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Mysterious monsters continue the chase collaborate while the search for answers to the unknown make the continuing struggle for survival a war.  

Collaborate functions and Agency business progresses forward to regain the structure, the peace, and the freedoms they once believed they had.

Why does history seem to keep repeating itself, manifesting in unexplainable ways, and just when you think life is going to be back under control...more past secrets return, screaming as a banshee in your face.

With many questions answered, handfuls of foes vanquished, and a final conclusion to what that shifter pup was needed for...what questions are left unanswered?

Many!

Visiting past characters, returning Agents, and new guests from around the globe bring an entirely new twist to the final pages of The Relic Records.  

That’s been fun and all...but they still haven’t got the new realm up and running.  The Earth still facing apocalyptic conditions with no date to mark on the calendar of an end...either end...the world or restoration of what they had.

One thing is clear...plans for a special gift will be successful and the future for recovery for both realms looks as bright as the sun without the purple-gray haze of doom.

Unfortunately, no matter what science and magic combined can make possible...there will always be a fight to move forward in this life.  One day maybe leading to a war under ‘zero tolerance’ protocols.  How will the rest of the world accept that?

Although some matters may finally be settled...there is still more work to do...roads to travel...and adventures to be had.  Is there a continued cost for the search of real answers?  Will they ever be truly free of the disturbing past that eventually led them all to each other...and today?  

A past that just won’t stay dead and gone!

Continue on this new adventure with the children of Kyra & Samuel (The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra), Sarah & Kaleb (In The Woods), and the infamous Ash & Erik (Evolution & The Legacy of Ash Series).

DEDICATION
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To my family.  

Thank you for the inspiration and joy of watching life go on.  I am honored to have that opportunity to stop, look, listen, and appreciate you all.

CONTENTS


	About Book 4


	Elayna


	Relic


	Renee


	Pa-pe Thomas


	One Realm Report: Operation “Capture The Dark”


	Wanted—Person of Interest


	Relic


	Marcus


	Ash


	Relic


	Samantha


	Renee


	Marcus


	Ashton


	Grandpa John


	Relic


	Erik


	Ash


	Relic


	Uncle Leif


	One Realm-Alert-Update


	Capture—Fugitive Report


	Relic


	Elayna


	Samantha


	Lucas


	Raid Addresses—Team 5 **Plus—Floorplan Copies 


	Team 5—Inventory


	Relic


	Uncle Kenny—Team 1 Update


	Pa-Pa—Team 2 Update


	Uncle Ray-Ray—Team 3 Update


	Uncle Brendan—Team 4 Update


	Relic—Team 5 Update


	Mom Squad—Generation 1 Update with Dr. Tina


	Family Trees By Series


	About Author

Celebrating 5 Years of Independence

Dawn Marifield Publications 2020 and Beyond

Dawn M Hyde Previous Publications




	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Elayna
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The vision hit me hard...mid-flight...evading my father’s grasp, sparring in his reclaimed Guardian shifter form.  Empathic panic commandeered my mind, escaping this difficult training experience.  

An opportunity I never believed I’d have.

Too many mixed emotions to cope with were before me at the palace.  Although...what I felt this take from my body to the point of eventual collapse...this was not empathy.  

This vision was a distress call that nearly drained my energy dry instantly.

My sight was gone.  Coherent independent thought consumed by what my mind’s eye was forced to witness.  Words of those around me falling upon deaf ears as the vision took hold of my hearing.  

Mom...Miss Anna...Miss Olivia...my brother and poor dad trying to help.  Hilliard Group was on hand, offering assistance at a word.  

I felt Relic standing back, fighting himself to remain back.  There was no way for him or anyone to stop what was occurring.

I am used to my gifts and their strengths at times.  Sometimes you can only ‘roll with it’ and trust others will be close to help me through whatever I cannot help myself.

For some reason...I’m not afraid.  I feel oddly numb.  My body is reacting to something I still cannot entirely see and beyond my control.  I am curious to learn where this will lead but not scared.  YET!  
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Uncle Ray-Ray joined the circle, clasping hands with Uncle Andy and River.  Directly across from him was a troubled looking Aunt Ash.  

Aunt Kyra and Meadow at her sides, taking hands to bow heads with closed eyes.  Each standing as she, opposite their own brothers.

That same warehouse we had fought before.  Equipment spread out.  Our elders positioned as if working on something rather important.  Each seemed to have paused, turning away from computers and files to watch the circle.  

Surrounded by our parents and Aunt Kyra’s entire teams, Granpy John, Pa-pe Thomas, Uncle Brendan, and the Commander; the circle appears to be working a piggyback spell.  

The pairs of what we affectionately call our ‘magic twins’.  The combined powers of specific members of our collaborate can pack a wicked punch...especially when carrying a variant of a shared bloodline of magic...not just what we twins, by birth, are capable of.

Instead of the ‘triad’ of mom, Aunts Ash and Kyra, this is the ‘triad pairs’ descended from the Ancient Maliki.  Whatever is being accomplished must need some big power to finish or continue what it is they are doing.

Uncle Ray looks to be consoling Aunt Ash, but I never heard what she was saying when my brain took the reins.  

“You are safe with all of us.  No one can hurt you...especially not the memory of a dead man.”  He tells her and that didn’t seem to wholly place her mind at ease.

I never noticed before...the energy around them as they work together...visible and clear to me as a soft, golden-white outlined aura.  Reminds me of my mother when she ‘lights up’ her shield that has the same defensive strengths as the other’s ‘blue spark’.

Faintly, Uncle Leif curses then abruptly halts.  “They don’t have the disc...we need to sto...”  His voice stopped by the sound of the electrical panel cutting out as the power had during the storm when we fought here last.

CLICK!  POP!

The warehouse went dark.  It was daytime and no one was panicking as we had been trapped inside.  Heads turning in all directions to locate something...any source.  Or maybe they were simply watching their backs.

WHOOOSH!  CLANK!

The front bay doors slam, locking without anyone on the exterior being seen or heard.  The Commander is here...were these his men who locked them in for protection or someone else?  How did they not know anyone else was here?

Clustering towards that table, Uncle Kenny was analyzing everything on, the group was a considerable size with Aunt Kyra’s team still on loan since we kids were gone.  Meadow, River, Jocelyn, and Ethan.  The entire collaborate team including Uncle Brendan.  All they were missing was the tribe...and all of us.

Granpy John called out to the Commander while a quick roll call was taken.  “Why would the guards shut us in?”  He asked.  “Is that the signal others are near?”

The Commander grumbled to the handful of guards who were inside before he answered.  “That door, John...that last sound was a lock.  My guards wouldn’t have shut us in without calling for my order.”

BOOOOM!

The concrete slab shook, sending a few to their knees before scrambling to grasp for each other to stand.  Hazy bits of daylight through the clouds, visible through the upper windows of that warehouse providing almost zero illumination to help.

“What the hell could be here?”  Aunt Ash huffed, pained, hand on her stomach.  

Anxious breaths pass throughout the crowd and all in the warehouse appear to be posturing to fight...but I cannot see anything besides that locked door and four tall walls trapping them in.

