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I’m not quite sure how we got to this particular moment...but here we are...and it’s AWKWARD AS HELL!

The girl I will one day give my life for, and her mother whom raised me, is on her way back...from the hospital and possibly killing my own mom.  Granted angry isn’t the appropriate word for how I feel about dear old ‘mom’...but she wasn’t worth making anyone a murderer.

That’s only according to the video her brother, my oldest and dearest friend, and our cousin watched on our uncle’s phone while we waited.  I haven’t got that far yet.  I want to hear HER words first.  Quite possibly her protectiveness clouded her judgement and my girl misunderstand when I mentioned wishing my mother would just go away for good.

Oh...and ‘mom’s in the hospital because of my amazing girl, her mother, our aunt, and half the female population of our neighborhood between the ages of twenty and sixty that have a love for bareknuckle boxing.  We don’t just throw down our magic in the streets, humans live here, and...they’d already bound mom leaving that her only option.

I missed it.  The video not the thrashing on the front lawn landing mom where she is for the time being.  My baby sister and I had to see that while the other ‘men’ on the block hid indoors.

However...I will reserve my judgement for later.  There has to be a grand explanation for that digital souvenir of the girls’ day out!  Family bonding at its best!

Who knows...’mom’ could have been ‘coming right for them’.  Again....I missed it...but I recall from our lengthy training we are taught reflexive or reactionary combat.  People wake from comas and do random aggressive shit all the time right?

Of course this unplanned task accomplished with not only the aid of my baby sister, whom we just saved from the same predators hell-bent on killing every one if us with help from ‘mommy dearest’...oh no, baby sister Storme had collaborators in this.  

I guess we’d call this a unanimous ‘family’ decision...our aunt, cousins, and adopted siblings all playing their part.  Majority ruling that vote, or collective agreement, meant it was time for my ‘mom’ to...what was that...oh yeah, to ‘fuck off for good’.  

Had I been asked...considering all that my mother has participated thus far in an almost guarantee we will all surely die...I bet the girls had fair points I so wished I could have heard and I am sure I would have agreed.  Had it been mentioned...just saying!

Yup!  The girls should be back any second now.  Ohhh...I can’t wait!

While I was trying to perform my duties dictated by the ancient scroll that paired us up in life...the girl who holds my heart in her hands, managed to throw up every roadblock she could just so I wasn’t able to see where the entire lot of internal untrained terrorists went wrong.  

I needed to protect her...since that is my designed purpose in this life.  The guardian I believe that is what I do...I guard her...protect that sacred being to our ‘culture’.  Even if that protection is from her own dumb ass or other dumb asses.  

I shouldn’t be so harsh, I never saw the video...no, I heard the jokes from her brother and our cousin instead.  Throwing shit back and forth at each other acting startled then laughing about a tube or something.  I can only imagine!

Although...like I said...I just KNOW that girl of both my dreams and nightmares has a tremendous explanation I’m definitely ‘dying’ to hear.  Her father appears as filled with anticipation as I.  Our entire group of fellas waiting on pins and needles here at home...‘intrigued’ about their outing.  

So again...here we are...no thanks to that silly bond or that...oh that girl my very existence depends upon.  The wait has been fun!  Anticipation is through the roof!

I had an unnerving conversation with the father of said girl...the man whom raised me after my own father, his coven brother passed away.  Took me in as his own and trained me with all he had to be the guardian I am supposed to be for his daughter.  

Daniel never realized I would be the guardian for his daughter BUT...at least he wanted me to be the best no matter what my marks one day dictated for me.  Now...that same man is laughing and wishing me luck because fate gave me his daughter!  

I guess this is my payback for my teenage hormone filled days and nights of nibbling at the forbidden fruit, he named Biankha.  Oh, he now knows this because of her inappropriately late desire for a transparent relationship, and BIG boastful mouth.  

Years of closely guarding our secret love, protecting us from an unknown consequence, down the drain to make that vein pop in her mother’s temple and her father also evidently has ‘fainting goat syndrome’ when overloaded.  Good we know that now!

Yeah...Biankha made sure ALL involved in our world learned the real truth about ‘us’.  Of course, that was BEFORE she left me alone with her brothers, father, our uncle, and heavily armed cousins.  A few of the ‘boys’ reminding me they are very good with math, I’m lucky time has passed, and that things happened to ‘turn out’ for us.  

Surprisingly...no one punched me on the spot or batted an eye at HER embellished detailed rant of our shared past...while she assaulted an entire group to catatonic shock just to make her mother twitch.  Oh no...for me the mannequins have resumed life.

I take that back...there was an initial stunning effect of her words at the moment...but most have recovered quickly and seemed to shrug it off.  As if they had known all along or at least expected it.  Even her father understood given some thought...because he too has a ‘special girl’ whose gravitational pull he could not escape.  He is her guardian.  That is Sophie, the ‘mother/accomplice’ with my favorite girl...Biankha.  

My Ankh!  My symbol of all that is good and light in this world.  Existence to me!

However, I think the fellas ‘coolness’ with me...that was the good thing about the council and our coven rushing to our sides.  The elders were able to assure the group what was meant to be happened and this didn’t work out by tampering or force.

Funny though...the elders also mentioned all was forgiven since that first time...we were basically ‘married’ because that’s in the scroll as part of our ‘relationship’...our bond.  We only skipped the official papers, coven blessing, flowers, dresses, band, and the cake.  But there were no consequences for us because...now all is as it should be.

Oh yeah...we’re ‘unofficially’ married, under our laws, because I had premarital sex with the girl I was actually destined for in life anyway but neither of us knew.  Another little tidbit the scrolls outlined for us with minimal parental follow up on that.  

Well...something was mentioned to Biankha...or so I heard.  I was only ever told to keep my man parts covered.  They were!  I however...was NOT specifically told to keep them covered AND to myself.  You can see the confusion and why I simply took that as the ‘safe sex’ speech my parents were not around to provide.

And some people’s biggest concern is the condom breaking.  HA!

As myself...shocked would be a first reaction for most.  Hearing those words so easily flow from her gleeful lips.  Not the marriage part...how she attempted to make heads explode by nearly detailing individual encounters from start to finish...and quantity of.  

Biankha was generous making sure to mention the ‘quality’ of our time together.  I did appreciate that!  BUT...I had a little of that fainting goat reaction and was too frozen with fear to speak.  Her father was right there and I know where on his person a weapon is hidden at all times.

Although, for some reason I...honestly I got angry about the way she displayed our past and tossed in a current event for kicks.  That hurt when she told me everything about ‘us’ meant so much more to her then the words she spat for shock value.

I get what she was trying to do...they pushed so...she turned charging at them like a tank.  She tried to keep this part...’us’ to herself...but no, privacy is just not something we will have I suppose.  I still think there was a better answer that would have just got everything dropped so we could move on.

