she thought I was a naïve sucker.


Vampires had limitations with mesmerizing, the ability or
magic granted vampires was set up to work through eye contact.  It was more
like an enchantment they could trigger that would then connect their minds
giving control over the memories and thoughts of their target with some
limitations.  I had no such limitation.  I reached out with my power and entranced
the woman without even a glance as I followed Tara into the back, and the woman
followed us.


I didn’t bother explaining myself, there was no point.  She
wouldn’t remember this.  Her name was Andrea and she hadn’t had an easy life.  I
looked for an answer to her problem, and she did have imbalances in her brain
chemistry.  But I couldn’t fix it, because no one in humanity knew what the cause
was, and that meant that I didn’t either.


I had my limits too.


I did what I’d come to do, and instructed her not to come
back here, and removed the dangerous memories that caused her to latch on to
Tara.  Some of her fantasies were quite disturbing, and took what little
amusement I had in the situation away.  The woman was sick.  I was able to fix
her chemical balance, but that would only hold for a short time, maybe only
hours.  So I also pushed her to get medical help.  The medications weren’t
perfect, but it would be better than nothing.  A last few suggestions planted,
and she left out of the back door.


Tara smiled in relief, “Thanks, let me know if there’s
anything I can do for you.”


“I will, and you know where to find me if you need anything
else.”


As I left her store, it occurred to me that the vampire
council was in charge of the city, which amounted to being responsible for
dealing with situations like this, ones that could lead to exposure.  Tara
could have gone to them with this problem.


Maybe I wasn’t the only one that wanted to reach out in
friendship…


 











Chapter 7


Thursday, June 9th, 2016, 9:18 AM


I was back in my office, when I got my second text message with
a picture for today, this one from Mike.  I took that as a good sign, the last
week or two he’d been having Aiya do all the contact work for their cases.


Pete Anderson was eleven.  He had two older brothers,
Timothy and James, who beat him up on a regular basis to toughen him up,
and their father did nothing to stop it.  He was at the bus station trying to
get to Springfield where his father said their mother was.


Problem was, Pete’s mother was doing twenty years for armed
robbery and drug possession.  Something he didn’t know about.


It was cases like this that really bothered me, or worse,
ones where the child in question was already dead.  Generally, my visions stuck
to kids I could actually help, perhaps my subconscious once again protecting me
from bad news.  Of course, that didn’t get me completely off the hook, because
walk-ins and helping the police was more random.


I sent Mike a text back where to pick him up, and that the
home should be checked out by child services.  Sometimes, kids ran away for a
good reason.


I’d barely hit send when a strange woman walked in my
office.  She had short curly hair that barely reached her shoulders.  I was far
from fashion conscious, but I could tell she was very expensively dressed, and
her carriage showed a woman who was used to getting what she wanted.


Sharon Tanner, her six-year-old daughter had been kidnapped
three days ago.  All the information related to that filled my mind, including
the fact that FBI agent Tom Kilmer was on this case, and he’d advised Sharon
not to come here.


I played ignorant, people wanted to believe in psychics, but
would be freaked out if I actually showed a small portion of my ability, “Hello,
would you take a seat?  How can I help?”


She introduced herself, “I’m Sharon Tanner.  My daughter Amanda
was kidnapped and is being held for ransom.  The FBI screwed up the first drop,
and I haven’t been contacted again.  I’ll pay anything if you can help me.”


I nodded, “I charge a rate of a thousand a day, not on a
sliding scale per client.”


She raised an eyebrow, but then nodded once.


“I’ll get on it right away; I just need a day’s pay to get
started.”


She narrowed her eyes, “Just a day?”


I frowned, “Yes.  I normally don’t need any longer than
that, I don’t pad either.”


She wrote out the check and stared at me expectantly, this
woman had a formidable personality.  It didn’t look like she’d fall for my
usual wait an hour then send the information gig.  On top of that, I wasn’t
positive Tom would follow up on any tips I gave, he’d be sure to recognize the
voice if I left a message.


She asked, “You know already, don’t you?  I wasn’t sure if I
believed in this psychic claptrap, but I can see it in your eyes,” she said
halfway accusing, and half fascinated.


I supposed rules were made to be broken.  I pulled out a pad
and wrote down an address where she was being held.  I had information for her
of course, the man that took her was Kyle Johnson, unfortunately, he was
Kaitlyn’s ex-boyfriend.  Kaitlyn, was Amanda’s older sister of course, which
explained why Kyle knew the house well, as well as the alarm code that Kaitlyn
had foolishly shared.


The only good part to this story, was that Kaitlyn had no
clue about it.  Of course, I held all that back, she’d find out all about it
anyway.


I handed her the address, which had Aiya’s number on it.  It
was something I normally wouldn’t do, but formidable or not, this woman
wouldn’t make a stupid mistake and go there in person.  That said, I thought it
would do her good to be a part of the process, even if just to make the phone
call.


“Call that number, it’s for detective Aiya Takahashi in
missing persons.  Your youngest daughter is safe, but the man holding her is
armed.  Don’t go there yourself.”


She asked, “Why wouldn’t I call the FBI?”


“Tom Kilmer really doesn’t like me.  I’m sure you’ve seen on
the news that I work with the police department quite well.”


She nodded thoughtfully, “Very well, if this information is
accurate… thank you.”


I could sense she was trying to hold it together, and I
could see the strong connection she had with her daughter, like a rope
connecting them.  Something I could use to find her daughter, if the
information hadn’t been so readily available.  She got up and had her phone
pulled out before she left.


I took some time to meditate about air and fire.  I couldn’t
afford to slow down or stop my quest to become more powerful, not with my
family’s enemies still out there.  Whoever or whatever they were.  Perhaps
when, or if that danger passed, I could afford to slow down.  I had no
inclinations toward megalomania, or even a thirst for revenge.  Though I did
swear to get justice for my mother’s murder.


Self-preservation also drove me.  I just hoped my
motivations wouldn’t change, they say absolute power corrupts absolutely.  It
wouldn’t take much to push me off in that direction.  From everything I’ve
heard, most sorcerers did eventually go that way, even if only to see others around
them as less important than they were.


I wanted to stay unique, as Tara described it.  Not to be an
unfeeling creature who only cared about my own power.  Ironically, it is
perhaps because I grew up without my power that I actually had a chance to
succeed.  My morals and center were defined and set.  I could imagine how much
different it would have been with these powers as a teenager.


I knew a lot about each.  Fire, I needed more experience,
but I already had a lot of knowledge.  Sure, there was more, but I knew
everything about fire that Jaben had known, so it was more a question of
lacking experience, and practice.  I turned myself invisible, and tried to hold
it as I considered other things.


Air was a little more complicated, if only because it had
been completely self-taught.  Knowledge, intellect, healing, mind manipulation,
and of course, physically manipulating air such as a breeze, or a hurricane.  I
considered that I probably knew more about air, than I did about fire. 
Considering that what I knew about fire, should with practice, get me to a
three-hundred-foot radius of power and control as Jaben had…  


Did that mean the same, and more, was true of elemental air?


I came to the conclusion that for now, practice and using my
power often would be of more importance than gaining more knowledge or even
just a new perspective about the elements.  I wouldn’t completely ignore it
though, I was sure there was still plenty to learn, but practical application
was where I was lacking at this point.


Much like this morning, learning the difference between
having the knowledge of several four star chefs, and actually having the
experience of cracking eggs open without getting shell pieces into the bowl. 
Surprisingly, magic was the easier of the two, at least for me it was.


I felt someone enter my reach with air, and then within the
bounds of my fire magic.  I dropped the invisibility, or the illusion of it. 
Semantics.  I recognized who it was right away, Kira Downs, the reporter.  She
was alone this time, no cameraman.  I got up and walked over to grab a coffee,
I was still making it as she came into my office.


Without turning I said, “Good morning Kira, do you want a
coffee?  Or a bottled water?”


Kira grunted, “Coffee.  How did you know it was me?”


Many ways, the shape of her body in the air I was connected
to, the way she walked, the connection we had together that I could read with
my fire magic, and simply because I wanted to know, and my power reached out for
the information.  Of course, I couldn’t tell her any of that.


I laughed and said in a conspiratorial voice, “I’m psychic
remember?” and started to make her a coffee.


I turned around and handed her the coffee, and then gestured
invitingly toward the seat.


“What can I do for you today?”


She raised an eyebrow, “Don’t you know?”


Actually I didn’t, I could, but I didn’t.  Life would get so
boring if I pulled information about my day all the time.  Sometimes it was
just better to live life, and be surprised on occasion.  Of course, customers
with missing children were immune to this policy.


I shrugged, “I assume it has something to do with me, and
television.”


She giggled and then snorted a laugh, “Fine, I walked right
into that one.  You’re right of course.  My producer wanted me to ask if you
would come into the studio sometime for an interview, and perhaps some kind of
reading?”


I shook my head, “I’m not that kind of psychic.  I can find
people, and I choose to concentrate that on children who were taken, or can’t
defend themselves.  I don’t do messages from beyond, tell fortunes, or whatever
else it is that you have in mind.”


I looked at her directly, “I do like you miss Downs, but
neither do I have a need for attention, and I truly have no care for your station’s
ratings.  In fact, too much attention would be a detriment to what I do, and
put at risk the children I save.”


I knew if things went too far, where my life was under a
microscope, I’d have to fake my death or something.  That would mean the pack
would have to follow me to a new life, and I didn’t want to be that much of a
burden.  As it was, I knew in five years when I was twenty-six, and still
looked nineteen, it would be time to move on.  I wasn’t in a hurry for that to
happen at all.


I wondered if I could get Tara to make me some kind of
illusion amulet, maybe there was a way I could stick around longer if it seemed
like I was aging.  I really didn’t like the idea of never seeing my aunt and
cousin ever again because I wouldn’t age for hundreds of years.


I was getting a little off point, which was that it was time
to put an end to the news coverage.


I went ahead and laid a subtle compulsion without any
guilt.  She wouldn’t forget me, and would probably still do a report on me, but
she wouldn’t dig too deep or chase me either.  There was something to be said
for hiding in plain sight, but I worried the line was getting closer.  If too
many people looked into me, it would be almost impossible to cover up.  I
wasn’t nearly ready to fake my own death and move on, something supernaturals
had to do from time to time.


Kira sighed, “I didn’t think you’d say yes, but I had to
ask.  Thanks for your time… and the coffee.”


I let out a sigh of relief despite me stacking the deck when
she left the office, and I went back to my magic practice.


 











Chapter 8


Thursday, June 9th, 2016, 11:21 AM


My phone went off again, another text, this time with no
picture.  The council wanted to see me.  I knew the intention of it, the time
had come and they planned to kill me.  Both the information and the connections
were screaming it.


Damn vampires.


Still, I gave it some thought before I went.  I could leave
town if I wanted to after all, and I was wondering exactly what would happen to
the vampire population if the council went away.  The council were like strict
parents that didn’t spare the rod.  A lot of vampires were selfish, and the
power went to their heads, they saw other people as lesser.  In a way, a lot
like I was told sorcerers are, just with less power.  In some cases, it might
even be worse, because the power was freely given in the change, they didn’t
have to work for it at all.  Even strength came automatically with age.


The threat of the council kept them all in line.


On the other hand, I’d bent over backwards to not only keep
the peace, but help them with their issues, and they were going to repay me
with death?  Or at least, they would try.  They truly were evil, but leaving
them alive seemed to be the lesser evil up until this point.


What made me decide was that if I didn’t go, and just ignored
them, their next step would probably be to get leverage.  I knew vampires and
the shifter species didn’t get along.  Vampires were air, shifters were fire
and earth, and it was the earth and air part that probably drove this split
more than anything else.  Point being, I knew they wouldn’t have a qualm about
using people against me, threats, hostages, murders, and who knew what else.


It wouldn’t be the first time the council used such tactics.


I imagined that included others as well, Tara, and even the
humans in my life, Mike, Jenna, Aiya, my Aunt Mary and Cousin Amy.  No one
would be safe.  This was why I thought the council evil, they didn’t just rule
the vampires and punish transgression, they actively killed whoever they wanted
in their paranoia to keep their power.


It was a simple equation to them.  I was powerful enough to
harm them, so I had to die.  Doesn’t matter what my intentions are, to them
even if I don’t oppose them now, in a hundred, or maybe two hundred years, I might
change my mind.


So that’s why I decided to reply to Diana’s text, and let
her know I’d be over in a few minutes.  I was fairly confident they would
fail.  I was surrounded in my double air and fire shield, even if I didn’t
speed myself up to see their attack, I didn’t believe they’d be able to break
through.  Anything strong enough to do so would take out the entire building.  Regardless,
they wouldn’t live long enough to regret their betrayal.


I was very angry, but I used most of that to feed my fire shield,
to both make sure I didn’t do anything stupid, and of course it made my shield
quite a bit stronger.  I say most of my emotions because that was Jaben’s
mistake.  He died because he subsumed too much of his emotions, such as a
healthy dose of fear.  Still, I wasn’t too worried.  Vampires were fueled by
the power of air, my own element.


When I arrived at the building I checked for wards, just in
case they’d been clever enough to hire a coven to help them.  I walked in and
saw Diana waiting by the elevators, standing between them.  She was in leathers
that showed her curvy body, and a pair of calf high boots.  Her light blonde
hair was up and she looked very good.  Okay, honestly she looked sexy as hell. 
She didn’t have a welcoming look on her face or in her eyes though, but I knew
she was still angry, if not with me, because of me.


I was tempted to reach out and grab the whole plan just
then, but I truthfully didn’t want to know if she knew.  Despite knowing she’d
have no choice due to her oath, I didn’t want to know if she’d chosen the
council over me in her heart as well.  Perhaps I should have, but I was
confident in my shields.


As I walked over she reached behind her and pushed the
button to call the elevator.  I just nodded, and she nodded back.  I missed my
friend, the friendly vibrant woman I’d met ten months ago who led me through my
first steps in the supernatural world.  Yes, I had Sierra, and wouldn’t change
that for anything.  That didn’t mean it didn’t hurt.  I didn’t say anything
though, because at this point it would just cause her pain, so I sucked it up
and pulled on my big boy pants.