Was that loud sound an explosion?  Did someone block them in to...

Oh, please god no!  Where are the Commander’s other guards?  Is there anyone to help?

Slowly growing inaudible chatter fills my ears.  Like a bassy stereo on low volume and stuck on talk radio.  Many excited voices layered over each other.  

What is happening?  Who is in my head?

My chest tightens...constricting my breathing as more flashes flood my mind.  Why can’t I feel the rest of my body reacting?  Why can’t I clearly hear anyone around me at the palace?

Now my voice comes over the others with memories of visions past.  

Relic and I in the hotel.  I explained things I’d seen from the beginning, not knowing if these were simple dreams or something much worse to come.

Darkness...war...relying on unexpected allies.  

The image of the now deceased King Marcus with Aunt Ash standing in snow before a cabin.  “This did not start, nor will it end with you.”
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The flashes fade as my mind snaps back, like a slap, to the palace.  Hearing others but my body was in no way acting under my own control.  

My brother calls as he runs closer.  “Something’s wrong.”  

Denali going crazy, lunging, and barking like something was standing right there.

“What’s happening?”  Samantha nears, asking with a gasp.  “What are they seeing?”  

I was held or carried...passed to another’s arms and back.  

My father’s voice...his embrace...we’re running maybe.  “Come on, baby girl...you’re not crashing out now.  Pull back...everything is normal again.”  

The cool sting to my skin replaced with warmth being laid down to rest indoors.  I fought to open my eyes and was lucky to achieve a flutter of my lashes to alert the others I was conscious.  

Well...I believe I am conscious, but...I can’t really tell at the moment.

“Ok...who is speaking because I’m not seeing conversation...but I can hear it.”  Lucas blurted out.

Dad had laid me on the couch that Uncle Simon had been sitting on while Aunt Liv paced just last night.  

I think my mom was seeing what I was.  I heard her whisper for Aunt Kyra, distressed.  The fight of this overpowering mom evident in her voice.

“Those are the other Guardians...I can hear their elder directing them.  They locked the warehouse because evil was coming, he said.”  Dad answered Lucas.

Gasps filled the foyer.  Grandpa Nathan asks.  “Who do we have in the warehouse, and should we hurry?”  The Hilliard Group, Uncle Samuel’s family, were in complete agreement and ready to move.

Dad rubbed at his chin.  “We need to get a hold of John...I don’t want us to move without them knowing we’re coming.  Unable to see the Guardians...already a dangerous situation...on both sides.  We could escalate this situation only able to speculate on the outcome.”

Uncle Ian huffs out exhausted, slumping his shoulders.  “Yeah...where were we all night?”

That’s easy...they were in an apocalyptic blizzard searching for our mother and the others, returning to finish our practice before more disaster could come...and we’d be better prepared.  

Well...something struck, as dad mentioned had been encountered, blindsiding the team.  And we don’t know if it will again.

I gasp in a breath, finally in control of my own body.  I received many looks as though I had appeared near a coma no matter what I felt or was aware of.  

Dad ran a hand over my head, my lips able to pass my broken words.  “There’s...so much.  I heard...a bomb.”

Dad tried to calm me.  His head jerked up, hearing my mom calling out from Miss Anna’s arms.  “They can’t see.  They don’t know what’s outside.”

My suspicions confirmed my mother was seeing the same as I.  Confusion...darkness...our family in trouble.

The strength of this warning may be our only alert to the magnitude of this situation that I never gained a full glimpse of.  Too much flipped through my mind fast and mixed with information I can’t see how it applies yet.

“Who?”  Samantha asked, trying to keep her voice even, but she was noticeably worried.

I had no chance to answer.  Our heads jerk, hearing Uncle Ian running back from the office.  

Grandpa Nathan and Uncle Simon remained behind speaking with some guards who took off running in all directions having spoken in hushed tones.  

My stomach was beginning to ache, and I felt Denali wiggling next to me in dad’s arms.  He knew something.  That dog was either reacting from our ‘healing bond’ and can feel my anxiety growing or he thinks I need to be healed because I’m laying down as when they brought him to me in the hospital.

Rushing towards us, just to stop feet away, Ian caught his breath before animatedly speaking and urgent in his briefing, glancing...searching all of our faces when he spoke.


“There’s no communication into the warehouse.  The Command perimeter has visual and are holding position because the Commander is inside with our team.  

There’s a fire to the back of that warehouse from some blown transformer or something and they have a few warlocks ready to move in to suppress it but are afraid to scare off those protecting the warehouse.

Those people came out of the woods again.  The same family who helped us give chase before disappearing.  They have the warehouse surrounded and there’s unknown creatures on their way to the warehouse in the trees.  

These intruders are different than the others.  Not sure how or what makes them so much different than anything else we’ve seen...but that was the report.

What Command had reported was there are two in the lead on this...the third matching their description...we have at Detention from capture last night.  So, the big guys are back.”


“Is that what John said?”  Dad shifts next to me on the couch, passing me a very wiggly Denali pup that calmed as soon as I wrapped him in my arms.

Ian shrugged.  “No one can get a hold of John...Thomas...Tina’s at the lab not answering because she had a rush on that captive.  Meadow and the other kids are missing from the cave lab.  Pete said they left hours ago to test some chip.”

Uncle Samuel’s father exchanged nods with Grandpa Nathan before turning to his brothers of Hilliard Group all nodding as if silently conversing and in agreement about something.  

His eyes go back on my dad.  “Command is expecting us all close to scene.  We will gather in the trees and Kaleb will meet with that family’s elder as mentioned before.” 

Wait!  This is not connecting.  Other family...elder...my dad?  

Ohhhhh...the other Guardians who appeared to help them when our prayer ‘set the Guardians free’ and the reason dad, Ian, Lucas, and Daemon can all now shift to sasquatch form.  Earth shifters and Guardians.

Whoa...so...they were protecting the warehouse because they knew our people were inside.  How did they recognize anyone?  How did they know to jump in and aid any of us?

For them to be there...the Guardians...my goodness what is happening?  

The others of our clan in the warehouse don’t know what’s occurring at all!  What if they fight, believing themselves under attack?  What do we do?  

Well...my brain going suddenly lazy is of no help, but I am feeling better with each warm pulse of energy from little Denali pup.  

At least the group appears ready to jump into action with some ideas.

Samuel’s father instructs us, releasing a long breath.  “Nathan, Simon, and the guards will be moving in from this side and joining the Hunter quadrants to trap these creatures in.”

He smiles to us kids.  “I know they’re blocking you...but try to get through.  Let them know who is there and tell them we’re on our way.  They can hear you all.  Let them know the plan so they hold their fire...please.”

Blocking us?  

My parents are here so...the other parents must be using their typical block to keep us from charging in to help.  Keep us from harm.  

Unless...something or someone is purposefully doing this.  Why not consider that?  

Those creatures that originally chased us, their cohorts could interfere, and may have wedged themselves in.  Just as they disrupted that IT patch Granpy John created to keep our collaborate's communication constant and independent of other systems to function.

Dad calmly smiles, watching the pup and me.  “Good thing everyone’s all geared up.”  

Right...the sparring!  