Although...nothing can be changed and I can only deal with it and keep going.  We have no more secrets and that is great...for her and me...but what now?  

Only left to think about what transpired since Biankha abruptly left to ‘play’...my head went to the facts and not singularly the facts she so cavalierly laid out for others.  If the council’s words were to be believed that meant...my ‘WIFE’ abandoned me for near a decade to suffer...and I, doting supportive ‘HUSBAND’ said ‘sure honey, whatever you want’ as she ran for the door.  

SHE got some ‘sex’ speech from her mom and never mentioned it when she showed up later tugging at my belt buckle.  I still would have agreed to our plans for the evening...I never cancelled on her.  HOWEVER...a little notice would have been nice that we had other concerns besides...well parenthood apparently.  Poor Bennett!

Granted...I know that even after giving up hope Biankha would return...my heart never let my body stray from that one girl.  I ‘know’ things were the same for Biankha.  But I can tell you...’EYES’ are in no way bound to that...and I was looking.  Heh!

Her own brother was my ‘pimp’....or would have been.  He was more my candy man bringing all that sweet eye candy my direction.  Sometimes my eyes were going different directions because hotness just surrounded me.  I’m going to tell her too!  

Because that is the meanest thing I can think of right now and I already know I won’t kick her in the shin.  My foot has a few ideas but...I really like these shoes.

I have too much on my mind to deal with more and...GODS why am I so angry with Biankha?  What part of any of it hurt me that terribly?  

My family...well we were messed up when dad died and mom left taking my sisters.  Mom burnt her bridges with me and I have nothing to say to her or about this mess.  

Is it that fear pounded into my head ANY tampering would alter our course I still feel we did something wrong?  No, the council assured my mark would have changed no matter ‘what we had done’.  

Maybe its statements as that, that makes ‘us’ sound wrong when we aren’t.  We just have really horribly timing!

I think my ‘guardian’, her father, heard my thoughts, and I believe was onto something with what I assumed from his actions, was his answer to my questions.
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Daniel rubbed my shoulders like he was prepping a boxer for a bout while we waited for...the incoming.  

I mentioned this waiting was awkward as hell right?

“You have to be firm with her son...she smacked you for thinking you took a negligent chance without thought of both your lives.”  He tells me as the other guys back him up voicing their agreement.  

Uncle Tommy bobbing his head in big nods unable to speak still, but he had zero issue egging me on as the others.

He was fuming pissed too seeing that video before Bennett or Darius, and then Marisol only sending the messages she had but NO ONE is answering their phones.  

I turn looking into Daniel’s eyes, brow high and questioning.  “So...to clarify...you want me to ‘smack’ Biankha for negligence, when you approved this?”

He laughs shaking his head.  “Of course not...she hits back.  But if you yell a little and she squirts a few tears...I’m not going to say a word.  Oh, and if you don’t I will because she earned at least that.  Her mother is next!”

“Good to know.”  I huff out turning back to face the front door.

“Shots fired guys.  Watch for falling vehicles.”  Cousin Darius grabbed his brother Andre’s vest and everyone ran for that front door. 

Just what I needed to hear...someone’s either shooting at them or...well they’re unarmed I thought.  I heard Uncle Tommy’s girls had gear and tech stuff...that was it.

Gods and the last time Biankha vanished a car...her father was so pissed having to use his tow truck to tug a car from a tree...and she didn’t hit the tree, it was literally up in the tree resting on a base of thick branches.  

Biankha’s why I don’t own a car at all!

We fellas, council, and coven gathering on the porch listening and waiting for the bangs as two vehicles vanished in.  

Daniel and Tommy cringing and audibly groaning with the smash of each undercarriage.  Tires exploding off rims in all directions upon impact.

I shot Daniel a bemused look as we ran across the lawn towards Sophie’s SUV.  “Still think I need to be firm with Biankha?”

He actually scoffed and shook his head.  “The real question my boy is...you still want to marry that?  You really want all that drama man?  And she is ROUGH on cars...damn!”

Somehow, Andre beat me to the car ripping the passenger door off as I call out to Daniel.  “You are a terrible wingman!”  

All I heard was his laughter as I scrunch under Andre’s arms holding that door over his head.  I grab Biankha whose now paralyzed with fright and tucked in a ball in the front seat.  

When I lift Biankha out swiftly turning and all at once Andre stops me grabbing her hand.  “Where’d you get the gun Shorty?”  He asks and I turn noting the state of the dashboard right in front of her.

Oh, look...she has a gun in her hand.  SHE has THE gun...of fucking course!  Whose bright idea was it to arm the cars again?  Right...my awful wingman and her father.

Yeah...I’m going to be able to yell at her and make her cry NOW!  

Because it’s ME that needs to be firm.  Uh huh...firmness is apparently my issue!  Not according to his daughter’s earlier statements BUT...I will just let that part go for arguments sake.

Wait...what was the newest of HER FATHER’S advice?  

FORGET EVERYTHING HE EVER TOLD ME.  One of those will include me no longer taking his sabotage he calls advice.

Has anyone been checked for new holes yet?  We’ll take count and then I will decide if her father is still a TERRIBLE FREAKIN’ WINGMAN! 
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Jay stood right at my side in the foyer the entire time mom and Aunt Marisol took turns speaking over the other excitedly filling dad and Uncle Tommy in on our eventful outing.

Although Jay never said a word beyond making sure I wasn’t ‘hit’.  Anytime I tried to speak, plead, argue, or cry...he wagged a finger in my face shaking his head repeating ‘um-um’.  He listened to mom...Aunt Marisol...the other girls...but he wouldn’t give me a chance to tell my side.

Well that’s just it; he’s listening, not speaking.  

Frick I hate when he does this cold shoulder bit!  It’s more than the cold shoulder really...he’s giving ME specifically the deep freeze treatment.  Biankha blocked!

One more time with that finger pal...I know exactly where to put it...and he won’t like being twisted up like that.  Ask Bennett.

Even Guinness was cutting Melody a break, being cuddly and sweet.  He said a helluva lot more than ‘is that right’.  

The twins...my goodness you would have thought Rain and Iris were our physical shields hanging from the hood of the car like those statues on the front of boats.

They’re coupled up in rooms as Jay and I...they should...go there.  Fae are rather into PDAs and vampires push boundaries so imagine the show we’re getting.

Bobby comforting Tina while it was Storme rolling eyes and talking shit...not because she’s got anything for Bobby but...Tina didn’t do shit!  

Ok...well she WAS in the vehicle when shots were exchanged...but she did nothing aside from that.  

In fact...TINA was the one that held us up from the beginning!  You know, I firmly believe Tina is the reason we were thrown off our game before we exited the car.  Our plans are best on the fly.  We have always worked best under pressure.  I was completely distracted by having to appease her questioning at the start!

Yeah...I’m totally going with that!  The rest of it...NOT my fault!

