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 Prologue 
 
    Eight Years Ago, 
 
    The late summer day was windy, blustery even, but also warm in the late afternoon sunshine.  The trees along the metal fence were rustling in the wind, and I heard a dog barking a couple of blocks away.  I stopped short as the hazy indistinct figures past the fence came into view, standing by the tombstones.  It was something I didn’t talk about; I’d learned when I was five to keep my mouth shut. 
 
    “Come on, summer is almost over, and I got my hands on the old man’s beer,” my best friend Todd said. 
 
    I looked down, he only had one for each of us.  I wasn’t sure that was a great idea either, but didn’t object. 
 
    I asked plaintively, “Why the cemetery?” 
 
    He chuckled, “What are you, a pussy?  Why are you afraid of the cemetery anyway?” 
 
    I heard tinkling laughter and looked over at Katie, and my determination surged to the forefront.  Katie had light brown hair, soft brown eyes, and she’d been changing lately.  How could I back down now?  I’d never live it down.  It’s always a girl isn’t it?  That drives males to stupidity I mean.  I hadn’t known that at the time, I just knew Katie fascinated me this past year in a way she never had before, and I refused to chicken out in front of her. 
 
    What was the big deal anyway, a few illicit beers behind the mausoleum, what could go wrong? 
 
    I ignored his second question, I didn’t talk about that to anyone.  They’d just think I was crazy anyway.  I thought I was crazy sometimes. 
 
    “Fine asshole, let’s go,” I hid my fears behind my own bluster, as the wind blew my hair. 
 
    I looked through the fence again, and shivered, every figure by a tombstone was staring right at me, turning their heads to track my progress as my two best friends and I walked along the fence to the entrance.  It was as if they could sense I could see them. 
 
    It was a sensible place in my small hometown to do this if we didn’t want to get caught, we certainly couldn’t do it at any of our homes, our parents would ground us for life.  Sensible that is, if the cemetery wasn’t full of ghosts, nebulous apparitions that watched me but didn’t speak.  I’d always been able to see them, but right after my thirteenth birthday this year, things had changed.  I could see them much more clearly, and I could feel them now too.   
 
    There were ghosts everywhere of course, not just the cemetery, but there were a lot more in there than anywhere else it seemed.  At least, that was true in my small town. 
 
    Todd said, “Tom!” 
 
    I snapped my head forward, and smiled uneasily when I realized I’d stopped walking again. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Todd shook his head, “You were staring into space again freak, let’s go.” 
 
    I looked over at Katie and blushed as I saw her studying me as if I were a bug under a microscope. 
 
    I nodded to her with a confidence I didn’t feel, shrugged, and then turned back to Todd, “Let’s go.” 
 
    Katie said, “We can find somewhere else.” 
 
    Todd gave me the dare you look, and I shook my head. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said dismissively, and we headed inside. 
 
    The hairs on my arms, and on the back of my neck stood up, and I felt anxious as the stares followed me.  I didn’t look at them, but I could feel it, and my skin started to crawl.  Nothing bad happened though, as we disappeared into the cemetery that was filled with trees, landscaping, mausoleums, and other obstructions, which would prevent any casual observers outside the cemetery seeing us.  We took a seat behind one of the mausoleums, which was good privacy. 
 
    I relaxed a little bit, and opened the beer Todd handed to me.  I took a small sip of the beer, and tried not to make a face.  It was disgusting, but I couldn’t let Todd or Katie know I thought that.  It wouldn’t be cool. 
 
    Katie said, “I can’t believe summer’s almost over.  I wish we were going to high school this year.” 
 
    Maybe she didn’t like beer either, because she’d only taken one sip. 
 
    “Middle school isn’t so bad, outside of Jerkin.” 
 
    Mr. Perkins was the principle, and a real pain in the… 
 
    Todd interrupted my thought. 
 
    “Nah, we’ll rule the school this year, next year we’ll be the youngest again.” 
 
    Katie shrugged, seemingly unconcerned with the pecking order of young men. 
 
    That’s when it happened, a small apparition moved away from a gravestone, and right toward me.  I was horrified, and couldn’t look away.  My heart started to pound, and I felt sweat on my forehead. 
 
    It said… something. 
 
    No ghost had ever talked to me before today, and despite my fear and pounding heart, I concentrated on the ghost harder, trying to make out what it was saying.  The amorphous blob grew sharper under my penetrating gaze, until what looked like a fourteen-year-old girl stood in front of me, clear as day. 
 
    All those shows and movies, they always look for the ghost in the dark of night, with no lights. 
 
    This girl’s light blonde hair shone in the sunlight.  Or at least, for me it did. 
 
    The ghost said, “Can you hear me?  I know what you are.  Help me, please?” 
 
    My heart felt like a hammer in my chest, and I could hear Katie saying something, but couldn’t focus enough to understand her. 
 
    “Help you?” I whispered. 
 
    She smiled, and was so clearly defined and solid appearing now, that I’d have sworn she was alive, if I couldn’t feel her standing there.  An apparition of energy.  I could feel it against my skin, and I gasped in a breath, realizing I’d been holding it. 
 
    She said, “Yes, I need energy to move on, I’m stuck here.  Please help me.” 
 
    She looked so innocent, and so sincere, that despite my fear I wanted to help her.  I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about though, or how to help her.  Perhaps that made me a fool, but despite being dead she was cute, and I was a naïve know-it-all thirteen-year-old guy with new hormones I didn’t understand yet.   
 
    She must have read the uncertainty on my face, despite my thirteen-year-old need to hide my ignorance. 
 
    “Just open up, you just have to want to help me, and give me that energy.” 
 
    Just open up?  How the hell was I supposed to do that? 
 
    When I focused on her and the idea though, I started to feel something around me, wrapped around me and keeping us apart.  A barrier, or shield of some kind. 
 
    I hesitated for just another moment, until I saw her sad brown eyes looking at me with hope. 
 
    They say there’s a sucker born every minute, and apparently, my birth had gone toward that quota. 
 
    I wanted to help her, and opening up was as easy as willing it to happen. 
 
    It felt kind of good for a moment, the tingling energy ran through my body, and out into the apparition.  I started to have second thoughts, when her face turned triumphant, and the energy started to flow even faster out of me, and I started to feel weak.   
 
    Then I felt a sharp pain in my chest, and tried to stop the flow of energy.  It was flowing too fast, and opening up for it might have been easy, but closing that door and wrapping the energy back around me was like trying to close a door against a torrent of flooding water. 
 
    The cute blonde dead girl smiled viciously, “Die necromancer.” 
 
    Yes, that’s exactly what it felt like, I was dying.  The ghost was draining all my energy, and when it was gone… 
 
    “TOM!” 
 
    I felt a slap against my face, which broke my eye contact with the evil apparition, and I gasped as I pulled away, the energy connection died and I felt the shroud of energy close around me again.  Much weaker, but strong enough. 
 
    Katie screamed. 
 
    I looked up, and saw her gaping at the dead girl. 
 
    Todd said… something very bad.  His mother surely would have washed his mouth out with soap. 
 
    The dead blonde took one more look at me, and she was terrified that I was still alive, and she ran away. 
 
    That couldn’t be good, and just what was a necromancer anyway, and why did the ghost want me dead? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    I jerked awake and looked up at the ceiling, frozen for a moment.  Then I let out a sigh of relief as the professor just kept droning on in the front of class.  I hadn’t had that nightmare in a long while, or thought about Todd or Katie in years.  Katie’s scream had drawn the groundskeeper that morning, and while we hadn’t been grounded for life when our parents found out, it was for quite a long while. 
 
    Katie and Todd also stopped being my best friends. 
 
    I couldn’t blame them, after seeing a ghost, right after I’d gazed out into space like that, not hearing a word they’d said, it was more than obvious to them that I’d somehow been the cause.  It had also taken me at least a week to recover, and I’d spent the first few days in bed.  My parents and sister hadn’t known what to make of it, neither did the doctor, and I never told them anything.  I was adopted, so they couldn’t relate to my… problem. 
 
    As for being a necromancer, I googled it.  According to legend I could control the dead, and even raise zombies, although I’ve never even tried to do the latter.  What would I do with one?  Being a necromancer isn’t all that exciting, or even useful.  I had learned a few things, how to protect myself from ghosts, and even how to make a ghost leave my presence, although that latter was rarely necessary, ghosts were afraid of me. 
 
    Maybe because I could use them like puppets.  Not that I do that, I don’t, but they won’t risk it. 
 
    They were also as clear as real people to me now all the time, as I’d grown up I’d grown in power, which meant I was grateful to that feeling I’d get around them, like static electricity?  Something similar to that, it meant I wouldn’t mistake them for living people. 
 
    I’d always thought that seemed a little creepy and wrong, the puppet part I mean.  So, I’d avoided doing that.  On the plus side, I wasn’t afraid of them anymore either.  The last eight years I’d never run into another of my kind, and I really didn’t give it much thought anymore. 
 
    Except… it was clear to me that the young cute blonde ghost hadn’t been the evil one in the story, after all, she’d almost triumphed over the necromancer.  I didn’t feel evil, but google was pretty positive I was the bad guy.   
 
    As for my nap, I worked at a book store in the mall to help pay for college, and last night was new inventory night, which meant shelving books to the wee hours of the morning.  Needless to say, my business class professor had a mono-tone droning voice that could put five-year-old kid that was high on sugar to sleep. 
 
    It was my junior year, close to the beginning of the first semester, and I was majoring in business.  I was also finally legal, just turned twenty-one a few weeks ago, and sadly I still didn’t like the taste of beer any more than I had eight years ago.  I was more a mixed drink or shot kind of person, but I wasn’t really a huge drinker that way either.  Social drinker, would fit the bill I supposed. 
 
    I looked at the clock, and realized I’d slept almost a half an hour, class was almost over. 
 
    I covered my mouth and turned slightly, to conceal my yawn, and spied my latest obsession. 
 
    Christina Limner. 
 
    I was still a sucker for a pretty face, and hers was god’s greatest work of art in my opinion.   
 
    Besides the face of an angel, she also had long black hair that flowed down her back like liquid midnight, and piercing vivid blue eyes.  She was athletic, and had toned legs that seemed to go on forever, and curves that could wake up a dead man.   
 
    She also didn’t know I existed. 
 
    No, I wasn’t a stalker or a pervert, despite her stunning beauty which I did appreciate, that wasn’t the reason for my obsession.   
 
    The reason she always caught my attention, was she was a total ghost magnet, there was also an ephemeral quality that seemed to draw me to her that I couldn’t explain.  She’d just joined the college in her junior year, I was sure I’d have remembered if I’d seen her before a couple of weeks ago.  I can only assume she’d gotten her associates at a two-year community college, before coming to Chicago’s UIC. 
 
    Most ghosts avoided me, but the most common thing I ran across were ghosts that were haunting a specific person.  They didn’t really have a choice but to follow that binding.  I’d also figured out that ghosts which haunted people stole energy from that person.  Not nearly on the level that my energy could give them though.  It could also cause chronic tiredness, and even depression and paranoia in their victims. 
 
    I couldn’t really prove it, except… 
 
    I sent a whip of energy down to the front of the class, which severed and drained the ghost’s connection to Christina, and sent it packing.  I had no idea where a ghost went when I banished one, but they didn’t ever come back. 
 
    Christina immediately sat up straighter and took a deep breath, and then looked around the room.  Humans couldn’t see or even feel ghosts, but it was the responses people made when I freed them that had convinced me that when ghosts drain energy from humans, it hurts them.  They always reacted as if a great weight had been lifted from their shoulders, and had greater energy. 
 
    Back to the point, my obsession with Christina Limner, which was about far more than her beauty, her grace, or even my young male libido.  It was because every single time I’ve sat down in this class this year, Christina had come in with a new ghost for me to sever and banish.  They really loved her for some reason, and I was curious as to why. 
 
    Was it her energy?  Did she walk through a cemetery every day?  What was it about the girl that made her a ghost magnet? 
 
    Maybe on Wednesday I’d question the next ghost, I’d promised myself a long time ago not to ever talk to another, or trust them again, but I was understandably curious.  Maybe curious enough to go back on my promise to myself.  After all, I wasn’t that same scared thirteen year old that had made it.   
 
    Today was Monday, and this class was only three times a week. 
 
    As for the second reason, I couldn’t explain it.  Hence the word ephemeral.  I felt a strange connection to her, or maybe the possibility of one?  Maybe it was simply whatever attracted ghosts to her also came up on my necromancer radar?  It was like… if every other human in the class was a sapphire, she’d be a ruby.  Different somehow, in a way that stood out, but unlike my example, not in a way that I could quantify. 
 
    Christina turned her neck all the way around, and looked right into my eyes. 
 
    Crap, busted. 
 
    Instead of looking away like a creep, I smiled slightly and nodded hello, before I slowly turned my attention back to the professor.  Getting busted taking a look could be fun sometimes, but this wasn’t the local bar, so despite my boldness I did feel a bit sheepish about getting caught.  Worse, there was no way I could explain why I’d been staring.   
 
    Actually, I probably could, the ghost had been gone.  My eyes had just lingered a bit too long to enjoy the view.  In my defense, it had been one of those absent minded subconscious things while I was lost in thought about the ghost conundrum.  I could see in my peripheral vision that she stared at me a few seconds longer, before she turned back to the professor herself… 
 
      
 
    “Bar tonight Tom?” George asked, almost as soon as I got back from morning class.  I’d barely even put my backpack down. 
 
    I thought about that, I wasn’t crazy about going to the bar all the time, but George Pepe was my new dorm roommate this year, and we were still feeling each other out, each of us hoping that the other wasn’t crazy.  So far, he seemed cool enough.  I also didn’t have a shift at the bookstore for a few days. 
 
    It wasn’t that I was stuffy, or a party pooper, I’d just never gotten into the partying scene that deeply.  I tended to swim on the shallow end that way.  Maybe because of being a necromancer?  I don’t know, but for whatever reason I’d always tried to have a balanced life.  I didn’t party all the time, but I didn’t work all the time either. 
 
    The last roomy I’d had, Pete, had taken off the end of Sophomore year, satisfied with a two-year degree.  We’d gotten along really well, and I hoped the trend continued with my new roommate. 
 
    I nodded slowly, “I can do that,” and I pulled out my books to get my assignment out of the way.  Then maybe I’d take a nap, despite my half hour snooze in class, I was still tired from last night. 
 
    “What time?” 
 
    He shrugged, “Any time after dinner, I have a class this afternoon.  Maybe we’ll get lucky?” 
 
    I was between girlfriends right now, and wasn’t really into one night stands.  Though sometimes that policy was sorely tested, I was a twenty-one-year-old guy after all.  I also got my fair share of attention from the opposite sex.  Still, I’d be happy to play wingman while I looked for the next girlfriend instead of just a notch in my belt. 
 
    “I’m designated wingman tonight then.” 
 
    That really worked, because the wingman’s job was to peel off the sensible girl so his buddy could get some time alone to corral the wild one.  I preferred the sensible ones.  I don’t mean dull either, they can be just as fun if not more so.  Still, looking for a girlfriend that would actually be faithful, in a one-night stand, is an exercise in stupidity. 
 
    Not that I thought that was what George was doing.  I meant for me. 
 
    George gave me a surprised look, maybe because I took wingman last time, and then said, “I’m going to grab lunch and hit class, see you later?” 
 
    I just nodded, I’d already started typing my latest assignment out on my laptop… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    The bar was packed with students as George and I made our way inside.  It was laid out in three different areas.  There was the front which had the main bar, tables, restrooms, and the entrance to the kitchen, a second large room where live bands played with a bunch of tables, but there was no one on a Monday night, just the jukebox.  The music was loud, but not to the point we couldn’t talk to people. 
 
    The last part was actually outside, a fenced in patio. 
 
    I felt a buzz of energy and looked over to the left, and with a thought and a burst of energy banished the ghost.  I didn’t exactly go out of my way to banish them all, wherever I sent them when I did that, but I made it a point to send away all the ones that fed on human energy. 
 
    They might not have been evil, but they were at least assholes. 
 
    The ones that just haunted cemeteries and buildings I generally left alone if they kept their distance.  They weren’t hurting anyone after all, so there was no need to mess with them. 
 
    I caught a glance of the victim’s face as she turned, and couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw it was Christina.  I’d just taken care of a ghost on her less than eight hours ago.  I looked away before she caught me staring again, but not before I noticed the big guy sitting with her.  He looked like a professional weight lifter and model.  For some reason, I felt a stab of disappointment, even though I didn’t know anything about her. 
 
    I supposed it wasn’t a surprise she was with someone already.  She was gorgeous. 
 
    I shook that off as ridiculous, it was just my hormones talking.  Of course, that would have been enough for me to want to get to know her better.  George and I got some drinks at the bar.  I got a long island iced tea, and George got a beer.  My drink was pretty strong, so I’d make it last.  I just for some reason, really hated beer. 
 
    Either because it reminded me of that day, or because it tasted disgusting. 
 
    Or both. 
 
    We just relaxed for a few minutes and tried to absorb the atmosphere.  Or at least, that’s what I was doing.  George looked like a hunter scanning for prey out of a deer blind.  He was a good enough guy I supposed, followed the roommate code and everything, but… 
 
    I really missed my old roommate. 
 
    Maybe I was just too serious about things.  When a person knows for sure there’s an afterlife and ghosts, a person’s perspective kind of changes, and a whole slew of other questions come up.  Instead of is there a god, it’s more like what was god thinking?  And where do the ghosts go anyway?  Why don’t they come back?  Why am I a necromancer, and what does that really mean, because I’m fairly sure google is full of shit. 
 
    George asked, “What do you think?” 
 
    I glanced around, and saw the blonde mountain leave, without Christina.  Maybe she wasn’t dating after all? 
 
    Right, my roommate’s quest, I looked around some more. 
 
    “The blonde and the redhead, far table, blonde is mine.” 
 
    George said, “But the redhead looks more conservative to me.” 
 
    The redhead was wearing a tight pencil skirt, and a crop top with a loose blouse over it.  The blonde had on short jean shorts, and a very tight top that advertised her every curve.  Going off that, George would be right. 
 
    I smiled, “Don’t look at their clothes George, look at their body language and faces.  The blonde looks uncomfortable.  I bet you twenty bucks the redhead not only dragged her here, but dressed her in those clothes as well.  Red is on a hunt to get caught, and the blonde is her safety valve.  Trust me.”  
 
    I also knew Red would make a good friend, if not a good girlfriend.  I was hardly judgmental of her lifestyle, it just wasn’t for me. 
 
    I don’t know why, but I’ve always been good at picking out intentions and judging people.  The blonde dead girl from my youth obviously being an exception.  I didn’t get those feelings from the dead.  I don’t know if it had anything to do with the necromancer thing, but I’m a fairly good judge of character.  Like I know George will be a decently good roomy, except he’s a little too obsessed with partying, and sleeping with every woman he can get his hands on. 
 
    Not judging his lifestyle either, but his lifestyle unlike red’s, will have an effect on me, so… 
 
    It’s mostly situational though, people aren’t pigeonholed that easily, but in that moment, I knew their intentions for the evening.  Call it a gut feeling.  If it was something extra, maybe I was evil using my powers to pick up women.  I grinned. 
 
    George shook his head, “I won’t take that bet, let’s go.” 
 
    I let him lead, as a good wingman should… 
 
      
 
    Things were going pretty well so far, for red and George anyway.  The redhead was very outgoing, and her name was Stacey, but her nickname in my mind was still red.  The blonde’s name was Amy, and she was as painfully shy as I’d expected, despite being extremely attractive and dressed the way she was. 
 
    I let George and Stacey dominate the conversation, while every once in a while I tried to talk Amy out of her shell.  If nothing else, it was a fun challenge. 
 
    It was about fifteen minutes in when I felt a buzzing again.  It wasn’t like when a ghost got close to me though, it was different.  The buzz was loud, and vibrated against my skin.  Like the difference between the buzzing of a bee, and that of a power transformer.  Not only did my hair stand up on my arms and on the back of my neck, but my goosebumps got goosebumps. 
 
    My heart beat faster, and I just sensed danger. 
 
    I’d never felt anything like it before, and it was most certainly not a ghost, or at least not a normal one.  The only time I’d felt something similar was when I was thirteen, that cute dead girl that had suckered me and feasted on all my energy, so much energy that she’d manifested, been visible to normal people.  That had been almost as strong as this, but not quite.   
 
    I looked in the direction it was coming from, and decided it was outside, in the alley behind the kitchen.  Dark wavy but shiny hair caught my peripheral vision, and I turned in time to see Christina run out the front door, and lost sight of her as she turned toward the alley. 
 
    What in the hell? 
 
    “Umm, excuse me a moment,” I said absently to Amy, and I got up to follow.  
 
    I was already scolding myself for being stupid, and a sucker, before I even made it to the door.  But far beyond her good looks, I was obsessed with the idea of finding out what Christina’s story was.  I knew she wasn’t a necromancer like me, but she was something different.  Call it another gut feeling, though I couldn’t explain it past that. 
 
    Plus, there was the matter of the eight ghosts I’d banished that had connected to her, one for each time I’d laid eyes on her.  I’d never seen a human have more than one before. 
 
    There was also a puerile part of me that thought she might be in real danger, and that she needed my help.  I did have a bit of a hero complex on occasion, and I was almost positive being a necromancer wasn’t responsible for that.  No, that lay squarely on the sucker born every minute thing. 
 
    Of course, google ascribed necromancy to dark magic, I wasn’t sure I believed in magic.  Magic was simply energy that modern science doesn’t have an explanation for yet.  I was almost sure anyway.  After all, my magic, felt a little bit like standing too close to a bug zapper.  For some reason, most humans couldn’t even perceive that energy, yet I could see, hear, feel, and command it. 
 