The elevator door opened and I walked in.  Diana followed
me, hit a button and turned toward me, standing in front of the buttons.  I
didn’t understand my mistake, or what she had done, until the elevator started
moving, and not up as it usually did.  Diana had blocked my view, so I didn’t
see her hit the down button out in the lobby, and she had blocked my view again
in the elevator, so I didn’t see her hit the basement button.


I imagine my face drained of blood as I realized how stupid
I was for not pulling the whole plan, just because I was guarding my heart, and
I was so damned arrogant that the council could never take me with my shields. 
I think I might have growled as my connection to air faded as I sunk beneath
the ground.  But I wasn’t the same kid that had to be rescued by Diana in a
basement, that could hardly control fire.


I had a fifty-foot radius now to draw for my elemental fire,
and an understanding of fire beyond that ability.  I pumped as much energy as I
could into my fire shield.  I took all my freaked out emotions and fears at
being below ground, and added it to the mix.  I also modified it since now it
would be impossible to speed my body and perceptions, it wouldn’t just protect
me, it would burn anything that tried to touch me.


I spared Diana a glare and warned her, “Don’t touch me,” and
then I faced the door, and when it reached the third basement level, the door
dinged.  


Ding.  It stuck in my mind.


It was such an absurd sound to herald fighting, and death. 
The doors opened, and I could see down a long hallway.  A long, empty hallway.


Diana said, “I’m sorry love, I don’t have a choice.”


Her words were nonsensical at first, I didn’t understand. 
But then I did, the council wasn’t down here at all, the damned cowards had
ordered Diana to do it all, not just trick me to get me down here for them to
kill as I’d first thought.  In a panic now, I tried to turn off the deadly
nature of my fire shield, but it was too late.  Just as I’d had the thought,
Diana’s teeth dropped and she rushed forward to grab my head, presumably to
twist it and feed on me.


She lit up like a torch, and I stared at her in horror.


I reached for the fire, called it back to me desperately,
but it was too late.  I’d made my shield deadly, and she fell to the ground,
blackened, eyes open, unseeing, and so very empty.  I shook my head in denial,
and my roar of outrage came out like a sob.


Arrogant, stupidly so.  It would have been so easy to stop
this, prevent her death if I’d just pulled the information.  Now she was dead. 
I felt horrified, and guilty, and angry as hell.  Yes, it was partially my
fault she was dead, but ultimately it was the council who had killed her, and hidden
like children.


I reached over and hit the button for the right floor, and
felt numb as the door closed, and I started to rise.  As soon as I reached the
first floor my magic rushed back and I reinstated my three tier shield, and
then reached out for the plan.  It was rather late, but I wanted to know who
came up with this plan and the conversation that led them to betray their ally.


The council was easily in my range, a hundred and fifty feet
was a whole lot of floors.  They’d been watching on the closed circuit camera
in the elevator, and now they were getting ready to flee.


Hell no.


I reached out and ordered the air to hold them there.  I wrapped
the three of them in their own shields so tightly they couldn’t even move a
finger.  I read their panic through my fire element as they struggled, and I smiled
a mirthless smile.  A week ago I hadn’t been strong enough.  Oh, I could have
killed them a week ago, but held them helpless in the grip of my power?  That
was new.


I thought of Diana, and wished I hadn’t been so high
minded.  I could have killed them all long ago and freed her.  Instead, she was
dead.  I sighed, and shook my head with regret, that was a path I didn’t want
to travel, would never travel.  If I had killed them long ago I’d have been
wrong too.  This was self-defense, and justice.  I wouldn’t be like them, not
even now.


The elevator opened and I walked over to the conference
room, they had the elevator camera on the television.  I turned to the three of
them.  Charis and Alexios glared at me with an implacable hatred in their
eyes.  They were so cold.  Ceara’s eyes were still on the monitor, and I could
see the weight of grief in them as she stared at Diana’s blackened body.


They didn’t talk, but then they couldn’t.


My voice sounded empty, was I in shock?


“So many things have run through my mind to say to you. 
Angry words, lecturing words.  But as I bare your lives Charis and Alexios, I
see those words would be wasted.  It never would have occurred to you to ally
to a stronger power, and even now you won’t get it.”


I shook my head, I was just babbling, trying to make sense
of the senseless.  They were evil, an uncaring evil.  Something about being
turned to vampire leached their emotions after so many years.  Ceara while cold
at times, still had the ability to feel at nineteen hundred years old.  Charis
and Alexios were empty inside.


At first I considered that it might be the element of air
doing it, that air was intellectual, the power of the mind and not emotions. 
But I realized that wasn’t right, Aitheria was a pure elemental of air, and she
was caring, loving, and a being of deep emotion.  No, it had to be something
else, something that breaks with the making of a vampire.


Something unnatural, I would never be like them.


I looked at them, studied them, and Ceara with all my power,
and I couldn’t determine the cause.  It was time to end it anyway.  With a
small burst of power, I incinerated both of them within their shields, there
was nothing but a pile of dust swirling to the ground.  There was no
satisfaction, no feeling of… anything.  Diana was still dead, gone.  Forever.


I took a seat at the table and stared at Ceara and said
three words.


“You voted no,” and I released my power.


Well, the power holding her.  I wasn’t stupid, I kept my
triple shielding up.


Ceara sat across from me warily, “What now?”


I took a deep breath, “You tell me.  We can live in peace. 
You voted no, and that’s partially why I’m not going to kill you.  I want to,
because Diana was yours, and you went along with the others and ordered her to
do what she did.  For that alone I want to kill you, but I also recognize you
had no choice.  


“More than that, if at least one of the council lives, maybe
the vampire nation won’t go crazy.  I don’t want to be responsible for all the
vampires that would go rogue without someone there to put the fear of death in
them to keep them in line.


“Lastly, I’ll let you live simply because Diana loved you
like a daughter loves her mother, and would have wished it.”


I shook my head, “I’ll stop by tomorrow, and you can let me
know.”


I just couldn’t talk to her anymore right now.  I was too
angry, and at the same time numb and empty.  I felt helpless, because there was
nothing I could do to undo what happened in that elevator.  It was absolutely
stifling.  I didn’t think Ceara was doing that much better to be honest, we
both needed time to come to terms.


I wrapped myself in the power of air, and bade it take me
home…


 











Chapter 9


Thursday, June 9th, 2016, 2:16 PM


“Why are we here Ben?” Aitheria asked softly.


Her hand caressed my cheek gently as she stood on my
shoulder.  It felt like a warm caring breeze.


“Ria.  I killed her.  I’ve killed before, self-defense,
protecting others.  But this… I don’t know what to do with this.  I should
have…”


Aitheria sent, “It isn’t your fault.  It wasn’t her fault
either.  The guilty parties are already dead, by your will and magic.  Why are
we here?”


I sighed, and looked around my apartment.  It already looked
dusty.  I’d meant to go back to the pack house, but a part of me didn’t.  So I
ended up here.  


“Do you suppose she is with him now… her mate that died so
long ago?”


Aitheria didn’t have an answer, though I really didn’t
expect one. 


I finally answered her question, “The pack is throwing a
barbeque, remember?  I just didn’t want to ruin things and bring everyone
down.  The truth is I’m not entirely sure why.  We’ll go soon.”


Aitheria was silent, but she was still a comfort.  I hadn’t
lost anyone I really cared about since my mother.  I considered using my fire
magic to suppress my emotions, but knew that would be a bad idea and cause more
harm in the long run.  Finally, I said out loud what I was thinking.


“She knew Ria.  She knew me, and she knew what I would do. 
She didn’t ignore my warning not to touch, she counted on it.  She… it was her
choice.  It was the only way she could follow the council’s orders, and save me
at the same time.  Why didn’t I see that before, why didn’t I look?”


Aitheria sent in a whisper, “Because you’d have never
done what the council did.  Using a woman to kill the man she loves, because
she is oath bound.  It never would’ve even entered your mind to use someone in
such a foul way, not even as a jest.”


I stayed in the apartment for an hour, and let my grief run,
and took comfort from my oldest companion Ria.  It was hardly enough, and it
would be a while before I was back to being myself, but eventually I had to
pull myself together, and get home.  I knew the pack had worked a half day
today after laying a foundation.  Most of the pack would be there already,
including Sierra.


I pulled the power from the air around me and had it take me
home, this time to my new home where I belonged.


 


It seemed as if I couldn’t do anything right today.  


As soon as I appeared in the yard, I was swarmed by the pack
who gave me supporting and comforting looks, touches, and hugs.  Even Carrie
who was still wary of men outside of her mate gave me a tight hug.  It hadn’t
even occurred to me until now that the pack would feel my emotional state over
the bond.  I should have blocked it, or at least, muted it.


No one asked me what happened, but I could see the question
in all of their eyes as I looked around.  Then my thoughts stuttered as I saw
Aiya there as well, looking at me worriedly while holding Todd’s hand.  I
almost smiled, guess it was getting serious.  How the hell could I tell them
now, with a human here?  On the other hand, I considered bitterly, who gives a
shit?  It wasn’t like the council was going to stop me now.


“Diana, Alexios, and Charis are dead.  I won’t know more
about how it will all shake out until I speak to Ceara again tomorrow.”


There were several pairs of wide eyes, and a few worried
looks exchanged.  I expanded on that, probably a little numb sounding, with
just the facts of what happened.  I didn’t mention supernatural races, or the
council, because everyone already knew all that except Aiya.  


When I finished, Sierra took me over to the table and sat on
my lap while the rest of the pack followed us.  Only Derik and Gerald left the
group to check on the food.  It almost made me smile, even if it was the world
ending, which it wasn’t, the werewolves wouldn’t let good food burn.


Sierra asked, “Are you alright?”


After some thought I answered, “I will be.  I’m sorry if I
worried everyone, I should have come straight back.”


And I would be, okay I mean.  If the horrific loss of my
past taught me anything it was that life had to go on.  It wouldn’t be today,
or anytime soon, but it would happen.  Slowly, the pack broke up in twos and
threes, though Sierra, Suzy, Todd, and Aiya stayed at the table.  There were a
million questions in Aiya’s eyes.


Aiya asked, “Who are Charis and Alexios, and is that the
same Diana that…” she trailed off.


I was about to offer her the same deal I made with Mike, but
screw it.  I trusted her, I’ve always trusted Aiya and knew she wouldn’t betray
me.  The only thing that had held me back at all was the council, and again,
not anymore.


“Charis and Alexios were vampires over two thousand years
old, they ruled Chicago’s supernatural world to a limited extent, and were two
of the three rulers over the entire vampire race.  Yes, the same Diana we saved
when we first met, at the bar.  She was a vampire too.”


Todd ogled at me like I’d broken the law or something,
Sierra just looked resigned.  I heard a laugh from across the yard and to be
honest it was a relief.  I wasn’t ready to join in on any fun, but I didn’t
want to drag the pack party down into some kind of group mourning exercise. 
Sierra looked torn, I knew she didn’t care for Diana at all, but at the same
time she was trying to be sensitive about it.


Aiya laughed nervously, “Vampires?” she asked half in
disbelief.


I nodded, “But you know.  Real ones, not Hollywood.  They
have heartbeats, they’re alive, and they can walk in the sun.  They eat, drink,
and all that.  The only thing Hollywood got right was they drink blood on
occasion, and are faster, stronger, and more resilient.”


Aiya asked, “And you’re telling me this now because?”


I shrugged, “Because I killed the ones that set the rules,
and I trust you.  I don’t have to worry about them hurting you anymore.”


Aiya turned to Todd, “So, what are you guys then?”


Todd looked flustered, and a bit scared.  I bit down a
hysterical laugh.  I half expected Aiya already knew what they were since she
was here, the pack would be shifting after eating for a run, so how had Todd
been planning to deal with that?  Maybe I had thrown a wrench into his plan.


Derik said just loud enough to be heard by everyone,
“Burgers and Bratwurst are ready.”


I joked, “Saved by the dinner bell,” and Todd glared at me.


I shrugged, “I won’t tell if you will, I assume you had a
plan for later on?”


Todd nodded and we dropped it.  


Aiya looked a bit curiously at me, as Todd, Sierra, and Suzy
went to load up on food.


I blurted, “There are witches too.  If you want me to shut
up, just tell me.  I think today’s events has ripped my filters off, mostly the
give a crap filter.”


Aiya narrowed her eyes, “It wasn’t your fault.  They tried
to kill you.  What I’m having a hard time accepting is that you can kill
two-thousand-year-old vampires.  Umm, wiccan creed witches, or wicked witch of
the west witches.”


“Both.  Although none of the latter live here in Chicago. 
We call them light and dark, though the light ones aren’t quite as nice as
Glenda.”


My last thought as I slipped into another damned vision was
what the hell now.  I also tried to keep my fire elemental ability out of it,
but failed miserably.


I am Zale.  All eyes of the court were on me as I entered
and moved up in front of my lord.  I ignored them, as they were beneath me, all
except the highest guardians.  Yet, I was wise enough to contain my energy
fully here in this place, it wouldn’t be the course of wisdom to chance
offending my master.


He looked down on me.  His power was on display, and I
could feel it pressing against my energy, a warning to keep my place, and a
demonstration of his power that I’m sure the whole court would feel.


“What have you learned?”


I pulled my energy together even tighter, “Nothing I can
verify, but there are rumors of an exceptionally powerful but inexperienced
sorcerer of both fire and air in Chicago making quite a name for himself.  The
fact that I can’t pull the knowledge of this, be it to verify it correct or
incorrect, lends some credence that it could be our enemy.”


My lord stormed, “If so he is a fool.  Go there, find the
truth with your own eyes if the ether will not bend to your will.”


I felt a moment of doubt, surely my lord was powerful
enough to pierce the veil over this knowledge, “Can you not simply check?”


