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  Pronunciation Guide



Suleima - sue-lay-EE-ma
Erist - i-WRIST
Alucenia - AH-loo-sen-ee-ah
Dynasira - dyna - SEAR - ah
Dirrin - DEER -in
Kaly - KAY-lee
Hamanad - HA-ma-nad
Yanima - ya-KNEE-ma







  
  Prologue


6 months ago . . . 
Carefully, mindful of her injuries, Suleima slowly picked her way through the rough terrain, leaning heavily on a long stick for support and balance. Her supplies drifted along behind her, inches above the ground. Although the sky was just beginning to darken, the canopy of the trees obscured any light from reaching the forest floor. She reached out her senses, feeling a few small creatures waking for the night, while others were bedding down around her. There was no immediate danger. 
She took a deep breath. Her friend had scouted out the area before she arrived. There was a werewolf pack somewhere in the area, but no other supernaturals frequented this region—a smaller town, surrounded by a lot of forested area. It would be a great spot for her to rest and heal. 
The wounds on the left side of her body, face, and arm pulled painfully with every step, but her mind was solely focused on getting to her destination, so she could protect herself and concentrate on healing. Anything beyond a shallow breath still threatened to double her over. Broken ribs were not an injury she ever wished to repeat.
If she thought she could get back up, she would have bent to kiss the ground when the cabin came into view. Home. The abandoned cabin was barely visible, the growth of the forest hiding its features a natural camouflage.
She dropped the magic she was using to haul her supplies along behind her and approached a tree about twenty-five yards from the cabin. Placing her hand on the trunk, she closed her eyes and imagined a circle around the perimeter of the cabin to this tree and pushed her will and intention. She was out of breath when she closed the spell, completing the protection ward that she had placed. It would have to be enough for now. Her body wouldn’t allow her to bend and bury her fingers in the dirt to perform the spell more efficiently.
She continued to the doorway of the cabin, pulling her supplies behind her again. It took more effort than she wanted to admit getting up the few steps that led to the covered porch. But she smiled when she got the door open. Her friend had added some supplies and set up some comfortable rustic furniture for her to use. She closed the door with a push of air and laid her head against it. Closing her eyes, she placed another minor ward around the door and walls of the cabin, a final measure of protection, and then lay on the bed. Tomorrow, she would venture out around the property for the healing herbs she felt growing around the grounds of her new cabin and the surrounding area. But tonight, she drifted off into a much-needed healing sleep.






  
  Chapter 1


Just like every morning for the last six months, Suleima woke early and checked the wards surrounding her home. As usual, nothing had been disturbed. She reached out her senses, finding all the creatures of the forest moving about as they usually did. The nocturnal animals were bedding down, while the others were emerging from their homes in search of their food for the day. 
She pushed her will at the coals in the stove, fanning the flames with air to heat some water for her breakfast. She winced at the stiffness of the joints in her left arm and hand as she stretched and then dressed for the day and braided her long dark hair. Each day she felt a little better, a little stronger, physically. But there would always be lingering consequences from her injuries, which seemed only fitting. The psychological scars, though invisible, were so much worse. 
She went about tidying her home and taking inventory of her herbs and supplies, so she could forage for the things she needed on her walk later in the day. 
The hike would help with her tracking skills, allow her to replenish her supplies, and give her some much-needed exercise. Her stamina was almost back to normal, but each day, she was sure to venture farther and longer than the day before. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Tracking a doe through the forest, Suleima could feel the earth breathing beneath her feet. There was nowhere near the connection to the earth and her elements in the city that she’d found here in her new home. Here, she was on her own, and away from the rapid pace of the city, away from her past, and she preferred it that way. 
There was a squirrel foraging for nuts to the west, a snake sunning on a rock somewhere to the south. A pack of predators were a couple miles north—too far to judge the species. Using the earth’s essence more than her own sight, she could see the trees. Each individual leaf pulsed and vibrated with the slight breeze in the air, straining for the sun. The screech of a hawk, soaring above, brought her back to her task.
Using the vibrations, the ebb and flow of the earth and her elements, she was able to silently track the doe deep into the forest to a small clearing just beside a shallow creek. Even that small trickle of water was enough to make her muscles sing. If not for the rain last night, the creek would likely be dry. She crouched, placing her right hand on the ground, physically connecting with the soil below. Her fingers tingled and her blood raced. As the power of the elements raced through her, she knew her eyes had drifted from their usual gray to a vibrant violet.