When the councilmembers return after some calls, Elder Morrison apologized for not making sure we knew that security guard at the hospital that made us freak out and flee...he’s ours.  

BUT...that guard sent people after us who caught and bound our attackers once we made it out.  So these fellas here know those men in that car for some reason intended to end us all right there and we had no idea it was coming.  

I reiterate...Not BIANKHA’S fault!

I’ve got an idea who sent them but that would mean someone knew we paid Jay’s mother a visit.  What they saw or how much they know about our visit is anyone’s guess.  But I know I felt other supernaturals in that building and so did my mom!

I nearly got sick when one of Elder Morrison’s brethren stood with him to tell us.  “They are bound for now...but we better hurry.  We cannot assume who received warning of what by now.  The girls could be split and sent anywhere.  Pray for the young ones to be together and safe.”

Oh dear gods no!  How did I manage to make this worse?

Dad got pulled off to the side by another councilman and after exchanging some whispers my father flips out shouting.  “SHE’S NOT DEAD?”  He stuffed both his hands roughly through his hair jerking his entire body around to look at mom.  “What the...are you fucking serious?”

Ok...so a few things might have been glossed over about our abrupt exit from visiting Jay’s mother at the hospital.  But...as I recall mentioning on an entirely different occasion...SHOT AT!  

We were just involved in a near death experience and only had so much time to explain what was pertinent to THE SHOOTING part.  We did get to mention Jay’s mother provided nothing because she was medicated, comatose, or something.  

Their fault for not asking the right questions or allowing us to finish anything!

Mom became defensive huffing out a nervous laugh at dad waving her hand.  “Ok, there may have been something at the hospital.  Terrible unfortunate accident...keyword being ‘accident.  I’ll get to that Daniel I promise...even if it’s worked itself out already.  But...uh...ha...did you know your daughter can pick locks AND hotwire cars?”

WOW!  Was that a bus that just came at me?  Thanks for the diversion MOM!

Anyway...what’s he so upset about?  Aunt Marisol said she sent a video.  I know Bennett saw it.  He kept pretending to throw crap at me laughing.

Dad stops...looks at mom and then me pointing an accusatory finger.  “You...I’d expect this.”  My eyes bulge and mouth opens wide in shock.  His finger jabs at mom.  “You...oh gods help me.”  And he walks off!

Seriously?  My mother just told him once I hotwired our car, helped HER save Aunt Marisol and the girls from taking any shots, and THEN with me on the car’s roof firing a gun she wasn’t aware was in the car, SHE got us out of there in one freaking piece.  What is the problem here?  

None of this was what we had intended when we left this house AND it was someone else entirely that threw the other shit at us on the way!  We were covered!

Looking up, Jay at my side.  His gaze fixed on the ceiling, licking his lips, soft laughter of disbelief.  I thought he might be ready to hear me out but I open my mouth and he starts shaking his head never shifting his eyes towards me.  

Waving that damn finger at me, he released another laugh of disbelief.  “You know what.  Big day.  I’m not ready for this bite yet.”  He stuffs his fingers in his ears, turns to face away from me, and begun singing...LOUDLY.

Um...how old are we again?  

I recall Jay didn’t give two-shits watching as I beat that woman into the hospital...what did he suddenly develop while I was out?

“But...”  I start.  AND...Jay walks off in the same direction as dad.

Many of the guys turned their backs on us following Jay and dad into the kitchen.  Cooing and doting all over the other girls while mom and I got shafted!  

At least we could hear Aunt Marisol’s giving Uncle Tommy an earful in the kitchen because no one is giving us a chance to calm enough to tell the entire story.

That’s all I wanted was a chance to explain this!  What the hell did I do that Jay won’t even look at me from that damn kitchen?  He’s just sitting all mopey next to my dad and brothers.

He’s never going to speak to me about anything else and we had some pretty important issues to discuss.  I lay odds that bed upstairs has already been cut in half.

I should’ve kicked the cord for that machine out of the wall when I had the chance.  That witch earned me reaching my hand blatantly yanking the entire outlet from the wall as I laughed in her face maniacally.  

Oh, BOY...there would have been dancing if I had!  Mom and I both while singing ‘ding-dong the wicked witch is dead’.

Then Jay would REALLY have reason to never speak to me again!
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My head shook at my mother in shock at the more than mixed reaction of our arrival.  “And I’m left again holding the tube.  Awesome.  How long have I been here?  What’s it...Tuesday?”

She giggles pointing a finger and scrunching her nose at me.  “You should have seen your face.  ‘Oh no...how do we put this back.  Ohhh.’.”  I swat at her for mocking so animatedly.  

Although she got laughs for that from the kitchen.  Well Bennett and Darius chuckled, at my expense!

Oh sure...funny to her NOW.  I’m just not there yet.  Maybe when Jay’s speaking to me again and I’ve digested everything from these last couple weeks to then laugh at all that is in our hindsight.

Has it only been a couple weeks?  Man this place is a freaking circus!

Poor Elder Morrison looked like he felt intrusive appearing simply to check on us.  He was very understanding how frightening that had to have been.  Apologized for not letting us know it was council security guarding Jay’s mother at the hospital when they sent us off to question her.

He seemed appreciative we demonstrated that ‘gap’ we squeezed through of security.  Would explain some escape attempts as of late.  

We didn’t press for details but I have an idea at least one of the supernaturals I felt in that building.  Who were the rest?  Anyone that may have shooters waiting for us on our return route?  

How would they know not just when but where to intercept when we never travel the same direction consistently to avoid tails?

Not covered in the State driver’s test but dad required us to know that.  As the fact there was a gun in the glove box, it’s not a toy, and if you need it ‘good luck’ because there’s no key.

One of the coven elders came to check my hand after I destroyed that glovebox lid to get to that gun.  The swelling wasn’t bad yet.  Few scratches to the skin but most of the damage was internal...broken knuckles I know.

I must be freakishly strong as everyone tells me...or adrenaline can be a crazy thing!  

“What made you go for that gun Biankha?”  My mother finally asked.  

I wince as the elder is healing my hand feeling a couple tiny bones snap back into place and gag before I could answer.  “Ugh.  Safety feature in our vehicles.  Dad implemented that when I was in high school.  I’m surprised you didn’t know.  I understand why now...he never had explained then.”

Huffing out an uncomfortable laugh, I add.  “Oh right...we didn’t get shot at much then.”

Mom shook her head at me eyes narrowing.  “No dear...I mean how did you KNOW to do that just seeing the other car.  Your entire response.  You spoke nothing just moved.”

I shrug looking around at the small group that remained in the foyer.  “I surrendered to the spirits and prayed they lead us out.”  

My mother’s eyes went huge as she glanced over her shoulder towards my dad and Uncle Tommy in the kitchen.  Her head tipped to the side when she returned her gaze to mine.  “Are those the words you use or is this a spell?  I’m just trying to understand darling...for training purposes.”