We were unarmed, only working hand to hand.  We don’t know ‘who’ or ‘what’ the intruders are.  What are they doing?  What could they want besides us all destroyed?

Dad was trying to joke, but the group’s laughter was minimal.  I thought his joke was funny.  “I’m going to need to start just wearing a robe to work or they need to make gear that actually stretches with you.”

That’s why I felt as if being passed back and forth.  Dad had to shift back, grab his clothes, and then I heard him speaking while he moved me.

Mom whispered something to Miss Anna, but we only heard Miss Anna’s response.  “Oh, you know Liv and I are going.  Sophia and Paulo will hold down the fort and we have other ‘team parents’ to help as well.  Lucky for us we live close.”  

Uncle Samuel’s father, frustrated to be shut out from our parent’s team, and eager to move.  “Command line knows we’re coming.  Since we are going in after the Commander...we need a lead order.  Our vote is ‘any means necessary’.”

It took a second to realize he was actually asking for our team’s vote here in the palace.  

Our only choice is to make a decision and act as quickly as possible.  He spoke for the agreeable Hilliard Group, always prepared for anything.  

No hesitations...we agreed that was the best solution to get our parents and grandfathers out of that place.  There’s no other option.  We must assume command and design a ‘retrieval’ for the other half of our family.  

As long as we agreed how to fill the Commander’s shoes...have all our bases covered for decision making...and each group represented as best as possible...we can move in without doubt or difficulty.  

We still have that tribal elder and a few of my cousins here too.  With a little of everyone here...we are more than covered with representatives...given the circumstances!  

The vote was unanimous, and I sprang to my feet as the others readied for action.  Now...we just had to all get there.  

Gathering close, we vanished off, leaving the guards and a few others rushing to hitch up horses and get rolling to cover the Hunter quadrants and protect all perimeters.  

Command units, Ian had been able to catch with Pa-Pa to speak moments ago, took care of notifying the Hunters and all others that we were coming.  

Poor Pa-Pa had no way to get a hold of Brendan, and he was able to confirm what we knew in our hearts.  All of our parents were there with Uncle Brendan and our grandfathers.  

I closed my eyes...crisp, cool wind in my face...adrenaline pumping faster.  That sick feeling of concern in my stomach is still there, although I am a bit better thanks to Denali.  

Tucked in close to Relic, Denali in my arms.  My parents and brother in the center of our group, clustered together and hanging on for dear life.  

I’m nervous about what we’re jumping into.  We had creatures we weren’t sure existed in the abundance we’ve seen attacking in unimaginably ways.  

However, others worldwide joined the fight...for the good of all.  Earth creatures sensing us...emerging from hiding...to do battle at our sides.  Good intentions can be understood, valued, and apparently contagious.  

To hear Uncle Leif saying ‘magic’ right now!  This is a beautiful thing...that I hope works, in the long run, to rid those who wish to destroy what we’re attempting to fix.

I can only imagine what is crossing my poor Relic’s mind and the others...knowing their parents...an entire half of our family and all of his are stuck within that mess, having no clue what is happening.  

Caged targets.

Relic’s blocking me so I can’t read him.  Except I do know what happened during my vision.  The images leaked through his shield, projecting at a moment of distraction I happened to catch.

He is quiet and acting as if this was no big issue at all.  But I saw what he did...I heard his thoughts if even brief.  

I’m torn what has him most worried.  Me...or what we’ll face shortly.  

I wish he didn’t have to witness that knowing he can’t ‘fix’ this as badly as he wishes.  

I deal with the fact I have visions, but to wear them externally...or their ill affects...I can’t protect him or the others as I can’t protect myself.  There is no ‘fix’...so we can only use this gift the best we can and for what we can.

I’ll take the warnings...the lessons from these visions.  That is the only magic I have to contribute to our fight, and I will use every bit I can.  I can endure so my ‘magic’ can help someone...help us and the many who rely on us.  

Especially if they’re my family!
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Keeping low to the forest floor, we hide while dad attempts to find someone in a lead position.  He was able to locate and share a few mental words with the elder appearing to be guarding that warehouse door while chaos erupted around him.

Dad had asked that Mom, Bri, and I remain back, behind the others in our team.  Until the situation could be better assessed...because at this point, we’d be running out blind.  We’re only partially magically armed with no other access to any other weapons.

I can’t see ‘who’ or ‘what’ is firing at us from the trees, but Command line seems to be holding strong, and the shots have been slowing.  No one...none of the other shifter Guardians that is...seemed phased by the gunfight.  

I hadn’t seen anyone fall either so this must be contained to just this perimeter and possibly snipers in the trees, knowing we had more than the obvious or exposed waiting at the door.

Dad received the ‘all clear’ and appreciative words from the elder to finally send those warlocks from Command down to extinguish the growing fire behind the warehouse.

His family was remaining back from that as they could with no resources to fight a fire.  However, we have our family trapped inside; we can’t risk that spreading to the building or worse if his family’s home is these woods.

The Guardian elder mentioned hearing the transformer had blown...that was the explosion...and that appeared, in his opinion, the only possible cause of the fire.  He found no accelerant trails or immediately visible evidence this would be arson by a being.  

Although, we happen to know a few characters that could have caused that specific type of ‘accident’.  Unless this transformer coincidentally blew on its own at just the right moment.

We got lucky that first time.  That fire inside only burnt some old shelving, random abandoned crates, and a few of our attackers.  A shield protected us even from the smoke.  

I have no idea what an exterior electrical fire could consume and would rather not imagine.

Relic moved closer to me as I clutched to my mother behind him.  His sparky palms out and ready for anything.  

Daemon exchanged whispers with Bri, Lucas and Samantha before the girls gathered closer to mom and me.  Our boys taking more lead roles while the goal of us ladies was to get to those warehouse doors somehow...and safely.

The boys followed Ian and Dad, hanging behind Lucas and Daemon at Dad’s back, moving towards the tree line to get a better look before we dove in.  

Our group is exercising extra caution entering this because of the other Guardian family who helped us last time...and now.  

This is their land, and we have many magical creatures that could possibly scare them, appearing out of thin air.  We can be respectful and still get what we need to done!

Communication between the groups is nil with few translators...and only I can remain in human form to do that adequately for both groups.  Handling the telepathic back and forth, by different means, and exchanging information.  

There could be accidents truly preventable on our end, proceeding with care.  That is a charge I will accept without question or doubt and do my best.

Mom’s voice crackled, calling out softly.  “The girls heard me.”  

Tears pooled in her eyes when dad looked back, offering a smile as he mouthed the words ‘I love you’.  She giggled, blowing him a kiss, he pretended to catch in his hand before turning back ready to lead out.  

Exchanging a single head bow with Relic, dad steps past the tree line.  Ian at his side, Lucas and Daemon just slightly behind them both.  Dad and Ian, the spotters, Lucas and Daemon would be signaling to us alerts before we left cover to follow.

There was no chance for that.  Our plans are already receiving interference.

A hard wave of energy whipped this way, forcing them to instinctively shift.  Gear shredding and landing at their feet followed by whoops and hoots of shock and anger.