Suleima basked in the warmth of the sun, filtered through the leaves of the trees behind her. Taking a deep breath, Suleima released the energy she was holding while touching the soil, and slowly stood. She retraced her steps out of the clearing and headed in the direction of her home. She had waited too long to use the elements; she was tired and needed to recharge.
She never should have let it go for this long. She needed to keep her skills honed. Although she was away from the city, the reason she left was still out there, and her past would catch up with her sooner or later. Hearing a slight huff to her left, she cursed herself for letting her guard down. The pack of predators she sensed earlier had closed in on her without her knowing it. Wolves . . . werewolves. 
She had known there was a pack nearby, but this would be her first encounter with them. As they came into view, she noticed the unusual markings on the lead wolf. The Alpha. He was gray, but one eye was ringed with black, the black fur trailing down through his cheek, down to his neck, reminding her of a scar. One hip was black, and he had black rings down part of his tail. His piercing eyes were gray-blue. He was larger than the few wolves she had come into contact with before. If he had been standing next to her, his back would have lined up with her hip. 
The pack fanned out behind him, those that were visible, anyway. Suleima opened her senses and felt the others at her back and flanks. There wasn’t aggression, just wariness and alertness. She could feel one lonely wolf behind the rest, out of sight.
When the woman with jet-black hair came into view, she was wearing a barely-there top and mini shorts, in contrast to Suleima’s dark jeans and long-sleeved green shirt beneath her leather jacket. Suleima lowered her eyes, not wanting to meet the eyes of the predator in perceived challenge. “Hello.” She spoke softly. With their enhanced hearing, everyone in the pack, including those out of sight, would hear.
“We won’t hurt you, unless threatened.” The woman’s voice had a gravelly note to it, and Suleima wondered if it was due to her recent change or to chronic smoking.
“Likewise,” Suleima said, careful to keep her gaze downcast. She could feel at least twenty wolves spread out around her but sensed a connection with more. At the very edge of the wolves, there was something else. Something she had hoped to never see again. 
“Stay back!” she shouted, running in the direction of the new threat, though running from the pack was dangerous in and of itself. Predators chased prey, and that is how she would present to the wolves right now, but two of the pack members were in serious danger. Suleima raced past the wolves, using her ability to sense where they were to dodge their attempts to stop her, pulling at her power over earth to increase her speed. She wouldn’t be able to keep the pace up for long, but the threat was closing in, and there was no time to pause and explain.
As the last of the wolves came into view, and sensing the rest of the pack closing in behind her, Suleima dropped to the ground, sliding between two wolves, narrowly missed by their snapping jaws. Reaching one hand up, she grabbed air, the other hand slammed into the ground, and she shouted, “Reveal!”
The glamour dropped from the orc, whose throat was in her raised hand, alerting the wolves to the threat. 
Suleima pulled with her powers, and vines from nearby plants snaked in her direction, wrapping around the arms of the orc, pulling taut, immobilizing its frantic and violent thrashing. Most of the damage from the orc’s claws were mitigated by Suleima’s thick leather coat. The whole of the wolf pack was around her now; the Alpha snarling viciously, and the woman in human form stood at his shoulder. A final vine descended from the tree above, wrapped around the orc’s neck and jerked violently up, breaking it. 
Taking a deep breath, she slid from her position under the orc and slowly stood. “I apologize for this, Alpha. Once I sensed the orc, there was no time to warn you. It was headed straight for these wolves.” She nodded to indicate the pair standing together to her left.
A black wolf approached from her left, snapping its jaws at her, a couple of other wolves at its flanks. All three wolves growled, baring their large fangs.
The Alpha pinned his ears back and put himself between Suleima and his wolves, a vicious rumble cowing the three aggressive wolves as well as the rest of the pack.
Suleima released the breath that she had been holding since the black wolf approached and nodded her thanks as the three aggressive wolves trotted quickly away from the pack.
“Excuse me one more moment, please.” She turned her back to the Alpha and knelt, sinking her fingers into the dirt. “You have come, and now you’ll go. A trace of none where wild things grow.” Smoke rose from the dirt, surrounding the body. The forest, which had been silent since the appearance of the orc, began to come alive. Rustling leaves and the twitter of birds, sounds familiar and comforting. Rain fell, dissipating the smoke, revealing the start of a young sapling where none had been before.
When Suleima turned back, the look of shock on the woman’s face was easy to read, but she quickly replaced it with an impassive mask. She spoke again, as if the incident with the orc was nothing out of the ordinary. “We are The Amber Mountain Pack. We heard rumors of your presence and wanted to introduce ourselves.” Hesitantly, the woman continued. “We have heard of your past troubles . . .”