Huffing out a soft laugh, I shrug again.  “It’s not even purposeful anymore.  It’s like a...a switch.  I run my brain and get us into trouble apparently, then if something’s too much I hit the switch, and let my magic take over.  The ‘crash’ button I still haven’t figured out yet.”

Elder Morrison shook his head this time looking between mom and I.  “What is it you’re getting at Sophie?  Are there gaps in her training?  We can help if that’s the case.”

Mom quickly covers waving a hand before her as she answers.  “Even now we treat every day as a learning experience because she has me at her disposal.  I didn’t have that...you understand.”

After that entire thing with the council and then today...that’s all we need is them in my training...which no, I never entirely completed.  

Although mom is still not lying!  She just didn’t complete her answer.

He nods and asks me about this ‘switch thing’.  I was surprised when my mother jumped in to answer before my lips even parted to speak.  

“Since Biankha was a little girl...she’s been so natural where my training was...rather strict.  Daniel was the one who got me to see some play with work can be beneficial.  Well, she has so much with her guardian to catch up...Daniel may understand but I never had guidance after...”  She trailed off and Elder Morrison consolingly pats her hand.  

Mom’s brow flicks as she sighs, glancing from me back to Elder Morrison.  “And...as a mother I worried while she was gone.  I had all the confidence she was fine but...one just never knows.”  She tosses her hands up huffing as if feeling defeated.  

Or that’s emphasis pointing towards current events and the chaos out in this world.

The other council elder who had remained, smiles catching mom’s eye.  “Something tells me you have concern of your own confusion to finish the training YOU feel confident leaving her with.  Since you have the benefit of time as no others have.”  

When my mom nodded averting her gaze to the floor...I got this feeling immediately that she is not playing or covering for anything.  She really has no clue what to do with me.  Just as we struggled the other day.  Somehow, some way WE got out of sync.  

Tens bucks says that’s my fault too!

That elder healing my hand chuckles glancing to mom.  “Your mother never taught you to rely on your guide’s did she dear?”

My mother’s eyes slowly widen looking between me and that Elder.  “To answer your question...sort of.  However...we developed a theory about Biankha because she had less rigidity forced on her by us...that is why it was easier for her to work with our ‘guides’ as you say naturally not through incantations or summonings.”

The man nods cupping my chin in his one hand examining my face smiling but speaking to my mom.  “Bet your mother doesn’t think her mother such the ‘nut’ now huh?  You even look a bit like your great-grandmother.”  His brow wags as me.

Mom’s eyes roll back into a long blink.  “I knew it.”  Then her posture...she became very animated as she began near ranting and not to a single specific person.  “Her words...my grandmother was the only one to ‘play’ with portals.  Her visions...the power she possesses...gods this makes so much more sense.”

“Mom?’  I call out trying to get her attention and did for a second.

Continuing mom shook her head.  “I won’t be powerful enough to complete her training as she needs if that’s the case.  I didn’t play in other realms or with portals at all.”

“What?”  I shout surprised, mom still not offering more than a quick glance before rattling on.

“I need to speak with Daniel, Tommy, and Marisol.”  Mom looks up towards Elder Morrison.  “We’ll see how far the children are together and I may...keep an eye out for any messages please.”

Elder Morrison gave a nod.  “Of course.  Anything.”

“Mom?”  I call out again.  “Is there anything I should know since I am standing...right here?”

Mom inhales sharply, turning on her heels to face me.  “That older neighbor Mrs. Gr...”  I had to finish ‘Gretakus’ and mom nods.  “Fun, sweet, kept a close eye on you?  Prudish busy body but could cut loose when she thought others weren’t looking?  Surprisingly open minded when you least expect.”

I felt my head bob back and huff out a surprised gasp/laugh.  Both at her statement and how fitting the description.  

“Eye’s on your own paper.”  I blurt shaking my head.  “Let me guess...something about your grandmother...who you didn’t even meet...attracts me to older caregiving woman.  Should I be concerned?”

Mom blinks a few times shrugging innocently as she shared a quick glance with Elder Morrison.  “Not unless you plan on clothes shopping.  May want to just try things on when you get home and return them if you have to.”  She bit back a smirk.

Laughter burst from me and I heard Bennett grumble something from the kitchen.  I’m not sure if he was eavesdropping or simply speaking but that was awesome timing.  

Thankfully, the girls didn’t understand and the elders were lost so mom and I had an inside joke.  

Maybe this will get us back into sync.  I don’t want training help.  And if this elder thinks I look like my mom’s grandmother...

Actually, I should have known he’d know.  His name is Elder Jebidiah I believe.  No last name because he’s the first one to use that name EVER.  He probably got bullied at the old school house by Clyde he’s that old.

Anyway...this obviously means something serious and I’m nervous to ask what. 
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Aunt Marisol sighs as she steps from the kitchen joining our group.  Looking to mom concerned, she tells her.  “We must wait again.  Movement has been reported and blocks are being thrown up making it difficult to tell if this is the girls, children, or something entirely different.”

“So these shooters possibly did sound some alarm?  As these supposed ‘tests’ to see how close Clyde and his band of idiots could get?”  Elder Morrison asks for clarity.

Shrugging Aunt Marisol answers.  “We aren’t sure.  For all we know it was the fact they have not returned that set this in motion.  I was told they were bound on the spot, zero messages could have been the cue.”

My shoulders sag and I groan placing a hand on my stomach.  Mom looks at me with worry.  “You gonna be alright?”

Glancing to Jay in the kitchen briefly I move my stare back to mom and shake my head.  “He won’t speak to me and I have no clue how we’re supposed to proceed if he continues to play the strong silent type.”

Shrugging Elder Morrison looks at me with a serious straight face.  “What’s up with that?”  Then he turns towards Jay in the kitchen and just walked straight for him.

Mom and I share wide-eyed looks of terror...then take off after him.

“Jay...I need to know how to resolve this...whatever you’re doing here with your charge.”  Elder Morrison just blurts out cutting into the ‘men folks’ conversation.

My father snorts glancing up to my mother as he leans back in his chair placing a foot on the table, hands folding behind his head looking smug.

Ohhh...I feel that fainting goat thing kicking in...ohhh!

DAMMIT...why can’t I do THAT purposely?

Jay’s brow rose up to Elder Morrison then his gaze slowly moves to boring straight into me.  “Really?  Which one of you wishes to fix this?”  

He’s near salivating like one of our shifters.  Shit...for a guy that doesn’t care either way he’s rather pissed I...WE may have killed his mom by freaking accident this time.  

Totally his fault for not letting me explain.

I had a good hundred sets of eyes on me so I...slowly raised my hand as Elder Morrison chuckled at my side.  “Yes son...she is concerned.  I am extremely concerned to see the pair of you not speaking.  Let us fix...whatever we can given the situation...and we move forward to the next task seamlessly.  Still many good things to come.”