    And I’d never once had to chant a spell, it was all intentions, and force of will. 
 
    I got outside and turned toward the alley, and stopped at the corner, frozen in disbelief. 
 
    Okay, I totally lost credibility as a necromancer, when I saw my very first vampire.  All I can say in my defense, was I grew up in a small town. 
 
    The buzzing turned out to be a slavering red eyed undead creature, with long fangs.  The second part of my shock, was that Christina was kicking its ass.  I just stood there and watched, as the lithe gorgeous woman kicked, punched, and threw the vampire against the wall. 
 
    Then she pulled out an eight-inch dagger from a hidden boot sheath, that looked too shiny to be steel, it looked more like silver. 
 
    I felt the second buzzing moving quickly from the other direction, and before she could stab the first one, the second was going to arrive. 
 
    I cried out, “Look out Christina.” 
 
    Of course, she looked toward me. 
 
    Before I could fix my mistake and say behind you, the second one tacked her from behind, and she did a nose dive into the cement. 
 
    I cringed at the crunching noise of cartilage, that had to hurt. 
 
    The first one got up and crawled on all fours, in a really creepy way, right toward her.  It was like something out of a horror flick. 
 
    She was stunned, and the second one climbed up her body, and was about to munch on her neck. 
 
    So much for saving her, I was working on getting her killed with my idiocy. 
 
    I gathered the energy inside me and shot it out, like I would with a ghost, and nothing happened.  I’d stunned them for a moment, but then they kept coming. 
 
    I gathered more energy and shot it out into them, and yelled, “Stop!” 
 
    They stopped, and I could feel the energy I put inside them, connected with my mind and will.  I probably could have sucked their necromantic energy dry and banished them at that point, but I was in shock at what I’d done. 
 
    It figures, that the first time I ever commanded the undead, it would be for a pretty face. 
 
    Christina had recovered, and rolled to the left, and jabbed the dagger into the first vampire’s chest, while she pinned the other one down by the neck with her left arm.  The buzzing energy must have been in its heart, because I felt the energy, both mine and the energy that had possessed him run through the dagger, and into Christina before it dissipated. 
 
    Did she just kill a ghost? 
 
    She immediately pulled it out, and did a repeat performance for the one underneath her, and the energy dissipated.  This time I felt it, the ghost bound inside the undead vampire body, or soul, or spirit, whatever it was, was just banished when the energy holding it to this plane was removed.  Kind of the same way I banished ghosts. 
 
    She stood up and walked toward me, her dagger disappeared into a boot in one smooth movement. 
 
    “Did you just control those vampires?  To save me?” 
 
    She sounded confused.  Really confused. 
 
    I didn’t see the point in denying it, “Only after I accidentally distracted you from the second one.  It was the least I could do.” 
 
    She furrowed her brow in confusion, “You don’t feel like one of them.  What are you?” 
 
    I heard a deep voice behind me, “He’s a bloody necromancer, are you blind Chris?” 
 
    I hadn’t even heard his approach, I’d been too busy staring into her vivid blue eyes, wondering what to tell her, and wondering what to ask.  It had never occurred to me that I might be in danger from the young woman I’d just saved. 
 
    I turned my head in time to see the built guy from earlier.  Specifically, his fist, as it thundered toward my face.  After that, nothing but darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Ouch.  I was still a sucker.  No good deed and all that.  I groaned, as I woke up with a damned headache.  I’d never been hit so hard in my life.  Not that I’d been in a lot of scraps, but I’d seen a few in high school.  They weren’t necromancers, but they were clearly not normal either.  I tried to move but couldn’t, my arms and legs were tied down. 
 
    I opened my eyes, and tried not to panic as I took in my surroundings. I seemed to be in some type of metal chair, the kind that evokes thoughts of torture, with leather straps wrapped tightly around my arms and legs.  They were reinforced with metal that looked suspiciously like silver.  This couldn’t be good, not good at all.  The room looked like an empty bedroom in a house, except no windows.  Just plaster walls, moldings, white paint, and a sturdy looking wood door. 
 
    I wondered if my roomy had looked for me, or called the police.  Pessimistically, I decided not if he managed to score a night with red.  I frowned, I didn’t know what time it was either, was it still Monday night? 
 
    They must have been monitoring me somehow, because a door opened and three people walked in.  The first was an older man, with a grim face, salt and pepper hair, and vivid blue eyes that matched Christina’s.  So, father maybe?  Some older family member. 
 
    Christina came in after that, with an upset look on her face.  I took that to mean things didn’t bode well for my continued health. 
 
    The last in was the guy who hit me.  He had blonde hair, gray eyes, and looked angry. 
 
    “Who are you,” said the older man. 
 
    “Tom Daniels, who are you?” 
 
    He said, “I’m asking the questions here, where is Macy?” 
 
    “Who’s Macy?” I asked. 
 
    Christina said, “He doesn’t know anything about our world, much less where Macy is, can’t you see that.  And he doesn’t have the taint.  He saved my life.” 
 
    He frowned, “It doesn’t make sense, then why was he in the alley?” 
 
    She looked at me curiously, “Why did you follow me?” 
 
    I shrugged, or would have if my arms could move, I was able to roll my eyes in annoyance though. 
 
    “I’ve banished eight ghosts attached to you since the new semester started just over two weeks ago.  Every time I see you, you’ve had a passenger.  I was curious why, I’d never seen a person haunted like that time and time again.  Plus, when I felt those… vampires?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’d never felt anything like that before, only ghosts, and it was clear you could feel it too.  I never known anyone that was like me, or was more than human, I was curious.  Then I almost got you killed with that warning, so…” 
 
    I trailed off. 
 
    The jerk looked disgusted, “Macy must be using them to spy on us.  No wonder she’s stayed a step ahead of us.” 
 
    “Who’s Macy?” 
 
    Christina replied, “A necromancer, we hunt them.” 
 
    Oh, that’s just perfect.  Google never said anything about necromancer hunters.  Sure, villagers with torches and pitchforks, but supernatural hunters, not a thing. 
 
    Muscles said, “If he knows nothing we should just kill him now.” 
 
    Christina frowned, “But Matt, he doesn’t have the taint, he’s never raised the dead.  There’s something different about him too, he almost feels like one of us.  Use your judgement.” 
 
    Well, at least I had a name for meathead now.  It was also clear to me that she’d meant the word judgement, to mean more than it would to a human.  I also learned that taint is bad, whatever the hell that is. 
 
    Matt snorted, “He’s a necromancer Chris, that’s all I need to know,” he said through gritted teeth, and he stormed out. 
 
    She said, “Dad?” 
 
    “What is judgement?” 
 
    She frowned at me, but answered anyway, “We can gauge a person’s… intentions and if their good or bad.” 
 
    Oh.  What the hell was I?  That sounded a lot like what I can do. 
 
    The man gazed at me for a long time. 
 
    “I need to check on something, don’t get close to him,” he ordered, and then he walked out. 
 
    I asked, “So, what are you?” 
 
    She shook her head, “There’s a whole world out there you know nothing about.  How is that even possible?” 
 
    I shrugged, or at least tried to again, “I was raised in a small town, I was adopted, and outside of UIC I haven’t really gone anywhere.  I can also do that judgement thing.  Oh, and I’d like to not die, if you’re taking requests.” 
 
    She smirked, “That last one is usually a given.  We’re… the supernatural police?  We are descended from the Nephilim.” 
 
    “Nephilim?  Half angels?” 
 
    She nodded, “We aren’t that, we have trace amounts of angelic blood.  The Nephilim could be classed as minor gods, we’re just faster, stronger, and longer lived than humans.  We can also use judgement.” 
 
    “Good metabolisms, hardly have to work out to maintain your physique, heal about three times faster than humans?” 
 
    She tilted her head, “Yes.” 
 
    I sighed, “Then I don’t know what the hell I am, because I can do all that shit too, not just ghosts.” 
 
    She bit her lip, and I swear I was a sucker, because even though I might be dead soon I was tempted to ask her out.  I also couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t quite panicking, shouldn’t I be climbing the walls in my mind at this point?  Nope, calm as a cucumber, which was really strange.  Not that I was given to panic often, but I normally had the same amount of healthy fear that every other human did.  This situation definitely called for panic, or at the very least mild concern. 
 
    “So, vampires…” I prompted. 
 
    She said, “Not like the books, no sparkles.  They are created by necromancers, and are pretty much slaves.  There are a few independent ones, we call them wild vampires, if the necromancer that created them dies they can live on by consuming the blood of the living.  They’re all abominations, and we kill them on sight.” 
 
    “What else is there?” 
 
    She sighed, “I don’t know why I’m telling you all this.  Let’s see, witches, Shifters, and Fae, along with us and Necromancers are the five magical races.  Necromancers are the only natural race that we kill on sight because of the taint. 
 
    “Vampires, Wight’s, and Zombies, are the unnatural races created by Necromancers.  Half-demons are an evil Witch thing.  Those we all kill on sight as well.” 
 
    I asked, “So… Witches, Shifters, Fae, and your race are given the benefit of the doubt, and a trial?” 
 
    She nodded, “Yes, welcome to the real world.” 
 
    I asked, “So, what time is it?” 
 
    She smiled, and despite being tied down I returned it.  Weird. 
 
    “Four in the morning, you got a date or something?” she asked in a teasing voice. 
 
    I shook my head, “Nope, classes in… six hours.  I’m almost afraid to ask, but taint?” 
 
    “A necromancer that uses a lot of power builds up a taint, like a residue?  It inevitably drives them insane.  It’s where the stories of armies of the dead come from.  Necromancers always turn bad.  They become twisted and evil from using the magic.  It isn’t so much raising the dead, and calling a spirit back to life, but the amount of power it takes to do it.  I don’t know how it’s possible, but you don’t have any taint at all, maybe because you’ve only messed with ghosts?” 
 
    “I don’t know either, is that why you didn’t notice me picking off the ghosts?” 
 
    She nodded, “It’s not a Necromancer’s magic I’d feel, it’s a part of the judgement ability.  I wouldn’t be able to miss a Necromancer that was tainted, they feel oily and evil, and sooner or later, they’re all tainted.” 
 
    I didn’t ask the most obvious question, how could I have both Nephilim and Necromancer blood?  Most likely my father raped my mother, and then I got stuck in a small town somehow when I was born?  I think I was more upset about that, than the thought of dying. 
 
    Maybe I didn’t really believe I was going to die.  Well, maybe if Matt was in charge.  Christina seemed ready to just let me go now, so I guess it was really up to dad, whatever his name was.  He hadn’t seemed all that thrilled with me, but he wasn’t bloodthirsty either. 
 
    Or maybe I was just lying to myself, so I wouldn’t spend the last hour or so of my life blubbering like a baby.  It seemed far more likely I was in shock, than anything else.  But… I didn’t feel like I was in shock, I was enjoying the bantering with my beautiful captor. 
 
    “So… business classes?” 
 
    She smiled, “Yeah, we run things like a business, we still need to see to the practical things in life.  Most of it is old money, and investments, but we need to understand the changing and evolving business practices, laws, and rules.” 
 
    I nodded, “I plan on opening my own business, though I hadn’t decided on what yet.” 
 
    She just shook her head and turned away. 
 
    “What?  Am I dead?” 
 
    She shrugged and her voice sounded almost regretful, “If you’re spared because of your unique… parentage.  You’re a part of our world now Tom, there’s no going back.  College maybe, but your life plans?  I’m sorry, I’ll be right back,” and she left the room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Now what in the hell did that mean? 
 
    I thought about our conversation, and all she told me.  I realized she hadn’t really told me anything. 
 
    Fae, shifters, witches, necromancers, and… hell, she hadn’t even said the name of her race, the race I was supposed to be half of?  She’d just said they had the blood of Nephilim, but weren’t that.  So… what were they? 
 
    The rest, the other four races, were just undefined words.  Witches brought up pictures of broomsticks, cauldrons, and spells.  Fae brought up images of an alien and sometimes heartlessly cruel race, afraid of iron.  Shifters… werewolves, werecats, and other animals, lycanthropy.  But was any of those things in my mind really accurate?  I didn’t resemble the necromancers of legend either, but then I was just half necromancer, and untainted. 
 
    She had explained vampires as well, sort of.  In the real world they were just flunkies apparently.  Hired muscle of sorts, with a hankering for blood. 
 
    Was there a combined government?  Five governments, or were all the necromancer’s anarchists? 
 
    The more I thought about our conversation, the more I realized all her answers were pretty much meaningless without a whole lot of contextual information I lacked.  So, what does it mean that I can’t go back, and why did she seem so regretful about it? 
 
    Would I have to join this supernatural police force of sorts?  How did that work?  Did they work in cells, or as families, communities, military? 
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and tried to calm down.  I’d been wondering where the panic was… and I’d most definitely found it.  High heartrate, hyperventilating, all that stuff.  What the hell was I going to do, assuming dear old dad didn’t just kill my ass. 
 
    But wait a minute, why now? 
 
    Wait… had it been Christina’s presence that kept me calm?  She was hot, gorgeous beyond belief, and seemed nice even for one of my captors that had me strapped to a chair, but no one was that hot. 
 
    Still, I clearly remember the panic before they’d come in the room, and it had only come back once she’d left.  Magic of some kind maybe?   
 
    Damn, now she’s gotten me thinking that way.  It’s just energy… maybe the taint is some kind of resultant radiation from handling the power?  Necromancy could be like… the nuclear energy of the supernatural world.  Not evil, just… toxic.  I laughed, and it sounded a bit hysterical to my ears.  I took another deep breath. 
 
    I supposed it didn’t really matter, if science can’t explain or measure it yet, it might as well be called magic. 
 
    “If you want to convince us you’re not crazy, you should probably avoid the unhinged laughter.” 
 
    The voice sounded familiar, but not quite the same.  I opened my eyes and looked over at the door, and there was a young woman maybe three or four years younger than Christina.  Same vivid blue eyes, and midnight hair, but her face was structured just a bit differently.  I had no doubts it was a younger sister though, she looked maybe seventeen or eighteen.  She was also in a leotard and yoga pants, which were quite flattering on her. 
 
    I made a concerted effort to keep my eyes above her neck, and away from the swell of her cleavage. 
 
    “Hi.  I’m Tom, your captive, who would you be?” 
 
    She smiled, “Serena, I’m impressed, you almost seem sane now.” 
 
    I snorted, “I’m a bit stressed, this is going to make me miss an assignment for class later.  You know what it’s like to fall behind in school.” 
 
    She shook her head in faux sadness, and then smirked, “See, I was rooting for you, but there you go with the crazy again.” 
 
    I frowned, whatever effect Christina had on me wasn’t duplicated in her sister.  It wasn’t a lack of looks, that was for sure.  God had been just as generous with Serena as he had been with Christina.  Which was both comforting and confusing.  Comforting because that meant I wasn’t that shallow, although I already knew that mostly, only my atypical response to Christina had put that in doubt.  And it was also confusing, because I had no clue as to what it was really about. 
 
    Maybe it worked both ways?  She’d said she’d been surprised at answering my questions.  I also kind of doubted that Christina spared a lot of smiles for her other captives, and she’d smiled at me a few times during our conversation. 
 
    I replied in mock hauteur, “Education is extremely important young lady, and should always be of concern.” 
 
    Oh god, that did sound a bit crazy.  My banter abilities were definitely compromised when I was panicking.  Tied down, panicking and tied down. 
 
    “Serena,” a deeper disapproving voice said, “What are you doing in there.” 
 
    Serena sighed and made a face, “I’m supposed to be training,” she said in a confiding voice. 
 
    She waved a hand at the door, “This is Timothy, my torturer.” 
 
    Timothy looked to be in his fifties, salt and pepper hair, and steely gray eyes.  With just a glance I could tell he was intense.  I’d also guess he was ex-military by his bearing.  I also wondered how old he really was, Christina had said they aged slower.  How much slower? 
 
    Timothy cleared his throat, “Let’s go Serena.  Also, we call it training, torture is what happens when you sass your instructor overly much.  Now move!” 
 
    He’d barked those last two words like a drill sergeant, and Serena ran out of the door like her feet were on fire. 
 
    Timothy smiled, “Timothy Salvador, I’m actually the trainer in Chicago.” 
 
    “Why are you telling me?” 
 
    He kept smiling, and it wasn’t a comforting smile, “You’ll find out shortly.” 
 
    Oh great.  He left me in peace then, to panic some more… 
 
      
 
    I blew up against my nose, this was definitely cruel and unusual torture.  My ass was asleep, and my nose itched.  I couldn’t move.  Okay, better than car batteries, bamboo shoots, and dripping water to the forehead, but really, this sucked.  I was ready to be unlocked or killed. 
 
    Damn, now I had a cramp in my leg.  I also had to pee, badly, that long island ice tea was coming back with a vengeance. 
 
    Finally, the original three came back into the room, and despite everything I’d thought about not getting sucked into their world, I’d be willing to sign a slave contract if I could scratch my nose and take a leak. 
 
    Perversely, I was also thirsty and my throat was parched. 
 
    “Well, if you haven’t heard it yet, I’m Carl Limner.  I’m in charge of Chicago, or of keeping it policed to put it in a way you’d understand.  We’ve decided not to kill you because of your dual and dueling natures, but that means you belong to us.  Any questions?” 
 
    “A whole lot of them, but first, I need to use the facilities.” 
 
    Christina bit her lip and turned her head, obviously trying not to laugh. 
 
    I said, “No really, I’m about to burst here, we can talk after, for hours if you’d like.  I’d really like to know what that means, belong to you.” 
 
    Carl nodded, and moved forward to unlock my restraints, I also felt calm, even though I knew I shouldn’t, and I looked at Christina questioningly.  By the look on her face, she didn’t have any answers either.  There had to be an explanation, but I couldn’t imagine what it was. 
 
    It was also much stronger than my original obsession, which was to find out the truth about her and the ghosts that had attached themselves.  That had just been strong curiosity, this was something entirely different. 
 
    I heard an angry breath, which made me turn from her and look at Matt.  Oh, so that’s how it was, and why he hated me.  He would hate any man Christina showed the slightest interest in, even as friends, the guy was jealous. 
 
    Either Christina was blind to it for some reason, or she was just ignoring it. 
 
    Carl said, “This way.” 
 
    I frowned as we walked into a large corridor, and realized my holding room was inside of a building, and I glanced at the elevator and it said S3, so that explained the no window thing, we were three levels below the ground. 
 
    He brought me to a bathroom, and I took care of business.  After, I washed my hands and face, and rubbed my nose and sighed in relief.  Torturing bastards. 
 
    I smirked to myself, and then went back into the hallway, where he led us to another room, which was a lounge of sorts.  There was a side table with bottles of water, and I helped myself before I sat down in one of the leather chairs.  The décor was relaxing, but I knew it was Christina’s presence that was really doing it, and I had to know why.  I also got the idea from her obvious confusion, that was one thing they didn’t know. 
 
    “So, what do you mean, belong to you?” 
 
    Carl frowned, “It’s odd, every one of the Blood learns this as toddlers.” 
 
    “The Blood?” 
 
    That was a ridiculous name for a race. 
 
    Carl nodded, “Short for Nephilim Blood, it is what we are called.  A reminder of our blood oaths, and who we serve.” 
 
    Serve?  That can’t be good. 
 
    “Maybe start from the beginning?” 
 
    Carl sighed, but nodded, “In the beginning of our recorded histories, the five supernatural races were united.  Nephilim, Fae, Witch, Shifter, and Necromancer.  The Nephilim were strongest, demi, or perhaps even minor gods.  They had powers to shape reality itself, creation magic. 
 
    “The angels had since been confined to heaven, after the fall.  Our generations are very long, our people live four hundred years, but after several generations, the Nephilim became more and more diluted with human blood.  Our race has always been few, there are only five of us here in Chicago, and two of those are my own daughters. 
 
    “I digress, the point was, it was necessary then as it is now, for our people to take human partners.  Not always, but often enough to make a difference in the long term.  History is not entirely clear, but there was some kind of break in the council, because of the Nephilim race losing power, an imbalance and vacuum of power was created. 
 
    “As is usual with humanity, even the supernatural races, that vacuum led to war.  Following so far?” 
 
    I nodded, “Satan fell, no more angels, weakening blood, war.” 
 
    He smiled, “Exactly, we aren’t sure why, but one of the results of the war was that the necromancers started to go insane, and turn evil.  They could no longer practice their craft.  It wasn’t always dark, the necromancers were the ones who would call on our ancestor’s spirits for advice, or help those ghosts stuck on the mortal plane to pass over.  They would also create creatures of burden, or wights to carry messages far distances. 
 
    “But no longer, they went insane, each and every one of them.  They always do, eventually.  They raised huge armies of undead, vampires as cunning assassins, wights were a serious problem that way as well, since they are nothing but spirit and no buildings or fortifications could hold them back, and many thousands of zombies.” 
 
    He paused for a moment, “At that point, the Fae, Witches, Shifters, and the Blood came together.  If we hadn’t joined forces, the necromancers may well have destroyed the rest of us piece by piece, and humanity as well.  We formed a new council, of four races. 
 
    “When we brought the fight to the necromancers, the Fae supplied us with their silver weapons, the witches enchanted them, and we all fought.  We discovered a short time later, that only the Blood may withstand the release of necromantic magic without ill effects.  The Fae, Witches, and shifters who fought with us, all started to show signs of instability. 
 
    “They continued to fight though, they had no choice, until the necromancers were cut down in numbers high enough to end the war.  Or at least, the large battles.  That is when the remaining members of the Blood made a binding pact, we would hunt necromancers until there was no taint left on earth, it was a binding oath on our whole race.  We also vowed we would protect the other three races as long as they kept the peace. 
 