I knew it was a stupid mistake as soon as the words left
my mouth.


My lord sent out an angry vortex that caused me to cry
out in pain, it was ripping my body apart.  A moment before I would have
expired, the storm settled and I pulled together the tattered edges of my
spirit.


“Fool, yes I could, but that might tip off Liantherius
that we are close.  Do not question me again,” another blast of elemental air
kicked me out of the court, and through several dimensions.


If I’d had a head, I would have shaken it.  As it was, my
entire being shook with fear, I got my bearings and headed for the mortal
world, and Chicago…


Judging by Aiya’s face, I’d been out of it for less than a
second.  It took me a minute to remember her other question.


I frowned, not sure how to answer it, and then I felt
Sierra’s hand on my shoulder.


“He’s too humble to answer that question.  Sorcerers are the
apex supernatural race.  Us lesser races tell our kids the sorcerers will get
them if they’re bad.  That’s why the council tried to kill him, they never
bothered looking past what he was, to who he was.”


I snorted and leaned my head back to look up at her, and she
surprised me with a soft kiss.


Aiya nodded in understanding, “He talks softly but carries a
big stick, that explains a lot.”


Sierra grinned, “Almost.  We carry big sticks.  He
carries a thermonuclear device.”


Aiya snorted and got up, “Us humans need food too, be right
back.”


I turned my head as Sierra sat in my lap, and when I went to
talk she fed me a piece of bratwurst with an impudent grin.  I returned her
smile as love filled my heart, I couldn’t help it, and felt a surge of guilt
for doing so.  Diana was dead not more than two hours.


As I chewed dutifully, I sent, “Ria, I had a vision.  Not
about a human, it was an air elemental named Zale.  He is coming here to look
for me physically, since he’s too weak to pierce your protections.”


Aitheria sent, “Show me.”


At first I wasn’t sure how, but I knew we were bound
together in some way, and when I reached for her it was almost too easy, and it
felt comfortable as I entered her mind.  I couldn’t read everything, just the
surface thoughts, but I was welcomed there with a mental embrace.  After that,
it was easy, I just replayed the memory.


Aitheria sent, “I’ll be on the lookout for him.”


I swallowed and sent, “Ria, how do I have elemental
enemies when I’m human, and what is an elemental court?”


I was a bit frustrated already, because I knew she wouldn’t
answer.  I felt her silent apology, and I retreated from her mind.  I actually
felt guilty for asking, I knew she cared about me but still couldn’t answer.  I
tried to reach for that answer, but nothing came to me.  Maybe I was powerful
enough to see Zale, but the information about the court was protected by the
lord?  Who knew, it was just a guess but probably right.


Another question I had, who the hell was Liantherius, and
was he in my side?  Was he maybe Aitheria’s lord, the one that sent her to
protect me?  I wasn’t sure, but again it made sense.  Zale, and it seemed even
Zale’s lord, feared and hated Liantherius.  I could feel it when the name was
spoken.


My last worry was I was getting too visible now.  The
unnamed elemental lord of air said I was stupid for standing out.  But really I
didn’t know what else I could have done besides flee the city, and while I
needed to keep a low profile that would have put my friends and family in
danger.  One more thing to lay at the council’s feet.  I would take
responsibility for my choice, but they were the ones that forced me to take
action.


Too many things were happening at once, and I was having a
hard time keeping two conversations straight while only being half here anyway
due to what happened earlier.  I decided I could talk to Aitheria more later,
though I wasn’t sure if there was a point.


Sierra and I were feeding each other from the same plate
when the rest of them got back to the table.  The conversation moved to more
day to day things, and I slowly relaxed.  I was still hurting, but the pack, my
mate, and the pack ally bond all soothed me to a certain extent.  Of course,
Aitheria was part of that too, and her comforting presence didn’t leave my
side.


When we finished eating, Todd turned to Aiya a little
nervously.


“I thought the best way to tell you was to show you.”


I could see the confusion on Aiya’s face when they all got
up and walked into the yard, leaving the two of us alone.  I almost laughed at
the shocked confusion, when they all started to strip.  Apparently she wasn’t
as shy as I was, because she didn’t look away, and when they changed her eyes
grew wide, and her voice squeaked.  Then the pack raced out of the back yard
and into the woods.


“Are you okay?”


Slowly, she turned to me, “Umm, werewolves?”


I nodded, “Yes.  Born only, can shift anytime.”


“Born only?”


I shrugged, “Unlike the movies, you can’t catch it from a
bite, it’s not a disease.  They’re a supernatural race, with magic to change
their shape.”


She asked sounding a little lost, “Why am I here, why me? 
He’s…”


I shook my head, that wasn’t my business to tell, “You
should ask him that, but I imagine for the same reason I’m here, and with
Sierra.”


She nodded, “Alright, witches, sorcerers, vampires,
werewolves, what else?”


“That’s all I know about.  There might be more, but if so
they hide even from us.”


I knew that was only a half truth, but I was leery in
telling her about the non-mortal races, such as the ones created from pure
magic and spirit, the elementals.


She took a deep breath and stood up, “I need a beer, want
one?”


I nodded, a beer sounded like a really good idea…


 











Chapter 10


Friday, June 10th, 2016, 7:16 AM


I woke to Sierra’s soft loving touch for a morning reprise
of last night’s passion.  Somehow the grief and loss magnified the love and
made things more intense.  It was quite a while before we made our way to the
shower and then down for breakfast.  


I spied Aiya already at the table, on Todd’s lap, and thought
it safe to assume their conversation went well last night.  It also occurred to
me as we moved into the kitchen to grab coffee, that she’d taken all the
revelations well last night.  Maybe because she’d known the supernatural was
out there for most of the last year, and it had mitigated some of the shock.


Or maybe Aiya was just that open minded, and awesome.  After
all, knowing about it, and seeing it, are two entirely different things.


There was still an ache in my chest, but I wasn’t quite as
numb as I was yesterday.  I wasn’t foolish enough to think I’d moved on that
fast, I was sure it would hit me again, hard.  It was more than just grief for
the loss, it was all the guilt for my involvement, and my stupidity.


We took a seat at the table and dug in, and I looked up as I
sensed Aiya’s eyes on me.


“So… Todd said you could get me back to the city fast.  I’m
going to be late if he was wrong.”


I nodded, “I can, just let me know when you’re ready and I
can get you to your apartment.”


She looked at her watch, “I really should go.”


“Alright, stand up, close your eyes, and don’t open them
until all motion has stopped, which will take about four seconds.  Otherwise
you’ll get very dizzy.”


She looked a little nervous, and I grinned teasingly at
her.  Of course, it had the expected effect, her visage turned stony and she
stood up and glared at me, all five foot two of her cuteness.  Nothing like a
little anger to chase away the fear of the unknown.  Hopefully, she wouldn’t be
too mad at me.


I surrounded her in air, and after checking to make sure it
was all clear, I waved goodbye and sent her to her apartment in the city.  Of
course, I couldn’t help but remote view a few seconds longer, I was dying to
see the look on her face…


 


It was still fairly early when I got the text from Ceara
inviting me to come by.  I considered appearing in the room she was in, simply
to put her off balance.  I decided however that showing off would be a stupid
use of my power, it was only a short walk from my office after all.  The other
reason was I really didn’t want to talk to her badly enough to rush, and might
have even been putting it off.


When I walked into the building I was surprised by who was
standing there.  All I’d really done was check to make sure it wasn’t another
trap, I hadn’t dug into the details of my visit or what she wanted. 
Truthfully, beyond her not planning to kill me, I didn’t much care.  Still, the
political thing to do was to make peace, and I firmly reminded myself that she
voted no.


Either way, the surprise was the person that was waiting for
me at the elevators.  She was wearing a conservative light blue dress,
appropriate for work.  Her shiny dark blue black hair stood out against it, and
her gray eyes were welcoming.


Caroline smiled impishly at me, “Hello again.”


“Hi Caroline, how did you get stuck meeting me?”


She smirked as we got on the elevator, “No one else wanted
the job, too scared.”


I raised an eyebrow, “You’re not?”


She hit the button, for the right floor I noted, and said,
“Of course not, you saved my life, and my family’s.  Sure, you could cut my
head off with a look, but that’s not who you are.”


I faux scowled at her, “It also takes a small effort of will
you know.”


She laughed, “Not funny,” as the doors opened she said,
“This way Mr. Edwards.”


“Mr. Edwards?”


“You’re the boss, I can call you Ben then?”


The boss?


I didn’t get to ask that question, as I was shuffled into a
conference room with Ceara, and Caroline closed the door from behind me staying
in the hallway.


I nodded politely, “Ceara.”


She waved to a seat and I took it.  There was a folder in
front of me, and I was both confused, and despite myself, a little curious.


Ceara said, “I’ve compiled a financial statement for you,
take a look.”


I opened it up and scanned the summary on the first page,
and my confusion increased.  It listed five thousand properties with a joint
value of three point two billion dollars.  Hundreds of businesses that had a
combined estimated worth of over four billion, and last but not least, a
combined total of eleven bank accounts in excess of one point five billion
dollars.  What the hell was this?


I looked up at Ceara questioningly, and her eyes widened
with understanding.


Ceara explained, “That is the combined worth of all the
liquid and business assets that Charis and Alexios built over the last two
thousand years.  They are yours now Ben, it’s how our world works.  Of course,
they were transferred to a different name, and if you look in the folder pocket
you’ll find identification for a Ben Franklin.  You see, transferring that much
to your real name would open up too many questions.  It’s better if you file as
two separate people.”


Ben Franklin, really?  I almost laughed.


“I had no idea, I was just defending myself.”


Ceara shrugged, “It is what it is.  Of course, that packet
includes the building we’re sitting in now.  I’ll vacate it within the next
couple of days.  The staff of course will stay, but I felt it prudent to move
to another city entirely to keep down confusion, which means you are also in
charge of Chicago.”


In charge of Chicago.  I nodded inanely like I had a clue
what that meant.  Then I remembered what I was, and pulled all the information
and tried to make sense of it.  Well, it cleared up one thing, Caroline called
me boss because she was now my personal assistant, and she was here to keep an
eye on the company for me.  She was also my liaison and interface to the other
vampires that worked here.  In addition to their normal work, the vampires here
would respond to circumstances needing to be covered up to maintain secrecy.


Caroline was newly made vampire, less than a handful of
months, but the rest of the vampires in Chicago were terrified of me, so much
so that apparently they wouldn’t have problems accepting her authority in my
name.  She was trustworthy too, and probably too nice for the position she was
in, but she could handle it.


Apparently I only needed to get directly involved if there
was a rogue the senior people couldn’t take out, or if someone came in to try
and takeover.  Oh, and I was insanely rich.  


Ceara was going to Seattle to rule the vampire race from
there, as well as try and find replacements for Charis and Alexios, but didn’t
plan on telling me that.  She was worried if we were both here, it would
confuse things as to who was in charge, and who the vampires in this building
reported too.  There was also the practical matter that as the ruler of the
vampire race, it wouldn’t look right if she reported to another being, and was
seen to be subservient to me.


After yesterday, that meant her only choice was to move.


I kind of got that, she would already have enough problems
keeping them in line with the death of the other two councilors.  She wouldn’t
have an issue taking over there, a vampire already ran it who was her ally, and
she had a number of businesses there already.


As far as the rules of the vampire race, Ceara would be in
charge, as far as this business and covering up supernatural shenanigans in
Chicago, apparently I was.  This was crazy, and a complete surprise.  Aitheria
was laughing on my shoulder, no doubt enjoying my shock.  I made a note to
myself to pull information on business, both here and internationally. 
Apparently I had people that took care of that now, but I’d need to be able to
check up on them.


It sounded not fun, but being as I was ridiculously wealthy
now, I supposed I could bear it.


Then of course there were my family’s enemies, who seemed to
have a lead on me already.  How the hell was I supposed to lay low running a
damned city?  Then again, it was more just a lot of responsibility, and not all
that much authority.  I just had to make sure exposure didn’t happen.


“I wasn’t expecting any of this, but I can accept it.”


If I didn’t, then who would?  Ceara was the only one here
capable of it, and she was leaving.


Ceara said, “If you have any questions, you can contact me,
or use Caroline if you don’t wish to speak to me directly.”


I nodded, “Not right now, but I’ll let you know.”


Caroline was still waiting right outside, and we exchanged
numbers before I left.  My life was really weird sometimes.  It was also
complicated, somehow I’d gained a lot and it all related to a close friend’s
death.  I didn’t know what to do with all my feelings, they were all over the
place.


I wondered how to break the news to Sierra.  Oh, yeah, I’m a
billionaire now, and I have a new personal assistant that could be a model. 
Nope, I think I’ll try a different approach.  Of course, I wasn’t really that
worried about the latter part, she would know there was nothing to that.  It
was my human upbringing that skewed my thinking there.


“Excuse me, are you Ben?” I heard a voice ask as I stepped
outside.


I turned toward the voice and saw a woman that looked right
around thirty.  She had light brown hair, hazel eyes, and despite only being
five foot three, willowy was the best way to describe her.  She had a friendly
cute face that was fairly attractive.  I was a little wary about this person,
who seemed to know my name, so I reached for her information, and nothing at
all came back.  I reached forward with my power and felt… nothing.  She was
shielded.


She rolled her eyes, “That’s rude, cut it out.”


I pulled back my power and raised an eyebrow, “Really?  So
is ambushing someone as they walk out of a building.”


She smiled, “Point.  I’m sorry if I made you feel nervous or
defensive.  I’m Melody Shore.  Now that we’re not strangers, want to get a
coffee?”


I had no idea who, or what, she was.  Much less what she
wanted.  I was also sure revealing my ignorance by asking would be a huge mistake. 
Really, there were only two options, an earth sorceress, or some kind of
supernatural I’d never met or even heard of before.  And I’m only guessing
that, because I couldn’t sense her shields at all.  


Sure, a witch could do it too, but they were more likely to
mix all four elements into a shield, and I’d feel the other three.  I was also
getting the idea she only looked thirty, but was probably around ten times
that.