I am so glad the confidence and ability this man had to smile through anything.  I however...I simply can’t smile when I am soiling myself in large groups.  I get stage fright Jay just being in the room and he’s staring at me like he knows and it amuses him.  

Anyway, back to fate taking that giant payment out of my ass for ANY good experienced recently.

The look on Jay’s face as he slowly stood from his chair, eyes still bearing down on me like prey, arms folding at his puffed out chest straightening to full height.  “Alright...I’ll bite.”  He tells the elder.

Oh no...no, no, no.  This is no game babe...serious hurt feelings we continue this! 

I flinch hearing a rumble of voices go through the crowd.  Especially the guys.  

They were egging him on!  NO!  Shut up!

I’m not sure what bonding ritual they held while we ladies were ‘out’ but I have the distinct feeling that energy is terrible for my case.  

Not feeling so much of my estrogen back up...please girls don’t bail on me now.  THAT was not entirely my idea and I don’t know the words to ‘All by Myself’!

Dad had this frighteningly malicious grin on his face like he’d been WAITING for this day.  WHY escapes me.  I’m not entirely clear which part anyone is angry about!  

Our visit...not done explaining that.  The shooting...I didn’t start that!

Catching dad’s eye, I believe my mother ducked out behind me because she knew...the best would be for last...so she was next.  I still have learning curve to go...mom should know better.

I hadn’t realized I’d taken any steps backwards until I felt a giant hand against my back halting me in place.  I gulp feeling a face near my ear whisper.  “I still got your gun Shorty.”  My eyes dart up over my shoulder surprised at Andre and he waves his hand.  “Oh no...that was a warning to you.  You best sit your ass down.”  

That got the ‘cavemen’ going in the house.  Grunts, clubs waving in the air, monkey like dancing with glee.  Ok...I’m nervous.  

Maybe I should follow my dear cousin’s advice and have a quick seat.  It’ll be good.  Jay looks as he’s about to really unload on me so...at least if I fall from the chair, he’ll only feel slightly terrible.  

We can’t afford for me to keep going through tables or blowing apart doors.

You know...he may be angry...but at least I have a guarantee this isn’t a ‘break up’ speech!
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Biankha
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Jay steps around the table rubbing at his chin laughing softly.  “You wanted me to be firm Daniel.”  

His glance shifts from my dad to me.  “Ok...you were right...she was negligent with both our lives leaving without a fully formed plan for ANYTHING, and I am neither happy nor impressed by that action.”

Making this furious, wide-eyed, clenched jawed face, I’d never seen before his voice rumbles warningly.  “Hold onto your seats you two...because Jay’s ready to be ‘firm’.”

Glaring at my dad, I growl through gritted teeth.  “What is it with you people and busses?”  

Then my brother Bennett makes this screeching sound with a ‘thump-thump’ that got the guys laughing.  I could only snarl at him before Jay demanded my attention back to him.

Jay’s finger wags before him, his look thoughtful, and he takes in a long heavy breath.  “We have only one real problem that I need settled before we go further with anything.  Hey...it turns out...we have a few extra minutes now.”

Nodding I look into his eyes earnest.  “I agree.  We should go talk and then we’ll go...”

He cut me off shaking that freaking finger at me again.  “Oh no...we have folks we need here.  Witnesses...officials...enough fire power to bind you to one spot if we have to.”

My brow furrows confused as a nervous laugh escapes me.  “What are you getting at?”

Jay flashes me that smile and I knew what that meant but he kept going anyway.  For the benefit of the audience apparently.  

I’m back to losing my stomach the wrong way.  He’s not proposing this right this second is he?

His eyes twinkle as he spoke.  “Challenge.”  And the group ‘eww'd’ like he just ordered a ‘triple-dog dare with no take backs’.  He continued because he wanted me to hear these words along with everyone else.


“You want to make this right...ok...one shot and here it is princess.  You FINALLY give me your hand properly.  No more discussions, no more what ifs, no more waiting for YOU when I went ‘all in’ knowing full well what I was getting myself into.

Here’s where we start if you’re still confused.

First, you shimmy that little ass upstairs and toss something pretty over it.  I’ll take care of the cake, rings, theeeeennnn as always I will finish by sitting, and waiting on YOU.  

The officials are already here and even you can produce paperwork...that should about do it.

Once finished you scurry those little legs back down the stairs and I’ll be here as we established.  Big smiles...happy day...we exchange a few words and then we’ll have cake.

This single issue WE are putting to bed before doing anything more.  Decisions were made a long time ago and it’s time for you to fulfill your end of the deal.  I will wait no longer on your indecisive ass, because I have been ready.  

Then WE shall go save ‘our sisters’, ‘our’ nieces, and ‘our’ nephews, as it should be.

Upon our return once, all are settled...that’s when we’ll truly deal with ‘US’.  Because believe me, I have PLENTY more to say to you.

I will give you the verbal spanking as a ‘husband’, without full benefits, has owed you for a decade.  That’s twice...two women whom abandoned me in my life.  My mother and MY WIFE!

As the wonderful ‘wife’ you always meant to be, I am sure had you known, you will apologize in ways you never have before no matter what your brothers can hear through those walls.”


Bobby looked up from some random bowl of cereal evidently stopping for a snack in the midst of all of this.  “HEY!”  He then gags making some of the group snicker.

Mom gasped knocking the cereal from the table with a quick backhand, jerking away his placemat with the other hand.  Bobby sat bewildered, jaw slacked, spoon still in hand...and I giggle while the entire room gasps surprised.  

Andre tsks.  “That was just wasteful.”

She snatches the spoon from Bobby and guides him from the table by his hands grasped at the wrists.  “Go wash.  You’re changing seats.”  

Bobby huffs stomping his foot as he moves to the sink.  “Since when did I become ‘filthy Bobby’?  And what’s happened in my seat that I gotta move now?”

I bust up laughing loudly and look at my mom.  “Oh my gods mom, nothing recent.  Total overreaction hilar...ahhh.”  My statement cut short, Jay leaning over me in the chair, eye to eye and he had me leaning back until I ran out of chair to press myself into. 

Shit...didn’t see him RIGHT there. 

“Why are you still dodging me?”  Jay asks, voice soft as his eyes search my face.

I gulp averting my gaze.  “I get distracted.  I’m so...”

He laughs himself leaning back to stand.  “Yeah...you’re sorry.”  

Folding his arms at his chest, sighing heavily.  “Do you accept or not?  You want to make this right?  You want to move forward in a positive way?  That takes work...hop to it...we’re burning daylight.”

Jay glances over his shoulder.  “Firm enough Daniel?”

My dad, eyes narrowing on Jay.  “You sure you want to do this?  She’s kinda...eh.  Maintenancy.  Secretive.”

I was aghast and yes, everyone was laughing but I was near tears.  He’s making a spectacle of our relationship.  Why us NO ONE else speaking?