    “In return, the Fae gave the oaths to keep us supplied with daggers, the Witches to keep them enchanted, and the shifters gave oaths to stop certain practices, that the other races abhorred.  It seemed like a good compromise.” 
 
    “But they tricked you,” I accused. 
 
    Carl chuckled, “In what way?” 
 
    “Let me guess, the oath to protect the three races wasn’t specific enough, that’s how you became their law enforcement.  Every time one of theirs goes rogue, they drop it at your doorstep because that rogue is a danger to them.” 
 
    Carl sighed and then shrugged helplessly, “There are some of us that believe our ancestors were… fooled in that way, betrayed by a lawyer’s interpretation of the words, instead of our true intent during the oath.  But, there are also some who see our race as guardians, most of us have the instinctive need to protect, and those believe our ancestors foresaw that allowing themselves to be fooled in that way would extend the peace indefinitely.” 
 
    I nodded thoughtfully, I did have that hero complex after all.  If the whole race did? 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    Carl shrugged, “We are, you included, forced into it either way.  I’ve always chosen to approach life in a positive manner, and honestly once I got over it, I realized I wouldn’t be nearly as happy doing anything else.” 
 
    I glanced at Christina, and she nodded once.  She obviously felt the same way.  When I looked over at Matt, he didn’t give me any indication what he thought, except of course, that he didn’t like me. 
 
    “Alright, so I get to go back to college right, and graduate?” 
 
    Carl nodded, “But you will also be here to train, and learn to hunt.  There is still much about our world you don’t know.  We’ll introduce you to the Fae, Witches, and Shifters as well, and teach you how to deal with them.” 
 
    I honestly wasn’t sure how I felt about that, I didn’t even feel trapped right now and I knew I should feel trapped.  I looked at Christina, and realized I wouldn’t really know how I felt about any of this until I was away from her.  There seemed to be some tangible connection between us, and it was even stronger now that we’d spoken.  I could feel her, not like I felt my magic or the undead, something different. 
 
    I also knew I didn’t want to get away from her at all. 
 
    I knew one thing for sure, there was nothing romantic about it at all, it felt more like a partnership of some kind.  A bond of… shared responsibility, and strangely a deep trust.   
 
    I did feel attracted to her of course, and sure, lust was definitely involved when I looked at her beautiful face and body, but it was the normal kind of appreciation any red-blooded male would feel for a woman as beautiful as she was. 
 
    I looked away and back at the coffee table between our chairs. 
 
    “I guess I don’t get a choice.  Do I really have to learn to fight?  I can just banish them.” 
 
    Carl looked startled, “I don’t know why you aren’t tainted yet, but I don’t imagine it’s a good idea for you to start using your necromantic powers even more.  You should of course, use everything in your arsenal when your back is against the wall to survive, but you need to learn how to use a blade, and fight hand to hand.  Don’t worry, it should come naturally.” 
 
    I frowned, “I won’t say no.  But you said our race is immune to the taint, when you kill them and the power runs through the daggers and into you, unlike the other races.  Maybe I’m not tainted at all because of I’m half Blood?  Maybe I can’t be tainted at all.” 
 
    Carl nodded, “That’s a possibility, but are you willing to bet your sanity and life on it?  You have two disparate dueling natures, what if one of them becomes ascendant?” 
 
    “Fine, good point.” 
 
    I wouldn’t completely give up using it, I wasn’t going to let the ghosts that sapped humans get away with it, and of course, if my life or anyone else’s was in danger… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    “Shit, that hurt.” 
 
    Don’t worry, it should come naturally… my ass.  Carl was full of crap. 
 
    Serena giggled, “Come on, I didn’t throw you too hard, did I?” 
 
    I groaned, she was too cute to be so cruel.  Actually, I liked her wise-ass sense of humor, it’s just my back felt like… like it had just been slammed into a wall.  Mostly because it had. 
 
    I’d gone home earlier, and figured out how much I didn’t like it, it sucked… but I really didn’t have a choice.  I had a feeling I’d be called oath breaker, and be killed if I tried to bow out.  Honestly though, it really didn’t sound so bad, especially if I got to be around Christina more often.  Sadly, I wasn’t sure how much of that motivation was because of that weird bond, or because I wanted to eventually ask her out on a date. 
 
    She was gorgeous, but the more time I spent with her, I realized she was the total package. 
 
    After Tuesday’s classes, and dealing with George’s demands for an explanation on why I’d bailed on him, I’d come back to the building.  Which turned out to be a small three story office building, with four sublevels.  The sublevels were secured from normal human entry, both with witch magic as well as technology. 
 
    Timothy had taken one look at me, and said that he needed to see me fight, before he could see where I would need work, and where I would need a lot of work.  Of course, to see me fight, he couldn’t participate, and Serena had been more than happy to fill the breach.  She was entirely too happy about kicking my ass, but I had a feeling she’d been on the receiving end her whole life as the youngest one here.  I imagined I’d be excited in her shoes too. 
 
    “Seriously, are you getting up?” Serena asked with a smirk. 
 
    I laughed, “I’m thinking of taking a nap.” 
 
    I suppressed a groan, and jumped back up. 
 
    Plus, a leotard and yoga pants were an unfair distraction. 
 
    Okay, now I was just making excuses. 
 
    We sparred for a little more, and I did a little better blocking, but still hadn’t managed to hit the girl, and trust me that I was trying.  Our last round I’d gotten frustrated and thought up close grappling would go in my favor, that’s when I’d been hip tossed five feet into the wall by some kind of judo throw from hell. 
 
    I wasn’t eager to experience that again.  In hindsight, it was also obvious, I’d seen Christina use a similar move in the alley, and the vampires were all about in close fighting to get their teeth in someone’s neck.  If anything, they’d be more trained in grapple fighting than stand up sparring. 
 
    Of course, from a distance I had to deal with her kicks, which had a lot of force behind them, so even the blocks hurt.  One thing was clear, I might have been in shape compared to a normal person, but compared to these people I was not in shape at all. 
 
    Timothy said, “Enough.” 
 
    We stepped away from each other and I took stock.  My arms and legs felt like wet noodles, and my back was sore, but I’d survive. 
 
    Timothy studied me intensely, and then nodded. 
 
    “You’ve never pushed yourself at all have you?  You work out, but have never met anyone that could lift as much, or run as fast, so you called it good enough?  Your speed and reflexes are good, but we need to come up with a real workout regimen to increase your strength and stamina to what it could be. 
 
    “Your fighting could be worse, but it’s sloppy.  That part will come much easier than the other, with instruction and patience, but you need to be willing to stretch yourself.” 
 
    I sighed, “I’m not lazy, I’ve just never seen the point to push myself to my full potential.  I already stood out enough, you know?  I didn’t know about all this.  Just tell me what to do.” 
 
    Timothy smiled like I’d given him a gift, and I started to have second thoughts. 
 
    “This way,” he said, and he headed out into the hallway. 
 
    I followed and Serena walked next to me. 
 
    When we got to the first intersection she patted my arm. 
 
    “Good luck,” she said rather ominously, as she went down a different hallway. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, perhaps a little dubiously to the young woman’s back. 
 
    I followed timothy to another corridor, and then over to a workout room.  It had all the typical machines you’d see in a gym, but they were all modified with larger weights. 
 
    Timothy grunted, and I looked over at him. 
 
    “Today we’ll get your max lift on all these devices, to tailor the weight you’ll need to use in your reps.  We’ll do this once a week, you should make the initial gains very quickly, and you’ll be here working out every day.  Three reps of ten on each machine should take about ninety minutes.” 
 
    I shook my head, “That’s not healthy.” 
 
    He laughed, “You forget, we aren’t human and heal three times faster.  Just one night’s sleep will be enough for your muscles to rebuild and grow stronger, you don’t need to use the skip every other day approach like a human would have to.” 
 
    I nodded, that made sense, “Alright, what else?” 
 
    Risking my life and just using necromancer magic to fight started to sound better and better the more I learned. 
 
    He said, “The fourth sublevel has a jogging track, and we run each morning at six.  I want you there every day starting tomorrow.  I’ll also work with you on a schedule, but I want at least an hour to teach you self-defense techniques each day.” 
 
    He waved an arm at the equipment, “For the first long while, until you plateau, true sparring will be out, you’ll be too sore to handle it, but I can still teach you the techniques, and start on your muscle memory.” 
 
    I frowned, that was up to two and a half hours a day, plus however long running was.  So over three hours?  Did these people have a social life?  I’d be hard pressed to do all that, classes, and get my assignments and studying done. 
 
    I supposed it was just as well I wasn’t truly into the party scene, because I wouldn’t be doing any of that anymore.   
 
    There was also the matter of being able to learn more about Christina, I knew I was a little obsessed by the woman, but it was really the only bright spot in all of this. 
 
    Of course, it was too early to tell if I’d even truly like her that way, or vice versa.  Right now, she was just… really nice eye candy, and a tentative friend with some kind of mystical connection.   I probably would have asked her out by now, but I was still getting the lay of the land so to speak. 
 
    There was also the matter of the bond, I needed to figure out what that was all about.  She didn’t seem to understand it either, and neither of us had mentioned it to anyone else yet, not even each other past a few significant looks.  It made it almost impossible to get thoughts of her out of my head. 
 
    All I knew was, I could point in her direction right now, or find her with it. 
 
    “Alright, which machine first?” 
 
      
 
    Christina asked, “You hanging in there?” 
 
    I smiled over at her as she sat next to me in our Wednesday morning class. 
 
    As for her question, I’d be doing great, if I was a masochist.  We’d run twenty miles on that downstairs track this morning, and my legs felt like rubber.  I’d also learned how far behind I was, I’d definitely been the last one to finish, by almost two full laps.   
 
    My arms already seemed okay from the workout yesterday afternoon, I’d been in pain last night, but as Timothy indicated, all I’d needed was a good night’s sleep. 
 
    “Oh, things are great.” 
 
    She snorted, “That’s a lie, Timothy works us all to death, constantly.  Of course, he’s trying to keep us alive, every edge counts out there, so we all try not to complain about it too much.” 
 
    “Oh, my legs are rubber, but my arms are good until this afternoon.” 
 
    She lowered her voice even further, we hadn’t been talking all that loud to begin with as the lecture room filled up with people.  She also leaned in toward me more, and I had to remind myself to breath as I looked into her blue eyes, and I took in her sweet scent. 
 
    “I’ve been doing research, but I can’t find any references to the connection we have since the alley.  I… don’t have a clue.” 
 
    I asked, “What about your father?” 
 
    She shrugged, “I haven’t told anyone about it.  There’s a lot you don’t know about our world.  Anything new is suspect, and I’m not in the mood to be examined by witches and subjected to scrutiny.  I’d rather figure it out on our own if we can.  So far, all I know is where you are, I can kind of feel you, and I feel very relaxed in your presence.” 
 
    “Why do you suppose that is?” 
 
    She frowned in thought, “It would make us a great fighting team.  Being tense in a fight is a really bad idea, and can lead to a loss of focus and mistakes.  Have you noticed anything else?” 
 
    I shook my head, but then something did occur to me. 
 
    “Actually, you aren’t haunted this morning.  It’s the first time I’ve seen you outside of the magically protected building without a ghost attached.” 
 
    She didn’t look convinced, “Maybe it’s the bond, but maybe Macy just gave up because she kept losing her spies.” 
 
    That would be a hell of a coincidence, but I didn’t argue. 
 
    “Okay, so what should we do?” 
 
    I wondered if our closeness was affecting her like it was me.  I thought maybe it did, but didn’t trust my judgement, since I really wanted her to be attracted to me as much as I was to her.  It was all confused though, with the connection we have. 
 
    She replied, “Just concentrate on catching up to us, working out and learning to fight.  I’ll keep searching our archives as I can, and let you know if I find something.” 
 
    Then she touched my arm, an innocent touch as some woman do in a conversation to make a point, or how her sister had patted my arm before we split off yesterday.  It was also the first time she’d ever touched me, and we were both shocked by the tingles and surge of energies that we exchanged. 
 
    She froze, and stared into my eyes in question.   
 
    I imagined I looked just as clueless. 
 
    After the initial surge of energy, it backed off to a low humming, that nonetheless felt extremely pleasant where she touched me. 
 
    We were both at a loss, and when the door slammed in the front of the room, she pulled her hand back and we both looked toward the professor who walked over to the lectern.   
 
    I felt energized, and my sore rubbery legs were no longer as sore and rubbery.  They weren’t perfect by any stretch, but they were definitely better. 
 
    What the hell had just happened? 
 
    Another part of me wondered, if her simple innocent touch had felt that good, what would kissing her be like? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    The next few weeks were hell. 
 
    Run, classes, workout, get tossed around while being taught fighting techniques for grappling, throws, and stand up fighting.   
 
    Then Carl would teach me something about my new world. 
 
    I’d learned that witches did in fact run in covens.  The Chicago coven was indeed made up of thirteen witches and their families.  After that the facts didn’t match up with legend.  Witches didn’t have cauldrons, or ride brooms.  In many ways, they were much like necromancers in that their magic was inherent, and took focus and will. 
 
    I still preferred to think of it as some kind of unexplained energy, but truthfully that was just semantics.  They could and did use chants or spells for more difficult things, but that was just to channel their focus and will correctly.  The large difference of course, was where a Necromancer’s magic affected the dead, a witch’s magic affected the living, and the world around us. 
 
    Which meant their magic was a lot more versatile. 
 
    So far, he’d been a little vague about what they could accomplish.  Except, I knew humans wouldn’t enter the underground levels, even if they found the stairs or elevator, they’d decide it wasn’t worth the bother, or that they needed to be somewhere else. 
 
    I learned about necromancy as well over those weeks, not how to do it, but what my new enemies were capable of.  I’d already known about controlling and banishing ghosts, but necromancers could also summon them from the beyond if they knew enough about the target, and could pull them back into the world.  Which was also how vampires and wights were created, in the former, their bodies were reanimated with the magic, and then their spirits were stuffed back in and under the control of the necromancer. 
 
    It was an ugly thought. 
 
    Necromancers also had protections against magic, the same energy that surrounded me so ghosts couldn’t attack a necromancer, would stop a witch’s spell if the necromancer was more powerful. 
 
    Shifters were territorial, ran in packs, and their animal was very much an influence on them.  They tended to stay away from humans as much as possible.  The worst thing to do around a shifter was to smile at one, or look them in the eyes, they’d take it as a challenge, just like their wild animal counterparts. 
 
    They could fight the instinct to a certain extent, and did so for humans.  But for those of us in the know it wasn’t acceptable behavior. 
 
    The Fae of all of them, were closest to the legends.  They were tricky, and total word lawyers.  It would be a mistake to ever thank one, and they used illusion to blend in.  Iron wasn’t deadly to them, but it did interfere with their magic, so they tended to avoid cities.  Carl told me of all the races, that was the one the Blood had to deal with the least. 
 
    After all that, I’d drag myself back to the dorm each night, and work on assignments.  I felt like a crappy roommate, George had pretty much given up on me after the third time he asked me to go to a bar or party, and I begged off.  We were silent roomies at that point, which was probably just as well. 
 
    Life was a bit crazy. 
 
    I’d also had to give up my job at the book store, but I was also getting paid for being what I was, and doing what I had to do, so things were okay that way. 
 
    As for Christina, I didn’t see her very much outside of our morning run, and classes.  I’d sparred a couple of times with both Serena and Matt.  Serena was tough, and a wise ass, but she didn’t try to embarrass me all that much, not so for Matt.  The guy hated me and I was pretty sure he was jealous, though I couldn’t say why.   
 
    Christina avoided me that time of the day, and the one time she was asked to spar with me she’d begged off.  I think she was worried that the others, and especially Timothy who trained everyone, would easily pick up on how different we were when together in the same room.  It would no doubt reflect on how we fought. 
 
    So far, Christina and I had just been friendly with each other.  We talked every morning, and she’d touched me a few more times, to the same effect as last time.  She still hadn’t found any information on the bond, but it was definitely getting stronger between us as time passed.  I could sense her direction and feel her even when we weren’t in the same immediate area now. 
 
    I wanted to ask her out, but everything was too new, and I was still figuring things out.  At least, that’s what I told myself.  I wasn’t usually so tentative about that kind of thing, I could usually read a woman’s intentions and know if she was open to the idea.  Christina didn’t send me any signals either way really.  My normal confidence had taken a vacation when it came to this new life.  I was the new guy, and for the first time in my life, I was the one behind everyone else, and didn’t know enough about my new world. 
 
    I felt off-balance. 
 
    Plus, there was the whole half-necromancer thing, I didn’t know how she would feel about that.  Did Blood even date?  For all I knew they arranged marriages or something. 
 
    Okay, I was a bit of a coward without my usual unfair advantage, but right now we were becoming good friends, and I enjoyed her company.  I didn’t want to screw that up and make things awkward.  After all, she was one of five in a community I’d just been forced to join, six including myself, so I couldn’t exactly avoid her if it didn’t go well… 
 
      
 
    I stretched my body out under the hot water, which felt good on my sore muscles.  I was kind of used to it after almost three weeks.  A sore body was the new normal.  It also washed off the sweat from my last workout and sparring session. 
 
    Serena was still kicking my ass, but she had to work harder for it now, and I even got a few strikes in this last session.  I knew I still had a long way to go, but it was encouraging to see actual progress. 
 
    I finished my shower and got dressed, it was handy that they had the facilities in the building for it.  From what I could tell, the rest of them all lived down here.  Carl had tried to get me to move in, but I wasn’t comfortable with that idea. 
 
    I went up to the second sub-level, which had a small conference room where Carl had been educating me daily on my new world.  Something was different today, I could feel Christina in the room.  The slight anxiousness I felt about that disappeared as I walked into the room, and laid eyes on her.  Matt was also in the room, and he frowned as he looked between us both, as if he could sense our connection. 
 
    We’d obviously have to be more careful, I’d been looking at her before I could see her, and if the confusion and jealousy on Matt’s face was any indication, she’d been looking at the door before I got there. 
 
    I ignored him, and I glanced over at Carl as I took a seat. 
 
    “Hey, what’s going on?” 
 
    Carl said, “Tom.  Timothy tells me you’re doing well.  You still have strength and stamina to work on, but you’re picking up the fighting part quickly?” 
 
    I nodded cautiously, “I’m making progress, but I still have a long way to go to catch up.” 
 
    Carl said, “I want you to go out with Matt and Christina tonight, so you can get an idea what you’ll be up against.  They’ll also introduce you to the Chicago coven and to the Shifters in the area, they need to be able to recognize you as one of us.  You should know enough by now not to make any mistakes there.” 
 
    Wasn’t this kind of quick?  Or was Serena right, and Timothy trained the hell out of us and I was ready, or at least close to it? 
 
    I replied, “That’s fine, any reason for tonight?” 
 
    Carl explained, “Macy will strike hard soon and flee the city for another.  We first became aware of her five years ago, in California.  Although we got her mother, she was able to escape the Blood in that city.  So far over the last five years, she’s been in ten cities, each time she moves carefully, hides, and plans an attack while she builds up her forces slowly and carefully.  Until you, we had no idea she was using ghosts as spies to monitor our movements and learn our habits. 
 
    “In the last city, her farewell attack killed two blood, and injured three others.  Not to mention she almost took out the entire coven of witches.  She’s been here for just over five months, so something big is coming soon.  We thought maybe you’d be able to help us find her since…” he trailed off. 
 
    I felt a moment of doubt, just how old was Macy when they’d killed her mother.  I knew they all turned bad but…  
 
    “Necromancy?  You want me to what, question ghosts?” 
 
    Carl shook his head, “We’re hoping you’ll be able to feel her from farther away, or trace the magic from her creations.  It may come to that though, if you’re willing.” 
 
    It all felt a little surreal, and way too fast.  It was also impossible to be nervous about it, like I knew I would be without Christina nearby. 
 
    “If it’s needed.” 
 
    What was I going to do, say no and let her launch some supernatural terrorist murder spree before she skipped town?  I’ve been a sucker for twenty-one years, why stop now? 
 
    Carl smiled, “Very well, you’ll go just after dinner.  Matt, take him down to the armory to get him a weapon.  He shouldn’t need one tonight, but better safe than sorry.” 
 
    Matt got up, and I followed him after one more glance at Christina… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Things seemed to be rather tense between us, and I was already having second thoughts about being inside an armory with Matt.  There was also something Carl hadn’t been saying, but I wasn’t sure what that could be. 
 
    Matt was grim and silent, until we took the stairwell down to the fourth floor. 
 
    Matt said, “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but stay away from Christina, she’s mine.” 
 
    “Yours?  Does she know that?” I challenged, perhaps stupidly. 
 
    He grunted in annoyance, and glared at me, and then he continued down the hallway to a metal door with a keypad.  He typed in about twelve numbers, and the door made a snick noise.  He pushed it in, and we entered the armory, which was full of ancient weapons, as well as guns.  The latter surprised me. 
 
    “Guns?” 
 
    He sighed, “Shifter rogues, it’s better to put a few silver bullets into them before they close.  Really, a few clips of silver bullets.  You’ll be trained on those last, after you can handle hand to hand, and knife fighting.  We obviously don’t use the swords anymore, they’re museum pieces now.  Not because they don’t make good weapons for our jobs, but simply because they’re impossible to really conceal well.” 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    He turned to me, “I moved here two years ago, for Christina.  Our race is few in number, and they are basically family units at the heart of things in each city.  It isn’t so medieval as arranged marriages, but quite often when a man grows up he moves to a city with available females.  They usually let nature take its course then, and it usually does. 
 
    “She is my partner, and she is everything to me.  Aim lower, Serena isn’t so bad.” 
 