I sighed, “How did you know my weakness?  Coffee sounds
fine.”


Her laugh was tinkling, and had an ease to it.  She was very
self-assured, confident.  It was a little frustrating trying to read someone
only by body language.  We walked over to the Starbucks, and grabbed a couple
of coffees.  Like me, she went for a simple coffee and we found an empty table
and took a seat.


“So Melody, what prompted you to seek me out?”


Melody winked, “I heard what happened yesterday, I’ve been
friends with Ceara for centuries, and wanted to check up on her.  Honestly, I
was quite shocked when she told the story that you didn’t simply kill her.”


She put on a conspiratorial look and whispered, “Most of our
kind are complete jerks that way.”


Well that settled it, she was a sorceress of earth, that was
why I couldn’t feel her at all.  I was completely blind to her magic, which
meant for all I knew she was preparing to suck me down through the floor and
into the earth.  Still, running for my life seemed like a stupid idea, if she
wanted a fight I wouldn’t get far, and she seemed nice enough.


I shrugged, “She voted no.  I was also concerned half the
vampires would go rogue if they didn’t have anyone to keep them in line, but
really, it was mostly that first one.  She’s also the only decent one of the
three.  Don’t tell her I said so, but I’ve always liked her best.”


Melody tilted her head, “Maybe, but she went along with the
vote.  Granted, she didn’t have much of a choice, but like I said, most of our
kind wouldn’t have been that understanding.  So I wanted to meet you.  Maybe
trade contact information?”


I smiled, “We can do that.  If only because you’re the first
of our kind that didn’t try to kill me at our first meeting.  Not that I’ve met
all that many.”


She grinned and said teasingly, “Isn’t that a bit
presumptive?  After all, this is still our first time meeting.”


I laughed, “I suppose I’m a bit of an optimist.”


She shook her head and looked wistful, though I was pretty
sure it was faked, “I remember those days,” and pulled out her phone.


I took mine out and we shared contact cards.


She shrugged, “There’s always meeting number two.  I just
wanted to say hello today, I need to get going.  It was nice meeting you Ben.”


I said, “You too Melody,” and found that I actually meant
it. 


I watched her as she left the store.  It was a strange
meeting to be sure, but I was fairly confident that she wasn’t an enemy.  I
supposed time would tell…


 











Chapter 11


Friday, June 10th, 2016, 10:02 AM


It was still so early in the day, and I was already considering
calling it quits and hanging out at the house.  I had no idea when I decided
not to simply leave the city that I’d be in the middle of so many
complications, or so bright a spotlight.  In retrospect it was stupid for me
not to expect it.  Alexios, Charis, and Ceara were the council over all
vampires for over a thousand years, of course the news would travel wide and
fast like a grassfire.  No doubt that’s what Zale had picked up on…


Although, to be fair, I couldn’t have expected the money, or
responsibility for Chicago.  Ceara had just dumped it on me, and I felt
obligated to accept.  Hopefully, there wouldn’t be too many problems, if the
vampires of the city were truly scared of me maybe they’d behave.  I wasn’t
worried so much about Tara and the pack, who comprised all the witches and
werewolves in the area I was aware of.  Then again, there was no shortage of
stupid in people, and in the end, vampires were simply people that had blood as
a staple in their diet, and quite often delusions of grandeur.


A man in a dark gray suit walked in my office, he looked
like a Fed to me.


“I’m Ben, can I help you?”


“Krantz, FBI.  Major crimes division.  I was hoping you
could help me.”


As I pulled the information, I realized as the head of
Chicago I should immediately beat myself up.  I’d had way too much good
exposure in the press lately, and even the police believed me as a whole and
leaked information to the press.  


I held in a sigh as agent Krantz pulled out a stack of
photos and started to lay them on my desk.


He gave me a challenging look, “You can find missing kids,
can you find these men?  They’ve all killed people while committing other
crimes, and are on our wanted list.  Real monsters.”


Damn.  It wasn’t that I didn’t want to help, but saving
children from either evil, or even themselves on occasion, was my exception to
the rules.  Even when I found out what I truly was and understood I shouldn’t
draw attention to myself, the investigations were something I didn’t, or
couldn’t, give up.  The last thing I needed to do was bring more scrutiny on my
life, human or supernatural.


I knew I was a terrible liar, so I put a little bit of
mesmerizing power behind it to convince him I spoke nothing but truth.


“I’m sorry agent, I’d like to help you, but my psychic
ability is tuned toward missing or kidnapped children.  It’s not something I
can control.”


I think I might have even blushed from the bald faced lie. 
But he just stared at me a few more moments and then gathered up the photos.  I
also felt a bit guilty, because I already knew where each and every one of
those men were.  But I was part of a different reality, and I couldn’t save the
whole world.  Maybe if I keep telling myself that it will actually sink in, I
think I had a hero complex.


Agent Krantz said, “I understand, have a good day Mr.
Edwards.”


I nodded in acknowledgment as he turned to leave.  I just
hoped that the fact agent Tom Kilmer hated me, would prevent the FBI’s
kidnapping division from approaching me.  I knew I should probably back away
from it all, but I also knew that would never happen.


My phone went off and I took a look.  Caroline wanted to
meet for lunch, and the stabbing pain in my chest took me by surprise as I
remembered all the times Diana and I met for a midday meal.  When it passed, I
replied that I would, when, and where…


 


Caroline looked stunning in that same light blue dress from
this morning, but truthfully I hardly noticed.  I was young, and a guy, so I
did notice a bit, but I think it was a mixture of Diana’s death still affecting
me, and getting used to being around beautiful women all the time in general. 
The supernatural world was full of them, including all the other women in the
pack who were quickly becoming sisters to me.  I remembered as I sat that
Caroline had been changed simply because her dead vampire sire had wanted her
as soon as he laid eyes on her.  At least the sick bastard had good taste.


I also supposed having a beautiful mate might have something
to do with it as well.  I no longer worried about my awkwardness, and the fact
I hadn’t had any good long term relationships, not now that I’d finally found
the right one.  Sure, the awkwardness wasn’t completely gone, but enough of it
was that I could ignore it.


Caroline’s smile was a little unsure as I joined her, “Hi
Ben, I thought we should talk a bit, and if you have any questions about the
coven…” she trailed off.


I managed a real smile and replied, “Sounds good.  So, you
seem to be doing very well?”


I could have told her I could learn anything about the coven
I needed to know of course, but it seemed prudent not to advertise my abilities
all that much.  Plus, it would be good for our working relationship to interact
and for her to get to know me.  I realized a danger of my power would be to
simply take what I wanted information wise, and not care for others in my life.


Oh, not my family, or the pack, but everyone else.  In a way
it would be easier.  But I still saw it as a trap, I didn’t want to use
Caroline, or anyone, simply as an information resource.  I knew if I did I’d
eventually grow secretive, and be cold to all those around me.  That was one of
the more obvious pitfalls of being a sorcerer of air.


She nodded and her smile got a little strained, “I am.  I
miss them of course, my old family, but the coven isn’t so bad, and Ceara has
been helping me.  Most of the others aren’t too bad.  I think I surprised her
when I volunteered for this.”


She smirked, “Most of the coven, they think I’m crazy.”


The conversation paused as the waiter came by and took our
order.


“So things are quiet right now?”


She nodded, “Ceara kind of told me what to expect.  Right
now everyone is scared to move lest you stomp them like a bug.  But human
nature will reassert itself, that will wear off after it keeps not happening,
and they’ll start pushing the rules again.  Rogues from out of town won’t be
too big a worry, because the ones that hate the council will go wherever Ceara
ends up to start trouble there instead.  


“Internally, the coven is pretty stable.  Up until…” she
waved a hand, “You know, the council was here, so all the vampires in Chicago
are fairly stable individuals.  The idiots didn’t last very long.


“Right now the bigger worry will be other strong
supernaturals coming to challenge you.  Though, I don’t think there will be
that many.  Sorcerers aren’t thick on the ground, and there are a lot of cities
out there free for the taking.”


That was a nice thought, I wouldn’t mind it being
uncomplicated, at least for now.  I just wished I was half as confident as she
was that I could take any sorcerer wanting to move on Chicago.


I asked, “What do you need from me to do your job?”


Aitheria sent, “I like this one.”


I replied silently, “Me too.  She has ambition but won’t
overreach herself, and believes absolutely that I’d never harm anyone without
cause.  She’ll ride my coattails as long as I’ll let her, and never betray me.”


Caroline took a moment to think about it before answering, “Outside
of being available, I’m not sure yet.  Technically the coven still reports to
Ceara, except for keeping the secret.  In those cases, you’ll be judge and jury
so…  I also might have a question about the business once in a while, mostly it
will run itself.”


I smiled, “Don’t worry, I won’t leave you hanging out to
dry.  Maybe we could do this once a week so you can pass on the non-critical
stuff going on?”


She seemed relieved by that, and we paused again as the food
arrived at the table.  As for me, it never hurt to have more friends and
allies, holding Caroline at arm’s length wouldn’t do me any favors.  Plus, it
would be worth the effort…


 


My afternoon felt open, so I closed up the office and went
out of the city to somewhere I could be alone, and practiced fire and air,
while meditating.  Zale still hadn’t found us yet, but the more prepared I
could make myself the better off I’d be.  Mostly I stuck with invisibility
while wielding other power, such as real fire, and small twisters that were man
sized.


I also pushed myself, trying to reach further and expand my
spheres of fire and air access.  I was definitely getting better with
invisibility, but it was hardly second nature yet.  It wasn’t that I thought
I’d use that skill all that much, but it was very complicated and a good way to
train my mind to do many things at once.


It was as I was moving around, constantly modifying the
light to hide my presence, that an idea hit me, something that Jaben hadn’t
ever considered.  Though, now that I had it seemed kind of obvious.


Illusions.


I started by trying to modify the light nearby me in an
attempt to create the illusion of a small flame.  The first result was kind of
laughable, it was completely opaque which made it look wrong, and it didn’t
move like a flame would.  It looked more like a picture of a candle flame, than
a real candle flame.  It was also incredibly difficult, turning invisible
involved twisting light that was already there, bending it around me from every
possible angle so I remained unseen.


Creating an illusion on the other hand meant controlling
light and changing it into something that wasn’t already there.  It was more
than bending light, it was changing light, modifying the frequency of
what was there and only for the shape I was looking for.  Then just to make it
more difficult, there were many different frequencies in even the smallest
flame.


The longer I tried and failed, the more I was determined to
make it work.  I was having so much trouble with the little flame, that my
desire to create intricate illusions of people and things seemed more and more
impossible.  But I was stubborn, and it was great practice to improve my
understanding, and channel my element of fire.


I called bull crap on myself, it had nothing to do with
practice anymore, I was obsessed.  Even if it took me centuries I wouldn’t stop
trying.  I wasn’t sure exactly why, maybe simply because I couldn’t do it yet. 
Most of the things I’ve tried with magic came pretty easy to me, but then I
hadn’t really done much beyond the basics had I?  And this was a challenge.


I also worked with air, trying to generate sounds, from a
whispered voice, to a shockwave that would splinter a tree.  Ironically, the
latter was very simple, while the subtlety of a whispered voice took a lot of
effort.  Vibrating the air to create sound waves was easy, duplicating the
intricacy of a voice, and language, was something else entirely.


Destruction, blowing things up, destroying enemies, that was
the easy thing.  Like a toddler hitting things with a hammer.  Perhaps a
toddler of the most powerful supernatural race, and a hammer most could not
survive, but a baby nonetheless.  To advance, I needed to practice, and learn
the hard stuff, the subtle things.  I imagined one day being able to create an
illusion of a person, and using air magic to make the sounds of ruffled fabric,
speech, the sound of the boots falling on the ground as they walked and talked.


But I also wondered if my mind was even capable of so much
intricacy, controlling millions of points of light at once, in concert.  Just
the idea of it was staggering.


It was getting late in the afternoon, and I knew Sierra
would be home soon.  I hadn’t made much progress, but I knew it would take
time.  In a way I was counting on it, it took the practice that I needed to do
anyway, and made it a lot more interesting.  I wrapped myself in the power of
air and ordered it to take me home.


 











Chapter 12


Friday, June 10th, 2016, 5:46 PM


For the second day in a row I had a story to tell the pack. 
This time of course, about being in charge of Chicago, though in charge was
certainly an exaggeration.  Responsible for, might be a better term.  We were
sitting around the table out in the backyard, werewolves just didn’t like being
inside much.  It was Derik, Selene, Carrie, Gerald, Clint, and Sierra was in my
lap.  It seemed to be her favorite place to sit, and I had no objections at
all.


They took the news well, and were supportive.  Of course, it
was Gerald that pointed out the obvious.


“You might want to keep a close eye on your human family. 
Most supernaturals won’t want to fight you for the city, but an especially
sneaky one might come at you sideways.  Demand you step down in their favor, or
harm your family.”


It was a good thought, and I was surprised I hadn’t
considered it, especially when I had considered that it was the primary reason
and worry that made me take out the council, instead of simply leaving the city
in the first place.  It was certainly possible, but it would be hard for anyone
to pull off.  Not when I could easily locate and rescue them.  Of course, if a
friend or member of my family were dead already, that might be horrifically bad
for who did it, but in the end they’d still be dead.


“What can I really do though to prevent that from happening,
besides deal with it quickly if it does happen I mean.”


Selene asked, “Can you link to them?  The way you did with
Katie when the rogue pack was attacking I mean.  I understand you did the same
with…”


She let her voice trail off, obviously not wanting to say
Diana’s name.  I had linked with her when Jaben and the rogue were hunting the
council, and she’d been pissed about it.  It’s beyond ironic the council and
her had died by my hand less than week later, when I’d gone to such lengths and
risked my life to save them just last week.  All dead besides Ceara that is.  I
shook my head trying to shake off the dark thoughts before I started to wallow
in depression.