“I was hoping you meant this was not the time or reasoning for a challenge.”  I spat out.  “Thanks dad!”  

Standing from the chair, I still had to look up to glare at Jay trying so hard to not crack as I looked into his eyes.  “I’d hoped you wouldn’t stoop to make a wedding a challenge.  OUR wedding.”

Pausing for a shaky breath, my voice drops.  “You already ensured I knew our ‘marriage’ thus far has sucked thank you!  Oh...and thanks, for letting everyone else know too.  I’d have to know something to have hurt you on purpose.”

My head shook, face scrunched I attempt to jab just as hurtful.  “You got a betting pool on this?  Eight to one I can make it out the window and down the street before you care to look.  I got ten on that.”  

Jay’s position unchanged until he leans closer to my face stating icily.  “That’s two-floors up and you don’t do heights...remember?”  I jerk away, evading Jay’s grasp moving towards the foyer.  Tears welling up in my eyes.  

“I told you.  I bet she wants you to apologize for this too.”  I hear my dad behind me, only able to pick up my pace, and I have no clue who he’s speaking to or ‘told’ what.  

“Daniel...”  I catch Jay huff out.  “You do suck at this wingman thing!”

“What’d I do?”  Dad nearly squeals.  “I can’t choose between you...I love you both as mine.  Hey, I’m an honest guy, why would I begin lying to any of you now?”

Mom cut in shrieking at him and it sounds as that set off quite the bomb in the kitchen.  Arguments with everyone actually.  ‘Dad-isms’ are near as comical as my mother’s filthy honest mouth.

My girls were totally making up for leaving me hanging a minute ago.  Melody even giving it to Guinness as he huffs ‘that right’ arguing back.

Yeah that was enough for the tears to break free falling down my cheeks as I got to running.  

I ran straight upstairs to hide in my room...not to get something pretty on...but to bawl my brains out and let Jay stew IF he even ‘heard’ me at all.

What is happening?  Is this how Jay wants to deal with our important discussion?  I never got to say one damn word and this is his path to resolution!

However...to my surprise behind the door when it flung open...there was Jay and Elder Morrison alone in our bedroom.  

Candles lit everywhere like flickering stars.  Jay holding a very fragrant single white lily in one hand near his chest.  The look on his face and love in his eyes...took my breath...

Prom!  Mine and his I got a flower just like that!  He looked...just like this too.

That wasn’t a corsage either...stemmed just like this...except he trimmed it and had mom help me pin it in my hair because he wanted to be able to touch my arms.

I eyed Jay curiously, as he reached for my hand.  He was rather pissed at me like two-seconds ago but he’s smiling apologetic, knowing I’m hurt, especially seeing I was crying.  

He cleared his throat and I caught him gulp suddenly appearing nervous as he spoke.  “I figured...well you made that joke that time about running off alone...and we made other decisions just the two of us.”  

His smile widens as I took his hand closing the distance listening.  “The party will be for everyone but this...the world in here has stilled for us.”

AWWW!  That is the most incredibly wonderful thing he could have said to me right now! 

Oh wait...were still doing this?  

Hold up...I’ve been home barely a couple weeks...he barely said ‘hello’ to me when I got here and...

But...Jay is the guy I could never truly let go anyway.  Scroll or not, HE is what my heart always wanted.  Why am I still dodging him?

I kicked myself for years for not pursuing him further and this passed two-weeks has more than made up for that decade.  Well...not entirely.

Oh my gods....I’m going to marry Jay!  THIS is seriously happening!  

Now I’m really crying!

Melting into Jay’s embrace, Elder Morrison had to split us up.  “We’re not there yet kids.  Let’s get through this and I’ll leave the room before I have to scratch my own corneas out.”

Ok...a little different than what I had in mind but...it’s Jay.  Few things with us are set in stone and...I like when we can be spontaneous with each other.

Times that the world stills so we can have sanctuary with each other.  Just like this!  He promised and delivered on the sanctuary of ‘us’.

And here I worried how we could go forward and carry out anything because I thought he needed to hear my apologies for past things I can’t fix.  But he...Jay just wants me now no matter what I’ve done.  I am so not deserving...but I will take it!  

How can you not love this wonderful man?  I wouldn’t know the answer to that.  

He is my sanctuary...my world!
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Sophie
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“Daniel so help me...if I miss this...”  I had begun to shriek as Biankha bolted from the kitchen, Jay vanished out with Elder Morrison, and some ‘plan’ these ‘boys’ are cackling about.

I had no idea what Daniel had been filling Jay’s head with that ‘firm’ horseshit since we’d been gone.  Who is he kidding...’be firm with HER’...he does remember who delivered that child correct?  I could have sworn he was there!  

“Can you relax Sophie?  Use your magic on that TV in the wall.  Jay promised to remain clothed while the Elder was in the room so...we see Morrison return here...you know when to hit the remote.”  Daniel tells me as if he just solved the world’s woes and I huff rolling my eyes at him.

Daniel did explain a portion of his brief chat with Jay, and why he’d given the advice he had.  Jay was bothered because ‘technically’ he had the girl...but that girl won’t sit freaking still.  

All of this other madness aside, the years to have passed....I mean all of it...and that sweet boy only wanted one thing...Biankha!  Aww!

Of course, I was already in tears as my wonderful youngest son Bobby snaps his fingers snickering, and there on the screen above the table for us all to watch, was a tearful Biankha...my baby girl.  

Jay smiling brightly as he held her trembling hands both standing before Elder Morrison.  His precious eyes twinkly listening to her giggle still so surprised by his gesture.

Reminds me so much of Daniel or Jaylon in fact, so poised and ready on their special day.  I was a wreck, so scared and nervous until I saw that smile waiting for me.  Jay’s mother well...Jaylon had an amazing day!

Tommy cried the entire time because Marisol was that stunning in her dress, he realized he was the luckiest man alive that day.  Her inner beauty making her outer-self glow ethereal because she was so happy.

Oh, how I wanted to give my little girl an amazing wedding but...she looks very happy so...I will suck it up and keep my opinions to myself.  

I can’t be angry or hurt how things turned out no matter what transpired under my nose long ago...nor how many times according to my daughter.  Right was still right and finally...here we are.

I had an idea about Biankha and Jay...what I believed a vision too...and I kept my mouth shut because I had no choice.  Not about the skipping relationship milestones...I meant the crush or...the real love I’m watching in those precious eyes staring at each other on this screen.

When I helped Biankha gain council approval to move...that was not parental interference to keep anyone apart so we are clear.  Although I still feel awful about it and selfishly I missed her terribly without a thought about Jay’s heart.  

I might have reconsidered had I known how long she planned to stay gone...but I wanted her to have so much...things I didn’t before Daniel and I married.

Not that I would ever complain or have I ever resented how anything in my life turned.  I loved and still love every second I breathe with my incredible family.  This is what I picked and...I am the luckiest woman alive today and every day.