    I frowned, both at the idea of us divvying up females as if they didn’t get a choice, and the idea of Serena just being not so bad, or merely some kind of a consolation prize.  She was a beautiful fiery thing, worthy in herself, it wasn’t her fault I was stuck on Christina and the bond.  She also hadn’t sent me any signals except for mischievous friendship.  Were all Blood females so hard to read with judgement? 
 
    I had to admit, I was a bit obsessed with Christina.  Actually, I wasn’t really sure if obsession covered it anymore.  Still not creepy, I hoped, there was an attraction, but a lot of it was simply a desperate curiosity about the mysterious connection we shared. 
 
    Still, I didn’t see Christina panting after either of us, and he’d had a two-year head start, so who knew what would happen?  She’d probably find a human, and Matt and I would both be out of luck. 
 
    “Serena?” I asked in a leading voice. 
 
    Matt snorted, and waved at the rack of daggers, “Pick one that feels right in your hands.  Don’t worry that you don’t know how to use it yet.” 
 
    He went on as I started picking them up one by one, and pulling them out of the sheaths to feel the balance of them and how they felt in my hand. 
 
    “You aren’t very bright are you.  Serena is ready and fully trained, but she doesn’t have a partner and is itching to get out there.  You showed up right around the time her father would have requested someone from another city, and when you’re ready for it, you’ll be partnered with her.” 
 
    I shook my head, it was a little too neat and efficient.  Partners from other cities, opposite sex, let nature take its course.  I’m guessing they didn’t get out and date much either.  Military society, a secretive military society, hiding from humanity.  Serena was fun, and I liked her a lot, but there was no spark there, not like with Christina. 
 
    There was also the bond to take into account, Christina thought it meant we’d make perfect patrol partners, but no one else knew about it.  Which meant they had no reason to pair us despite current circumstances. 
 
    Matt was right, I was stupid not to see it, of course I’d be paired with Serena, she was the one who didn’t already have a hunting partner.  Why had I thought they’d split up Matt and Christina’s partnership so I could team up with her?  There’d been no doubt the thought had been lurking in the back of my mind. 
 
    Shit, I needed to man up and pay attention to what was going on, and not worry about my damned love life.  I was pretty much just drafted into the longest running war, ever.  From what I understood not even the middle east had an edge over this war that the supernatural races had with the necromancers, as far as time goes. 
 
    Besides, I was fairly sure Christina didn’t see me that way, the only one who seemed to think so was Matt, and that was due to jealousy and him misinterpreting the bond I had with her.  My only consolation there, was she didn’t seem at all that interested in Matt either.  Which admittedly, was quite petty of me. 
 
    I picked a dagger that felt comfortable in my hand, it was thin, and about eight inches long.  It was also clearly silver.  It just felt right, more than the others had. 
 
    “Okay, how do I conceal this?” 
 
    He said, “There are a few different ways.  Forearm sheath if you have a long sleeve shirt on, although that works best in winter with a coat.  You can wear loose jeans, and cut a hole in the pocket to pull it from a thigh sheath.  Personally, I prefer boot sheaths.  You don’t have to worry about observant people and bumpy clothes, and it’s faster than fumbling in your pocket, or up your sleeve.” 
 
    “I’ll probably pick up boots then, can we do that before we start?” 
 
    Matt nodded, “Fine, let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    Instead of going back to the dorm like I usually did at that time of day, I stayed for dinner.  It was good that it was Friday, I had all weekend to get to my assignments.  Dinner was a bit awkward, and I spent most of it avoiding even looking at Christina.  I wasn’t sure how long my resolve to focus on more important things would last, but it would be doomed to failure if I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. 
 
    I wasn’t even sure that was true, she seemed more important to me than any of it, which was absurd.  I wasn’t lovesick, or anything like that, there was just an intense connection between us, or at least, one that I felt. 
 
    I was also disgusted with myself, because I was acting more like a high schooler with his first crush, than a man in his third year of college.  I’d never had a woman affect me this much before, not even the actual girlfriends who I’d loved drew me in like she did, and the bond just added a whole other dimension to it.  I should just ask her out and get it over with, put myself out of my misery so to speak. 
 
    But of course, I didn’t. 
 
    I’d focused all my attention on Carl, Timothy, and Serena instead.  I knew that approach was doomed to failure, and stupid besides, but it was all I had to work with while I tried to figure out what to do. 
 
    I’d never worn boots before, but I supposed I didn’t look too bad in them as we left the store later that evening.  I’d worn them out, and Matt had helped me modify one to put the dagger sheath in it while Christina had distracted the help.  Fun times. 
 
    “So, what’s the plan?” 
 
    Christina said, “We’ll walk around campus, and check out the bar area.  Macy has been sending her vamps around here to feed, healthy night life on and around campus.  After that, we’ll visit the witches and shifters.” 
 
    “How often have you two actually fought necromancers?” 
 
    Christina replied, “Three times in the last two years.  There are a great number of them out there in the world, but they’re very good at hiding, until they start to go crazy.  Macy is… unique.” 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    Matt rumbled, “She hunts us.” 
 
    Oh, right. 
 
    “The others don’t?” 
 
    Christina shook her head, “Not as a rule, they hide from us.  When they go crazy they get sloppy, and usually make a mess of things.  They attack us yes, but also everyone else, including normal humans.  Macy is… targeted on us and the witches.” 
 
    “Not Shifters and Fae?” 
 
    Matt said carelessly, “They mostly live out of the cities remember?  Macy’s a city girl.” 
 
    I snickered, maybe Matt wasn’t so bad after all.  Just… possessive. 
 
    “Are we leaving the city tonight then?” 
 
    Matt replied, “I said mostly live out of the city, we’ll meet the pack alpha for the Chicago area tonight, before he goes home.  They have a landscaping business.” 
 
    Landscaping? 
 
    I guess I couldn’t talk, half of me was a long-lived race with angel blood, and the other half necromancer.  Two races that were at war with each other, and I was going to college for my four-year business degree. 
 
    Life could be absurd at times. 
 
    We moved onto campus and I’d never noticed it before, but there were people everywhere, over forty thousand people went to this university, there were over eleven thousand new freshmen this year alone.  It was a veritable smorgasbord of blood snacks, with little nooks and crannies all over campus where an unsuspecting lone student could get pulled into. 
 
    If they were lucky, the necromancer wanted to lay low and would avoid killings, so they’d walk away a short time later a unit of blood short, and a little confused.  If the necromancer had really gone around the bend, they might not control their vampires so well, and would most likely bleed out after the vampire ravaged their neck for a drink. 
 
    I shuddered at the thought. 
 
    As far as I knew, Macy wasn’t that far gone yet.  Of course, there was always the possibility of a new necromancer muddying the waters here in Chicago even further.  Hopefully that wouldn’t happen. 
 
    A few minutes later I sent out a third whip of energy, the third in as many minutes, to sever a ghost and banish it to the afterlife, or wherever I sent them on to.  I didn’t bother telling either Christina or Matt, I was sure they’d disapprove of me using my necromancy, or at best be annoyingly concerned. 
 
    I felt the buzz of energy a second or two before both Christina or Matt.  Matt turned his head toward that direction, his whole body tensed and he looked grim faced.  I recognized the look, I’d seen it the first time we’d met when he wanted to kill me. 
 
    Christina looked grimly in that direction as well, but she also looked concerned.  Not for us, for whatever target the vampire may have found. 
 
    It was getting dark, but we didn’t break into a run because of all the people around, we moved as swiftly as possible, without drawing attention, and finally broke into a run when we were far enough off the main walkway.   
 
    It was pure reflex when we got into an alley, like the last three weeks of training to learn how to fight these things never even happened.  The undead vampire had his teeth in a coed, and her eyes were glazed over.  I already knew if she lived, she’d forget that this ever happened, and probably wonder why she was so sleepy for the next week, as her blood built back up. 
 
    “Stop!” I said forcefully as a blast of energy left me. 
 
    It didn’t do a damn thing though, the vampire had a shield of necromantic power around it, it was protected from my power. 
 
    Matt glared at me, Christina didn’t even bother and just surged forward as she pulled the dagger from her boot. 
 
    Matt went as well, and I felt sheepish as the vampire dropped the coed and turned to attack.  
 
    I tried to relax, which was almost too easy given the circumstances, thanks to Christina’s near influence, and I read the energy around the vampire, looking for the thread that powered it.  I guessed if this thing was shielded from my influence, then maybe Macy was close by to make that happen.  I didn’t believe a vampire could generate such a shield on his own, nor hold one once away from its master. 
 
    I had no proof of that, just a feeling.  My own shield was like… circulating my necromancer energy around my body and back inside.  It was all automatic, but I could feel it being done.  My energy was also constantly replenished, as it was automatically channeled from wherever the energy came from, within me. 
 
    There was no source of energy for a vampire, not one that replenished anyway, just a limited pool of energy in its heart which worked to bind the spirit and animate the corpse.  That energy or magic didn’t move around, and the only way to replenish it was for the necromancer to fill it, or allow the vampire to feed. 
 
    Matt stood close on over watch, in case Christina needed help, but she didn’t appear to.  She was keeping it occupied, and kept taking it down when it tried to jump her, while I read the energy, or tried to.  It was moving around a lot which made it harder. 
 
    I finally found the link to the shield, and was considering how exactly to trace it back, it was my first time doing this after all, when I felt a second buzz approaching rapidly from behind me.  Either Macy had felt me find and touch that thread, or she had incredible damned timing. 
 
    I spun around to meet its charge just in time to pull my dagger, and get thrown backwards against the wall of the building really hard.  It made me recall fond memories of my training with Serena, except this opponent didn’t give me a chance to regain my breath and playfully mock me. 
 
    I called for Matt, but it came out as a wheezing gasp, as I raised my dagger and tried to look like I knew what the hell I was doing with it.  I didn’t bother to yell stop, both because I couldn’t breathe yet, and also, because this second one had a shield too.  Maybe I could overpower it, but even though I wasn’t panicking because of Christina’s presence, I still wasn’t sure what to do. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how much energy that would take, and didn’t want to overdo it, or worse, not use enough and get killed.  So, fighting it was.  How hard could it be, the dagger had a pointy end, and it went in the vampire’s chest. 
 
    I raised the dagger as it lunged at me, and it grabbed my forearm with one hand, and pushed my arm against the cement.  The other hand grabbed my hair and pulled my head to the side, that wasn’t a good sign. 
 
    I heard a curse as Matt finally either heard the ruckus, or felt the second vampire, but he wasn’t going to get there in time.  The silver in the knives were like… holding two pieces of copper and sticking them inside of a wall outlet.  Much like electricity, the silver was a conductor for the magic, or the necromancer energy, whatever. 
 
    Point was, I didn’t need a knife to control necromancer energy, or to channel it.  And what happened next was pure instinct, because I sure as hell didn’t train for it. 
 
    My free left hand came up and pushed flat against the vampire’s chest as his teeth dived for my neck, and just like what I did to a ghost, I sent an energy whip right into his heart, and then pulled all the energy out using it as a conduit, instead of trying to control it again. 
 
    Really though, considering my desperation, and the shield he had in place, it was more like an energy piton, a peg of pure necromancer energy with all my strength.  I thought maybe it was overkill, but when a vampire is a split second away from drinking my blood, I should be excused for any overreactions. 
 
    A split second after that, Matt’s dagger plunged into its back, and up into its heart, right before it would have fallen to the ground.  I was kind of impressed, he would have saved me.  At most, the vamp would have gotten a gulp or two of blood, if he hadn’t torn my throat out I mean. 
 
    What I hadn’t intended, was to suck in the shield as well, and the energy link that led from the shield to the necromancer.  Suddenly, I was draining her as well.  I heard a scream of rage, probably a quarter mile away, and then the energy cut off.  
 
    “Thanks, that was her screaming by the way, that way?” 
 
    I looked over in time to see Christina pulling her dagger out of the other one’s chest.  I knew I had it bad for the girl, if she could make something like that look sexy. 
 
    The three of us ran in the direction of the scream, but when we got in the general area she was gone. 
 
    “Do Necromancers move that fast?” 
 
    Christina said, “No, but vampires do, she might have had a third with her, for a quick escape.” 
 
    I snickered, “So necromancers ride piggy back, that kind of ruins the whole fearsome reputation, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Matt sighed, “She is fearsome, never forget that she has killed many of us, and many witches over the last five years.” 
 
    I nodded and sobered, “Sorry, first fight adrenaline, I’m a bit punchy maybe?” 
 
    Christina patted my arm, which of course made me feel much more centered as our energy exchanged again.   
 
    I really wish I knew what that was about.  I took a deep breath and reported. 
 
    “Anyway, I had the link to the necromancer on the first vampire finally, right before the second one came in at top speed.  Next time I’ll be able to find it much faster, I’ve never done it before.  Obviously, but now I know how.” 
 
    The one thing I didn’t report was how the second vampire died, I was pretty sure Matt thought he’d gotten there in time, and I was reluctant to explain I went all evil necromancer on the thing. 
 
    Matt nodded, “You did good, relax.  I’m not blaming you, just frustrated she eluded us again, I get the feeling she was just playing with us, or perhaps testing Tom.” 
 
    “That… maybe.  I found it rather convenient that the second vampire attacked right when I found the thread of her magic.” 
 
    Christina grimaced, “Well, we made her retreat, so we’ll count it a win and a learning experience.  Although when Timothy finds out you let a vampire pin your knife hand, you’ll wish for the easy days of training these last three weeks.” 
 
    I frowned, “Not my fault, I wasn’t trained in knives yet remember?  I wasn’t even supposed to have to use it tonight.” 
 
    Christina smirked, “Do you think Timothy will care about any of that?” 
 
    I sighed, definitely not.  I reminded myself that life wasn’t fair, and changed the subject by looking back the way we came, where the brunette probably still sat on the ground against the building. 
 
    “Will she be alright?” 
 
    Christina nodded, “Fine, she’ll snap out of it in about ten minutes and will be dazed, but make it back to her dorm even if no one stumbles across her.  We should go, ready to meet a witch or two?  You might recognize one of them.” 
 
    I frowned, “Wait.  What about the corpses, I mean, won’t people stumble across them?” 
 
    Christina giggled, “That’s what the witch enchantments on the daggers take care of, they take a couple of minutes to dust, we can go back and see if you want?” 
 
    I shook my head even though I was curious, it was time to meet the neighbors. 
 
    “I’ll recognize someone?” I asked a bit surprised. 
 
    Christina said, “Maybe, the coven leader’s daughter is in our business class.  Jo?” 
 
    I shrugged, it didn’t ring a bell, and that class was kind of big.  Of course, I wasn’t about to tell her that with her there, I didn’t see any of the others.  Even if it was true… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    One of the good things about dealing with undead, is no blood splatter. 
 
    We did a quick check of each other anyway, before we jumped on the northern El line.  I was fairly happy to be spending more time with Christina after that fight, my first, it might help me not fall apart later when I was alone.  Maybe.  My life was more than a little crazy now. 
 
    I’d known what would happen, I’d been training for it for weeks, but coming face to face with the reality had made it all a little too real.  It helped that I’ve always known I’m a necromancer, but compared to battling with vampires, and almost getting my throat ripped out, ghosts were relatively harmless. 
 
    The witches lived in an upscale neighborhood, and after one look at the house we approached, all my preconceptions were squashed.  Apparently despite my lessons, I’d still been expecting a haunted house, brooms, and cauldrons.  It was a typical white house, well-kept lawn, and it screamed normal.  Obviously, only the coven leader resided here, not the whole coven.   
 
    It was only called the coven house because it was the home of the leader, and I imagined they all met here to do their… whatever witches did. 
 
    The only thing that screamed witch to me, was that I could feel a different kind of energy, or magic, and it… brushed my own necromancer’s shield. 
 
    I knew instinctively as we walked up, that I couldn’t control this different energy at all, but I could block it with my own, and sense it.  Before we were halfway up the walkway, the door opened and a young woman came out in a UIC sweatshirt, and a pair of jeans.  She almost looked familiar, but I couldn’t swear to have ever seen her before in our class. 
 
    Christina said, “Hi Jo.” 
 
    Then she smiled, and waved at me, “This is the new guy, Tom Daniels.  Tom, this is Josephine Anders, college student, and heir to the Chicago coven.” 
 
    Josephine made a face, “Call me Jo… or else.” 
 
    Jo had blonde hair and blue eyes, and an athletic body though it was hard to tell under the sweatshirt and loose jeans, but there were hints.   
 
    Christina laughed, “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    Matt stood a little stiffly, I guess he wasn’t as chummy with the witches as Christina seemed to be.  Or maybe it was just Jo?  I tried to remember if they ever sat together, but really, for all I’d paid attention, it might as well have just been Christina and the professor in that room three times a week. 
 
    “Nice to meet you Jo.” 
 
    Jo looked me up and down like I was a fetching outfit hanging on a rack at the store.  Her eyes tightened just a little as I felt her magic bounce off mine. 
 
    “You too, come on in, my mother will want a look at you.” 
 
    I frowned at that turn of phrase, as she turned and started back to the house.  Not to meet me, but just to get a look at me.  I hoped this wouldn’t be a thing. 
 
    Christina glanced at me, and her relaxed and calm face convinced me this might be weird, but not really risky.  The bond between us made us calm, and able to act decisively under threat, but it didn’t make us stupid.  We could still gauge threats accurately, we just wouldn’t freeze when the threat was of the I’m going to die variety. 
 
    Of course, she seemed to be friends with the girl, maybe I should be taking my lead from Matt this time.  He didn’t look overly worried either, just stiff.  I was starting to get the impression that the blood were not only the supernatural police, but also second class citizens. 
 
    I followed them up the stoop, and into the house, and we took the stairs to the second floor, and into a kitchen.  Three woman that had been sitting at the table stood and turned to us, at least I wouldn’t have to deal with the whole coven. 
 
    Katherine Anders was the head of the coven, and I was told she was fifty-three in one of my classes with Carl.  She didn’t look her age at all, she looked more like a soccer mom just past thirty.  She was easy to identify, she looked a lot like her daughter, just too young to really be her mother.  If she were human. 
 
    Jo took up the introductions this time, and introduced me to the women, and then she introduced her mother and the other two confirming my guess.   
 
    “This is my mother and head of the coven, Katherine.” 
 
    She waved to a woman that looked like she was about twenty-seven, she had light brown wavy hair, and wide brown eyes, “This is Sally Dennison, and last but not least, my cousin Karla Samson.” 
 
    Karla looked a year or two older than Jo, and I could see some facial resemblance, but her hair was raven black, and she had green eyes. 
 
    They looked more like a book club meeting up, than a coven of witches.  Except of course, they all tried to touch me with their magic.  I had no idea what the intent was there, but my shield stopped it cold. 
 
    Sally and Karla looked intrigued by that, but Katherine looked suspicious and got to the point right away as she looked me up and down, quite the same way Jo had. 
 
    “He really has no taint?” 
 
    I clenched my jaw, got to love being talked about as she examined me like something to be dissected.  I resisted the urge to say that I was right here. 
 
    Christina replied firmly, “No.” 
 
    Katherine nodded, “It’s a pleasure to meet you Tom, you’re a little unique, and quite a surprise.” 
 
    I got the idea the first was a flat out lie, and that the latter two statements concerned her more than anything else. 
 
    Christina looked uncomfortable for the first time, no doubt picking out the lie as well, we all had the judgement thing after all, and Katherine’s body language was making it clear I was anything but a pleasure to meet. 
 
    Karla deflected the awkward moment, “Do you know how that’s possible at his age?  Carl didn’t say.” 
 
    Christina shook her head, “We have a couple of theories, but nothing solid.  It amounts to the fact he doesn’t use his power much, he was raised in a small town away from our world, and two, the Blood are immune to the blight.” 
 
    Sally asked, “Does anyone want a drink?” as she walked over to the fridge and pulled out a bottled water. 
 
    Christina said, “Maybe next time, we still need to catch the shifters before they leave for the evening.  I hate to run so soon, but we only have a short time tonight for introductions of our newest member.  I’d like to make another pass through the campus as well, we already took out two vampires and it’s early, Macy is stepping things up.” 
 
    Katherine nodded coldly, “I understand.” 
 
    Well, this could have gone better.  I can’t say that I was sorry to leave. 
 
    Jo escorted us out, and we were silent as we walked back to the El, until we were a few blocks away. 
 
    Christina sighed, “Sorry about that Tom, I didn’t expect them to…” 
 
    I shrugged, “I’ve had worse first meetings.  At least they didn’t knock me out and tie me to a metal table.” 
 
    Christina gasped and glared at me, and I started to laugh. 
 
    Even matt laughed at that as we took the stairs onto the platform. 
 
      
 
    I never realized how important eye contact was to humans during a conversation until I had to avoid it.  It felt rude to look at their chins, even though I knew it was the right thing to do.  I also had to suppress a smile, more than once, I never realized it before, but I smile when things get awkward for me. 
 
    Look at me, learning new things about myself while meeting shifters. 
 
    We were at the Metra station, the alpha had agreed to meet us there, outside a pretzel store before he and his mate took the northwest line out to pack land.  The alpha apparently had more control around humans than most other shifters, which actually made landscaping a good choice.  He was the only one who had to deal with the customers, the others were just thought of as help, and generally left alone to do their work, outside, without interference from humans. 
 
    Suddenly it made a lot of sense to me. 
 
    Shifters from what Carl told me, weren’t effected by the full moon, they weren’t allergic to silver either, but silver would short out their shifting and healing magic because it was conductive of magic, or energy.  So, it had the same effect that way as in the movies, just for a different reason.  They wouldn’t heal from silver wounds until the silver was removed, but once it was pulled out the effects of the silver immediately wore off.  A lot like fixing a short in an electrical system, as soon as the silver was out their magic stopped getting drained and interfered with. 
 