I frowned, unsure of the idea, “I could, but the idea makes
me feel uneasy.  In Katie’s case I had permission and she’d had full
disclosure, and we all did it with the knowledge it was very temporary.  It’s
rather an invasive thing, it would be a violation of the privacy of their minds
and lives.  Plus, for it to really do any good it would have to be for the rest
of their lives.  I’m not sure it’s the best thing.”


Carrie tilted her head, “We could create a protection amulet
of sorts, especially if Tara helped us.  One that could alert us if they were
in danger by another supernatural, or even around one of us.  But how could we convince
them to never remove it without explaining why?”


That was actually a good idea and I smiled.  I’d hoped my
power would alert me if they were in trouble, but I knew I really couldn’t
depend on it, not unless I was constantly watching with will behind it, which I
knew would be impossible.  My power was erratic when it came to those close to
me, and I believed the reason for that was Air was the power of cool
intellect.  The emotions I held for those close to me didn’t entirely disrupt
my power, but it did have an effect.


Before I could answer her, Derik came up with the same
answer I had, and he said, “Compel them.  It’s perhaps a little invasive, but
you’d only be forcing them to wear something.  Not exactly the same as having
access to their minds all the time.”


Sierra added thoughtfully, “You should do the same for Mike,
Jenna, and Aiya.”


“So maybe two necklaces, or would earrings be better?  Bracelets? 
I was thinking for Mike and Jenna, and my aunt and uncle we could just… borrow
their wedding rings for an hour or two.  Would that work?”


I didn’t get along with my uncle very well, but that didn’t
mean I wouldn’t watch out for him too.  I’d have to go shopping tomorrow for my
cousin and Aiya.  For once I didn’t mind that I’d had trouble getting close to
people, at least the list was small.  I wasn’t worried about the pack, they
could already send me emotions through the ally bond, to call me and the others
if necessary.


Selene nodded, “Sounds like a plan.  Earrings might be
better.  Necklaces and bracelets generally accessorize clothes, being forced to
wear one necklace for the rest of a woman’s life sounds like a nightmare. 
Diamond earrings go with anything.”


I decided she would know since I was hardly an expert in, or
even acquainted with, women’s fashion.  It wasn’t like I couldn’t afford it now,
so I’d go with that.  My conscience squirmed, and it took me a minute to figure
out why.


“Including Mike, Jenna, and Aiya is a great idea, but since
they know about our world, I’m less inclined to mesmerize them and just tell
them the truth.”


Clint nodded, “Have we missed anything, or anyone?  What
about Tara and this new vampire, Caroline?  Most of our world knows you’re allies
with both.  Granted, they’re both capable supernaturals themselves, they might
even be offended that they’d need you to rush in and save them, but…”


Sierra laughed, “I’m not sure about Caroline, but I’m pretty
sure Tara would object, or tell Ben he needs to wear jewelry himself, so she
can rescue his butt.”


I felt the humor and chuckled lightly, but of course she was
right, and that sobered me quickly.  The women in my life were not weak.  Not
even the human ones.  I was kind of afraid of giving Aiya a choice, she might
say no.  I knew feeling guilty for putting targets on their back was stupid, it
would be the people that came after me for either power or some other reason
that were at fault.  But I felt it just the same.  I couldn’t protect the
world, or even be responsible for everyone I knew, but my heart wasn’t feeling
that message.


Derik chimed in again, “There are also other complications
for Caroline.  A coven is hardly united like a pack, there are factions within
it, and politics.  If we used the proposed spell of having antagonistic
supernaturals around them on her jewelry, it will be going off constantly even
if she’s not in true danger.”


Carrie waved that away, “That’s not an issue, if Tara and
Caroline get involved they both have magic.  We can figure out a way for them
to deliberately trip it if they need help unlike the humans.  It would even be
a much simpler spell.”


“It seems like a plan, let me check and see who is onboard.”


For my three family members who lived in ignorance I
wouldn’t give a choice.  I did call Mike and Jenna who agreed after a long
explanation, they would surrender their wedding bands when I came by tomorrow
for a short time.  When I called Aiya she gave me crap for interrupting her
date, and then told me she didn’t wear jewelry.  I was totally clueless.  I’d
never even noticed.  In my defense… guy.  She finally relented though and
agreed to wear an ankle bracelet.


That was all the humans.


Tara laughed in my face, or she would have if we weren’t on
the phone, because she had already created one, using one of my hairs.  She
could contact me at any time through her magic already.  She also said she’d be
happy to work with Selene and Carrie on creating some similar enchantments for
everyone else.


Witches are scary.


Caroline also agreed when I spoke to her, but she was a bit
shocked at the offer.


So I had to pick up a pair of diamond earrings for Caroline
and my sister, and Aiya was coming with me to pick out her ankle bracelet,
since I’d be incapable of picking something tasteful.  Apparently.


The conversation broke up after that and went back to just
normal every day talk and banter that any family would share, as we waited for
dinner to be ready.  Of course, I started checking on everyone once in a while,
getting it done tomorrow was pretty quick, but my mind stubbornly worried about
what could happen tonight.  It was apparent that I’d messed up enough, been in
the spotlight enough, that it was just a matter of time before my enemies found
me.


I sent, “What’s the plan when Zale finds us?  He has to
be in the city by now, right?”


Aitheria didn’t even hesitate, “I’ll destroy him before
he can take word back to his lord.  It isn’t perfect, because they’ll know
something happened.  But they won’t know exactly what, if they found their
target or if their scout ran into something else.  At best, it will buy us a
little time.  Most likely they’ll send more elemental scouts and their mortal
allies.”


Supernatural allies, like the ones that killed my mother,
and tried to murder me as a child.


It also brought up the same old questions.  I had elemental
and supernatural enemies.  But why?  I knew it had something to do with the
essence of an elemental, the elemental soul that lived in the core of my body,
but that didn’t really tell me anything.  I dropped my train of thought as
Sierra stood and helped me up from the chair, it was time for dinner…


 











Chapter 13


Friday, June 10th, 2016, 9:02 PM 


I had never been that bothered by the idea of vampires
feeding on blood.  It wasn’t like the movies.  Old vampires hardly had to feed
at all, maybe once a year.  Even newborn vampires only fed every few days and
were quickly weened to weekly within a few months.  I wasn’t sure exactly why
that was, but I knew they had the power of air in them, it was what made their
bodies faster and stronger, it made their minds sharper, and it gave them the
power to mesmerize.


Probably the most notable attribute was the constant healing
that ran through their body, staving off all disease, aging, and even healing
wounds quickly.  A newborn could heal a small wound in just a day, completely
gone.  An old vampire, over a thousand years in age, would heal a mortal wound
in seconds.


That part was obvious, as they aged, they could draw more
power, making them faster and more durable.  My best guess was my own
experience, using the power of air to speed up my body fatigued me.  Perhaps
blood was needed to offset that, otherwise despite the healing the vampire body
would eventually consume itself.  But… that was just a guess.  It also bore the
question why the older more powerful ones didn’t need more blood, perhaps their
body changed or simply became accustomed to the power.  I didn’t know.


The truth was, despite examining a vampire, I had no idea
where they got their air power from, or how they got it.  It was all automatic,
so even Diana hadn’t been able to tell me that.


When vampires feed, their target enjoys benefits as well. 
Vampires only feed about as much as a blood donation at the red cross, so there
was very little danger toward a human because of it.  The only exception to
that of course, was a rogue vampire who enjoyed causing pain or even death. 
The other benefit humans received was a temporary connection to the vampire’s
healing.  The wounds from the bite would clear quickly, and it would even heal
other physical scrapes or discomforts elsewhere on the body.


In short, unless a vampire was a sadistic bastard, feeding
was actually beneficial and the human would be much healthier after.  As a
result, I’d never been fussed about vampires feeding at their club, Spirits. 
It seemed to work out just fine, it was dark, they could mesmerize their
victims to forget, it ensured the humans had a good time, and the other humans
couldn’t sense anything wrong in the dim light while having fun drinking and
dancing.


No harm no foul right?


Except when I checked on my family this latest time, right
after nine, I discovered my underage cousin Amy, who was more like a sister to
me, wasn’t at her best friend’s house at a sleepover as she had told my aunt. 
Nope, she was dancing away at Spirits having a good old time.


Suddenly, vampire feeding didn’t seem that beneficial to
me.  The idea of a vampire feeding on my, I’ll say it again, underage cousin,
pissed me off to no end.  Of all the damned clubs in Chicago to sneak off to,
she had to go to that one?  The one good thing was she had the under twenty-one
bracelet on so she wasn’t drinking.  But still, she shouldn’t have got in the
place at all being under eighteen, not just under the drinking age of twenty-one.


It wasn’t exactly hypocritical, there was a sensuous element
to a vampire feeding, and I really hated that idea right now.  I knew she was
probably safe, and I was just being an overprotective big brother, but she’d
also lied to get there.


Truth be told, I was more concerned about the human element
in the club, rather than the vampires.  But the idea of either of those
elements taking advantage of my cousin had me rather angry.  My heart picked up
speed as I thought of all the things that could happen to her, and I tried to
calm it down fast, but of course Sierra heard it, and scented my surge of anger
and worry.


“What’s wrong?”


I cleared my throat which had gone dry, “Amy’s at Spirits.”


Sierra shook her head and sighed, “You want to go drag her
home?”


I frowned, I very much did.


“What do you think?  I mean, sneaking off to a club at the
age of sixteen is what teen girls do right?  I can’t shelter her from life, and
so far she really isn’t in danger.  I’m just having nightmares about a vampire
taking more than blood from her, or some dirt bag with a date rape drug trying
to ply her with drinks.  I know that’s not really all that likely.”


She shrugged, “You can’t wrap her with bubble wrap and
protect her from everything.  There’s a line though.”


I nodded, “That’s the problem.  Last year I wouldn’t have
hesitated.  But she’s at the age she needs to go out and learn those lessons,
she needs to make her own mistakes so she can grow and learn.  But, is she too
young for where she is?  She’s not drinking, at least, not that I can tell. 
And she’s only dancing with her friends, right now anyway.”


Sierra shook her head, “I think you’re trying to
overcompensate.  She’s two years too young to be allowed in the club, even with
a non-alcohol band on.  Maybe she has a false identification?”


When I didn’t respond she winked and stood up, “Be right
back.”


I asked, “Where are you going?”


She grinned, “To put on a clubbing dress of course.  If you
just show up in jeans and a t-shirt how will you explain why you’re there.  You
should change too.”


I stood and followed her to our bedroom, she was right, I
needed to bust Amy, even if she’d hate me for it…


 


I had two issues.  One, Sierra looked amazing in her little
black dress, I could hardly take my eyes off of her even though I was
intimately familiar with what lay underneath.  Two, I was about to bring a
werewolf to a vampire club.  They weren’t exactly sworn enemies, but vampires
saw themselves as above werewolves, which of course pissed off werewolves.  It
was part of the air and earth thing again, but more than that, vampires didn’t
age at all, while werewolves aged slowly.  And although a werewolf was well
matched against a vampire under a hundred, the vampires outstripped a
werewolf’s power by far once they got above two hundred or so.


Except when they faced a pack and their combined magic that
is, especially with a mystic present.  A strong mystic could dampen a vampire’s
powers, and enhance her pack’s.  Even the alpha alone could draw on their pack
to become stronger.


Werewolves on the other hand, were contemptuous of the
divisiveness of covens, that vampires had to prey on humans to survive at all,
and of course saw themselves as better since they were born what they were.  A
true race, rather than a human taken and changed into something else.


As I said, it was partly earth and air, but it was more than
that as well, which kept the two races apart.


Hopefully I was borrowing trouble where there was none, but
I wouldn’t bet on it.  I got the idea Sierra was coming along with me as much
to tweak noses as be in my company.


Sierra didn’t have any problems picking out the first issue
with her sense of smell.  Heck, the whole house probably knew by now what
effect she was having on me in that sinfully sexy dress, but I knew none of
them would care, or at least only see it as a positive.  I was giving serious
thought to having a night out with my mate if she wore more dresses like that. 
Plus, I realized just hanging around the pack house all the time might be
taking her for granted.


She was mine, her wolf had chosen me, but that wasn’t
license for me to not work on our relationship was it?


She smiled at me as if she was the one that had won
something, she loved having that effect on me, but there was also a tinge of
amusement there. 


Her voice was smoky and very warm, “You can unwrap me later
love, focus on Amy.  We won’t be there long, just long enough to get her out of
there.  Although, you could probably talk me into a dance or two.”


There was a glint in her eyes that told me it was more than
just about having fun together, or even tweaking the nose of some vampires, which
was there too, but it was also about claiming me as her mate blatantly, in
front of the vampires whom I had suddenly gained a small bit of authority
over.  I was hardly going to object.  I was hers just as much as she was mine.


I used remote viewing to scope out the area, and then moved
us to a place just a block away from the club while making us invisible, which
didn’t have any nearby humans, and was shaded very darkly.  I was being
cautious, and double checked with my air power for people within a hundred and
fifty feet of me, and anything in the shape of a camera to make sure it wasn’t
pointed our way, before dropping our invisibility.


When we walked in the loud music thrummed in my chest and
made it impossible to hear anything else.  I felt Sierra tighten her grip on my
arm, and realized her hearing would be much more sensitive.  How the hell did
the vampires deal with it?  I thought they had sensitive hearing as well.


She looked at me gratefully as I shielded our ears, only
allowing half the decibels to reach our ear drums, and we strolled out onto the
dance floor.  She was so graceful and seductive as she started to move to the
music, that I almost forgot why we were there.  We got a few glances from the
humans out on the floor as we danced around, trying to accidentally bump into
my cousin.  We also drew a few ugly looks from some of the vampires.  


I was surprised, until I figured out they probably didn’t
recognize me.  They might have been listening to stories and rumors, but they’d
never met me yet.  I found it odd actually that no one had passed around a
photo, or even seen me on the news.  Vampires…


I realized Amy probably wouldn’t buy the coincidence, not
completely.  She didn’t know about my world, but she did believe I was psychic,
and it wouldn’t be the first time I reigned in one of her ill-conceived ideas. 
I almost laughed when Sierra practically ran right into her.