Dad was fighting hard to keep human form as long as possible...he demanded control of his body to lead us all in.  His internal thoughts...shouts...then agony battling his shift.

I felt that energy blast and it was a feeling...I can’t adequately describe.  All the hair on my neck stood up like hackles on a pissed off dog and I wanted to charge forward and just hurt something badly.  

Bizarre and scary that my body reacted too...just without the shift.  I had no idea which direction that burst came from to warn or point out.  To halt that first of significant obstacles we’ll face.  

What sorts of energy bombs are next?  What will these do?

Denali sprung up into a doggie back handspring through the air.  Jaws snapping and snarling as they grew.  Paws and claws enlarged and extended in his shift.  His tiny bark to a near bear’s roar...his battle cry when he landed...his transformation complete.

That did it...we couldn’t hold back another second.  Whatever is coming is moving and working full throttle...this quartet of ours WILL NOT be remaining alone long.

Charging forward, they ran...gunfire popping around them while we follow, stopping just shy of the tree line.  The smoke rolled in soon to blind us from the melee just up ahead.  

Their voices remained in my head.  I knew where all the Guardians were.  I not only heard them speaking and coordinating with my father...I could FEEL them nearby.

This ungodly sound, moving quickly closer, caused my head to jerk to the side.  

Dad and I caught sight of this beast at the same time, rushing towards the warehouse and the Guardians blocking his path.  He projected at the same second I witnessed this too.  

I’ve never seen anything like it...earthbound or otherwise.  It looked as those big beasts that chased and followed us.  

They had a more human appearance when we first saw the three ringleaders at the Hunter Tavern while on the run.  When ready to attack and fight...they changed...like dropping an illusion.

Skin like an exoskeleton and an inhuman shade of brown like tree bark with an almost greenish hue to it.  Facial features morphing to less human...eyes larger and spreading apart...ears vanishing so their boxy heads look reptilian.  

They appeared to slightly increase in overall size; although, they were already huge beings.  Giant hands resembling that big ‘rock-like’ creature from the comics.  

I hadn’t noticed before...but their shoes disappeared, exposing almost elephant like feet...or hooves maybe.

However...this single beast charging us appeared to have a mix of more than simply what the three ringleaders were genetically.  Possibly a higher-powered member of their entourage.

He was taller...definitely uglier and his skin had a black sheen like a snake.  A feral frothing at the mouth rabid predator.  

And that smell permeating our way made the ‘turned’ scent appealing.

“OOOHHH!  HURMPH!”  Mom and I groan simultaneously as thick darkness of negative energy attacked us both as if manifesting into a solid shape just to kick us in the stomachs.  

Our gagging encouraged the others to move past the tree line faster, preparing to run and help the Guardians at a word.

I smelled the evil.  If that is an actual name of a stench.  

Fiery brimstone, an overflowing abandoned dumpster in the summer sun, and my brother’s basketball shoes.  

Are these demons or just a messed-up collection of turned?

We had no idea what was occurring beyond what we could hear as the smoke engulfed anything and everything that moved closer to the warehouse.  

Some of that may be steam from the warlocks’ efforts to put it all out but it’s too soon to tell.  

The fire had time to spread a fair distance before we arrived, moving towards the trees across the way from where we had initially hidden.  Covering an area possibly equal in square footage to the warehouse...give or take.

No one mentioned any telepathic contact with the others inside the warehouse.  We hadn’t seen anyone, and I had not heard whether any of the Guardians, or our team had made it close enough to find the doors to open.

Reaching with my hand, I gave Relic’s wrist a slight squeeze to signal so he’d turn his glance my way.  

“I can hear my dad’s voice.”  I whispered, although the sounds of the gunfight would have covered my voice at normal volume.

Where is all of that coming from?  I can hear shots firing in rapid yet sporadic succession and see fewer random strikes at the ground, but no one had been hit yet...thank god.

Very few of those shots were from the Command perimeter because no one could see where this ambush was positioned to get a proper shot until something ran out into the open.  

However, the sound...it was as if we popped into the middle of a raging battlefield of thousands.  We just couldn’t gain visual to know for sure.

“What is he saying?”  Relic’s voice asks, also in a hushed tone.  

The others seemed curious as they listened...antsy to follow, retrieving our family from that warehouse.

Shooting a hesitant look to my mother, I answer.  “Fight!”

She takes in a sharp breath through her nose just as we hear ricocheting bullets off the side of the building.  “Do we have cover to get to those doors?”

My head shook involuntarily.  “They’re with that Guardian elder trying to keep a clear and wide enough path for us to run in behind them...open the doors...and join the fight.”

Pursing her lips, she gave an affirmative nod to the group.  “Well...you heard your father...let’s go, kids.  Our telepaths...please pass on to Command, the Hilliard Group, and anyone we left out that we are moving in NOW.  Elayna...let your father know we’re on our way.”

Mom barely finished before we rushed from the trees to the slope of the mound before the warehouse.  All messages sent and a ‘green light’ for us.  Bri leading and Samantha demanding she use her Aunt Ash inspired battle cry.

Snickering to myself at the thought of Bri’s scream during training...then it came from her...and we began to run faster.  

Well...it’s a warning these unknown creatures are about to be stopped...for good, whether we’re armed up or not.

I wonder how confusing that would be if we hung back and let Bri burst through the smoke first.  Not quite an aggressive or predatory roar...but it is too much noise to be possible to escape that little creature.

I hope she doesn’t continue to fight like this.  Interesting distractionary tactic...however...her magic would actually help more with less of her mouth.
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Mom, Miss Anna, and Miss Olivia covered with flashes of light energy to ash anything that could impede our progress to those doors.  That is if anything had managed past the Guardian perimeter lines with their head intact.

I don’t know how...but we kids made it to the bay doors of the warehouse, finding a simple chain with lock holding the doors.

Um...probably a silly time for questions, but...Who was that going to stop...really?  

I won’t complain a bit for the Guardian’s quick actions, and it obviously worked.  However...considering our circumstances...what an odd barrier between the supernatural combatants.

Anyway!

Once we kids had the doors covered, our elders from the palace provided cover.  Mingling in with the Guardians as creatures, many smelling of turned began appearing in droves from the surrounding protective mound.  

Command perimeter with the other half of our group from the palace: the Hilliard Group, Grandpa Nathan, Uncle Simon, and some guards closed in, pushing our assailants this way.  Pressing the fight to a smaller containment with less chance of any escape.

Relic grabbed the lock in his fist, giving a solid jerk and the locked didn’t break.  Samantha cried out.  “Stop!”  

Rushing to Relic’s side, waving her hands, palms facing the doors yet inches away.  “It’s warded with...what is that?”  

Her eyes searched the door as if any spell would be visible.  “That could be a trigger for something if you break it.”

Tommy and Ashton both cursed in disbelief together.  “Son of a...a self-destruct ward with a pull string.  Are you kidding?”

“What do we do then?”  Relic, wide-eyed, shouts excitedly without meaning to sound rude.  

We’re all a bit panicked here...I get his tone.  Samantha didn’t appear to take it personally either.

Renee burst forward, closer to Samantha, mimicking her hand movements.  Her tongue between her teeth as she thought before turning to look to Bri.  “We don’t have time to play ‘guess the spell’.  Can you...”