    Which is why it was a good idea to get silver into them before they could shift, if I ever had to fight one.  They were a very tough species, even magic couldn’t overcome conservation of mass, but a shifter had denser bones and musculature, and even in human form that made them much tougher and stronger than a human.  Still, minus the claws and large teeth, if not the mass, helped. 
 
    He looked to weigh maybe one ninety, which meant he was probably about three hundred pounds of compact muscle and bone, which would make a very large wolf with the shift. 
 
    The Blood were also faster, tougher, and stronger than humans, but we didn’t have the extra mass like a shifter did.  That made a difference in a fight. 
 
    There were also two types of shifters, born and made.  The born shifters were far more common, the ones made from the bite were extremely rare.  Only because once a shifter got their teeth in a person, that person was pretty much dead without the benefit of a lot of luck, and helpfully bizarre circumstances. 
 
    Even for those that survived such an attack, the magic transferred to the human would only like its new home one out of five times, twenty percent of humans could incorporate the magic successfully, the rest died anyway as the magic slowly changed them.  Slowly, because even eating ravenously it took time to build up that extra compact mass, the magic couldn’t do it alone.  The turn usually took about a month. 
 
    Other supernatural races never turned, either their own magic pushed out the interloping shifter magic, or they died as their own magic was consumed or displaced. 
 
    Matt introduced us this time, unlike witches who were matriarchal, the shifters were purely patriarchal.  They wouldn’t disregard Christina’s or another woman’s words if they were alone, but by their society it was right for a man to do the talking when one was present. 
 
    “Tom, this is the alpha and his mate, James and Terry Anson.  James, this is Tom Daniels, our newest recruit here in Chicago, should you see him around.” 
 
    They both had black hair, and I could see they had amber eyes with my peripheral vision.  It was an effort not to meet those eyes.   
 
    James stepped forward, and sniffed me.  Which was a little weird for me to be perfectly honest. 
 
    Then Terry did as well.  Not meeting the woman’s eyes was a lot harder, because men weren’t supposed to be staring at a woman’s breasts like I was doing in that moment.  Not if they didn’t want to be slapped anyway.  She was short though, and as close as she got to sniff me it was either her eyes, or her cleavage.  Yet clearly, looking into her eyes would be the true insult as far as shifters were concerned. 
 
    I felt a lot less uncomfortable when she moved back a few feet once she had my scent, and I could look at her chin and neck again. 
 
    James had a deep rumbling voice that I imagined would be rather intimidating if he wished. 
 
    “I will share the scent with the pack, he will be properly recognized as one of yours and not attacked.” 
 
    My eyes widened a bit at that. 
 
    James chucked but showed no teeth, “While we do not kill the undead, for fear of the taint, necromancers are a different matter, if we run across them without their minions.  You have the scent of one, though also of one of theirs,” he waved his arm at Christina and Matt, “My pack will not make a mistake.” 
 
    He said the last with finality.  It was so final that I knew if they did make a mistake, it would be their last one.  Not sure how comforting that was for me, since I’d be dead first, but I’d take it and it was a better guarantee than I’d probably get from the other races. 
 
    James said with a touch of humor that surprised me, “We need to get back to the pack, before they wreck the house.  I’m impressed with this one, usually they make mistakes in the first meeting, which is why I sent the rest home for this initial meeting.  Be well Tom Daniels.” 
 
    I let out a sigh as they walked down the hall, and into the terminal. 
 
    Christina said, “That wasn’t so bad was it?” 
 
    I shook my head.  Sadly, it wasn’t, they were much friendlier than the witches, or at least the coven leader.  Still, even Sally, Karla, and Jo had made me feel like a piece of meat up on auction, or quite possibly a circus attraction, or a vexing bug under the microscope? 
 
    “Back to the college campus?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    After the second half of our patrol for the undead, I just stayed on campus while Christina and Matt left for their home.  That’s when the night’s events finally hit me, and my oh crap meter spiked. 
 
    I blew out a breath, and wondered if what I felt was what they meant by mental breakdown.  My new world was messed up, and I knew I’d only scratched the surface of the things I didn’t know.  I didn’t even know what I didn’t know. 
 
    I had doubts about things, like necromancy, and all it entailed.  I was also sure there was another side to the story.  History was written by the winner after all, and the necromancers had definitely come out in second place.  There were a lot of questions.  What had caused the taint in the first place?  Were necromancers the original victims in this fight somehow?  Did that even matter anymore if they were wronged thousands of years ago, since they were a threat today.   
 
    Another worry was killing.  If killing a vampire, something already dead bothered me so much, could I really kill a flesh and blood human being?  A necromancer was still a human. 
 
    I’d always avoided my power, it scared the life out of me when I was thirteen.  I’d almost died from that ghost who apparently had it in for necromancers, or was afraid of them.  Now I could see why.  The others running out there apparently liked to enslave the immortal souls they ran across, I could see where that could cause some consternation among the dearly departed. 
 
    In the past, I’d also avoided my power because it wasn’t really helpful to my life, I’d known nothing about the supernatural world, and there seemed to be little point in overcoming my fears and experimenting to see what was possible with my power.  Outside of banishing ghosts that is, and I only did that to the ones that deserved it, the leaches on humanity. 
 
    Tonight, had made it very clear to me, that it was something I should learn.  I’d fumbled things badly tonight groping along with my necromantic energy, and Macy had escaped.  Carl had warned me away from trying to create a zombie or vampire, but history showed me learning other things wouldn’t taint me.  As long as I didn’t overwhelm whatever Blood ability I had to hold off the taint, it shouldn’t be a problem. 
 
    I tried not to think about that day eight years ago at all, but when viewed with my new knowledge there was one inescapable fact I could no longer deny.  The cute ghost girl that stole my power, was made into a wight.  Wights were simply spirits with so much power put into them, that they could be seen if they wished, and affect the physical world around them if they wanted too. 
 
    Like a poltergeist on steroids. 
 
    I’d remembered the scared look on her face before she’d ran, was that because she was my creature now?  I could have ordered her around, and had her do my bidding?  Was she still mine, or had that energy dissipated?  Or had she been going around feeding on and killing humans for the last eight years, because of my ignorance? 
 
    Vampires were simply revived corpses, with their original spirit bound back in.  Besides the moral implications of doing that to someone’s afterlife, it went further than that.  The needs of the body and magic to feed on blood to maintain themselves overrode any morality the spirit may have had as a human.  It was like… shooting up an innocent person with highly addictive drugs to make them a junky. 
 
    Worse, because even if they could resist, and let their body fail, so they could return to the afterlife, they were bound to the necromancer and had no choice but to follow orders. 
 
    What I didn’t know, was about wights, did she feed to maintain her new existence, or did she let it all go?  Had I turned her into a monster that day on accident?  Yes, she’d tried to kill me, but does anyone deserve that?   
 
    I wasn’t sure about that, and a lot of other things, but I needed to find out. 
 
    Given all that information, what I couldn’t figure out was how necromancers used to be good beings.  Was there another way to use this power that I hadn’t been told about? 
 
    My roommate was gone, no doubt he was passed out drunk in another room, or out getting lucky. 
 
    I had no idea what I was doing, but I closed my eyes, and tried to picture the dead blonde girl with the gray eyes.  I gathered some magic and tried to call her, not sure if a ghost, a wight, or nothing would show up. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    I sighed, was I missing something?  Maybe I didn’t have enough information, Carl said necromancers needed enough information on a person to call their spirit to them.  I got up out of bed, and opened my laptop as I sat at my desk.  I didn’t have much, blonde girl, gray eyes, died at fourteen, around thirty or forty years ago based on her ghostly apparel.  The only benefit was how small the town was, a tragedy like that would have been a local story for sure. 
 
    I also remembered thinking she was cute, but I was thirteen at the time.  I didn’t think that would help anyway, or at least it wasn’t enough to focus on for the summoning to work. 
 
    Of course, the news story of her death might not have been archived online, and after a few searches the news story angle did seem to be a dead end, but I found the death records for my town and started doing searches using those estimates.   
 
    It was a bit frustrating, the search engine was horrible, which wasn’t really a surprise for a government website.  I had to run a lot of searches over the next ninety minutes, but I was pretty sure I found her.  Sara Reilly, born July eighth, nineteen sixty-three, and died November second, nineteen seventy-seven.  Just fourteen, as I’d guessed back then. 
 
    Turned into a monster in late August of two thousand nine?  Only one way to find out. 
 
    Armed not only with her appearance in my mind’s eye, but also with her name, birthdate, and date of death, I tried again.  This time my magic responded, and a portion sped away to find and drag her spirit to me. 
 
    It occurred to me then, that maybe intent mattered, what if the old necromancers didn’t summon spirits, but invited them?  It wasn’t something I could test now, I was sure Sara would never come of her own volition. 
 
    A moment later I had my answer.  She was a monster. 
 
    She was just as I remembered, but also not.  Same blonde hair and gray eyes, but there was a hunger to the point of insanity in her eyes, and she was most definitely a wight.  Her face was twisted with anger, and fear.  How many humans had she drained over the last eight years, how many had she harmed? 
 
    I could also see the fear in her eyes, as she tried to flee and my magic held her there. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to do, so I did what I always did, I drained the energy from her spirit, almost all of it.  I left her just enough to maintain a connection to this world, like a normal ghost.  She was no longer a wight. 
 
    The disturbing look of hunger left her face, only to be replaced by horror, guilt, and anguish. 
 
    “Sara.” 
 
    She looked up at me and her fear seemed to override her other emotions. 
 
    I frowned, “I’ll send you on to the afterlife, wherever that is, but I’d like to talk to you first.” 
 
    She said hysterically, “No. Look at what you did to me, what you made me do!” 
 
    I shook my head and said in a hard voice, “Not me Sara.  You did it to yourself, when you tried to kill me.” 
 
    She didn’t like that at all, probably because it was true.  It was pretty clear she wanted to throw a tantrum, but was too afraid of me to get it out. 
 
    She seemed to collapse in on herself, “What do you want?” 
 
    I said, “Your help.” 
 
    She looked at me incredulously, “I have no choice but to do what you want, don’t play games with me.” 
 
    I nodded, “I could force you.  What do you know about the necromancers of old before the taint.  How did they do things back then, what caused the taint.” 
 
    She shook her head, “I know nothing about that.” 
 
    “Why do you hate necromancers?” 
 
    She spat, “One of them killed me, or a vampire did.” 
 
    I sighed, “I don’t make vampires, or zombies or wights for that matter, yourself excluded, and that was an accidental side effect of your attempted murder.  I’m… different.” 
 
    She still looked scared, but also angry, and remorseful.  She was a right mess and if she’d been alive I have no doubt that she’d be crying.  Maybe I should just banish her and find another ghost? 
 
    I wasn’t exactly happy either, right then.  But there were things I needed to know, and I had no idea how else to get the information. 
 
    She asked warily, “What do you want, will you really release me?” 
 
    “I want to know about the origin of the taint, the necromancers of old.  I want to know what happened.  I also want to know about the bond I share with one of the Blood, we’re connected somehow.  I want to know what it is, and what it’s for.” 
 
    I trusted Christina, but I was starting to wonder if the information was even in their archives.  She still hadn’t found anything on it after three weeks. 
 
    She sighed, “I know none of that.” 
 
    I nodded, “That’s why I need your help, and I can’t force you.  I want to send you on to the next world, where you can find out the answers to all those questions from those that lived it.  I’ll summon you once a week until you can answer those questions, and then I’ll send you back and leave you be.  Consider it amends for you trying to murder me.” 
 
    She scowled, “And if I refuse?  You’ll have no hold over me once I cross over.” 
 
    “I know.  I’m hoping that when you find those answers, you’ll want to help me.  This is bigger than your revenge, and I am not the one that killed you.  You owe me Sara, I’ve never harmed you.  I also freed you from your own mistake, and now I’m offering you what you asked for when we first met, a chance to move on from this world.” 
 
    I sighed and added, “If it makes a difference, I am also part of the blood, a supernatural race that hunts necromancers.  If you help me, you will be helping to remove the necromancer threat.” 
 
    She said, “Very well, I’ll do it.” 
 
    I knew she was lying, she had no intention of doing anything for me.  I also knew she was probably curious, and may change her mind about telling me once she learns the truth of the past, and what I needed to know.  I’d no doubt if it would lead to stopping necromancers, she would tell me. 
 
    I simply nodded, and banished her.  I considered going to a cemetery to recruit another, but I’d see what happened in a week. 
 
    I still had a lot of questions as I laid back in bed.  About the big picture, and my personal one, and about my power.  But sleep finally yielded itself to me, now that I was finally doing something to gain that knowledge… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Christina had totally called it. 
 
    Fair or not, trained or not, after our Saturday morning run, Timothy had most certainly not been pleased to learn that I’d allowed my knife arm to be pinned against a wall, and almost became vampire food. 
 
    I knew he was only that hard on us because it was his job to keep us alive, but that knowledge didn’t help very much as that whole weekend became a knife fighting boot camp.  It was all I did, outside of the shared morning run, my ninety-minute workout, and fast meals on both Saturday and Sunday.  I was also only allowed to leave at eight at night, and somehow managed to get my assignments for my college classes done those two evenings. 
 
    The rest of the time, I was learning how to knife fight.  Cram session style.  I’d still need work, and practice, but I had the basics down pretty cold by Sunday night. 
 
    I’d also learned that in addition to having spells that would dust a corpse in minutes instead of hundreds of years, that the daggers also never needed to be sharpened, and were virtually indestructible for normal use in combat. 
 
    It was Monday morning, business class, and I felt her coming from even further this time, maybe a half a mile.  It was hard not to look at the door and meet her eyes as soon as she walked in, I stayed focused on staring off into space.  Yeah, I wasn’t exactly brilliant when it came to dealing with this thing between us. 
 
    The one that was probably all in my mind I mean. 
 
    She sat down next to me. 
 
    “Morning Christina.” 
 
    She replied, “Is everything okay?  I feel like you’ve been avoiding me all weekend, and why won’t you look at me?” 
 
    Shit, now I was messing her up with how I was dealing with this thing between us, I needed to man up already and let her know where I stood.  It was way passed the silly obsession, or the attraction I had for her stunning looks.  I’d gotten to know her rather well these last few weeks.  Except of course, if I was already friend zoned in her mind or not, she gave me no signals that way.  Vibrant, friendly, smart, loyal, and she had my back, but more than that? 
 
    I turned and looked into her cerulean eyes, and wondered how she could miss what she was becoming to mean to me.  Then again, I couldn’t see anything in her either. 
 
    “Grab lunch after?  I’ll explain my malfunction.” 
 
    She snickered, “Is there a fix?” 
 
    Damn, there certainly was, but would she be willing? 
 
    “I hope so, I’d hate to stay broken,” I said jokingly. 
 
    She shook her head, “I haven’t found anything out about the bond either.” 
 
    “It’s not about that.” 
 
    She smiled, “Lunch then.” 
 
    My heart sped up at that smile. 
 
    God, she was gorgeous, she was always stunning, but the more I got to know her, the more that beauty stood out.  Hopefully her shooting me down, the evil half necromancer at lunchtime, wouldn’t be too awkward.  I didn’t want to assume failure but… no signals.  Still, at least that way I’d be out of my misery, and could finally move on.  Seriously, it was long past time I grew a set.  In my defense, I’d always been able to read women and simply avoid being shot down that way, so in a way I was learning a new skill most men had learned in high school. 
 
    I tore my eyes away as the professor came into the classroom… 
 
      
 
    We wound up going off campus, and picking up sandwiches at a German deli, and then going to the park down the street.  There were people around, but we were far enough away for privacy, sitting on the bench and enjoying lunch. 
 
    “So how was the knife weekend.” 
 
    I grunted, “Hellish, as you alluded to last Friday night.  But I learned a lot.” 
 
    She nodded, “So, why have you been avoiding me?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure where to start, so I picked the beginning. 
 
    “The first time I saw you, you had a ghost attached.  I didn’t think much of it, I’d banished more than one ghostly leech in my time.  Then it happened again and again.  I already explained that’s why I followed you that night into the alley, you… intrigued me, and I wanted to understand.  I’d never met someone who was different from other humans before then. 
 
    “Not that I was aware of anyway.” 
 
    It’s like ripping a Band-Aid off. 
 
    “I also couldn’t help but notice.  No… that’s an evasion.  You are one of the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.  Which added another layer to my… interest?  So here we are three weeks later, and I find that the more I get to know you, the more that I want to get to know you.” 
 
    I shook my head and looked at her, “Long story short, if it isn’t too late, I’d like to take you out on a date, and see if we can connect in that way.  The reason I’ve waited so long is because this is all beyond complicated, and I can’t tell at all how you feel about me, or if you even could… you know.” 
 
    God, that was bloody awkward.  I might as well have handed her a note with yes and no check boxes.  Women like confidence, which I usually display, this whole bumbling idiot routine I was doing was painful.  I was just… a flaming wreck of a disaster. 
 
    Christina asked, “So… you were avoiding me because you like me?  I mean, like me like me.” 
 
    Okay, she was acting on a grade school level too, apparently. 
 
    I nodded, “Things were complex enough, I wasn’t sure if it was the best time to get involved, I was also worried not so much about being turned down, but that it would make things awkward between us.” 
 
    She tilted her head, “So you think I’ll say yes then?” 
 
    Crap.  I hadn’t meant it that way. 
 
    I shook my head, and then nodded just to confuse things further. 
 
    “No, I meant my concern wasn’t so much for rejection, I can handle that, if you do I mean.  It was more about… war, necromancers, Blood, a bond we don’t understand.  Then there’s our race’s usual way to get mates, which I find screwed up by the way, so I wasn’t even sure if you did or would date.  I guess I was trying to avoid more complications.  Obviously, that didn’t work out so well.” 
 
    I needed an off ramp on this crazy road, at least I’d finally shut up, and got it all out.  Strangely, I already felt relieved, even if she said no.  It would suck if she did, but I’d get over it, and hopefully still have her as a friend.  That is, as long as Matt didn’t find out about it and kill me. 
 
    She bit her lip and looked away, and I was pretty sure that was a no. 
 
    “It is complicated, I don’t…” she trailed off in a soft voice. 
 
    I took her hand, “It’s fine, you don’t have to explain.” 
 
    She said, “But I do.  I’m not saying no, but I’m not saying yes either.” 
 
    I smiled ruefully, “Okay, I take it back, that statement does require an explanation.” 
 
    She sighed, “That feels good, when we touch.”  
 
    She squeezed my hand, and made no move to let go. 
 
    I got the impression my admitting my feelings was going to make things between us even more convoluted, not less.  Which was not the intent at all. 
 
    She said, “It is complicated.  My mother never loved my father.  Like Matt, my father had been sent here when he was twenty, to team up with my mother.  They were close friends, and they did love each other I supposed, but not like lovers do, with passion. 
 
    “You see, she did her duty, the duty to our race.  It was a good marriage, just no passion, you know what I mean?” 
 
    When I nodded, she continued. 
 
    “She died a few weeks after I turned fourteen, shifter incident, and I know my mother regretted never having loved passionately, the way I’d seen in other couples.  Even then my judgement was particularly strong.  I swore to myself then that I would have passion when I married. 
 
    “Of course, I was fourteen and naive.” 
 
    She looked thoughtful for a moment, as if lost in the past. 
 
    “When I turned nineteen, Matt was sent to be my partner, and I knew exactly what that meant.  We were to be partners, and not just out in the field.  But… there was no spark.  He’s a good partner, a good man, and I really tried to fall for him, but it didn’t happen.  Still, there is duty.  Our race has dwindled over recent years. 
 
    “I like you Tom, you’re a good man, and trust me, you aren’t hard to look at either.  But… I need to be sure before we do anything like go out.” 
 
    I frowned in confusion, “So… what exactly does that mean?  Isn’t dating how we find that out if the feelings we have for each other will grow and are lasting?  That’s what dating is.” 
 
    She shrugged and looked confused for a moment.   
 
    I realized she’d never dated before, she’d been a soldier all her life, and hadn’t gone to school with humans like I had.  I found that idea disturbing, but I could also see why it would all be confusing to her. 
 
    “If we were human it would work that way I guess.  I do feel something for you, but it’s all mixed up in expectations, both of my race, and of my own wants.  If I date you, I’d officially be snubbing Matt, who has always been good to me.  Maybe its selfish, but I don’t want to do that unless I’m sure.” 
 
    I thought that through, “So what you’re saying, is if you don’t find the passion you want, you’ll eventually bow to duty and… get with Matt?” 
 
    My stomach twisted just saying it. 
 
    She nodded slowly, “He’s a good man.  If I can’t find a passionate deeper relationship why would I forsake his loyalty for something else that might fail, or be no better?” 
 
    I could say that was weak, that she should take a risk, or take a chance.  But those five people, plus me now, was all the world she knew.  She didn’t have a million other fish in the sea, and she’d never gotten to play the field like most woman her age did.  It sounded almost absurd, and it was hard for me to understand, but honestly no more so than the rest of the crazy supernatural world. 
 
    “So, if you aren’t saying no, what are you saying?” 
 
    She sighed, “It’s not fair to ask, but I need time to figure out what I feel.  I’m not even sure if I would understand passion if it hit me on the head.  I do like you Tom, and it may even be more than that.  I miss you when you aren’t around, and it hurt when you ignored me this weekend.  There’s something there, but I’m not ready to throw away my partner, and my father’s expectations, on something I’m not sure of.  It will be hard enough to reject my partner if or when I am sure.” 
 
    “He knows though doesn’t he, he’s been waiting for you to decide?” 
 
    She nodded, “He knows all of this, how I feel.  Not about us, but in general.  There’s a big difference though, between asking for time, and asking him to let me… what do the humans call it, date other people?” 
 
    I chuckled, “See other people, but yes, close enough.” 
 