“And you wanted to warn me to keep it out of your territory.” Knowing it was a stupid move, Suleima turned her back on the predators, dismissing them. “Got it.”
The Alpha growled menacingly. 
Suleima stopped and turned back to face the pack. Her fingers itched to connect to the earth, and the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. 
The woman seemed to cower at the anger radiating from the Alpha, even as Suleima sensed he reined in that anger because of its effect on the pack. “We know what you were up against and what you were trying to do. It has come to us from Pack Setura. We do not wish to have a similar incident here, but we will offer any assistance to you that we can.”
“Thank you,” Suleima said gratefully, “This is the first I have seen an unnatural since I arrived here. It does seem that things may be starting all over again.” She hoped the dejection she felt wasn’t visible on her face.
“Thank you for this.” She indicated the area where the sapling now stood with a wave of her hand. “We will not keep you any longer, but we are sure our paths will cross again.” The dark-haired woman walked backwards several steps before turning to walk away at an angle, so her back was never directly toward Suleima, despite the fact her Alpha and pack were still on guard.
Suleima nodded at the Alpha before exiting in the same fashion.

      [image: image-placeholder]The tension didn’t leave Suleima until she was nearly home. Once her home was visible, she crouched and buried her fingers to the first knuckle. She closed her eyes and hummed a low note. The protections she’d placed around her home were undisturbed. She pushed a bit of her remaining power into the ground to strengthen those same protections. 
It took effort to pull her fingers from the ground, severing her direct connection with the earth. She was extremely lucky. Her power was dangerously low, and she wouldn’t have been able to fight off more than a couple wolves had they decided to attack. She desperately needed to recharge. And she needed to make sure she never allowed herself to get so drained in the future. 
Brushing the dirt from her fingers, she curled them against her body to stem the tingling and walked straight into her tiny cabin. The old log cabin with leaded windows was barely visible to anyone who did not already know it was there. Moss covered the roof, and vines had long ago covered the exterior walls. The bed of old leaves covered the ground straight up to the small front porch with weathered wood that blended right in. It was nestled between two huge trees, whose canopy helped keep the cabin cool in the hottest of days.
She called a bird to her using her power over air and sent it with a message to her dearest friend. “An orc. A few miles from home. Gather any information about their movements that you can and return this bird, please.”
Inside, Suleima walked to the large, ornate cabinet in the corner beside the old pump sink and opened the saloon style doors wide. She pulled out three vials and set them on the countertop. 
She opened the first vial: soil harvested from the grounds of her new home. She poured a small amount into her hand, allowing it to run between her fingers and into an unpainted ceramic bowl below. The cool dirt soothed her frazzled nerves. The encounter with the wolves had unsettled her more than she realized. She rubbed her hands together to mark both palms with the remaining soil. 
The water pump was stiff when she began pumping, but soon she had a steady flow of water directly from the ground. She placed her hands palms down under the stream, to avoid washing off the soil, and allowed a small amount into a second ceramic bowl. 
Her primary and secondary strengths started, Suleima opened the second vial. The smell of cloves surrounded her. Air, the counter to her primary earth. Four drops of incense into the bowl with the soil, a quiet push of will, and smoke rose, the soil bubbling as if a liquid. 
She removed a small piece of charcoal from the third vial and placed it in the bowl with the water and used her pestle to grind the charcoal fine. Another slight push of will, and it also started to smoke. The smoke from both bowls mingled together, forming a fog that quickly filled the room.
Inhaling deeply, Suleima took the fog into her lungs and closed her eyes, visualizing her body slowly filling with the elements. With each breath, her reservoir of power refilled. The fog snaked up in tendrils to lick at her fingers, gathering in an orb in each palm. She released the orbs and they floated into the air above her as the next pair formed. 
Four orbs, floating north, south, east, and west to hover in the corner of the cabin corresponding to their direction. 
In the center of the room, she took a deep breath and opened her eyes. One loud clap above her head, and the fog vanished immediately, but the four orbs slowly dissipated, the tendrils floating up and toward the center of the room where they gathered at the peak of the ceiling into a cloud that rained colored sparks. She stretched out her arms, catching the sparks, feeling the prickle as each was absorbed. She whispered a quiet thanks for the elements and the power they provided, and released the concentration and power required for the ritual.
Cloud gone, she collapsed onto her bed and into a deep, blessed sleep.