Samantha must have heard her thoughts before she cut Renee off also staring at Bri hopefully.  “Yeah...just take out the wall.  WITHOUT hurting anyone inside preferably.  Sorry we didn’t cover that today, but I know it is within you, young one.  Faith.”

Veronica and Victoria take opposite sides, smiling while offering to help a confused and very nervous looking Bri.  

“You give it a good shove like Aunt Ash taught you...screaming like you got a pair.”  Vic began.

“And we’ll keep it from imploding or falling on our parents, crushing everyone alive.”  Roni finished the sentence, giggling.

My eyes bulged and mouth flew open, stunned at their suggestion and poorly times jokes.  “No pressure, right?”  

I turn my shocked face from Roni and Vic to Samantha and huff.  “That vision...they piggybacked their powers for...well, I didn’t see that part.  Bri will learn that way if you help her.”

Bri snaps her fingers, pointing my way, adding a gasp.  “The energy flow...you do it with me, and I can learn by mimicry.”

THUMP!  THUMP!

My stomach sank hearing that behind us.  My breath left me as my lungs clenched tight before my eyes followed with the group.  

Through the clearing smoke...Denali found us.

“Move please.  This will take all day with her.”  I heard his little voice in my head.  

Well...I think it’s his.  

Sounded nothing like my brother and he tries really hard to not insult his own girlfriend’s intelligence...at least with me.

Denali’s feelings of Bri are his own.

I was more shocked he addressed this so intelligibly, calm, and...he just appeared, knowing we needed help.

My shoulders slump...jaw near my chest, mouth wide...eyes even wider.  Another but slower, hefty breath of disbelief escaped as I stammered out.  “He wants us to move.”

With a squeak, Relic yanked me back by the waist.  No one questioned; the rest of the group stepped back with huge grins.  

Bri giddy and cheering him on like this is the time for bubbly congratulations for ‘such a good puppy...yes, he is’.

Relic’s entire body jerked with me over his arm when we heard a ‘whoop’ sound running at us...Daemon...the smiling hairball.

“Brother...come!”  I hear Denali order in my head and see Daemon jump.  An enthusiastic Squatchy smile on his face...big, thrilled eyes and arms wide like glider wings.

Denali whips his tail, catching Daemon’s feet so he flips through the air, landing perfectly on Denali’s back like a cowboy with fancy saddle tricks from the movies.  

Dropping his head like a bull, Denali gave a snort, stomping his foot, and darted into a full charge.  My brother ‘hooting’ on his back.  

This won’t require much for the dog...these are actually new doors, thanks to him...and our last attack at this same warehouse.

The Commander is going to be less than happy since this is his favorite warehouse.  As he’s pointed out numerous times, hours before the first warehouse attack and every day since.

BOOM!  OOOOHHHH!

Crap!  

That poor dog has to make another run at it like last time.  

Denali got that big bay door good this time too.  He was shaking his head as he slowly eased himself back to run at it again.

I think I can heal a concussion.  If not on my own I have plenty of help with Miss Anna and Miss Olivia.  

We get to Uncle Leif inside; Denali will be good as new in seconds and not longer.

Relic near my ear.  “If this is warded like that lock...won’t they blow up?  Was this the just the lock or the doors too?”

Looking up and over my shoulder, I realized he’s asking me, and I shot back without a thought.  “Seriously?  I am a human seer with an excessively hairy brother...how would I know?”

I heard some chuckles and giggles before Samantha answered.  “I doubt they’d warded the lock against battering rams or head butting from large dogs.”

How are any of us finding this even slightly amusing?

My head jerked towards Samantha as I gasped out, pointing a finger to that lock on the door.  “A Guardian locked that...not a warlock!  How would that door be warded?”

More gasps of realization from the group followed my statement.  How did we miss that?  Maybe Relic wasn’t wrong to ask me.  I love this amazingly, brilliant man more each second!  

Samantha points my way.  “Good catch.  Well...he’s here...let’s cover him so he can clear the big part away for us.  This should work.”

Thank you, my ancestors for making me fast on my feet and lucky!

Tommy slaps his palms together, and then briskly rubs them together.  “Alright, folks.”  He steadies his feet, palms moved to face the building as Denali took position to charge again.  “Help a little fella out.  Bri...let’s tear down some walls.”

Victoria joins him, giggling out when her sister and Ashton join them shoulder to shoulder.  “Piggyback time.”

Bri followed their lead with Samantha, Renee, and Marcus joining her sides.  

Relic set me down to offer his palms, calling to Denali and Daemon.  “Fire when ready, big guy...we got you.”

Stepping behind Relic...my shaking hand wanting to grip at him, but I didn’t want to distract so I just hid close to his back.  

I feel so helpless now and time seems impossibly slow as I am forced to only look on. 

Please...I need some way to help my team beyond translator and brute physical force.  All divine spirits...my god above...I pray and beg for you to show me the way!

The thrum of their energy working as a unit immediately hit me.  

Tingly...strong...energizing just in this proximity.  It was fascinating since the moment had slowed enough for me to catch these details.

The building creaked before Denali stomped towards that door for a second time.  No screams from Bri either, only deep lines of concentration etched on her face as the entire group powered up.

Sensing something off, suddenly too close, I move my eyes from the group to scan around us at the fighting.  

My heart pounding against my ribcage the second I catch this dark flash between the massive concentration of fighters and us.  

I froze...unable to call out a warning and had no chance.

BOOOOM!

Denali breeched that door, and I felt my lungs draw in a huge, calming breath.  A jolt of that energy pulsing around me shot into me a millisecond before I heard crashing now at my back.  My body absorbed it as a sponge.

A smile reflexively crept up my face...arms rising at my sides.  

The energy smoothed from my team’s shockwave.  Warm as it coursed through my veins.  Humming drowns out many sounds surrounding me as I was having a truly pleasant sensory overload.

My mother’s horrified voice slashed through my thoughts after what seemed as minutes passing.  “Elayna!”

Eyes springing open hearing her call to me...focus immediately on this creature barely arm’s length from grabbing me.  

Something, or maybe it was someone, kept me from panicking.  A warm blanket of peace hugging me tight.

That creature’s hand reaching straight for my throat when I looked down and caught it...the light aura emanating...from me.  

My body held position and something in me told me that hand would never touch me...and it didn’t.  

“We are with you, child of light.  You have been heard...your gift is no longer bound...your path is to follow your gifts.  The light from your soul is your way...you are free.”

I never moved when the nearly blinding flash came...my eyes close only to open seconds later to see ash at my feet. 

My brain wasn’t processing...just taking in the information to sort later.  I hadn’t questioned that voice or its source...I knew...my pleas and prayers answered as was our prayer freeing the Guardians.  

Whether an accident or not...that was only our interpretation.  There was another plan we simply could not see.  We just needed to get nudged to the path. 

With a long blink...my arms lower...body relaxing and returning to my control.  I was filled with peace...not fear.  The spirits carrying me through.  Guiding me with their own hands and words.