    She asked, “So?” 
 
    I teased, “So what?” 
 
    She sighed, “I said it wasn’t fair, I didn’t say I wasn’t asking.” 
 
    I put on a shocked face, and she laughed. 
 
    “Fine, I’ll woo you as a friend, until your overcome with passion and can’t keep your hands to yourself anymore.  Or you know, until you say no, or something else changes.” 
 
    This was so bizarre, nothing more so than my agreement.  I had it bad.  Any other woman came up with that, I’d show her the door, and perhaps contact a psychiatrist on her behalf.  But in this case, for her life and the way the Blood worked, it almost made sense.  No wonder Matt was so protective and jealous, he really was afraid that I’ll sweep her off her feet. 
 
    It was also kind of sad, that Matt would settle for being her duty like that, one more screwed up thing in this new supernatural world I’d been pushed into. 
 
    Either way, I couldn’t blame either of them, but that left my head a huge mess.  She wasn’t just talking about dating, she was only going to throw over Matt as a partner if she was sure enough to marry me, not just date me.  That was… hard core.  It was strange too.  Understatement, all of this was bizarre. 
 
    She snorted, “Can’t resist you huh?” 
 
    “Something like that.  I had a dream about it once,” I said lightly. 
 
    She frowned, and studied me for a moment, “You’re really okay with it?” 
 
    I nodded, “Life is strange.  Plus, I’m not ready for wedding bells, so let’s just do a friend dating type of thing, and see what happens.  I don’t know if that’s even possible though, passion and chemistry are maintained from contact as well.  A simple kiss could light us on fire, or put out the initial embers we feel now, if it falls flat.  Without that… it might just fade into just a friendship.  I also won’t, or can’t, wait forever, but for now I understand, and I really like you, even if you’d said no I’d want you in my life.” 
 
    That sounded like a line, but I’d meant it.  The kissing part was just the truth, how could we see if we had more than sparks, without physical contact and the intimacy that would light that passion aflame?  The whole friend dating thing was just absurd.   
 
    I’d just have to hope touching was enough, maybe with the bond magic?  Holding her hand did feel about as good as kissing most other girls ever had. 
 
    Something told me though, that it wouldn’t be enough.  Unless something drastic happened, it would fade, and who knew when someone else might grab my attention.  That’s how life worked.  Eventually, my need of her would fade if it wasn’t fed, it was just human nature.  Relationships were hard, unless both people were all in, all the time, things tended to fail. 
 
    This… whatever it was, wasn’t all in by a long shot.  And… I was still in limbo.  Hopefully, she wouldn’t keep me there for too long.   
 
    The more I thought about it though, the more childish and naïve I found her approach.  Christina was definitely a woman, in most ways she was wise, smart, mature, and capable, but her approach to relationships was one that was extremely stunted, and unrealistic due to circumstances outside her control. 
 
    There was every possibility she was as powerfully drawn to me as I was to her, but that wasn’t enough, because it didn’t meet the dream of a fourteen-year-old girl who wanted to swoon and be swept off her feet.  I felt like a prick thinking of her that way, but it was the painful truth.  She was raised in isolation, and never had that first date, first crush, or for all I knew, even a first kiss. 
 
    There was no point in arguing with her about it, she needed to figure it out herself, and I’d only be around so long.  Sadly, I still believed it would be more my loss, she was one in a million. 
 
    We finished lunch in silence, and then Christina said, “We should get back.” 
 
    I nodded, “I’ve got a grueling workout to get to, followed by getting beat up and thrown around by your little sister, and then stabbed by Timothy.” 
 
    She chuckled, “You’re doing a lot better than that.” 
 
    I actually was, my rep weight was now higher than my max weight lift had been when I’d started three weeks ago.  I could also finish the run with the group now, but it took a lot more effort than the rest of them to do so.  Serena only threw me around a handful of times the last few days, and I’d even gotten her once or twice.   
 
    The knife thing was still too new for that much improvement, fortunately Timothy really didn’t stab me that hard, and we used blunt wood practice knives anyway, so the stabs did hurt, but didn’t break skin. 
 
    I just shrugged and winked though, being friends with her would be easy, getting used to that being all it would be, well that would be harder… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    My back slapping down on the mat hardly made any noise as I immediately rolled and jumped to my feet, just in time to block a kick to my face. 
 
    Serena smiled, “You’re getting good at that, falling correctly I mean.  Must be all the practice.” 
 
    She grinned impudently as she kicked high, low, and then moved in for another throw. 
 
    I blocked the first with my arm, raised my leg slightly to deflect her low kick, and then moved to the side to avoid a grapple, and wound up blocking her next kick, and grabbing her ankle before she pulled it back. 
 
    She must be getting tired. 
 
    She jumped up on the other leg before I could take advantage, and kicked me in the chest, but I took it and didn’t release her ankle until she was way off balance.  It was cheap, but it worked, and she landed on her back, but back rolled and hand spring flipped up onto her feet like a gymnast before I could follow up on it. 
 
    It was probably a good thing I didn’t spar with Christina, because her sister was distracting enough doing moves like that in her typical leotard and yoga pants outfit, with her hair in a ponytail.  That more than anything showed me my attraction to Christina wasn’t based on looks, because her younger sister was just as attractive and limber, not to mention fun to be around.  For some reason, all I could find for her was friendship. 
 
    Probably because I was obsessed with her sister. 
 
    “Enough,” Timothy said, “You’re doing much better, let’s see what you’ve forgotten since this weekend.” 
 
    Serena winked at me and mouthed, “Good luck,” before she slipped out the door. 
 
    The older man was a menace with his knife, and he eerily wielded it like a vampire would use its clawed fingers.  Surprisingly, he stopped after only fifteen minutes, and grunted. 
 
    “Not bad, not great, you’ll be lucky to stay alive without backup, but not bad.  Don’t think this changes anything though, I still expect to see you working out every day, and sparring with Serena or one of the others.  Knife fighting too.” 
 
    At my look of confusion, he added, “Go talk to Carl, you just graduated school early.” 
 
    I nodded slowly, not sure how I felt about that after last Friday night.  I was infinitely more prepared than I had been on Friday.  I knew what to expect, and I knew how to use the knife in my boot.  I also had a few more insights into my necromancy, although I was still just an amateur there. 
 
    “What about guns?” 
 
    Timothy replied, “We’ll get to those, you won’t need them for necromancer hunting though.  I’ll give you a crash course this weekend.  Proper handling, cleaning, disassembly, assembly, and then, and only then, will I let you shoot them.” 
 
    Crap, did I just volunteer for another boot camp weekend of training? 
 
    I tried for grateful, but missed, “Okay, you got it.” 
 
    He smiled knowingly and I got out of there before he could think of anything else.  Why didn’t I keep my mouth shut? 
 
    I wasn’t sure what Carl needed, but I delayed long enough to quickly take a hot shower, and put on some fresh clothes. 
 
    I went up to the second sublevel floor and down to Carl’s office, and knocked. 
 
    “Come in,” he said loudly. 
 
    I opened the door and slipped inside, four sets of eyes looked at me.  Matt turned his away first, both Serena and Christina gave me a bright smile, which were startlingly similar.  I moved over and sat in the open chair next to Serena. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    Carl had an intently serious look on his face, and he studied me a long moment before he spoke. 
 
    “I’m going to team you up with Serena, she’s ready, and you’re not in your top shape yet, but you’re ready too.” 
 
    I understood why he was studying me so intently, he was putting his daughter’s life in my hands. 
 
    “So, what’s the plan?” 
 
    He said, “I want all four of you on campus tonight, close enough together to assist if needed, but that’s just a precaution.  I know how hard you’ve worked, and you have an advantage the rest of us don’t, you’re ready.” 
 
    I started to wonder who he was trying to convince. 
 
    Serena looked thrilled, and excited to finally get to what she’d trained her whole life for.  I could almost feel her intense energy vibrating off her body.  Christina looked conflicted, but held her tongue about our bond, so I followed her lead.  There might have been worry for her younger sister in there as well, and perhaps a little for me too, since she wouldn’t be close enough to protect me. 
 
    I was rather torn about that myself, but had no qualms about Serena.  She could take care of herself, and I had no doubts she had my back as much as I would have hers. 
 
    Carl continued, “I fear that Macy will ramp things up again, this is about more than just you two being new to the field, I don’t want Matt or Christina out there without support as well.  Even they would be hard pressed if Macy sends enough vampires, and she’s had a long time to build up her forces.  I want you to be aware of each other, and don’t move too far out of contact.” 
 
    Well, that wouldn’t be a problem, as long as she was within a half mile I couldn’t lose Christina if I tried. 
 
    “That shouldn’t be an issue,” Christina said. 
 
    I tried not to smile. 
 
    Matt said, “Macy seems to favor a distraction and then a second strike attack.  I’d suggest any two of us that run into a vampire, the other team should hold back until she shows her other cards.” 
 
    “If Macy is back again, and I track her, how do I communicate that without tipping her off?” 
 
    Christina said, “Call for help.  If you really need help, Serena can call us in, if you call for help…” she trailed off. 
 
    Serena sighed, “When you join up with us we’ll all know to follow him when he takes off.  If necessary, the one engaged with the vampire will stay behind.” 
 
    “No, we shouldn’t spit up more than as two teams, either the two of us go for Macy alone, or all four of us.  We can always go back for the vampire after dealing with Macy.  If there’s a trap, the one left behind could be in huge danger.” 
 
    Serena nodded reluctantly, and I was relieved. 
 
    If I had to, I’d just take it out with necromancy, no matter who was fighting it at the time. 
 
    Matt grunted, “All four of us.  No offense.  I don’t want it to be just Christina and I either, the girl is canny, and probably well defended.” 
 
    Carl nodded, “Do the best you can, but live to fight another day.  Wait for her to make the mistake.” 
 
    We all agreed with that. 
 
    Carl said, “If that’s all, dinner?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    I stood by the elevator waiting.  After dinner, I’d put on my boots and a slightly warmer shirt. 
 
    I saw her come around the corner, gorgeous flowing liquid midnight hair, intensely vivid blue eyes.  She had a touch of makeup on that made her long eyelashes pop, and slightly enhanced her usual beauty.  Her long sleeve black sweater shirt clung to her generous tight curves, her pastel blue flowing skirt ended a few inches above the knees, and she had on knee high black boots. 
 
    It was a surreal moment, because for a second I’d thought it was Christina, but it was Serena.  I’d never seen her with makeup on or her hair down before, or in normal clothes for that matter.  She looked older that way, not quite so young.  Mature, sexy even. 
 
    I’ll probably go to hell, but for a second I wished I had it bad for the younger sister instead, but I just didn’t.  It would make things easier if I wasn’t partnered with the wrong sister, of if the right sister didn’t have unrealistic expectations. 
 
    She stopped and looked down at herself, “What, do I have something?” 
 
    I laughed, when her lips puffed out as she checked her teeth. 
 
    “No, you just surprised me.  I’ve only ever seen you in workout clothes, hair up, without makeup.” 
 
    She looked startled for a second, and then thoughtful as she walked over. 
 
    “Won’t that be awkward,” I eyed the skirt.  She liked to kick a lot when fighting. 
 
    She smirked, “Skirt shorts.  This looks okay?” 
 
    “You clean up very nicely if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 
    She smiled, and we both turned as Christina came around the corner, followed a moment later by Matt. 
 
    I felt a stab of guilt at Serena’s shy happy smile when I’d given the compliment, and I didn’t like putting off telling about the bond I had with Christina.  Not anymore.  Not only was Christina holding me at arm’s length for the dubious safety of having her fall back guy with duty, but what were Serena’s expectations?  At the very least, she probably thought she’d get stuck with me, but it could be worse than that, what if she actually liked me? 
 
    I didn’t like her like that, I liked her like a friend, or whatever, point being I didn’t want to see her hurt, just because Christina wanted to hide our bond.  Then again, did the bond really mean we had to partner?  Probably not, it could be useful in separate teams as well, for keeping track of the other team if nothing else. 
 
    Damn, when did my life turn into a damned soap opera?   
 
    I was annoyed now, and wished I didn’t like either of them.  That would simplify things a whole bunch.  So far though, the Serena thing really didn’t seem to be a problem, I was almost positive Serena didn’t see me that way as well, but it was still a point, especially in this screwed up society of warrior police slaves where partners inevitable partnered up in all other ways.  It was… messed up. 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    Christina was in her usual tight jeans, black boots, and a clingy shirt.  She made casual look really good, and when she noticed me looking and our eyes met, she turned her head away.  I held back a sigh of frustration.  So much for not awkward after I asked her out, now she was avoiding me.  Still, I wouldn’t hide what I thought or felt about her from her anymore.  I was pretty much hopeless, but also annoyed beyond reason at the whole situation. 
 
    I also needed to focus on the patrol, not my insanely complicated love life, or my convoluted lack of one really. 
 
    “We ready?” Matt asked, “I really want to take her down tonight.” 
 
    I got that, the longer it took to take her down, the closer she’d be to whatever plans she had to kill a bunch of us and take off to another city.  Hopefully, if we were out as a group of four, that wouldn’t happen. 
 
    “Think so,” I said, and we got on the elevator… 
 
      
 
    It was early October now, and it started to get a little cool as the sun went down.  I’d been walking and looking around with Serena for over an hour how, so far nothing. 
 
    Christina, and I assumed Matt, were just a quarter mile away on the parallel path through campus. 
 
    Serena asked, “So is it always like this?” 
 
    I smiled, “I’ve only been on one other patrol remember?  But as far as I know yes, Ninety-nine point nine percent boredom, point one percent terror and excitement.” 
 
    She sighed, “I’ve been looking forward to this for a while, now that I’m out here…” she trailed off and brooded in silence. 
 
    “Now that you’re out here?” I prompted. 
 
    She shrugged, “Just not what I expected.  I’m good though, just on edge.” 
 
    I got the feeling she wasn’t just talking about tonight’s patrol.  I’ve no idea what she could mean though, maybe she didn’t expect a half-breed freak of a partner?  I doubted that, she’d never once looked down on me, or showed me contempt.  Not even that time she’d snuck in to talk to me while I was still tied down to a table. 
 
    It was also the first time I’d seen this side of her, usually she was an upbeat person that was halfway flirty, and halfway a wise ass.  Fun in other words.  People were people though, and everyone had a bad night.  Maybe she was just nervous. 
 
    “In what way?  Do you want to talk about it?” 
 
    She replied, “Maybe later.  When we aren’t hunting.” 
 
    I was going to tell her okay, when I felt the buzz, I wasn’t at all sure what Serena and the others felt when a vampire was near, but whatever it was had Serena looking in the same direction.   
 
    At the same time, I felt Christina who was far to our left, break into a run in the opposite direction.  Shit, so much for our plan. 
 
    “Be careful,” I said as we ran toward the signature, “Macy is already splitting us up, Christina and Matt ran the other way.” 
 
    We rounded the corner and almost bowled over three drunk guys, but moved around them quickly and kept going. 
 
    One shouted an obscenity at us, we ignored it as we slipped between two buildings around fifty yards passed them.  There was a vampire there feeding on a blonde. 
 
    “Shit, is that Jo?” I asked, as I let her engage the vampire and watched for more surprises.  I didn’t like this at all, I could still feel Christina, but she was close to the edge of our bond’s reach. 
 
    I was also sure now, as the vampire threw the blonde to the ground and turned to face Serena, that it was the young witch we went to college with.  She was in a cute skirt and halter top, and obviously on her way to a party, or something. 
 
    Or at least, I hoped this was coincidence, and not part of Macy’s plan somehow. 
 
    Serena moved with a quick confidence, but the vampire was just as fast, faster really, and vicious.  It’s why we didn’t try to double team them, but one member of the team stood as guard against a second attacker, and was there to take over in case of injury.  Things moved too fast with vampires, and two on one we’d get in each other’s way if we tried to fight together. 
 
    Serena was graceful though, and threw the vampire a number of times, that was quite reminiscent for me, before she got an opening and stab the bastard in the heart.  The vampire fell to the ground and I circled, and looked at Serena with confusion. 
 
    Serena said, “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I sighed, “No second attack, and that scares the hell out of me, it means she’s changing tactics.” 
 
    Serena winked, and then teased me, “I’ll take care of you Tom, don’t worry.” 
 
    I snickered, the Serena I knew was back, maybe it had just been nerves, and the itch to prove herself.  Now that the vampire was dead she seemed almost normal. 
 
    I stepped over past the vampire carefully and checked on Jo’s vitals. 
 
    She seemed okay. 
 
    “Okay, normally I’d just say leave her, she’ll be fine.  We should check on Matt and your sister, the sooner the better.  Maybe we only got the distraction wave because Macy set the trap for them, and only wanted us out of the way?” 
 
    Serena’s eyes widened slightly, “I hadn’t thought of that.  We have to protect the other races though, it’s part of the oath.  Can you toss her over your shoulder?” 
 
    I nodded dubiously, and picked up the glazed blue eyed blonde witch, and put her over my shoulder in a fireman’s carry.  Luckily, she was only about five foot six, and willowy. 
 
    “Yeah, this shouldn’t draw any attention.” 
 
    Actually, maybe it really wouldn’t, this was a party school. 
 
    We headed back the way we came as fast as possible, and toward where I felt Christina. 
 
    Serena asked, “You sure they’re this way?” 
 
    I nodded, “I saw them run in this direction, right before we went after the other vampire.” 
 
    Which was true, but not the whole truth, I was really starting to hate the secrets we kept, but Christina had assured me it would lead to trouble if word got out about our bond.  But… Serena was my partner, and Christina’s sister, couldn’t she be trusted?  Matt too I supposed, when it came down to it.  I’d have to ask her about it, she never did explain her reasoning.   
 
    She’d said I was ignorant, but didn’t offer to educate me as to what and why.  And I’d been too busy staring at her blue eyes to really notice before now.  How would the witches find out anyway, wouldn’t her father keep his own counsel for his daughter’s sake? 
 
    Shockingly, I got a few strange looks, but no one accused me of knocking her on the head and dragging her off.  Probably because I was with another woman, which would short circuit those kinds of suspicions. 
 
    “Now where?” she asked. 
 
    I frowned, “They moved this way so let’s try between all these buildings.” 
 
    It didn’t take long to look down the first two paths, and of course, I knew they were on the third, between buildings three and four from where we were.  I gasped at what I saw, there were four vampires, attacking both Matt and Christina. 
 
    All Matt and Christina could do was dodge the continual attacks, either roll, toss, or throw and on to the next one, they had no chance to follow up with a dagger strike or they’d get taken by the next attack. 
 
    Serena ran in to help, and I reached out to feel the magic.  They weren’t shielded like they had been the other night, so Macy wasn’t here, or if she was, she wasn’t shielding her minions this time. 
 
    I didn’t even need spikes, I sent out whips of energy into two at once, and pierced their heart with it, and then sucked out all the necromantic energy, banishing the spirits bound into the flesh. 
 
    The last two had no chance against the three of them.   
 
    Matt took it all in a glance and moved to the other side of the alleyway between buildings, and took a guard position there.  It didn’t take long for Serena and Christina to kill the last two.  And they looked really good doing it as well.  I wondered if I was sick in the head, a woman fighting with a knife really shouldn’t turn me on that way.  Should it? 
 
    But really, it wasn’t even that, it was the speed, supple and limber grace, and the deadly beauty of their bodies’ movements that was so… mesmerizing.  
 
    I’d like to say I simply didn’t end the fight with my necromancer power, because I was supposed to keep that to a minimum, and only use it when necessary.  Truth was though, it never even occurred to me until later on… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    “What happened?” Christina asked. 
 
    I explained the one vampire we had, a distraction with a witch as bait. 
 
    “I can’t prove it, but I bet Macy arranged that somehow, to delay one of our teams even longer before coming back to help you guys.” 
 
    Matt grunted, “And you didn’t sense her at all?” 
 
    I shook my head, “Not a thing, without a shield, or her actively sending orders to the vampires, there was nothing to trace back.  What happened here?” 
 
    Christina sighed, “It was one at first, and just like the other times, there was suddenly two.  We were both so absorbed in our separate fights, that we didn’t notice the last two joining the party until it was almost too late.” 
 
    She paused for a moment, and then accused, “You used your magic.” 
 
    I nodded, “It seemed like a good idea at the time, and they weren’t shielded so I didn’t have to use that much power to get in the core and leach the energy out of them.  Only about three times what a ghost would take.” 
 
    She still didn’t look happy about it, “I don’t like you taking that risk, we could have fought them four on four.” 
 
    I gave her a dubious look, “Maybe, but it’s a small alley, Serena and I could have rushed in there at the wrong time, and gotten tangled in one of your dodges.” 
 
    I kind of liked that she was worried about me, but it was part of who I was.  I wouldn’t use large amounts of magic if I could help it, but I’d use what I knew my system could handle. 
 
    Serena said, “He’s right, and he left the last two for us.” 
 
    Christina nodded, “Alright, you win.  Listen, she’s going to come around in a minute, I want you two to escort her back to the coven house.  Matt and I will finish the patrol here.” 
 
    Okay, now I was worried about her, and even Matt to a smaller extent, he was starting to grow on me a bit.  Ever since our talk in the armory he hadn’t been as much of an ass. 
 
    “Is splitting up again the best idea?  What if Macy is still around?” 
 
    Serena looked a little annoyed too, probably about being sent off on escort duty. 
 
    Matt shrugged, “She already lost five tonight, and thanks to you two, the trap failed.  She is a planner, and not impulsive.  I wouldn’t expect to see her again tonight, but one of her vampires might still need to feed.” 
 
    Christina nodded, and said directly to her sister, while avoiding looking at me altogether, “Exactly, you both did great, but we’re the team with the most experience, and it’s our duty to get her home safe.  So… we split up.” 
 