I of course, gave her my best disapproving big brother gaze
when she looked at me.  I ignored all her friends who had guilty looks on their
faces, but not Amy, she looked rebellious.


“Outside,” my words were swallowed by the music, but I was
sure she got it by my lip movement, and the thumb I pointed toward the
entrance.


She shook her head and kept dancing stubbornly, even though
her friends were standing still.  Maybe I could have planned it better, but I
reached out and grabbed her hand, and started moving toward the front.  She
pulled away halfheartedly, but didn’t want to make a scene any more than I did.


That’s when a vampire got in my face and said loudly, “Let
her go, she doesn’t want to go with you.”


Then the damned blood sucker actually checked her out like
she was a side of beef on display.  I firmly reminded myself not to kill the
nice vampire in public.  After all, outside of the look for all I knew he was
coming to her rescue from some abusive boyfriend.  Yeah, the one chivalrous
vampire in the city and he had to be here.  Chivalrous leering vampire I
reminded myself, no need to give him too much credit.


Sierra stepped in front of me and said something I couldn’t
hear, and then Amy pulled as hard as she could and wrenched her hand from mine,
and started walking away after glaring at me.  Her friends looked half
apologetic and half worried, but just shrugged, and followed Amy back onto the
dance floor.  The subtle approach was a complete failure.  The idea of reaching
out to bamboozle her and her friends to simply leave was distasteful, though it
sounded much easier.  Plus, she wouldn’t learn anything that way.


I was wondering how to rectify this situation when I was
suddenly bracketed by two very large vampires quite menacingly.  It seemed to
be going from bad to worse.


One of them said, “It’s time for you to leave, now.”


I was starting to get frustrated, it shouldn’t have been
this hard to collect Amy.


I opened my mouth and said, “I’m Ben…”


I didn’t get it all out, apparently he wasn’t interested in
who I was.  He grabbed for my arm and shoulder, I assume to subdue me with my
arm locked behind my back and walk me out.  Problem is, his left hand slid over
my elemental air shield and his right hand couldn’t get a hold of my arm.  As a
result he lost his balance and fell into me and went sideways.


He was a vampire though, so he didn’t go down, but he did
need to hop a few times to regain his balance, and now he looked really pissed
off.  Sierra was still having a standoff with vamp one, and vamp three seeing
vamp two almost fall, decided it was a good idea to try and tackle me.  There
was a loud crack of bone as if he’d tried to tackle me shielded, the equivalent
of a brick wall, and he fell to the ground with a scream.


He was young, it would take him hours to heal.  I closed my
eyes a moment, reaching for patience.  So far all I’d done is stand there.


Aitheria’s tinkling laughter was in my mind as she enjoyed
the show from my shoulder, the traitor.


I’d have thought the fact they couldn’t touch me might have
clued them in, but I could feel the vampires in the club all moving our way,
aware that the bouncers had run into a sticky problem.  I was still hoping for
a peaceful ending, if someone would just talk to me.  But then of
course, they crossed the line.  Vampire number one reached out and grabbed
Sierra’s arm while looking at me with warning.


Big mistake.  And I didn’t mean my reaction.


I winced as Sierra clocked him in the throat with her free
hand, and then kicked him where he lives.  Vampire one fell to the ground as
two got up.  Three was still writhing on the floor and we were being slowly
surrounded by four through twelve.  This was getting bad, it was my first day
on the job and I was going to incite a fight in a public place that would risk
exposure.


Granted, it was mostly their fault for jumping to
conclusions and not listening, but I also knew this was their club and they
wouldn’t back down, at least not until they figured out who I was.  I held up
both hands, and then pointed outside.  Then I held Sierra’s hand and walked
outside, with about ten vampires on my heels.


Sierra looked at me with a huge grin, and winked.  She was
obviously enjoying herself.  I just shook my head helplessly and laughed at the
absurdity of it all.  It was kind of funny how much trouble a sixteen-year-old
girl could cause.


 











Chapter 14


Friday, June 10th, 2016, 10:22 PM


“Listen up guys, I’m,” and I was cut off again.


Vampire one, who had blood on his face from Sierra’s punch,
said, “I don’t give a crap who you are, you come in to our club, try to take
our patron against her will, and then wouldn’t leave.  You aren’t welcome here,
and before you go, we’re going to leave you with a painful reminder.”


Things were about to get very ugly.  No one was really out
here with us, there was no line to get into the club despite how early it was. 
I considered wrapping them all in air, throwing them against the wall, and
gagging them with air so I could finally introduce myself.  I imagined most of
them would crap their pants when they figured it out.


I also wanted to give them a piece of my mind for allowing a
sixteen-year-old, young woman into the club.


But before anyone could do anything quite so drastic Amy ran
out yelling, “Stop!”


Everyone turned toward her and she said out of breath as her
four friends followed her out, “He’s my brother, I snuck out to come here.  I
didn’t want to leave with him, but if you touch him I’ll call the cops.”


Of course, that wouldn’t happen, they’d mesmerize her if
they had too, assuming I’d let them.  Well, it was nice to know that even when
I annoyed Amy, she still didn’t want me beat up.  She must have seen them all
following me out, and had come to rescue me.  Which was as sweet as it was
amusing.


One of them asked, “How old are you.”


She looked uncomfortable for a second, and admitted,
“Sixteen.”


They all looked pissed now, and vampire number one was from
happy with me, but I knew he was regretting that he jumped to conclusions at
this point.


He said, “Fine, none of you are welcome back here, leave
now.”


Sierra laughed, but looked at me contritely when I squeezed
her hand.  With one last glare the vampires went back into the club.  A part of
me was disappointed they didn’t know who I was yet.  I was sure they’d learn of
it, eventually, and I’d wanted to see their faces as realization dawned.


I asked, “Where are you girls supposed to be?”


One of them waved, I had to reach for Sue’s name, I’d never
met her, “My parents are away.”


“Well, let’s go then, back to the Metra I assume?”


Sue nodded and we set off.  Amy looked really annoyed, like
I’d ruined her night.  In a way, I suppose I had.  Still, she was banned from
Spirits, so mission accomplished.


I’d definitely gotten spoiled with my commute, four or five
seconds compared to the hour it took us to get to the Metra, and out to the
stop where the girls left and made their way to Sue’s home, where they were
supposed to be the whole time.  It was mind numbingly boring.  Once we were out
of sight I used my power to take us back home, where I finally got to unwrap
that dress…


 


This was new.  I realized I was dreaming again, and pulled
into Aitheria’s realm, or mind, or whatever this place was.  This time it
looked like the pack’s backyard.  The grass, fence, tables, chairs, it was all
there, but made of clouds and twisting swirls of air.  I was sitting on a lawn
chair, and Aitheria was curled up on my lap, her head against my shoulder.


There was nothing physical or sexual about it, despite there
being no clothes in sight, but it was intimate, and the connection between us
was bright, strong, and obvious in this place.  I still wasn’t sure of the
significance of it, and I wouldn’t ask either.  Hopefully I’d find out, or
figure it out, soon.


“Ria?  Anything specific?”


She shrugged and her voice sounded like a choral wind, “Not
really, nothing I couldn’t have told you in the physical world anyway.  Zale is
not the only elemental scouting Chicago for us.  So far, I’ve kept us shielded
from them, and they haven’t gotten lucky yet.  But it’s just a matter of time.”


I knew what she wasn’t saying, she also wanted me to herself
for a while, which I didn’t mind.  She’d been with me my whole life, I’m not
sure what I’d do if I ever lost her.


“Too many for you to fight?” I asked hesitantly.


She scoffed and fierce winds blew my hair around, “Not likely. 
It will be harder of course, but the real danger is in one of them escaping.”


I caressed her back absently and buried my face in her hair,
it felt like cuddling with a gentle storm.  I got distracted for a moment by
the dancing clouds in the sky.  For the millionth time I wondered what this was
all about, with Ria, with having enemies, and the elemental in my core, but
wondering didn’t help me figure it out this time either.


I felt closer to Aitheria than ever before, connected in
some significant way.  I wondered if it was because of her showing her true
form to me, all the way down to the core of her soul, or if it was because I
had grown in power since the last time I shared a dream with her.  Maybe both?


It was frustrating not having the answers.  At the same
time, I was also very relaxed as she traced her hand against me, which felt
like warm breezes in the shape of her hands.  We didn’t speak, she wouldn’t, or
couldn’t, answer my questions, and we already knew everything about each other
that could be spoken of.  We just… relaxed, and enjoyed each other’s presence
for a while.


 











Chapter 15


Saturday, June 11th, 2016, 7:01 AM


I was feeling a little guilty as I appeared in the home I
grew up in.  I was also wanting more coffee, but I figured it would be easier
at this time of day, before my uncle went to work.  I walked into the kitchen,
invisible, while my aunt and uncle were making breakfast.  I was also radiating
gently mesmerizing thoughts, a don’t notice me aura, just in case I screwed up
the invisibility and silence.


Guilt.


But I knew I wouldn’t make a habit of this, and they would
be safer for what I was about to do.  I took a few moments to watch them.  A
bitterness rose up when I saw how relaxed my uncle was, happy even.  He never
appeared that way when I was around, at least, not to my senses.  Yet, he was a
good husband, and a good father to Amy, the man just didn’t like me.


They were chatting a little sleepily, but happily, as I
walked over and used my power to make sure they didn’t feel me slip the rings
off, and to bamboozle them into not noticing they were gone until I returned.


I wrapped myself in air and took myself to the next
destination.


I knocked on the door, the early sunlight was warming my
back, and it was unseasonably cool for June.  It was going to be a beautiful
day.  Jenna opened the door and smiled.


“Come in, have a coffee.”


I sighed in faux sadness and accused, “Evil temptress,” as I
stepped into the house.


She cackled gleefully as I followed her toward the kitchen,
which degenerated into helpless giggles when she saw Mike’s confused and
worried face.


She said with humor, “You know the rules.”


I nodded and went over to the coffee maker and pulled a mug
out from the cabinet above.  The rules were that I wasn’t a guest in this
house, I was treated as family, which meant do it my damned self.


Mike handed me the rings as I sat down and sipped my coffee,
the stuff of life.


He shook his head, “I can’t believe I’m doing this.  Some
witch I don’t know is going to put a spell on me?  That… sounds like a really
bad idea.”


I looked up at him, because the shock value was going to be
awesome and I had to see his face.


“But, you know the witch, she’s friends with Jenna,” I said
in blasé and bored manner.


Mike choked on a bite of eggs, while I looked at him
innocently.


Jenna shook her head and then gasped, “Tara?”


It was my turn to be surprised, she’d stolen my punchline,
“How?”


Jenna rolled her eyes, “She’s the only one I know that runs
an occult shop in the city.”


Mike and I exchanged sheepish looks.  The detective and sorcerer
of air hadn’t considered that tidbit.


“Well, I hadn’t had enough coffee yet,” I defended myself.


She patted my head, like I was five, “That’s okay.  So what
exactly will this spell do?”


“It’s a personal alarm.  If you’re around any supernaturals
that want to do harm, it will let me know about it.  It isn’t invasive at all
as it pertains to you two, and it won’t actually save you on its own, it’s just
a warning system really.  Tara doesn’t do dark magic.”


Which really meant she just didn’t curse or sacrifice
people.  I couldn’t help but remember her pulling lightning from the sky,
holding it in her hand, and then roasting two witches.  Light magic doesn’t
always mean puppies and rainbows.  It just meant she doesn’t use magic to twist
or pervert life.  Death is a very natural state.


Mike grunted, “Fine.”


I knew by that response that he would have liked to take his
chances with his wits and his gun, but that his pregnant wife was enough
incentive to make him go along with it.


I finished my coffee and stood up, “Got a busy day off
today.  I’ll should have these back by the end of the day easy, earlier if
possible.”


I rinsed the mug and slipped it in the dishwasher, and Jenna
gave me a fierce hug before I left.  One thing was certain of, even if I did
feel a little guilty about putting them in possible danger, neither of them
seemed to agree with that thought.


The kitchen back at the pack house was empty as I appeared
in the corner.  I smiled as I grabbed another coffee, and then went out to join
my family for breakfast…


 


The jeweler looked a little nervous as he unlocked the door
at ten to let us in.  Things had snowballed and it had turned into a much
larger group than just me and Aiya.


First, Sierra wanted to spend all day with me, since we both
had off work.  I’d no objections to that plan.  Then Todd had objected to me
buying an ankle bracelet for who he believed was his mate, Aiya may have not
acknowledged it yet, but as far as Todd was concerned if Aiya had to wear a
piece of jewelry the rest of her life, he was going to buy it.


Then Carrie and Selene chimed in, they might as well come
along to save time so they could go straight to Tara’s place after and get it
over with.  I was suspicious of their proclaimed motive, I knew werewolves
didn’t wear jewelry, it would break during a shift, but they were still women. 
I had a feeling this was all about window shopping for what they couldn’t have. 
Especially since it was relatively weak excuse, the travel time to pick them up
here and get them to Tara’s shop was about ten seconds from the city, round
trip.


Derik of course, couldn’t have his wife, and both his
mystics go off without at least one protector, so Gerald and Katie volunteered
to come along.


All in all, our two person shopping trip turned into the
eight of us entering this poor man’s store like an invasion.  Six of us were
apex predators, and I was sure the man’s hind brain was trying to trigger his
fight or flight response.  He seemed to relax a little when we all looked away
from him and started to browse the jewelry.


I left Aiya and Todd to pick out hers, and Sierra was glued
to my side as we went to the diamond earring section.  I had no idea how she
walked so gracefully while being pasted to my side, but she managed.


The case was full of earrings, and of course the one karat
diamond earrings caught my eyes right away, but those seemed a little big for
everyday casual use.  But what the hell did I know?