Ha...well that’s my world.  Watching that face, I still see glimpses of her as a little girl...in Biankha’s world...she looks as she feels the same as I did once.  The entire world melted away was she saw that smile.  Jay’s smile.

“Daniel...we have some repositioning to discuss.”  One of the husbands of the gals who joined us earlier asks about the mission tonight.

“Gods Ted.”  Another man from the cooperating families interjects.  “We’ve been speaking.  Can’t we give them a moment with their kids?  This is a beautiful thing.”

I was stunned to see Daniel actually stand with Tommy moving around the table where all the maps and papers are splayed out.  “We do need to work fast.”  He suggests.

“What do you think you are doing?”  Marisol gave Tommy an appalled look.  “How many times you think they’re going to do this?  The DVR don’t work with our magic.”

Daniel looks up smiling.  “I know everything these kids do even if I’m watching over work.”

“Sssspppptt!  I got a box of possible sex tapes that says otherwise.”  Bennett sputtered and Melody swatted him at the back of the head.  

Guinness rubbing his eyes sighs out.  “Oh no...we heard enough of the compilation from Biankha earlier thanks!”

Bobby pointing to Bennett matter-of-factly.  “Someone still needs to look at those and...not it!”  

The entire group calling out the same, laughing and bickering.

“ENOUGH!”  I raise my voice waving my hands wide before me.  “I plan to see THIS moment the once and apparently we’ll be lucky to have that so...shoosh!”

Marisol and the girls giggle as the fellas’ grumble shifting about to work while we stole all of the good chairs and watched.

“Soph...we’re going to need to finish discussions of that chase.”  Daniel calls out and I wave him off only replying ‘yup’ keeping my eyes glued to that television screen and my babies.
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Elder Morrison proceeded rather quickly to the vows I thought.  I had to ask Marisol if we missed anything and she seemed confused too.  Unless the children had intended this be fast.  I guess we must watch and see.

Jay’s smile was ear to ear as he repeated his part.  Then came Elder Morrison’s turn with Biankha.  

“Biankha do you hereby promise to love, honor, and obey your guardian no matter how wrong you believe he...Oh really...who put this in here?”  He flipped pages in his book puzzled.  “Human’s don’t even use ‘obey’ anymore.”

“To what?”  Biankha’s voice raised a few octaves surprised.  

The entire kitchen...our group, the coven, and council...we were in hysterics.  Daniel howling and elbow nudging boastful how he had snuck that into the Elder’s book before they flashed upstairs.

He is an awful ‘wingman’ if this is how they supposedly ‘help’.

The look on Jay’s face when Biankha stared unamused.  I couldn’t see his eyes he was one giant smile as he spoke.  “Answer the gentleman dear...will you love me and obey your guardian forever?”  He quips.

“What are my options again?”  Biankha had us laughing harder as she folded her arms glaring at Jay who had tossed his head back in a laugh.

“Ah...here we are.”  Elder Morrison collected himself smiling at Biankha.  “Let’s begin again shall we.”  Brows high and hopeful.

“Oh...we shall.”  Was her comeback and we were entranced by the couple once again.  Jay sneaking a kiss to her cheek and she blushed while we cheered in whispers from downstairs.

As Elder Morrison prepared to speak, Jay cut in.  “I have an idea...why don’t I ask a few questions...Ankh you simply reply ‘I will’ to what you agree to.”

Biankha nods and the most beautiful exchange began between this pair I still call children...but their understanding of love is wiser than even I.  

The most amazing wedding I have watched.  Even that stuffy old Ted had been distracted from the mission information to watch.  

Jay began smiling so sweetly as he asks.  “Biankha...will you let it be me that chases you through town when you sleepwalk through your visions?”

She giggled appearing to hang on his every word.  “I will.”

“Will you let it be me that brings you out of those wild dreams and holds you as you weep or rejoice...whatever you may see?”

“I will.”

“Will you let it be me...at least most times...take first swing no matter what fight you start?”

Biankha sniffles laughing through tears.  “I will.”

Jay continued full steam with each of her responses, smile growing hearing every answer.  “Will you let me give you an amazing family with little faces like yours and hopefully mellow attitudes like me?  Can we keep our doors open to more that simply need us as much as we need them?  Eventually under our own roof of course.  Your parents have an awful full plate without us adding to that.”

“Please?”  Biankha giggled wiping her eyes and the entire kitchen full of people ‘aww’d’.  So did Elder Morrison who is upstairs with them.  

I’m unbelievably jealous right now!  Marisol and I sharing a dish towel as we clung to each other.  Our children smiling as they catch us weeping joyous tears while watching that darn screen.

“Biankha...”  Jay’s voice drew our attention back with his next question.  “Will you let it be my coffee that wakes you each morning?  Will you let it be my smile that brightens your worst day...even if I caused it?  Will you let my love reach you no matter where you go?”

Oh that poor girl...Biankha could barely answer she was crying so hard.  “I would love that.”  She squeaked and the crowd ‘aww’d’ more tearful.

Jay’s tone changes to serious as compared to his general light mood.  Biankha’s eyes met his freezing in place while he spoke to her.  “Will you be at my side through every struggle and turn it into good for me as you always have?  Will you still kiss me no matter how ugly our words can be when we fight?  Will you hold my hand when I am old and scared about leaving you?”

Not one person in that kitchen breathed waiting to hear my girl rebound immediately with her answer.  

Her eyes locked on his speaking as sure as she’s ever was about anything.  Oh, her smile up at him.  “You will never be without me.  My hand, my heart, my smile, my love, my soul...I am yours as you are mine.  You will never be too old, too scared, or without these lips.  This life or another I will be your stalker.”

Biankha’s giggle got Jay to toss his head back in a little laugh no matter the seriousness of those words.

There was so much whimpering, cooing, and snot sucking we nearly missed the next part.  I could have shot that damn Ted...that sap...and it was him that attempted to disrupt this in the first place!

“Well...”  Elder Morrison clears his throat swiping his eye.  “Should we move to rings?”

My adorable fast on her feet daughter waves her hand towards Elder Morrison.  “The cake will keep old man...I got a few questions of my own.”

Elder Morrison chuckled nodding for her to proceed.  Her smile beaming up to Jay.  

Although, Biankha’s dramatic pauses as she gathered her words had us dangling from the edge of our seats the entire time, even as she spoke.  Bennett got choked up listening to his sister too.


“Jay...will you let it be me you tell things that change in your life no matter what you think it may interfere?  My dreams...my happiness is with you...we walk together, do not put what you think I want ahead of what is real for you.

Will you help me keep the little sanctuary of us no matter how life changes?  That pause in time for just our bubble no matter who comes, goes, or challenge we may face.  Longer pauses for celebrations of course.