    I didn’t like this, it seemed like all the secrets, angst, and feelings among the four of us was going to get someone killed.  We should all go to Jo’s, but I didn’t think Christina wanted to be around me right now.  Although, I wasn’t even sure where Serena fit into all of it yet. 
 
    I wanted to talk to her about the secret, and the bond now, but that was impossible with both our partners here. 
 
    Serena said, “Fine, but I’m not happy about it, we should all go, and then all come back.” 
 
    I wanted to agree, but kept my mouth shut. 
 
    Jo moaned, and then blinked her eyes and looked up at us, and then smiled. 
 
    “Hi guys, where did you come from.  Shit, where am I?” 
 
    I said, “Campus, do you remember what happened?” 
 
    She shook her head, “I have no memories past leaving my house on the way here for a party.  That was,” she looked at her watch, “over an hour ago.” 
 
    I sighed, “So it was a setup.  We found you about ten minutes ago.” 
 
    She nodded, “Vampire I’m assuming, since my memories of the last hour are Swiss cheese?” 
 
    I reached down, and pulled her up, she was a bit unsteady and gripped my arms. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She frowned, “My shields are shot, Macy must have taken them down somehow.” 
 
    Serena took her other arm, “Let’s get you home?” 
 
    Jo nodded, and squeezed my arm.  She seemed to be the only witch, that I’d met so far at least, that looked at me and saw an actual real life person, and not something to be studied.  Which was actually a change from our first meeting.  That made it easy to like her, even if I was wary with the trust. 
 
    I turned my head around as we started away, and Christina immediately looked away again.  This was the shit I’d been afraid of.  Why didn’t I just keep my mouth shut?  No more shared looks between us, or smiles, and outside of her conversation dressing me down, it was hard to tell she even cared.  Either way, I would find a time to talk to her alone, and get answers about her recalcitrance to talk about the bond to her own family. 
 
    As for the rest of it, I had no idea what to do with it anymore.  I had a really bad feeling about this, but I’d been overruled. 
 
    Matt nodded to me though, as if to say he’d take care of things… 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for that back there, I’m a little out of it still,” Jo said. 
 
    Serena replied, “Anytime.” 
 
    She looked up at me, “Sorry for the other night, when we met?  It wasn’t until I saw my mother’s… the way she treated you, that I realized how badly I had acted.” 
 
    I smiled, “Thanks, but we’re good, promise.” 
 
    A few minute later, and we were on the El train headed north.  Then it was just a short walk to the coven house.  I was worried about Christina and Matt, it had been stupid to split up again, but there was nothing I could do about it.  They had seniority and were in charge. 
 
    It was when we got off the train and started down the stairs at Jo’s stop, when I realized the truth.  Both Serena and I felt the buzz of five vampires.  We both froze with Jo between us. 
 
    I stated the painfully obvious, “Shit, this is the real trap.” 
 
    Everything back at the university had been designed for this, to get one pair of us here with a witch to protect, which would hamper us.  I was sure Macy wouldn’t have been upset if she’d taken out Matt or Christina, but the whole thing had been designed to make us let our guard down, and to spring the real attack while we were too busy patting ourselves on the back for successfully getting out of her trap, and must I say it again, be stupid enough to split up. 
 
    The train was already pulling out, we couldn’t get back on it now, and this late at night the next one was over ten minutes from now.  We had to make a quick decision, all the people were already dispersing toward their cars, or walking toward their homes. 
 
    Serena asked, “What do you think we should do?” 
 
    I reached out and felt their shields, which meant Macy would be nearby. 
 
    That’s when six, seven, and eight showed up, and for the first time ever I saw true fear in Serena’s eyes.  Which of course, made my hero complex activate. 
 
    I was still a sucker for a pretty face, that hadn’t changed much in the last eight years, and it went twice for my partner and friend.  Jo needed protection as well, but honestly though still important, she was my second priority at that point. 
 
    I hadn’t grown up with thoughts of duty, and blind service, all I had was my need to protect my friend Serena, and Jo as well if I could. 
 
    Most of the normal humans were far enough away, I removed my dagger and palmed it backwards, so it ran along the inside of my forearm.  It was dark, and would be hard to see. 
 
    “I’d say this classifies as an emergency.  You stay close to Jo, I’ll follow you both to the house and take them out with magic as they attack.” 
 
    Jo looked scared, “How many?” 
 
    I scoffed, “Just eight.” 
 
    Jo looked at me like I’d lost my mind, but Serena smiled, and looked a little more confident. 
 
    Which was what I was aiming for. 
 
    They moved out, and I walked on their side, and tried to keep between them and as many vampires as I could.  They started to trail us on a parallel course, and then two broke and rushed us.  I waited until they were close, and spiked them both with powerful magic, just powerful enough to breach Macy’s shields.  It was a lot, but not nearly as much as I’d used the other night, so I knew I’d be fine. 
 
    In theory. 
 
    I was a better judge of that sort of thing now, and surprisingly I wasn’t panicking at all.  Not yet anyway.  Of course, now Macy’s power was split six ways instead of eight, which meant I’d have to hit harder next time. 
 
    I ripped out the necromantic energy through my own pitons of energy, and their momentum kept them coming at me as they fell toward the ground.  I stabbed both as I dodged out of the way.  They were already done for, but it wouldn’t do to leave a trail of bodies behind us, so I was using the enchanted silver dagger to dispose of the evidence and turn them to dust. 
 
    We only had about a quarter mile to go, it wasn’t that far to the coven house from the El tracks, and I knew the spells around the coven house would keep out the vampires.  We just needed to get there. 
 
    Still, I’m not sure why she sent two as the first wave, maybe she couldn’t control eight at once, or maybe she was testing my defenses, but whatever the reason, a minute later all six remaining vampires attacked at once, three from the back, and three to our right, coming out between the houses. 
 
    “Run Serena, pick her up if you have to.” 
 
    I didn’t have the luxury of being tidy this time, and took the ones to the right first, so they couldn’t cut us off.  I did it from a distance, three energy pitons struck out in quick succession, and I really hoped the taint effect wasn’t cumulative, I didn’t believe it was. 
 
    The taint that stuck to necromancer’s body was cumulative, I just meant I didn’t think using my powers was cumulative, unless I breached the threshold of that power limit I wouldn’t be vulnerable to the blight.  The problem was of course, is that I didn’t know where that threshold was, and if I surpassed it even once I’d be tainted for the rest of my life, which knowing Carl and Matt, would be cut very short at that point. 
 
    We were both running, and even with Jo as dead weight, Serena was very fast, faster than me truth be told, I was still playing catch up that way, although I was no slouch. 
 
    We were maybe fifteen or twenty feet from the house, when the ones chasing got close enough and I sent a spike into the first one, and as I turned to the second I felt another energy signature that was completely unfamiliar coming from the other side, from the left. 
 
    My head exploded in pain, and my body shook as it fell to the ground. 
 
    I was pretty sure I was being electrocuted, by actual electricity, not just magic.  I was covered in dazzling streaks of white light and it really hurt, a lot.  A man walked up with a sick look of pleasure on his face, but before I could really process what was happening, or come up with a defense, I passed out. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    I woke up, and my whole body hurt.  My head was splitting, and I couldn’t figure out why I was alive.  I was also tied down by leather straps to a metal chair of some kind.  The only difference was this empty room wasn’t underground, and had a window, though it was covered and I couldn’t see out. 
 
    Shit, not again was my first thought, my second was less selfish. 
 
    Serena!   
 
    What happened when I got knocked out?  Did Serena and Jo make the safety of the coven house?  I could only hope so, we’d been so damned close when I’d gotten blindsided.  But what the hell was I doing alive?  I could feel the necromancer energy in this place, there were vampires and wights at the least, I wasn’t sure what else.  I also felt what was undoubtedly another necromancer, the energy was far more dynamic, like mine. 
 
    I was debating whether or not to start destroying all the undead in range, but realized that would be suicidal.  When I lost all hope of getting out of here, then I could be a martyr to set Macy back, but not until then. 
 
    I heard a squeal in the other room, like a teenage girl meeting their idol, and then a young woman around the age of nineteen ran in the room with a smile.  
 
    She had red hair, green eyes, and a rather voluptuous figure and an adorable face, giving her a natural cute and sexy look.  She was dressed in a pair of tight jeans, and a light pink sweatshirt.   
 
    She also wore pink fuzzy slippers. 
 
    This was the feared Macy?  I wouldn’t have believed it if I couldn’t also feel the taint on her, which felt like greasy sludge.   
 
    I wondered which side of me was feeling that, but it was disturbing.  The taint I mean. 
 
    “You’re awake!” she declared in an excited tone. 
 
    “Why am I awake?  Not that I’m complaining.” 
 
    She frowned, “I’m Macy, in case your confused.  And of course your awake, after all the trouble I went through to capture you last night I wouldn’t just kill you.  That half-demon hit you a little too hard, I scolded him soundly for it too.  Don’t worry, he’s gone, you can’t really trust them, but they make good mercenaries.” 
 
    Okay, so lightning guy was a demon?  Half I mean. 
 
    “What about the ones I was with?” 
 
    She smiled, “I retreated once you were down and vamps picked you up.  They’re fine for now, I don’t kill them until next week.” 
 
    I frowned at the smile, and the weird turn of phrase, as if in her mind the deed was done already. 
 
    “So… what do you want?” 
 
    She bounced on her toes in excitement for a few seconds.  I was going to go out on a limb, and say she’d already gone around the bend, perhaps twice.  But if that was true, how was she so cunning, and how hadn’t she made any major mistakes yet.  Maybe this was an act? 
 
    “I wanted to talk to you, and tell you my side of the story.  I wanted to tell you the truth, all the ones they’ve been keeping from you.  Then I’m going to give you a choice.” 
 
    I snorted in disbelief, “Let me guess, join you or die?” 
 
    She giggled, “Nope.  I swear I won’t kill you, your life will be entirely in your hands, and joining me is totally an option, but enough of that, that’s for later.  You won’t understand the choice until you know the truth.” 
 
    She was a little manic, and a little crazy, in a disturbingly cute way since she wasn’t busy killing right now, but I got no indications she was lying.  Which meant, I couldn’t use judgement on an insane person, or she was telling the truth. 
 
    That last one… scared me a bit, what hadn’t they told me?  I knew the necromancers must have their own version of history and what happened, but I hadn’t thought Carl and the others had deliberately left anything out. 
 
    “Let’s hear it then Macy,” I prompted, and braced myself. 
 
    She grinned, “I’m Macy Wallis, and just five years ago, I was a fourteen-year-old girl, with a mother.  A necromancer that wasn’t crazy, even if she was almost forty years old.  I’m pretty sure I won’t see twenty, but I’m jumping ahead. 
 
    “My mother never did more than clear out a ghost or two, something I’m sure you can relate to.  That gave me a hard time at first by the way, that was very naughty of you, and I was wondering why my ghosts weren’t coming back to report.  Anyway, my mother.” 
 
    Macy’s face looked angry, and she waved her arms around indignantly. 
 
    “My mother was in the damned P.T.A.  She was a registered nurse working in a damned hospital.  She was harmless, and she only banished the occasional ghost because they were chomping down on her patients.  You get it?” 
 
    I nodded slowly, “Yes.” 
 
    Her face cleared of anger and she giggled. 
 
    “She was a good woman, with a slight bit of taint on her because she helped people.  Those… Blood kicked in the door to our apartment, and I heard her scream for me to run, I was back in my bedroom at the time.  She kept to herself, and wasn’t crazy, but she knew we would be hunted anyway if we were found.  She had a plan, and I knew what to do.  I opened my window, grabbed a bag my mother had packed for me, and took the fire escape down.  I escaped, by going into the crowd of the city, and evading them.” 
 
    She looked lost for a moment, “I was just fourteen that day when I jumped on a bus.  I… was angry, and wanted revenge.  I won’t go into all the details, I’m sure you know how hard this world is on a teenager on their own.  At that point, the Blood knew about me, had my name, and pictures, and a whole bunch of my personal crap.  Do you know what that means?” 
 
    I shook my head, “What does that mean?” 
 
    She spat, “Witches.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    She explained, “They had the witches using spells to find me.  God forbid they let me disappear, and settle down.  I wasn’t even tainted, and those murdering bastards were hunting me down.  A fourteen-year-old girl with no taint at all, I’d never used my power, and they still chased me all over the damned country trying to cut me down.  So, I had to make a decision, I had a choice.  I could keep running until they cut me down, maybe last another six months, or a year, but ultimately die under their knives helplessly like my mother.  Or, I could learn to wield my power, fight back. 
 
    “Sure, I’d go crazy, but look at me, alive five years later, and they have paid their blood debt to me more than once.  Call it a little early revenge for my own death.  The witches have paid for their part in all this as well.” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    I rethought Matt’s careless comment the other day, maybe Macy left the fae and shifters alone because they hadn’t tried to hunt her down like an animal.  City girl my ass. 
 
    She asked, “How much have they told you about their hierarchy?” 
 
    “Just the basics, small units in each city, and there is a four-race council, which… I don’t even know where it is.” 
 
    She snorted, “So they haven’t told you shit.  They’re set up, the Blood is, like a military.  The council is in England by the way, they moved to Europe when Rome fell.  Under the council are generals, they are responsible for countries, and then below them they have different ranks as the countries are split up into sections.  All very regimented and proper.” 
 
    I asked, “How did you learn all this?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to think yet, but so far, I couldn’t really blame her for what she’d been up to.  Long war, but for her, she was the victim in the beginning.  I was also hoping to learn something about the far past, but being tied to a table I’d have to settle for this. 
 
    She giggled, “Ghosts of course.  Spies.  And, another person, I’m getting there, don’t want to jump around in my story.” 
 
    She said, “The first six months I learned all I could about our power.  We can’t do very much with it.  Summon, banish, and command spirits.  Bind spirits into bodies, or create wights.  We can also use the raw magic to ablate a witch’s shields or wards.  We can also attack directly, and cause a living person’s tissues to… necrotize.  I don’t use that latter one much.  Then I planned and started my attacks. 
 
    “It was the second year, I was just sixteen when I met a woman named Suzanne, at first I thought she was just another necromancer, she was in her late thirties at the time.  Turns out, she was just like you, and far far older than she looked.” 
 
    I felt a sick feeling grow in my stomach, I suddenly wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the rest of this story.  So far, not one word had been a lie. 
 
    She giggled, “She was tainted though, and she had some interesting things to tell me, before we went our separate ways.  Did you know there’s a prophecy?  A foretelling?” 
 
    I shook my head, “No.” 
 
    She nodded, “I knew you didn’t, they didn’t tell you.  The prophecy was given by the last living true Nephilim over a millennium before the war even started.  It wasn’t found until recently though, in a dig over a hundred years ago.” 
 
    She lost her mirth and looked up to the side, and used a cute but creepy singsong voice. 
 
    “One with dueling natures and plagued by doubt. 
 
    “One will rise up and search for the truth and restore the knowledge of old. 
 
    “One will be betrayed, the truth denied, and the shadow of war will come. 
 
    “One will defend the last chance for peace and end the necromancer's blight on this world.” 
 
    I sighed, “That could mean anything, or be nonsense.” 
 
    She snickered, “Do you want something to drink?  I’ve been a terrible hostess.” 
 
    “Umm, maybe later?” 
 
    She sighed, “Where was I?” 
 
    “Prophecy, Suzanne.” 
 
    She giggled, “Right, so Suzanne tells me the last line of the prophecy went through the supernatural world like a brush fire in the turn of the twentieth century.  They’ve been hunting down us defenseless necromancers for thousands of years, and suddenly they see something that could end the war. 
 
    “This caused a split, because the Fae are happy with the status quo, the war doesn’t really affect them, and things are stable.  Once the war is over… those oaths that make the Blood virtual slaves would be lifted. 
 
    “The witches however, see no problem with that part, since necromancers almost always target them, since they are the ones that help the Blood find us more often than not.  The first sentence is how to identify the one prophesized, and they cast spells and divinations in an attempt to understand exactly what the Nephilim meant. 
 
    “Turned out, dueling natures was what you are.  The one destined to end the war is half Necromancer, and half Blood.” 
 
    I frowned, “So if that’s true, why haven’t you killed me, since I’m apparently destined to end it all for our common race.” 
 
    She laughed, “You aren’t paying attention, Suzanne was what you are as well, and she was the fourth of her kind.  You’re the fifth, I think, that I know of anyway.” 
 
    I narrowed my eyes, “What exactly are you saying?” 
 
    She smirked, “Be nice or I won’t tell you.” 
 
    I sighed, and took a deep breath.  Setting off the crazy person wasn’t a good idea, especially since I was tied to a damned table again. 
 
    She smiled, “That’s better.  You’re kind of cute.  What was I saying?” 
 
    I said as patiently as possible, “You were about to explain why I’m thick.” 
 
    She nodded, “Right!  I bet you probably pictured a mean old necromancer raping your sweet loving Blood mother, I’m sorry to say that isn’t what happened at all.  You see, now that they had the key to the prophecy and the end of this war, the council, or at least, the witches and Blood, decided to help things along.  I mean, what are the chances a Blood and Necromancer would ever get together, especially with those pesky oaths in the way.  It could be several thousand more years, right? 
 
    “So… they captured a female necromancer, and I’d imagine they had her tied down on one of these tables for about nine months, before they slit her throat.  Horrible yes, but she was just a filthy necromancer, right?”   
 
    Her voice was raw with hatred and disgust as she said that last, and she stared into space for a minute, but her smile eventually returned and she started talking again. 
 
    “I imagine the four before you were labeled failures in some way.  Suzanne is the only one still living that I or she knew about.  The second, according to what she found out by digging, was a complete disaster. 
 
    “He assumed he was totally immune to the taint, and he raised a vampire.  Of course, once that happened and he was tainted by the blight, they turned on him, and he led them on a merry chase and fight for years.  I see you were more cautious, you seem clean of it.  There is something about only being half Blood that makes you mostly immune, but not quite completely.  There’s a line you can’t cross.” 
 
    I frowned, I didn’t want to believe that the others knew about this, at least not the one I cared about so much.  
 
    “Is that common knowledge though, do the local Blood know all that?” 
 
    She shrugged, “Carl at the very least is in the know, why do you think he accepted you so readily?  I’m not sure if his daughters, or the others know about it.  What did Carl do when he figured out what you were?” 
 
    I tried to think back to that time, it wasn’t that hard being less than a month ago. 
 
    “He was shocked and left the room, something about checking up on something.  He was gone for an hour or so before he came back and untied me.” 
 
    She smirked, “He called his section leader to report, and then they called the general, who called the council, and then the orders to untie you and have you join up were sent back down.  That’s just a guess, but it’s probably right.  Maybe that means he didn’t know, until then at least.  They do believe in operational security, it took Suzanne years to ferret out all the information. 
 
    “It’s also why they haven’t told you shit, they failed the first four times so they’re probably hiding most of their structure so if you go rogue like the rest, you won’t be as effective an enemy.” 
 
    She was making way too much sense for a crazy person. 
 
    I tried to reconcile that, if I was some kind of abomination or experiment, why would he partner me with one of his own daughters.  Duty before family?  Or did he not see me that way?  I had too many questions, and no answers.  It also explained the way Katherine had treated me. 
 
    I’d been upset about keeping the bond a secret, that was nothing compared to what she just dumped in my lap.  What the hell was I supposed to do now?  Crazy necromancers needed to die, but hunting down the clean ones, and fourteen-year-old children because they all supposedly turn bad in the end?  They’d made Macy what she was, but that didn’t mean she shouldn’t be stopped now. 
 
    Then again, I was an experiment, and my mother had been captured, tied down, raped, and then kept alive until she gave birth.  Why should I even give a shit about their war anymore?  The idea of discarding Christina or even Serena was painful, but the rest of it?  Screw them. 
 
    “So why take the chance, I mean capture me, what if I was the one from the prophecy?” 
 
    She grinned, “I’m not going to last much longer.  I know I’m… not right, but I’m not done killing them yet, for what they did.” 
 
    I frowned, “What does that have to do with it?” 
 
    She giggled, “Well, if you’re tainted then you’ll be their enemy, so you can take up where I left off.  The least I could do is set up a replacement before I die.  Who knows, I might last a little longer, and we can even have a little fun before I totally lose it.  You’re kind of cute.” 
 
    I… had no idea what to even say to that second part. 
 
    “How would I be tainted?” 
 
    She bounced on her toes again, in excitement. 
 
    “Remember when I said you’d have a choice to make?” 
 
    She gestured to the door and a vampire walked in with a corpse, and dropped it on the ground. 
 
    I asked disbelieving, “You want me to make a vampire?” 
 
    She tilted her head, “It’s up to you.  If you’re tainted, you can’t be the one in the prophecy, and you’ll be on my side.  Enemy of my enemy and all that.  If you’re not tainted, well I wouldn’t be able to let you go.  Just in case the council’s sick plan actually bore fruit.  So, here’s your choices. 
 
    “Lie there and slowly die of starvation. 
 
    “Or… make a vampire so he can get that key over there, hanging on the wall, and unlock the restraints for you.” 
 
    She clapped happily, and I was speechless.  This woman was crazy. 
 
    She said, “It’s the same choice I had to face at the age of fourteen.  Learn to use my power, and defend myself against my enemies.  Or… die under their blades without fighting back.  Will you just lay there and die, or will you fight back?  You owe them nothing, they raped your mother, and made you to be a tool.  Hid the truth from you, lied to you, and used you.  You mean nothing to them, but a possible way to end the war and release them from thousands of years of a blood oath and war.  Nothing.” 
 