I asked the jeweler, “I’m looking for diamond earrings for
my sixteen-year-old sister, and… a colleague,” yeah, I wasn’t strange at all, bringing
my mate along to shop for jewelry for two other women.  I couldn’t imagine what
the man was thinking, “What would you recommend?”


The man asked, “What price range?”


I shrugged, “That matters less than the idea they’ll be
wearing them all the time, I don’t want them to stand out as strange, or be
mugged, at the same time I want something that looks good.”


That mugging concern was more a worry for Amy.  God help the
human mugger that went after a vampire, even a baby one.


The jeweler started to look nervous again, I guess my
requirements and the herd of people was still freaking him out a little.  I
resisted the idea of relaxing him a little, using power in everyday dealings
would be a slippery slope.  I didn’t want to become someone who manipulated
humans constantly to smooth the way.  Of course, I wouldn’t be having this
problem if six werewolves weren’t in the store with me.  Still, I resisted,
maybe I’d get a better price this way.


The jeweler cleared his throat, “I’d have to say a quarter,
or half karat diamond studs would be appropriate.”


Sierra was no help at all.


The quarter karat diamonds looked… puny.


“Let’s go with a half on both pair.”


The jeweler asked, “What kind of clarity are you looking
for?”


Clarity?  Hell.  I reached out and pulled all the
information I could find on precious stones as it related to jewelry.


Things went a bit more smoothly after that, and I picked out
a couple of pairs.  We still had to wait a bit, since Aiya was taking her time
choosing.  I couldn’t blame her, she’d be stuck with the thing for a long
time.  I was also right about Carrie and Selene, it was obvious they’d only
came along to do some window shopping…


 











Chapter 16


Saturday, June 11th, 2016, 10:53 AM


They say plans fall apart once contact with the enemy is
made.  Apparently that was even true for enchanting jewelry.  We were just
wrapping up and leaving when I got a text from Caroline.


Need to see you, ASAP.  At your office.


So much for my day off, although I had a feeling this was
more about running Chicago than it would be a case.


“Change of plans, need to stop by my office quick.”


Carrie replied, “It will take time to prepare the jewelry
anyway, and the spells.  We won’t need you until we have to cast it.”


We split up at that point, everyone but Sierra and I went to
Tara’s store, while we started walking toward my office which wasn’t all that
far.  The streets were crowded so I didn’t even consider cheating and going the
quick way.  Especially the way the wolves fed me, I needed the exercise.


Sierra asked, “What do you suppose it is?”


I shrugged, “I don’t know, nothing out of control, just a
bit urgent.  I think you’ll like Caroline, she’s one of the good ones.”


Sierra snorted, “As long as she doesn’t try and seduce you,
I don’t care.”


I grinned, everyone had their priorities.  


“That won’t be a problem.”


She looked at me as if she wasn’t quite sure she believed
me.


I asked a little hurt, “You don’t trust me?”


She frowned, “Of course I trust you.  But your also an idiot
when it comes to how woman feel about you.  Or did you forget I waited for you
to figure things out for nine months.”


Oh, right.  I blushed.


“Umm, yeah,” I know, I was so damned smooth with the ladies,
and by that I mean I wasn’t, “It really isn’t a problem.  She’s still in love
with her human husband, but despite that she isn’t bitter, and is making the
best of it.”


She shook her head, “Are you sure?  I’m surprised she
wouldn’t go get him and make him a bloodsucker too.”


I nodded and ignored the name calling, “She might, in
fifteen years.  The vampire world is dangerous, and they have a very young
son.  She’ll stay away until he’s grown I think, to keep them safe.  I don’t
think they let baby vampires turn anyone either, so either way she has to wait.”


I felt a little guilty giving out personal details like
that, but I wouldn’t keep things from Sierra.


When we got up to my office, Caroline had a coffee ready for
me with an impish smile.


“Boss.”


I gratefully took the coffee, and asked, “What’s going on?”


Caroline rolled her eyes, “Ceara left last night, and two
dumb bastards decided to take advantage and play cat burglar.  They got caught,
and risked exposure, and ruined lives.  Anyway, since it’s the first time with
you in charge, I thought a swift response would set the tone for the rest of
us.  


“Stealing is against the coven laws, since we provide
everything needed and they can work for their own money on top of that.  There
is no such thing as a disabled vampire.


“The second thing was ruining lives, we’re supposed to be
subtle with compulsion and leave behind no indications of absence of evidence. 
That’s the second strike.”


I wasn’t quite sure what to say, “Ruined lives?”


Caroline nodded, “They figured they could just mesmerize
their way out of anything if they got caught.  The alarm went off, and the
security cameras caught some footage of their faces.  When the cops got there,
they ordered them to clean things up.  Of course, the security company as well
as the police department wanted to know why the first responders had deleted
evidence, so they’re suspended without pay and will probably lose their jobs,
if not do jail time for tampering with a crime scene.”


I sighed and reached out for the usual penalty of something
like this, of course any exposure or risk of exposure came back as death.  It
was that moment when I realized I was more than judge and jury, I was also
expected to be executioner.  It made me feel a little sick at the thought. 
These idiots needed to pay for what they did, but did they earn death?


Caroline added, breaking me out of my thoughts, “By the
way.  Last night some of the guys who run the club were passing around photos
of you two from their security cameras saying your banned and to keep an eye
out.  I fixed it, you’re no longer banned.”


She smiled a bit gleefully, “What took longer was to
convince them they didn’t have to run for it and leave the city, once I told
them who you were.  That won’t happen again, the whole coven knows you by sight
now.”


I shook my head, “I’m sorry I missed their faces.”


I reached for and found out everything I needed to know
about the two idiots.  Mark and Tim.  When I discovered it was just a
thoughtless prank, and that they hadn’t meant to get anyone in trouble, and
things had just gone wrong I wasn’t sure what to do.  Sure, thieving wasn’t a
prank exactly, and they needed to understand that, but it also hardly deserved
the death penalty.


Both of them were only about fifteen years old as vampires. 
I also realized this kind of stupidity was why not very many vampires lived to
a century, and even less beyond that.  Stupid vampires didn’t last very long. 
Still, I didn’t think I could kill them, but I worried at the problems that
would cause if people thought I was soft.  The beginning of an idea started to
occur to me.


“So they’re being held at the coven house?”


Caroline nodded, and I wrapped the three of us in air to
take us there.  I hadn’t been there, but it was easy enough to pull the
location from her mind.


To call it a house of course, was an understatement.  They
lived in a very large mansion on the northern edge Chicago, just out of the
city proper.  It was three stories with two wings and also had additions
running out the back.  My power told me there was more than a hundred fifty
rooms, though it wasn’t full, there were just under fifty vampires in the city.


Luckily, at least for me, they didn’t use the basement to
lock people away, they had a fortified room with no windows, and bars, to hold
vampires when necessary.


Sierra held onto my arm as we followed Caroline in and
toward the back of the house.  It was almost amusing when the vampires looked
at us, they always decided they had somewhere else to be and left in a hurry. 
I wasn’t expecting any issues really, but I had both Sierra and I shielded just
in case.


The house itself was modern looking, as if just normal rich
humans lived there.  Nothing screamed vampire, and I suppose it was silly of me
to think that there would be.


When we entered the room that was guarded by two vampires,
Mark and Tim looked almost resigned to death.  They didn’t even try a desperate
escape attempt, or to attack.  I actually felt a little disappointment, if
they’d attacked me I could’ve justified killing them in my own mind.


“So, are you both too stupid to learn?” I asked as
offensively as possible.


Mark froze and his fangs dropped, “What the hell?”


I shrugged carelessly, mostly because I knew there was a camera
watching this, and about fifteen vampires wedged into the security room down
the hall.


“You are both dead men from risking exposure.  Even if I was
to grant you clemency, you would owe your lives to Ceara for breaking other
coven rules.  So, before I even bother trying, would you like to live, or are
you too stupid and arrogant to learn?”


Mark and Tim exchanged shocked looks, “We can learn, what
would we have to do?” Tim asked.


I smiled without humor, Caroline looked a little worried,
but Sierra just looked amused.  She wasn’t surprised at all I hadn’t just
killed them.  Of course, to make this work I’d have to make the punishment make
death seem like an almost pleasant alternative.


“You are both dead men.  You have no rights, no need for
things, nothing that Caroline or I don’t approve.  Your lives are no longer
yours.  You will get jobs, and actually work, because dead men aren’t allowed
to mesmerize others.  The only exception to that is when you feed.  When you
get your grubby dead hands on a paycheck, you will donate half to a police
charity, and the other half to the families you destroyed when the cops were
arrested for your mistake.


“When you’re not working, you will be here, in this house. 
You won’t leave it, at all.  You also have no need of personal time, so if
Caroline, myself, or any of your coven brothers or sisters need help, you just
volunteered.”


I leaned toward them and my voice dropped to a menacing
whisper, “Let me be clear.  If you run, you die.  If you screw up, you die.  If
you break the rules, you die.  Make no mistake, I will know.  This is
your life now, for a very long time to come.”


Caroline had moved from worry to shock, Sierra was trying
not to laugh at me being so hard on them.  I actually didn’t think it was that
bad, it was the vampire version of house arrest, or at least my interpretation.


Mark and Tim looked shocked.  Mark asked, “How long?”


“Let’s start with twenty years, I can review then, see if
you’ve learned your lesson,” I said nonchalantly in a soft, and even friendly
voice.


For a human that was impossibly long, for a vampire that
learned to survive in this world, it was a drop in the bucket.


Tim nodded right away, like I was doing him a huge favor. 
Mark reluctantly nodded, and that was it.  We left the room and walked out
front.


Caroline still looked nervous, “Are you sure about this?”


I nodded thoughtfully.


“One of them will probably run, thinking they can get away
from me, when they realize I made them bond servants for twenty years.  Most
likely while they’re out looking for a job.  At that point, I’ll drag them
back, call the coven, and execute him rather painfully while everyone watches. 
After that, no one will doubt me.  I don’t give third chances, and I only give
second chances to those that deserve it.  Those boys are stupid, not evil, they
just let their power go to their heads.  If they can’t learn self-control now,
I’ll have to kill them anyway.”


Caroline cleared her throat, but she was looking a bit more
accepting.  Hopefully Ceara wouldn’t have an issue with my verdict either, I’m
sure someone would send her the video.


Caroline whispered, “You know, they’re listening to us right
now right?”


I smiled, “Counting on it Caroline, I’m counting on it.”


I was a little conflicted about what I’d decided, and said,
but I also knew it was the least I could get away with.  Risking exposure was
not a minor thing.  If it came down to it, I would kill them.  I’d put myself
out there in an attempt to save their lives, if they threw it back in my face
they deserved death.


It was time to go though, we had to get to Tara’s, get those
enchantments done, and get the jewelry back to my friends and family as soon as
possible…


 











Chapter 17


Saturday, June 11th, 2016, 12:11 PM


“It’s about time,” Katie teased when we walked into the back
of the store.


Tara smirked, “We just got done preparing actually, good
timing.”


Katie glared at Tara for ruining her fun.


Selene just sighed and shook her head, “Children, behave.”


Carrie grinned at her mentor, “What fun would that be?”


Aiya was having trouble keeping a straight face.


Gerald and I exchanged looks, clearly we were outnumbered by
the estrogen, so neither of us commented.  They were obviously having fun
though, which was nice to see.


“What do I need to do?”


Tara pointed at the floor.  There were two circles, between
them were arcane designs I recognized from the spell book I made Tara from the
warding section.


“Sit there,” she handed me a pair of diamond earrings, “and
hold those.  We’ll have to do the spell six times.  Actually five times, before
we do Caroline’s we’ll have to make some changes to the circle as well as the
words.”


That made sense, since Caroline’s would work more like the
one Tara already made for herself, it wouldn’t automatically call me, it would
require Caroline initiating the contact.  I stepped over the lines of the
circle carefully so I didn’t break any lines, or smudge one of the symbols. 
Tara moved to the north part of the diagram, Carrie the east, and Selene the
west.  I was surprised when Katie moved to the south.


Tara shrugged, “She can’t contribute magic, but symmetry is
important for this spell and being a magical being means she can participate
for that purpose alone.”


Aiya was staring at us all with interest, the one human in
the room.  I hoped she wasn’t too disappointed, wards were not flashy magic,
only those that could wield magic would be able to even see what was happening.


First, Tara sealed the circle with a short chant.  Aitheria
was over on the other side of the room and didn’t look happy, she hated to be
cut off from me.  Yet, she trusted Tara as I did, and knew that if she was in
the circle it would affect the spell.  The binding of the circle was for
exactly that after all, for keeping elementals and other non-corporeal entities
out, as well as other magic.


Which is why I also dropped my shields once it was up.


They all started chanting in Latin, but I paid little
attention to the words, focusing instead on the magic.  I watched as water,
fire, and air swirled in a pattern and came together in perfect harmony.  It
was rather beautiful, even though there were gaps in it.  I knew those gaps
were caused by the earth magic which I couldn’t see.  It started to shrink,
binding together tightly in a spell of warding.  Then it sunk into the ring,
and I could feel it make a connection to me, the magic would reach out if the
ward was violated.


In this case, if the wearer were threatened with harm by a
supernatural being.  It didn’t take very long at all actually, just a couple of
minutes.  It actually took longer for Tara to take down the circle barrier,
exchange jewelry, and raise the circle once again for the spell.  We did it
five times, and then I walked to the side while Carrie, Tara, and Selene
started to make changes in the circle.


I asked Aiya, “Bored?”


She grinned sheepishly, “I’d expected more bang.”


I nodded, “You can’t see magic, only the results.  Except,
on a ward the results are invisible.”


She said a little sarcastically, “Figured that out.”


I supposed I deserved that, might as well have told her the
sky was blue.


I concentrated and tried to build an illusion.  It was much
simpler than the candle flame I’d tried and failed at, just single points of
light of three different colors.  Green for water, blue for air, and red for
fire.  The elemental magic weren’t exactly those colors, but they were
reminiscent of those colors.  Then I swirled it in front of us, making it weave
together and build just like the spell did.