Mom ran over and gave me a shake, her lips moving but I couldn’t understand her.  Time slammed us back into the moment...the entire scene visible around us once again.  My team rushed inside the warehouse to freely collect our elder teams.  

Searching my face, mom spares a quick glance behind me when the last of my group disappeared past the hole that used to be large doors.

“How did you do that?”  Her voice was low when her eyes met mine again.

I didn’t even realize my head was shaking at first until she grabbed my face, smiling with a tear of pride in her eyes.  

I think she may have known...or was simply ecstatic I developed a ‘magical’ defense as hers.  I can fight shoulder to shoulder with my team instead of having to remain back until it is safe for hand-to-hand combat.

“Like mother like daughter.”  Blurts from my mouth with a snort.  Although I hadn’t quite digested what had just happened.

I am now a human ‘glow-sticky-thing’.  I have a superpower!

This would be so much more exciting if my brain would comprehend this and clue me in.  I feel just as I did that night my father, Ian, Lucas, and my brother Daemon became the Guardians, apparently, nature intended them to be.

Excited...intrigued...yet frightened enough to mentally shut the doors, not taking in anymore of the facts laid out before me.

I wonder if I fed off my team’s energy.  Was it the power of their combined energy that forced this ‘skill’ to kick in?  

Is that possible?  What does any of that mean?  

I get my mom said I was capable of doing what she can, and Nana Nissa taught her that using that staff she used to have.

Should I start with asking who was speaking in my head and who it was that answered my prayers? 

Mom’s head moved towards the warehouse.  She smiles, taking my hand, gazing into my eyes.  “We’ll work on this later, baby girl...we have work to do.”  

I huffed out an uncontrolled giggle as I nodded, allowing her to lead me towards the warehouse.  My eyes rose from the ground when we turned, staring at what used to be a whole wall with big doors.

They didn’t demolish it like I envisioned might happen.  They did keep the building from imploding, and everyone appears to be fine as they slowly emerge in a trickle out, assessing the fight continuing around us.

It’s not clear what happened inside that warehouse, but everyone appeared calm and ready to join in the fight as quickly as possible.  Blue spark and flames light up the space between us and these hordes of creatures.

Now that I can see so much more after the smoke cleared...beyond the rescue efforts...something’s wrong with this scenario.  

Maybe it’s energy drain...I just think everything appears off.  

I feel like I’m in the simulator.  What would make me believe any of this was fake...an illusion?  

Didn’t my parents mention something about that after returning from that blizzard search?  

I can’t recall if they spoke to us directly but I’m not beyond eavesdropping to gain intel.  I definitely thought I heard something about illusions my mother was able to see.

Wait!  

The reason the other half of our collaborate came to the warehouse...something about a game and tracker.  That would be the same as a simulation, right?

I could almost swear I heard my parents speaking with the other elders about some fight during that fire they went to investigate.  The reason dad and Ian went looking for them, leaving us at the palace because they hadn’t returned to Command that is set up at Uncle Eli’s and they were expected.

My brain is about to short out.  Nothing’s making sense and it’s all meshed together.

Deep breaths, Elayna!  

We fight...and then we absorb.  One thing at a time.  We got to everyone...our collaborate is whole again.  The rest of the story will unfold soon enough.  

Let us focus on getting out of this mess and then home.  My mind will be able to handle this information then...when we’re all together to work this puzzle.

Ok, Elayna...it’s time to fight.  

And if you can recall how to do that light thing like mom...BONUS!
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“Who was that flash?  Oh spirits...it’s Sarah!  They’re attacking Sarah!”  My mom’s eyes shift to flame.  A mix of emotions on her face aimed at the door...recognition, fright, and rage.  

Many eyes met mine, shoving through the warehouse group.  Near screams of many as we rounded the corner of that warehouse for our ‘retrieval’.

We used the...uh...new access door opening.  The Commander and Grandpa John looked...pleased we took care of that.

Denali had cleared our path into the warehouse to grab our parents and other elders of our family before rushing back to the Guardians.  Daemon whipped his hair-covered arm like a bull rider still on that dog’s back.  

My team was relieved, finding everyone inside clustered safe and together.  Prepared to join the fight when they saw our faces.

I was about to ask why they never flashed outside when I heard Aunt Kyra.  Turning to glance over my shoulder, I see her eyes lit up like mom’s, and moving into a sprint towards the door.  “Noooo...that’s ELAYNA!  We’re coming, baby girl!”

Grandpa Sam left a breeze, passing me in a streak, calling out.  “Her energy is calm and appears unharmed.  Cool heads going out, people.  NO ONE ELSE PANIC!”

My team and that entire warehouse full of people had bolted for the door...but I paused in terror, turning and realizing...Elayna wasn’t right behind me as she was seconds ago.  

That’s what they were screaming about, and I was oblivious.  What the hell is wrong with you, Relic?  

And why can I suddenly not feel her at all?  I heard something about lights...and attack.  Elayna...I’m coming, babe...hold on!

Outside before the ‘retrieval’...I had seen flashes behind me...since we charged the lot in fact and as we watched Denali take those doors out again.  

I know not to look directly at the flashes...like the sun...which explains why I never turned around.  Did a stray spell hit her?  Is that the light mom was so upset about?

We had to focus, and those flashes accompanied by the familiar energy bursts assured us our backs were covered to get to the rest of our family and Command.  I know to trust that without worry...huge part of our training.

Elayna was right at my back when our team’s palms flung out...even Bri was prepared for anything once those doors gave.  She stopped that shrieking to annunciate every movement which helped the rest of the teams focus.

However, we had no idea the conditions inside as our parents had blocked all telepathic communications with us and no one gave details if they did make contact.  We were going in blind...so training...our second nature kicked in.

The ladies were all attacked, waiting for us fellas, by hidden predator hellhounds inside this warehouse the last we came to this place.  Anything could be in there...or...they could attack us by mistake with all the confusion.

Magic ALWAYS takes frontline or we would be side by side.  Elayna’s training is rigid and equal to mine, making that possible unless magic is involved.  She’s not the only one to have to step back...Uncle Brendan’s even hidden in the group scurrying out. 

I get by in life because of Elayna.  Magic or not, she’s fierce because her spirit is tougher than anything we’ve faced together or apart.  She is truly my better half...the piece that makes me whole...and I let her down again!  

How do I lose track of the very girl I have chased literally all of my life?  

She’s unarmed because we had only been sparring before...so am I...and I knew that.  Instinct from training should have kept us glued at the hip.  We always have weapons of some sort.  Visions of a vicious attack soon to occur, with no time to plan a counterattack...those do not count as magic weapons.  

We ALWAYS work in pairs at the very least.  That is if we have to split up at all.  One holds a physical weapon, like a gun or knife, and my weapon just happens to be magic.  Handy, versatile, and easy access so I always go first.  That’s how this team works!  

Plus...I’m the boyfriend so...well it’s chivalrous to go first into battle not chauvinistic, right?

Wait!  Where’s my trigger-happy mother and all vampire father?  

Oh...I see them.  Scratch that thought...I’m a pig!

My own father has no issues with mom taking the lead.  He appears to be enjoying this too much in fact...with that near ‘tank face’ grin.  I say near or this entire scene would be far weirder than what I am witnessing.