Will you be at my side if I ever have to ‘get away’ again?  Can we rent a shabby apartment with an awful couch, empty cupboards, and sleep with the curtains open on the living room floor when it snows?

Will you still look at me as you do now and always have...when I’m old, crazier than today, and afraid fate may take me from you?”


Jay’s hand reaches cupping Biankha’s cheek and he looks to be teared up too.  “I promise all of it to only you.”  He adds with a soft chuckle wiping at the corner of his eye.  “This life or another I am your stalker.”

Oh her giggle was so pure.  The love in his eyes as he watched her.  I am so glad I was able to witness this even if from the kitchen.  

I really shouldn’t complain with this ‘magic’ under my roof.  This beauty I cannot find anywhere else in this vast wide world.

Elder Morrison produced rings our coven downstairs with us say they blessed before the pair had gone anywhere.  

I wonder if that had anything to do with Daniel and Jay’s discussion while we ladies were out leading to Jay’s little reprimand of Biankha on our return.  Does explain why this seems rushed...apparently some preplanning took place none of us saw coming.

I will admit this was wonderful of Jay.  Not simply because I or anyone else needed some solution to what we perceived as a problem.  My daughter’s heart is so full right now...I have NEVER seen her this happy.  Truly happy.  

And loving Jay as I do both my own Bennett and Bobby...that enormous hearted pure soul needed the light he carries fueled, as it seems to have been.  

Ha!  And people say the bride’s ‘glow’...not today.  Jay holds a light his mother never could have passed to him.  The torch of his father that can lead us all through the darkness and the man that will ensure my daughter shall never lose her way.

Maybe this was necessary before the tasks we will be undertaking.  The mission to save Jay’s sisters and their children is one thing.  A little boost to morale, demonstration of solidarity, and unity that rejuvenates once we are a full family again...as we were meant to exist from the beginning.

The other issue will be that we will be fighting those who have attacked us on the word of one man.  One really old, insane, and money hungry vampire.  Either way...Clyde’s a conniving idiot and I’m surprised we’re the only ones that seem to know this.

There could be something to one of the items Biankha said she was told or shown in that vision before we paid our visit to her future mother-in-law.  

Something special about this generation as it is different than even I experienced.  Is this different life experiences or person powers?  Jay...he may be key to that falling into a unique positon himself.  

Torch.  She said something...’passing a torch’ was supposed to take place.  Huh?  Which torch is getting passed or has it already happened?

Ohhh...the ‘glow’...Jay’s happiness was literally glowing like an aura.  

Ahhh...I figured something out everyone else missed!  Now I need to figure where that piece fits.

“That was quick.”  Daniel huffs crinkling random papers as if he needed to look busy.  

My head jerks around as if on a swivel confused how long I had been lost in thought.  Awww...it’s done.  I missed the rest.

Bennett looked to Bobby.  “Turn it off.”  Bobby waved his hand and the TV went dark.  Others begin scrambling and scurrying as if the boss was appearing with a hammer catching them slacking.

“I’ll grab the cake.”  Melody’s hands waved above the crowd as she bustles towards the kitchen from the table, to begin serving those old men the only thing I think they’ve been honestly sticking around for.

Well how are any of us going to play dumb if that is what is happening here?  Biankha will know.  Every one of us has been in tears...visible staining to many of our cheeks from these wonderful tears.  She’ll feel it too.  

The old men finally getting their cake.  Duh...we had an idea what was happening in the other room and not a formal ceremonial event.  

She doesn’t have to know that was the most incredibly beautiful and intimate event I have experienced since my own marriage...and the births of all of my children...walking all of my babies through that front door.  

That I can and am selfish enough to keep to myself no matter how she gripes and groans about her ‘bubble’.
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What I found adorable was flipping that TV back on while the others did what they needed.  Marisol joining my side as Jay and Biankha joke with Elder Morrison that the ‘wedding night’ would be best as a triumphant celebration once his sisters were returned to us. 

Marisol commended them on their restraint.  I reminded her they skipped ahead in the manual; per Biankha’s own vicious mouth...waiting isn’t going to harm them.  Plus we have closets and rooms all over this damn house easy to sneak off too at any moment.

Then Marisol wagged a brow pointing a finger to Bennett and just laughed in my face.  I kicked her right in the butt for that.  Tommy and Daniel stepped between us laughing as she giggled removing her shoes as if the fight was on.  

Please...if Marisol ever prepares to ‘throw down’...she always removes her jewelry first.  

These boys play fight all the time...all the children still at their ages...what, it’s not funny for her and I to enjoy horseplay?

Andre and a few other fellas arrive just as Jay, Biankha, and Elder Morrison finally appear downstairs.  They just received some very important Intel to share with the group and this kept Biankha off my back because she knows I peeked in on her.

Although...I keep catching her smile my way and...it feels like she is glad I did.  She wished I had been there or helped her prepare but...this was the story of Jay and Ankh.  That can only continue as it had begun, written by the two of them, and not some scroll penned by another.

Our minds pulled back to work hearing Andre explain what they’d just received.  A perimeter had been positioned quite close from the sounds of it.  At least one gentleman was able to positively ID Jay’s sisters but could not verify the presence of any children on the move with their caravans.

Worrisome, but I hear most are young children, none over the age of ten-years I do know, which can be easily concealed if moving.  Especially at night.

That was a concern for us we knew...there was a chance they’d be separated to spread us thin.  However, Storme was able to provide us with some hope.

She told us that though each family had nannies or some form of help for their sisters with the children...the sisters had managed to find ways to remain close.  So if not with their mothers...we’ll be looking for nannies and children.

That is why Chantel is watching Sabrina’s first baby and the pregnant Sabrina was sent to some spa.  She’s been located and we’re working on an ‘in’ currently to see if we can get close since she is said to be alone inside and her security is outside.

But...if the rest were in a caravan or three...Storme had a few ideas where they may go, which all were leads the fellas had too.  Well addresses to surveil anyway.  

She was about to marry into the one family.  Sure much was still on a ‘need to know’ because they weren’t married yet... but that boy liked to tell her things...and Sabrina was married to his brother.  

Sad really because I believe that lad may have been trying to make her feel safe, secure with him no matter how that union came about.  It worked out in the end if she was not into marrying him for love.  I am sure he will find a girl for him in a proper way.

Jay seemed rather together and cool headed during the planning.  Reinvigorated he’s easing into his leadership role, although he hates being ‘bossy’.  

Biankha at his side watching and helping where she could.  Not an ounce of doubt or confusion between them.  

The pair finally looks as they were meant all along...’Jay with his Ankh’.

I’m shocked that what amounts to days culminated to this...but I am proud and elated.  Time couldn’t even erase the other from their hearts or minds.  Distance was nothing whether they’d spoke at all or not.  This beauty needed to happen and we are so beyond blessed...I don’t know how to show my appreciation.  Where to begin?

Oh...and I see cake being passed
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