“This is what I saw, mostly.”


Aiya looked a little awed, so did everyone else actually. 
It was then that it occurred to me that witches couldn’t really see the magic
either.  They could feel it as they cast their spell, through the spell, but not
see it, or connect to it directly.


She said softly, a little breathless, “I forgive you for
stating the obvious.  How are you doing that.”


“Fire sorcerer, it’s just light.”


I let it drop, sometimes I forgot with my friends that I
wasn’t supposed to be advertising my powers or how they worked.  Sorcerers were
closed mouthed for the most part.  But then, most of them didn’t have close
friends, allies, and family.  I wasn’t exactly a typical sorcerer anyway, so
why bother trying to be like them in that way?


It was about that time when hell broke loose and time seemed
to slow at the same time, and I sighted another elemental besides Aitheria for
the first time in my life...


 


It hadn’t made an effort to look human in any way, just an
amorphous blob of air that was there and not there at the same time.  I could
tell it was a he, and I knew for certain, though I couldn’t say how, that it
wasn’t the elemental I’d spied in my vision a couple of days ago.  It was
regarding me intently but seemed unsure.  No doubt it was looking for my
elemental core to verify I was the enemy they searched for, but I had my
shields up as was my habit.


Then the air stirred violently around Aitheria and exploded
outward in a shield so complex I could barely make out that complexity, much
less understand what it was designed to do, and that was just in our dimension,
I had the feeling it was present in more than one.  I felt it expand in my two-hundred-foot
radius, and then it just kept going.  I’d always known Aitheria was stronger
than I was, and very powerful, but until now I’d really had no idea.


The other elemental reached for access to air in his radius,
and managed to wrest some control from me.


“Be right back, if I fight here I’d destroy Tara’s store.”


And then Aitheria, the other elemental, and at least ten
others that I’d been unaware of until that second were shifted into another
dimension by Aitheria’s complex shield.  I couldn’t even think of a time when
Aitheria was not next to me, and she was gone.  It was very frustrating, I’d no
way of helping that I knew of, I didn’t even understand other dimensions in any
meaningful way, I was just aware of their existence.


I took a deep breath, trying to control my racing heart,
when I realized I might not be able to see Aitheria, but I still felt her
presence.   Somehow, we were still connected.  I wrapped myself in fire and
air, turned myself invisible, and had the power take me up two hundred feet,
and hold me there.  At that height I was as powerful as I could possibly be,
and I drew elemental power from a full sphere with a radius of a two hundred
feet.


There was no way I could go where Aitheria went and help her
fight, I was mortal, I couldn’t leave this plane, at least, not with my body. 
But I felt that tenuous connection between us, and I tried to feed all that
power that I was pulling to her through that connection.


I succeeded.


It rushed from me in a great torrent and I could feel her
swell, like a sponge soaking water.  I knew she’d told me she wouldn’t have a
problem, but I was still worried about eleven on one odds.  If this was the
only way I could help, I’d do it.


I could feel the connection between us, no longer tenuous,
but a strong rope glowing with power.  Connecting her to me, and me to her.  It
was then that I finally understood something, a simple truth.  It wasn’t our
bodies or physical minds that were connected, she didn’t even have one, it was
our souls.  Understanding rushed into me, and I felt like a fool.


No, I still had no idea what the significance of Aitheria
letting me gaze upon her soul was.


But one of the underlying truths that I’ve believed the last
ten months, was completely and totally wrong.  It wasn’t my mind that connected
to my power, that reached out and invited it to connect to me, it was my soul. 
A sorcerer wasn’t just a being with a few different DNA markers, it was also my
soul that made me what I was.


Sure, it started with the mind and my will, but it was that
which directed my soul, there had been a missing step in my understanding on
how it all worked.  If that wasn’t enough, that wasn’t all that I hadn’t understood.


Even more, I’d always thought the power of air, the
elemental power, was in the air all around me.  It wasn’t, and I blushed at the
very idea I’d believed what was so obviously false.  I had assumed it from the
first time I was able to consciously connect to air, and then never questioned
that initial childlike understanding again.


The truth was, the air around me was merely the gateway
through which my soul reached the elemental plane of air and pulled from
there.  The same for fire, I reached through heat sources, a gateway, or door,
that my soul could reach through to pull power from the elemental plane of
fire.


It was so blindingly obvious, now that I could feel
Aitheria’s and my connection, and the power pulsing between the two of us across
several dimensions.  A feeling that shouldn’t be familiar, but was intimately
familiar, it was the same way I felt when I drew my power.  I truly still
didn’t understand dimensions and all the interactions, but I was finally clear
on where I got my power from, and it was my soul that had the ability to shape
it.


This new insight might have only been general knowledge that
related to all four spheres of elemental magic, but with that understanding the
reach of my power expanded explosively in both fire and air.  I gasped at the
increase in power as they both grew out another fifty feet.  Two hundred fifty for
air, and one hundred for fire.


Because of the math involved with the volume of a sphere,
going from two hundred to two fifty more than doubled the power I had
available, and save the power to keep me aloft which was negligible, I fed it
all to Aitheria.  As for fire, although much less powerful than my air, the
fire jump in power was over eight times stronger.  I knew I’d have to keep
practicing to grow more, but apparently knowledge and true understanding
could still make much more of a difference than I’d thought.


Aitheria popped out in front of me, and I just knew the
fight was over so I backed off on sending her power.


“I didn’t need the help, but I thank you anyway.”


I smiled, “How did it go.”


She looked frustrated, “I got all eleven of them that
were close.  But I’m afraid it won’t matter.  I sensed two leave from several
miles away.  I believe they were observing the battle, and our connection.”


I digested that for a moment.


“What should we expect?”


She sighed, “I can’t answer that.  But it isn’t hard to
figure out.”


“War,” I said softly.  


They would be coming for me.  I didn’t think the elementals
could attack me directly, but I wasn’t really sure.  They weren’t supposed to
interfere with mortals, but then I had an elemental soul in the center of my
body.  Regardless, I was sure mortal agents would be sent now as well, since
they had our location.


She smiled grimly, “We could leave, hide until your power
grows stronger.  Though you’re definitely growing up.”


I shook my head, “Too many here know me, are connected to
me.  They would trace me easily if they have the resources I believe they do. 
Even shielded a fire sorcerer could easily track me, and I’m not even sure what
a water or earth sorcerer is capable of outside of the obvious.”


She nodded, a conflicted look on her face, “You’re still
young, powerful, but not even close to what you’ll be in fifty years.”


I translated that to my chances being slim in fifty years,
and a total pipe dream right now.


I shrugged, “You’ll help with the elementals,” I looked down
at the store, “My allies will help with the mortals.”


If it wasn’t enough, well, I’d die I supposed.  At least
Mark and Tim would be happy, assuming they could escape the coven.


I used my power to reach out for the usual blocked
information.  Aitheria, elemental courts, my enemies, new knowledge of how to
apply my element.  To my genuine shock, only the latter two were blocked from
me.  Knowledge flooded my mind…


 











Chapter 18


Saturday, June 11th, 2016, 1:07 PM


The elemental courts were structured much like an
aristocracy, except they didn’t really have titles outside of lord.  Position
was purely a function of power, which was a function of age, and potential. 
Potential was determined by parentage.  The child elemental couldn’t grow to be
more powerful than the most powerful member of the pair that spawned it.


The elemental lord for the court I spied on had about the
same authority a baron would in a human kingdom, of course that could change if
he grows more powerful, and it isn’t up to some monarch to decide or grant
titles.  As for who Liantherius was, he would be king if such a thing existed. 
He was the strongest air elemental, and had the largest court, but was still
merely called a lord by his followers.


I didn’t know anything else about Liantherius though, just
his position.  Not why he had an interest in me, or anything else.  I also
learned that Aitheria was very high in the court.  Not quite on the level with
the baron, but she wouldn’t have been dismissed and kicked out nearly as easily
as Zale was.


The courts were fractious, and elementals could change sides
on a whim, and often did so.  The exception to that were those that swore
fealty, which was a bond that couldn’t be broken until the one they had sworn
to released them.


There was only one other loyalty that was as sure, and could
even trump a bond of sworn fealty.  When two elementals were compatible, they
could become something like soul mates.  But obviously not exactly the same as
the human concept, they didn’t have physical love with bodies, but were
dedicated to each other.


The other reason soul mates made sense, was because of the
soul bond that connected them that enabled them to share power.


I stared at Aitheria with disbelief as my mind stuttered to
a stop… as I finally understood what it meant when she’d shown me the core of
her being, and the connection we’d shared since.  How could that even happen,
without my understanding or consent?  Obviously that hadn’t been necessary,
just my love and devotion for the being I’d shared my whole life with had been
enough.


A being with more power than I can probably imagine, that
used to play peekaboo with a small baby me, years ago.


Then absurdly, I wondered if I was cheating on Sierra.  Not
literally, or physically, but in my heart.  Because apparently, I had more than
one mate.


Aitheria smiled sadly, obviously reading my thoughts, “It’s
complicated, and you’re only halfway there, you don’t fully understand yet. 
But I do love you, and you are mine… but not this physical body.  It will
become clearer in time.”


“What about Sierra?”


Aitheria shook her head, “Anything you might tell her now
will be not quite right.  I’d advise you to keep it to yourself until you
understand.  I know you love me, we wouldn’t have connected if you hadn’t, no
matter what I did.  That said, you belong to her in mortal life, and you didn’t
betray her.”


Then why did it feel like I did betray her?  Oh right,
because I was soul mates with another woman, elemental or not.  I didn’t even
know where to start to make sense of that.  Maybe it would make sense once I
learned the complete truth.  That said, I was going to have to tell Sierra
something, otherwise it would eat at me, fully understood or not, having two mates
was supposed to be a bad thing, not a good thing.


Right?


I sighed, “We should get back down, they’re probably
worried, not to mention ready for Caroline’s spell.”


I ordered the air to take us back to the ritual room in the
back of the shop…


 


When we got back, they all demanded to know what the heck
was going on, either by words, or glares.  They also weren’t happy I took off
without a word to anyone where I was going.


Leaving off all the knowledge I gained about how elemental
magic truly functions, and the rest of it.  I explained that there were spies I
had to drive off, and that I had family enemies that seemed to have found me,
and the probability that they’d be coming in force soon.  I also told them I
didn’t know why I was targeted.


There actually wasn’t much outside that I could tell the
whole group, since Sierra was the only one who knew about Aitheria, I was
really vague about how, and even who, drove off the spies.  My conversation
with Sierra tonight would be very different.


Of course, since the cat was out of the bag so to speak in
regard to the enemy knowing where I was, I wondered what dangers there would be
in revealing Aitheria now, but decided that doing so without asking first would
be foolish.  Just because I couldn’t see the danger in it didn’t mean that none
existed.


Still, it made me feel a little guilty, when they all said
they would stand by their promise of being allies.  They deserved to know the
full truth.  A young air sorcerer, a pack of werewolves, and one lone witch,
against who knows how many old and powerful beings?  It seemed insane, but I
wouldn’t run, and when they came we’d stand together.


I knew we’d come together in the days ahead and make plans,
but for right now I’d get Caroline’s earrings done, and get the jewelry delivered
to my friends and family.  What else could I do?







Epilogue


Saturday, June 11th, 2016, 9:57 PM


Sierra didn’t seem mad at all, after I’d gone through the
whole explanation.  It was almost scary how calm she was about it.  She was
snuggled up to me under the covers, and there was no sign that she was going
away, or kicking me out, anytime soon.


Sierra frowned, “Stop stressing it.  I trust Aitheria to
look out for you, if she says you don’t understand yet, and that we can’t judge,
it’s stupid to worry over.  Besides, you did nothing wrong, it was that hussy
that bared her soul to you, not the other way around.  Plus, all I really want
is this body, she can have your soul if she wants it.”


I was sure she was teasing me there at the end.  Almost
positive.  I think.


There was no doubt that she had faith in me, and that she
believed we’d survive what was coming.  I wish I was that sure, but I didn’t
believe it was hopeless either.


I’d managed to get all the jewelry where it belonged, and I
believed it would make a difference in the days ahead.  The only real question
was how long it would take for the enemy to prepare and come for me.  Days,
weeks, months?  Hopefully not the former, and probably not the latter, but I
could hope couldn’t I?


My mind wouldn’t stop though, as I considered all I could
lose.  Much more than just my life.  And suddenly, I was being kissed, softly
and passionately.  What followed then made me entirely lose my focus, which was
just what I needed…


 
















 


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.  


The next book in the Power of Air series, Sorcerer:
Elemental, will be the final book of the series.


I am not finished with the world however and have an
independent series Spirit Sorceress coming out.


About the 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



 













Other books by D. L. Harrison:


http://www.amazon.com/author/dlharrison


 


Spirit Sorceress series is a new urban fantasy
series.  Miku is a spirit sorceress who spent the last one hundred years
growing up and learning about her power in the forests near Seattle
Washington.  She’s about to make her debut in the big city, but not in a way
she ever expected.


The first book is titled Spirit Sorceress:


Miku is a spirit sorceress who spent her unusually long
childhood in the forest away from the city with her mother and father.  After
tragedy strikes, she finds herself alone and on her own.  She knows that one
day she’ll need to move to Seattle, and fully accept her birthright, and if necessary
finish her training on her own.


But before she’s ready, and still in grieving, a rogue
vampire and his band come along and change everything.  She’ll need to learn
her new place in the world, and find some allies quick if she’s to survive what
comes next.


 


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 been less than a week since Ben and his allies
vanquished the dark coven.


 


Ben has been cautious, or has tried to be, but he knows he’s
making a name for himself in the supernatural world, which is the last thing he
needs.  He’ll try to lay low, and let things settle down, but fate is fickle,
and the betrayal that awaits him will draw him so far out into the spotlight it
might be impossible for him to stay hidden.


 


He knows he isn’t anywhere ready to face his family’s
enemies, but sometimes the price to stay hidden is too high, and there is no
choice but to step out into the light.
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