Mom, giggling on dad’s shoulders, shooting blue sparks at anything unfamiliar that moves.  I hope no woodland creatures come out to take a peek.

Dad appears to be flinging turned into the air.  The disposable entourage distractions of that group was following us.  He’s playing catch-and-debone with some of the Guardians I only recognize from here.  They’re not ours.  YET!

Uncle Kenny egged Aunt Kat on.  Pinching her toosh, making her flames blast in random directions before he pummels anything that dare near his bride.

Aunt Talia teased Uncle Ray-Ray with her higher kill count.

Uncle Samuel used Aunt Kyra as his weapon of choice.  His height and strength are even more of an advantage when he’s holding a giggly, blue sparking battering ram.  I see he remembered his gloves since he can’t take electrical zaps like my dad can from mom.  

Most vampires would be ash, but he just gets knocked out.  Dad is the only one I know with tolerance to mom’s blue spark.  He hasn’t tested other electricity to see if that applies...obvious reasons as I just stated.

This is all too much to see and absorb.  UGH!  

Get to Elayna!  

I can’t believe this...my mind won’t believe anything.  This can go very badly because we didn’t stick to the script.  We never split the pairs!

Everything happened so fast.  Too many details hitting me at once.  I’m freaking out and my head is all over the place.  Why am I suddenly under no control of my own?  Years of training, learning to trust that gut instinct...gone!

We were retrieving, period!  All else was delegated and covered.  We had one task...a single focus...common sense for us.  We’re in...then out...fight what’s left.  Quick, painless, and less opportunity for any plan to go bad.

I felt her, believing she was with our team when we did our jobs.  If it were just her and I...her hand would have been in mine...or the koala on my back.  

I need to get one of those special backpacks...like a baby...but Elayna sized so I NEVER do this to her again.

Miss Anna and Miss Olivia were ashing everything the Guardians, including Uncle Kaleb, Uncle Ian, Lucas, and Daemon, had either decapitated already or let pass for funsies.  

Something for everyone to do...and together...as a family.

Aunt Sarah has her light shield for occasions as this.  She used it during that lab attack.  She and Uncle Kaleb usually used that to fight as a team like my parents and the others.  

Bet that works a bit different than before.

Just as that lab attack...there is ‘crazy’ energy available to her to channel as needed and this is her supernatural defense.  A gift from either her shamanic, tribal bloodline or a natural protection of an earth realm supernatural seer...just as a Guardian.  Maybe both...we don’t fully know.

What about...Elayna?  

They’ve spoke of trying to teach her...but she was content with how we work now.  She wanted to master her vision interpretations and deal with the ‘visitors’ not all of us can see before she bit off anything else. 

I have so many questions!

Although I can’t see her yet...I don’t sense fear.  I’m reacting solely on my own.  I don’t know if that is good or bad.  

However, Daemon said the same thing when she was in the hospital after that trailer park mission explosion and her injuries were...oh, spirits...I can’t even go there!  

I just need to find her!
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Dad about jerked my arm from the socket, noticing I stalled, snapping me back from my confusion and panic.  A few heel clicks behind the others, we had run until we reached the lot outside, and that’s when everyone joined in.

I remained the clueless and paralyzed observer.

“They told us to hold position inside.  Three-tiered trap.  Perimeters pushing in...you’re group the middle layer...and we’re the exclamation point.”  I was barely able to nod when dad spoke, answering my previous question that I never voiced aloud.

Right!  I recall something about ‘if we got through to our parents, alert them to hold position and their fire’.  Someone must have got through.

Scattering in all directions...we had funneled through the doorway...immediately mingling in with the Guardian group that had moved closer to the warehouse, providing us more cover.

Licking my lips, I paused for an excessive amount of time, scanning for Elayna in the massive battlefield at our door.  Spotting Hilliard Group joining the Guardians alerted me that our outer perimeter had finally pushed the last of the attackers to us.  

How long had I been standing here?  Or...how did they make it here so fast?

I soaked in every detail I could, hoping to be led to my Elayna.

My father, uncles, and our grandfathers had made it that split-second faster to join the fray already firing and replacing clips as they moved.  

Sparks passing like lightning in all directions.  Mom, Aunt Kyra and Samantha, Miss Anna and Olivia, Uncle Ray and Tommy, Uncle Andy and Marcus, Meadow and River...and all in an odd synchronization.

Flames shooting as from a dragon’s mouth.  My Aunts Cassie and Co-Queen Aunt Aurelia leading Aunt Kyra’s team on the opposite flank.  Aunt Kat, Ashton, and Renee combining efforts. 

Water containment and suppression, ensuring our targets are hit and nothing else, was led by Uncle Simon, Jocelyn and Ethan, Veronica and Victoria, Uncle Leif, and a small mix of aunts and uncles from Aunt Kyra’s team alongside palace guards.

Aunt Emma and Denali paired up, sticking close to Uncle Kaleb and our other Guardians between the two large magical groups.

That is how this was supposed to work...how we fit and made every mission successful even without much time to plan.  We had a plan that never failed until I dropped the ball and bailed on my girl!

I nearly missed the fresh round of rapid gunfire cutting through the air from the hills which means Command perimeter missed some.  Although, I couldn’t see anything beyond this point.  

The sights and sounds of physical combat were a distraction for me all the way around me.  Whoops, shouts, and screams hit my ears louder than I had noticed before.  

My heart was pounding hard enough to crack a rib the longer it took to locate Elayna and the more I witnessed while I just let it all pass me by.  

I took in a lot of information in those moments...still...none of this is making sense for some reason.  My body is saying ‘fight’, but my brain is screaming, ‘why haven’t you found Elayna first?’.  

My mind rehashing events as they occur, searching for details...anything that would lead me to Elayna.

How did the others get here so fast?  Are there more attackers coming soon that Command perimeter didn’t stick around long enough for?  The gunfire had slowed significantly so I couldn’t tell.

How could I have left Elayna standing there without notice?  What happened that stopped her from following her team and I turned a blind eye to?  

I will never forgive myself if...

A gasp from an unknown source, a blink before I caught sight of a different, steady light slightly ahead and to my left.  The fighting had slowed, and that lot appeared to be less packed.

My panic rising, still not locating Elayna and I refused to finish my last thought.  I couldn’t tell if that was a good gasp or bad.  I’m afraid to ask.

That’s when my eyes spot an off detail.  I only caught it finally exposed after numerous fighting bodies were reduced to ash, due to the efforts and skills of this collaborate, minus my help.  

Two lit up auras flitting about as fireflies.  Bright white with a soft almost golden outline.  Human shaped light bulbs weaving their way through and around the group.

Aunt Sarah?  ELAYNA?

Mom and my Aunts: Kyra, Kat, Talia, Cassie, Aurelia, Camille, and Cassie flip up through the air, in perfect sync, landing on the opposite side, joining Miss Anna and the others.

Slowing chaos, passing my still catatonic body...but I saw Elayna’s smile.  My Elayna inside a bubble of light like her mother, skipping just ahead of her, ashing the few reaming still bodies on the ground with a touch as they pass.

I don’t understand.  That look on her face...that light...