  
  Chapter 2


It was nearly dawn when she awoke, groggy and achy. Too long had she gone without recharging; she couldn’t risk doing it ever again. He would find her sooner or later.  
Something told her it was likely sooner. 
She stretched as she stood, working out the final aches and pains. 
A sudden prickle of awareness alerted her to the presence of something nearing her protections. She reached out her senses—a bird flew high above her cabin, a squirrel scrambled away from the path and up a tree. A predator was the cause of its alarm. A large predator. 
Werewolf. 
Suleima stepped onto her porch and could feel the wolf changing. She stayed where she was, waiting for him to emerge. A second werewolf, in wolf form, stood guard next to the changing man. 
About ten minutes later, the man emerged from the brush and toward her cabin. Suleima stepped off the porch to meet him. The Alpha from the pack yesterday. He possessed the same blue-gray eyes as he did in his wolf form. He wore denim shorts and a fitted black t-shirt, despite the chilly temperature of the new dawn.
“Alpha,” she said in greeting, keeping her eyes averted so as not to challenge him.
“Name is Gage Hamill.” He stopped a few feet in front of her. “I decided to come by and speak to you myself. Running into you yesterday was a surprise to us all.”
“I appreciate your offer of help. I had hoped the trouble I experienced in Upper State wouldn’t follow me here, but I also understood it was unlikely.”
“Very unlikely,” he confirmed. “News from Pack Setura indicates a gathering of unnaturals headed in our direction. I assume you didn’t leave a forwarding address, but he is tracking you. It will likely be a few more weeks before they make it this far, but make no mistake, they are on their way.” 
“I’m sorry to bring this to your doorstep. That orc was likely just a scout. There will be more of them, especially once he doesn’t return. I sincerely apologize for startling you and the pack yesterday. If there had been any time, I would have given more warning.”
Gage nodded. “We have heard a few details from the incident in Upper State. My pack understands this battle is necessary, and we hope that any assistance we can provide will be helpful to finish this conflict. We cannot allow this man to attain his goal. Although there is much bigotry against supernaturals and unnaturals, we cannot allow any of them to attack the naturals. Neither side has the right to dominate the other.”
“I agree.” Suleima took a deep breath. It was hard to trust, but the Amber Mountain Pack were among the supernaturals on the side of peace. “Would you and your wolf care to come in? I could provide some additional details.”
Gage seemed a bit taken aback at the mention of the other wolf, but he covered his surprise well. “All of my pack needs to be aware of the dangers. We would like you to come to our pack house. Tonight.” 
It wasn’t a question.
She bristled at the command. “Provide me with directions and a time, and I will do my best to be there.” Her response was likely to aggravate him, and she was enjoying it. She was not part of his pack and wasn’t going to take orders from him. It was best he learned that early on.
“Be at this address at seven. No later.” He handed her a piece of paper from his shorts pocket. The vein pulsing at his neck was enough of a giveaway; the magical sense of his ire was just a bonus. He turned on his heel and stalked away, stopping near the other wolf to change.
Suleima waited until he was loping down the side of the mountain before she headed back into the cabin, a slight smile on her face. Interactions with the Alpha were going to be fun.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dressed in jeans, boots, and her leather coat, she felt ready to face the evening. She walked the half mile in the twilight darkness, made darker by the canopy of trees, to her old pickup truck. Primer-gray and dented in several places, it looked abandoned. She pulled it onto the old dirt road and headed toward town. 
She was still about ten minutes from town when she turned down a private, paved road. Another two miles of woods and fields led to a large Victorian house with a wide wraparound porch painted white and a three-car garage right next to it. The drive led up to the house and widened to allow for a lot of parking. There were nearly no empty spots. As she stepped out of the truck, she took a deep breath, pulling in awareness of her surroundings. There were no fewer than sixty werewolves around. About half of them were in the house, three were on the front porch watching her arrival, and the remaining wolves were scattered around the property. 
As she approached the porch, she recognized the woman who spoke with her during their first encounter. She nodded a greeting before entering the front door, held open by a tall and muscular male. Gage waited inside the door at the entrance to what looked like a very large living room. He glanced pointedly at the clock on the wall and gestured for her to enter the room. She sat in the only chair available, center stage to all the other chairs in the room. All of the pack watched her with caution. The three members from the porch had followed her in to stand at the doorway, just behind their Alpha. Although it was a large room, the number of people inside made her feel claustrophobic.