    I read all that as truth, and as far as the council was concerned I believed her.  They probably did see me as a tool, like the witch saw me as an experiment to dissect.  But… I didn’t think that’s how Christina, Serena, or even Matt saw me.  Strangely enough, those three were just as much the council’s tools as I was, maybe even more so, at least I’d had a normal upbringing minus the ghosts. 
 
    Except, a small voice inside of me said, that’s only because they don’t know the truth.  If they did know, they wouldn’t be my friends, much less consider being more in Christina’s case, they would do their duty and use me if they had to.  Even if I did find another way out of here, what would I even do about all of this?  What could I do? 
 
    Macy walked over to the table and sighed, “His name is Tad Johnson, and he died three days ago, that’s all you need to know to make it work you know.  A name, and the date of death.  It won’t be so bad, we can… be nice to each other, if you join me.” 
 
    I was speechless, apparently raising the dead, killing Blood, and sex with an attractive crazy woman were my options if I wanted to live.  Yeah, that wasn’t happening, there had to be another way out of this.  I wasn’t sure what I would do, but going on the offensive against the Blood wasn’t even on my radar. 
 
    Even if a very small part of me thought they probably deserved it.  Wasn’t the oath about removing taint from the world?  That didn’t fit the start of her story at all, before she’d used her powers. 
 
    She winked salaciously, and left me alone in the room, with a corpse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to think, or even believe.  I couldn’t bear the thought of anyone but Carl knowing about this, if Christina and Serena knew, then they were master manipulators, and I just didn’t see that in them.  Carl… I didn’t know.  He could know, he probably did, and duty would force him to assign his daughter to me.  Duty was all they knew. 
 
    What I couldn’t figure out was why they’d put me in a small town with no other supernatural beings around while I grew up.  If they had made me, why abandon me to the human system?  Had they tried raising the previous ones, and failed?  Even if I did find a way out of this mess, without tainting myself by raising a vampire, I had no idea what I would do. 
 
    I cared about Christina, and was friends with Serena, but did that really measure up to what was done with me?  On the other hand, if I did escape here, they would label me rogue and oath-breaker if I tried to leave, which meant I was screwed either way. 
 
    I spent some time feeling sorry for myself. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if there was anyone I could truly trust.  Really, all it would take was an order from above, and they would all turn on me, regardless of what feelings they had for me of friendship or more.  That meant, even if I did escape and go back, I couldn’t really trust them at all, which would be hard. 
 
    It was a military society, and they were all trained from birth on the oath and fighting necromancers, and on duty above all.  What was a month long friendship next to that?  Of course they’d turn on me.  I was a sucker, but I wasn’t stupid enough to believe otherwise. 
 
    I’d been manipulated since my conception by the Blood, and even Macy was manipulative and trying to use me, though at least in her case it was fairly transparent.  She wanted a replacement that would go on killing blood when she couldn’t anymore.  Even the offer to share her bed was transparent.  She was going crazy, was lonely, and knew she’d be dead soon when her mind was so far gone she couldn’t plan anymore. 
 
    It was kind of sad even, but even now I knew the necromancers that were crazy needed to be put down.  It was the hunting them all down part I didn’t care for. 
 
    I was also sure I was right about the taint, what Macy had told me matched my thoughts.  It wasn’t cumulative, the Blood could… filter the taint out so it didn’t affect them.  In my case, the filter was a bit smaller, and channeling too much power at once would cause things to… spill over? 
 
    A horrible metaphor, but it sounded right. 
 
    It also meant I’d been close to being tainted already, right on the edge of it, when I’d created a wight through no fault of my own, Sara had been trying to kill me at the time, and had pretty much done it to herself trying to drain me to my death. 
 
    Feeling sorry for myself wasn’t helping, but it was all I had at that moment.  Should I really let myself die to stop from being tainted?  The rest of Macy’s plan was crazy, but that part of it wasn’t so easy to dismiss.  I didn’t see how I could escape otherwise, but I wasn’t quite ready to give up either.  I wondered if they thought I was dead, or if they were looking for me? 
 
    I never should have gone into that alley that night, I had plans for my life, and had been enjoying college.  Now… I worked out, sparred, and patrolled, all for a people that created me as a tool.  Damn, enough feeling sorry for myself, I needed to get out of here. 
 
    The truth was I was hardly alone, the whole Blood race were slaves to the oath, and slaves to those above him.  Christina and Serena had even less choices than I did, Matt as well.  Whining about it wasn’t going to help, and I was going to have to learn a whole lot more before I tried to do anything about it.  Assuming I got out of this mess. 
 
    Of course, I couldn’t even move, and my Blood strength wasn’t a match for the multiple leather cuffs that were locked with a padlock.   
 
    Macy stuck her head through the door, and looked at me with a smile.  It was so bizarre, but I couldn’t help returning it.  I felt pity for her.  It also made me realize her life had been screwed up far worse than mine had by the Blood, at least, so far. 
 
    Macy said, “So… you ready to get out of there yet?” 
 
    I sighed, “You could let me go.” 
 
    She sighed, “Sorry, can’t do that, but this life isn’t so bad.  I haven’t lied to you, and I won’t.  That’s a lot more than the Blood can say.” 
 
    I asked, “Did Suzanne ever say anything about a bond with one of the Blood?” 
 
    Macy tilted her head a bit more, and then walked inside. 
 
    “Nope.  What do you mean?” 
 
    I sighed, “I’m trying to figure it out, I thought you might know.  I seem to be connected to one of them.  When we’re close together I mean.  It was also around the time you stopped setting ghosts on her.” 
 
    Why would I be the only one of the five to experience that?  I dismissed the idea that it was because I was the one in the prophecy, that was ridiculous, but perhaps it was the circumstances?  Maybe none of the other four of my kind had ever raced into an alley to save one of them, and Christina had protected me, or tried to.  Is that what set the nebulous feeling I’d sensed from the start into a full on bond, our mutual intent? 
 
    I knew magic took intentions, and an act of will, it’s what formed it to do our bidding, so it sounded right, but it could also just be wrong.  I didn’t think so though, it made too much sense not to be the catalyst that had formed the bond.  Of course, that still didn’t tell me what the bond was about, or why it was even a thing. 
 
    Macy shrugged, “Never heard of it.” 
 
    She walked over and started to undo my pants. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, a little alarmed. 
 
    She winked, “Don’t worry Tom, I’m going out, so I figured we’d better get this taken care of.  I’d hate to come back and need to… clean things up.” 
 
    I felt a surge of relief as I realized her intentions.  Although I was still embarrassed at the idea, as she reached under the metal table and grabbed a plastic male urinal.  I felt degraded by it, and truly helpless for the first time as she helped me take care of business. 
 
    Well, there went my idea of escaping when I was let out to use the facilities… 
 
      
 
    I believed it was Tuesday night, unless I missed a day somehow.  The sun had just gone down a few minutes ago, and I was already waffling back and forth.  Making a vampire might taint me, but just a little, and it wouldn’t drive me crazy unless I did it over and over.  I didn’t want to die, and it seemed like the only way out.  Macy was clearly insane, but she was also right about one thing. 
 
    I was just twenty-one, I didn’t want to lay down and die, not if I could get out of this.  I also didn’t trust the Blood, or at least, not the ones in charge.  That said, the thing that always made me hold back was if I did get slightly tainted, I’d be the Blood’s enemy.  Every time I thought of that, I pictured both Christina and Serena being forced to kill me by their duty, and that made me back off the idea. 
 
    I also knew no matter what, there was no way I could ever kill either of them. 
 
    Still, I’d only been tied down a day, and I was seriously considering it.  It would take me three weeks to starve, at least, if Macy gave me stuff to drink I mean.  I already knew I wouldn’t make it that long, but I still held off, in the hope that something would happen, and I could escape some other way. 
 
    My body wasn’t sore from the lightning attack anymore, it had recovered, but I was starting to feel cramped being stuck in one position constantly.  I started to flex my muscles one group at a time, which helped a little, but not a whole lot.  How much worse would it be tomorrow, or a week from now? 
 
    I didn’t want to die, and I didn’t know how long I could hold out before I just did it, and raised a vampire to get me out of here.  The rest of her proposal was insane, I wouldn’t be picking up her war where she left off no matter what happened. 
 
    The door opened, and she came in with a brown paper bag, and sat in the chair next to mine. 
 
    She smiled, “Dinner time.” 
 
    Oh, the woman was insane, and evil. 
 
    She pulled out an Italian sandwich, and a bag of chips, and started eating it right in front of me.  That had to be a form of torture. 
 
    She held the cup of soda up to my face, the straw just above my lips. 
 
    “Sprite, take a sip.” 
 
    Right, she’d keep me hydrated so I’d suffer more when I starved to death.  I took a drink, I was thirsty. 
 
    I could smell the ham, capicola, prosciutto, salami, and provolone cheese.  It also had lettuce, tomato, onions, oil, and vinegar. 
 
    “You’re evil,” I accused. 
 
    She giggled and winked at me, “It’s really good, you can have half if you want…” 
 
    Her eyes flickered over to the corner where the stiff was. 
 
    I shook my head stubbornly, even as my traitorous mouth watered.  Then my stomach gurgled.  Would she be eating in front of me every day? 
 
    She continued to eat the sandwich a bite at a time, and she kept rolling her eyes in exaggerated pleasure and moaning to illustrate just how tasty it was.  She also flirted with me while she made sure I drank enough, which was a bit disturbing.  It was all insane, and would have been humorous to me if I hadn’t been so hungry, and tied down to a table. 
 
    When she finished, she cleaned up, and patted my arm as she got up and headed for the door. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder, “I’ll see you in the morning, unless of course you escape and come join me.  I’m in the next room.” 
 
    She winked, and I was speechless once again as she walked out. 
 
    It could have been worse, there were no knives or instruments of true torture, but in a very real way it was torturous to just be stuck in this chair.  I was already hungry, and it had just been a day.  The corpse in the corner called to me, and I was truly tempted.  The one good thing was it didn’t stink, somehow she was using her power to keep it fresh, and I studied the magic for a second, curious. 
 
    Then I blew out a breath, and tried to get some sleep.  It was a long time in coming… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    My eyes flew open and I was confused for a second why.  Then I felt Christina through the bond, and laughed a little hysterically.  Found my way out, I wondered how they found me.  I had a feeling I wasn’t even in Chicago anymore, and in the suburbs, a half a mile search light is pretty damned small. 
 
    Maybe the witches?  They could have gotten something from my college room? 
 
    I could still sense Macy, and she started to move.  No doubt she had ghosts watching the place.  A moment later I felt a vampire and then both start to move off together at high speed. 
 
    I hesitated, for just a second, remembering her innocent and hopeful smile when she’d said goodnight. 
 
    Then I sent out a spike of energy, and took out the vampire carrying her.  My magic seemed to work fine right through the walls, I’d been wondering. 
 
    I heard Macy’s cry out outrage, and then more vampires moved her way as she ran from the house. 
 
    I actually felt a stab of guilt.  From her point of view, the Blood had taken away all her choices, and had forced her to choose this war over dying.  They hadn’t let her hide.  They hadn’t left her mother who was apparently a good person, to simply live her life.  They’d forced her into war, and she’d killed them in revenge. 
 
    I’d have done exactly the same in her shoes. 
 
    But she was insane, and like it or not, the right side or not, I was on the other side of this war.  Wasn’t I?  Even though the Blood had created me as a tool, and manipulated me, they weren’t all bad.  The taint had to be controlled.  Even if I wasn’t entirely sure about what side I was on ultimately, I knew if she didn’t die now, she’d start making mistakes and would kill innocents and cause collateral damage. 
 
    She was right on the edge of what little sanity remained, if she hadn’t already fallen off. 
 
    Tears gathered in my eyes as I sent more spikes, and drained her vampires one by one.  Every single one within range, until there were none left. 
 
    I shut my eyes as I heard her death scream, and suppressed the sorrow of it, the pity.  I let my anger rise at the ones in charge instead, to chase that sorrow away.  The ones that had created her, as surely as they’d created me.  The last thing I wanted was to be found crying like a little girl when they finally found me and let me out of this contraption. 
 
    Matt would never let me live it down. 
 
    The door opened and Christina walked in, of course she’d be able to find me first, the bond would lead her straight to me.  She walked over and I could see the strain on her face.  She looked beautiful as always, but relatively, for her, she looked like crap.  Her eyes were red and puffy, she looked exhausted, and upset. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    Christina giggled a little hysterically, “Hi there, you’re lucky we found you alive, or I’d have kicked your ass.” 
 
    Then I saw the sheen of tears in her eyes, and she leaned over the table and kissed me. 
 
    Her lips were soft as silk, and conformed to mine as she caressed my face and chest with wandering hands. 
 
    I was shocked for a moment, but then I responded, and kissed her back.  I was stunned, confused, uncomfortable in the chair, and I wanted to touch her so badly it hurt, as she ran her hands along my face, neck, and body. 
 
    The bond passed energy back and forth between us, and it felt amazing as our first kiss finally found its rhythm.  She sighed in pleasure and broke the kiss a few moments later, and stood back up.  
 
    She blushed, “I’m sorry Tom, I didn’t realize how much you meant to me until I thought… I thought you were dead, it took the coven forever to find a general location, but even then I had to tell my father about the bond.  I’m sorry, I didn’t have a choice, I had to find you and they needed to know, and now…” 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    She looked frustrated for a second, “There are things I’d been ordered not to talk to you about, apparently, some believe you may turn on us, and they feel the less you know about our organization the better.  That’s all I can say.  Except, you’ll likely find out soon anyway, they’ll be curious about the bond, I don’t know what will happen now, but I care about you a lot.  I want… I want you Tom, I want you.” 
 
    I smiled up at her, “If I’d have known all I had to do was get kidnapped to finally get that date, I’d have done it sooner.” 
 
    She snorted, “Ass.” 
 
    I grinned, “umm, could you get me out of this, or kiss me again?” 
 
    Really, either one worked for me. 
 
    She looked down at me thoughtfully for a few moments, and when I raised an eyebrow she said, “I’m still deciding.” 
 
    She smiled mischievously, and leaned down and kissed me again.  It wasn’t fair, she could touch me, but I couldn’t touch her back.  Would they try to keep me from her now?  What would happen?  I couldn’t be mad at her, not knowing she’d been ordered to keep her silence.  None of us had many choices in all of this. 
 
    I knew one thing, kissing her was better than I’d imagined.  My body hummed with desire at her touch, and her soft liquid midnight hair tickled my neck, and her lovely scent overwhelmed me as our lips danced together. 
 
    She winked when she broke it and went to get the key off the wall. 
 
    “So… somethings going to happen, but you can’t tell me what?” 
 
    She nodded, “That about sums it up.  I don’t think it will be too bad, and I hope to see you again soon.  For that date, and more.  I… told father I wanted to switch partners, when I told him about the bond.  The witches, they needed to know to use it, they used magic to trace it, it’s how we found you.  I hope that’s okay?” 
 
    I rubbed my arms when they were free, and then pulled her down into a giggling kiss, that quickly transformed into a passionate one.  I think she liked me touching her as much as I liked it, because the kiss was even more ardent than the first two, and she was far more responsive as I ran my hands through her hair, and along her waist and hips.   
 
    Maybe she would be my one true and uncomplicated choice, because I doubted I’d have many of them anymore. 
 
    Not that I wouldn’t still dig for the truth, before I made a solid decision exactly where to stand.  But if I had a choice, I would have Christina standing with me.  I cared for her far too much to do otherwise.  It seemed a little fast, I’d known her for just over a month, and had really only known her for just three weeks.  But honestly, she was the one part of this crazy thing I was sure of.  I also thought she believed the same about me, she’d definitely taken the dive, which was a lot more serious than just accepting a first date. 
 
    Apparently, the thought of my death, had finally released those passions she’d been waiting for. 
 
    I just hoped that when I found where I stood, she’d be able to stand in the same place with me.  I tried really hard to ignore just how complicated this could get.  It was ironic, that I trusted her with my heart, but I couldn’t trust her with my life.  Not when she was so bound to duty.  Not when her duty would force her to obey men that would order a woman raped, and by one of their own people. 
 
    Complicated just didn’t cover it.  I didn’t care, she was worth it. 
 
    She broke the kiss, and blushed, “Let’s go, before they come in here and get us out.” 
 
    “How does Matt and Serena feel about all this?” 
 
    She sighed, “Matt’s not happy, Serena told me it was about time.” 
 
    “What?” I asked surprised. 
 
    Christina giggled, “She said she could tell we were both hot for each other, and that it was about damned time I admitted it to myself.  She’s happy for us, if a little confused and jealous as to where she stands.  Matt… I don’t know.  I hope he finds someone to be happy with, but I can’t let that change my mind, I won’t sacrifice us to spare him.” 
 
    “I know, I just don’t want to see either of them hurt, I’m glad Serena is on board with it at least.” 
 
    I hardly even noticed we were still holding hands, until both Matt and Serena looked down at them when we got outside.  I made no move to let go of her hand, and neither did she mine. 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    Serena smiled, “Nice to see you too Tom, Buffalo Grove.” 
 
    I gave her a sheepish smile, “Thanks for coming to get me, so what now?” 
 
    Matt said tersely, “Back to base for debrief is the first step.” 
 
    And then after that… what?  There was no point in asking, they weren’t allowed to tell me.  I also sensed they wouldn’t be asking me what happened, they weren’t allowed to do that either.  Carl would be debriefed by me, and then he would decide what they should know, or his superiors would.  The question was, did I learn about anything I should hide, like knowing about my predecessors for instance. 
 
    Something told me the council wouldn’t like that at all.  I couldn’t lie, they’d feel it, but they were so secretive that I didn’t think they’d ask questions that would lead me in that direction, in the fear that I’d divine the truth.  Or… maybe they would.  I’d find out. 
 
    I nodded, “Right, can we stop for food on the way back, Macy didn’t feed me.  Umm, maybe a place that has Italian subs?” 
 
    I felt another stab of regret, and hoped wherever Macy was now, that she was in a better place than the hell this mortal life had put her through. 
 
    I glanced back at the house one more time, and then shared another smile with Christina before I faced forward.  It was the only way to go until I had more information, maybe I’d get what I needed when I summoned Sara back from the other side in four days? 
 
    Either way, to have any hope of taking Christina with me, I’d have to have overwhelming proof of the dark secrets and lies of the council, even after her passionate kiss and declaration, I knew her duty would still eclipse that.  She’d said as much, there were secrets she was holding.  The good news was, I didn’t believe she knew I was an experiment, how would she have fallen for me if she knew the truth, if she knew that I was merely a tool to the council and high ranking witches? 
 
    The oath bound me, unjustly I believed, but it also gave me hope.  It had said we’d needed to fight necromancers, until the blight was gone from the earth, or something to that effect.  It didn’t say anything about all necromancers needing to die.  That’s what I’d have to focus on, the blight.  What was it, where did it come from, how could we end it? 
 
    Christina squeezed my hand, and I smiled at her as I squeezed hers back.  The wording of the oath wasn’t the only thing that gave me hope this could all end well, and she was one more thing to fight for. 
 
    “So… seriously guys, Italian subs?” 
 
    I couldn’t debrief or fight on an empty stomach after all… 
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    The Formerly Dark Mage, by D. L. Harrison – This stand-alone fantasy book follows the life of Silvia and takes place in a world unique and separate to our own.   
 
    Silvia is a dark mage. Unfortunately, she finds herself about to be sacrificed. Someone must have told her evil master about her plans to kill him and take over.  After that, things just seem to go downhill. She has no choice but to escape the kingdom of Zual, something that to her knowledge has never been done before. She will need to deal with many issues she never had to face before. 
 
    Among those issues, the white mages, and her conscience. 
 
      
 
    The Rise of a Dark Mage - This stand-alone fantasy book follows the life of Cassandra, it takes place in the same world as The Formerly Dark Mage, but happens three hundred years later, long after Silvia is gone and some shocking changes have taken place in the world. 
 
    Cassandra is a dark mage in the kingdom of Zual, she’s also a mage prodigy. 
 
    She hates both her kingdom, and her master.  She wants him dead, not to take his place, but so she can leave and explore the world.  Her ambition will drive her to rediscover the secrets of the strongest of magics. 
 
    She is determined to succeed, or she’ll die trying. 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    Spirit Sorceress series, by D. L. Harrison 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. 
 
      
 
    Katrina Baker Novels, by D. L. Harrison is a new series about a super named Katrina Baker.  Problem is, she gets caught up in her mother’s plan, who is a mad scientist and supervillain, and gets herself transported to another world in the multi-verse.  A world where mages, witches, clerics, and the gods are real.  Not to mention the monsters… 
 
    The first book is titled Banished: 
 
    Katrina baker is a super.  She has mental abilities such as telekinesis, telepathy, and others.  Her parents are supervillains, and she isn’t all that sure she’s cut out for that line of work.  Her empathy with others through her power makes it hard to be uncaring, much less mean or evil to people.  Problem is, the last thing she wants to do is disappoint mom and dad. 
 
    Katrina gets caught up in her mother’s supervillain plot to get rid the world of the indestructible hero Omega, and that’s when it all goes really wrong, and she finds herself on another world.   
 
    Banished. 
 
    Will she be able to find her way back home, or even understand this new world of gods and magic, or will she die trying?  
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Book Description 
 
    Tom grew up in a small town, and at thirteen he figured out what he really was. 
 
      
 
    A Necromancer. 
 
      
 
    For much of his life, that didn’t make much of a difference, and he didn’t see any real benefit in it, until one day in his third year of college a young woman catches his eye.  One that is haunted by a ghost, and not just one, every time he sees her, she has a new spectral passenger he winds up banishing.  Fascinated, he decides to investigate further, and a whole new world opens up for him.  A world that isn’t so nice. 
 
      
 
    If he’d known just how deep that rabbit hole went, he might have stayed away… 
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