Nana Nissa had called Aunt Sarah ‘child of light’ on occasion.  I have also heard Nana Nissa when alive and the long-deceased King Marcus in Elayna’s vision...both referred to Elayna as ‘young one of light’.  

Is this what that meant?  She is exactly as her mother just this protection gift came faster because of the mix of earth supernatural bloodlines within her.  I wonder what forced this forward?  

What is with this warehouse?  

Guardian powers restored and unleashed for Daemon and Lucas on our last visit.  We even met more who helped immensely before disappearing again.  Now Elayna suddenly and remarkably develops something we had no clue she was capable of.  

An ability that took decades for Aunt Sarah to accomplish learning and developing without use of an old stick to project that energy she could channel.  But for Elayna, it appeared in the same manner as when my ‘magic came in’.  Like cutting teeth...and in some cases just as miserable.

A few dozen foes remaining...the familiar faces easier for me to see...the ‘bad guy’ numbers dwindling even more rapidly.  

Bodies continued to be tossed into the air by Guardians, our teams destroying them mid-air...unless they had their own combatants which few remained for individual combat.  

Aunt Sarah and Elayna frolicking about...ensuring what was left on the ground didn’t have a chance to rise again as that trailer park fiasco...headless or not.

What is going on?  How did she...how is Elayna doing that?  How am I able to watch and just stand here like a fool while my human girlfriend has done more damage than I have yet?

Well Relic, we’ve found Elayna, and she appears perfect as always.  

They have a few left...good a time as any to finally get my hands dirty.  Better get to work and earn that check mom so lovingly personally signs with hearts over the ‘i’s. 
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Finally...dusk greets us with stillness.  Too cold for crickets or frogs but it is that peaceful here again.  The elders of our collaborate assessed what’s left of the scene and searched for anything possibly hiding. 

The wind disposes of the ash, cleaning the lot for us.  Not a single creature remaining to take into custody.  Not even the big ones we had seen resembling those ringleaders that originally found Elayna and I, we believe, started this entire mess.

The fellas we met sometime between my unfortunate incarceration followed by a subsequent escape and the veil blowing to shreds eliminating the single barrier between worlds.

Escape, for them, would have been easy with all the distractions they placed between us.  I only know they were here at all because Daemon projected a quick flash, having caught sight of one while he and Denali rejoined the battle.

Uncle Leif, Miss Anna, and Miss Olivia have been searching the hillsides with the guards, both from Command and her palace guards for any sign of what may have been shooting at us earlier...finding nothing as if it were all fake to throw us off.

I’ve been hearing chatter about illusions and still cannot figure out how even a small group of supernaturals could pull off an illusion that convincing and detailed for so many varied species to see at once.

If that is the case and these creatures that seem in the lead are that powerful...why do they keep running?  

I thought I heard one had appeared to attempt to kidnap Denali when Uncle Kaleb and Ian left us to search that blizzard, returning later with Denali and Aunt Sarah at the palace.

Did that one escape too?  As the one that appeared alone at our place before our parents could get to us trapped in the house.

The Commander slapped his hat against his leg, speaking very animatedly to Pa-pe Thomas and Grandpa John near those misshapen doors on the ground.  

Denali, in his natural form, watched on rather brazen, not demonstrating an ounce of remorse for what he did to those doors...again.  

Uncle Kaleb had him distracted with a ‘Denali-sized’ tub of ice cream someone magiced up, placing it in front of the dog like a food bowl.  

Uncle Kaleb with Ian, Lucas, and Daemon got that other Guardian elder to shift and come speak as his family disappeared into the trees.

I can see why this is the Commander’s favorite warehouse now.  Interesting stuff happens here as we have encountered today, and just as before.

Uncle Kenny, their elder team, and part of mine returned to the warehouse to gather up whatever they had been working on to take back to Command set up at Uncle Eli’s.  

All I heard was they had been here analyzing some chip my dad found and discussion of simply issuing a warrant for the designer and tracking him down.

Actually, what I heard was...‘Track his ass like a dog and squeeze him no matter what he knows or his participation.  Eventually he’ll sing’.  

That should be a good story to hear in full...later.  Once I wait for my girl to lose that radioactive glow and I can give her a squeeze.

I remained back as with Elayna’s vision earlier...she is with her mom, and I won’t interfere when her family has everything handled to help her.  I can’t teach her some things.  They’re the experts.

Shoving my way in when I can’t seem to keep my head straight much is wrong...so barging in wouldn’t have been of productive help.  We aren’t married yet and I don’t have that right, I believe.

I really wasn’t much help for any of this at all.  Although I won’t completely bash myself for that...there’s too many of us sometimes to get a chance to jump in.  Frankly...I’m not even sure anyone noticed really.

Mom and dad approached me from the warehouse, carrying a couple things from their earlier project.  I scooped my mother into my arms, giving her a bear hug and shaking her around as she laughed.  Dad watched us with such a proud smirk.

“How’s my son?”  Mom ran her tiny hands across my cheeks, making a pouty face with her lower lip out when we leaned back in our hug.

Dad cleared his throat.  “Uh-huh!  I believe I contributed a little something to earn a ‘how’s OUR son’.”

Mom shot him a look, twisting her lips with a raised, thoughtful brow before she burst into laughter.  “I could have totally burned you right now, but I am too giddy to even try.”

Dad’s lips smack as he nods, sighing.  “Love you too, babe!”

Placing her back on her feet I chuckled, straightening to full height.  “Yeah...you and dad looked to be having too much fun considering...so did everyone else.  Kinda felt as the hundred and third wheel...so I just chilled waiting for my opportunity.”

I caught mom avert her gaze towards Elayna before meeting my eyes again.  “Yeah...I noticed one couple who missed it.  Care to explain?”

Running a hand across the back of my neck, cheeks puffing out, I huff out a breath.  “Well, we got separated and the awesome guy I am didn’t notice until it was the best time for me to lose my shit!  Oh...and I did...miserably.  Not my proudest moment.”

“Right.”  Mom nods, folding her arms at her chest, examining my face curiously through narrowed eyes.  


“You may need to get the full story from Elayna...but she almost got choked out by a turned that made it past the others.  I think that’s why that happened.  

‘Shock magic’.  Completely reflexive and reactionary.  How I learned.  Ask Uncle Ray-Ray.

Elayna took to it like a natural and stuck by Sarah mirroring, so she kept her head.  She’s a champ and Sarah hasn’t stopped crying, she’s so proud!

Kyra had an idea though...see Sarah learned as Anissa had taught her.  Elayna had the benefit of all of us to learn in a vastly different way to pull at that natural magic.

I am terribly sorry you missed this with her son...but she is more than fine as you can see.  She’s very excited to get to you but Sarah’s watching her for drain after whatever occurred earlier.”


Nodding, I catch her cue, explaining the vision Elayna and Aunt Sarah experienced at the palace.  Why would she be drained? 

Mom gasps, clutching dad’s hand, her other hand covering her heart, shooting empathetic looks towards Elayna and Sarah, hearing how that vision took Elayna to collapse.

She refused to let me leave it short and sugary sweet...I had to give her all the details.  Including how even
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