Gage introduced the woman from their first encounter as Kaly, and Suleima could see the reason for her gravelly voice. A huge scar crossed her throat. A werewolf bite. It was a wonder the woman was alive, let alone able to speak. 
“So, now that Suleima has finally arrived, let us get to the reason we have invited her here. A threat is making its way into our territory. A threat Suleima has faced before. We need to familiarize ourselves with this coming threat, so we can come up with the best course of action.” He paused, his gaze landing on one group of the pack sitting in the back corner of the room. “Suleima, the floor is yours.”
“I’d first like to apologize for bringing this threat to your territory—” She was interrupted by some snide comments. The growl that came next was unmistakably Gage, causing the group to cower, and the hair to stand up on the back of her neck. She tried to ignore the rising tension and continued. “I will do my best to keep everyone in your pack safe. 
“I guess I should start at the beginning. I was trained in magic by my mentor, Erist, alongside another student, Dirrin. As people began finding out about supernaturals, Dirrin became more and more against the naturals. Dirrin was cruel to anyone without powers. When our mentor turned his back on him, refusing to continue his training until Dirrin changed, Dirrin lost all sense of who he had been. 
“We hadn’t heard from him for nearly three years, when he suddenly appeared at Erist’s home. Erist cast a spell to hide me and gave me orders not to move or interfere in any way. I watched Dirrin murder our mentor before destroying nearly all of Erist’s spell books. Erist was a powerful shaman. I had never met a more powerful man. But Dirrin had changed . . .” Suleima took a deep breath to center herself, the memories brought all of her emotions to the fore, which was dangerous for her as well as the wolves.
She blocked out the tension, hostility, and compassion she felt from the wolves in the room. “I learned later that Dirrin found a new mentor who shared Dirrin’s hatred of the naturals. A mentor Dirrin sacrificed in an ancient ceremony he’d found perusing the library his mentor kept. This sacrifice enabled Dirrin to absorb the powers of not only his mentor, but all those his mentor had killed, which was not a small number.
“Dirrin’s ultimate goal is to rid the world of naturals and all those he believes do not support his cause. He had gathered a huge number of unnaturals. He had some wolves, though not many, goblins, orcs, banshees, harpies, and many more in his arsenal. I’d done my best to continue my studies using the books I was able to save from Erist’s home. I gathered what allies I could, a few other shamanistic students, the mentors I could convince Dirrin was a true threat, and a few other factions who opposed Dirrin’s goals. Most were killed or injured in our battle with Dirrin. We faced his minions in small battles several times. Dirrin had intended to work a powerful black magic spell over a small community outside of Setura. If it worked to kill all of the naturals in the community, not only would it rid the world of some naturals, but their deaths would increase his power, allowing him to cast the spell again. Enough deaths, and he could start targeting larger and larger groups. 
“In the last battle, Dirrin had used his black magic, sacrificing nearly a third of his minions to basically give the remaining minions superpowers. They were nearly invincible. The battle raged into the night, depleting our forces. I had found and used the spell Erist had cast on me the night he was killed. I was able to slink through the ranks of his minions and managed to flank Dirrin. We fought for what seemed like forever. I was unable to kill him; he had acquired too much power. I did manage to injure him. He went dormant, though I’m not sure where. I was in no condition to pursue him. I left as soon as I was able. There are things in this part of the country I needed to complete my healing. I knew he would not give up on his plan. Being near death would only spur him to gather more power and try again.” Suleima took a deep breath and raised her eyes to the Alpha, careful not to meet his gaze directly and nodded.
He responded with a curt nod and then turned to address his pack. “This battle is inevitable and nearly on our doorstep. We need to make a decision.” He turned back to Suleima. “Thank you for coming to us this evening to provide details of this threat. We will be in touch.”
Essentially dismissed, several pack members gathered in close, crowding her out of the room, and eventually, the house. Once the door closed behind her, Suleima muttered, “I guess that is my cue,” and thought she heard Gage snicker in response.
Suleima stepped off the porch and walked about ten feet before realizing she was being followed. She turned to find Kaly behind her. She gave a friendly smile and continued to her car, trying to ignore the prickling sensation being followed caused. As she reached the edge of the main yard of the house, just a few feet from her car, she paused and turned to Kaly.
“I can place a protection around the house. It will not harm any of the wolves who belong to your pack, but it will alert the pack and I if it is crossed. Please ask your Alpha if that is acceptable. I can return at any time to place it, if he is agreeable.” Suleima did her best not to grit her teeth at the formality needed to address an unfamiliar pack. She’d rarely had to use the proper form when addressing supernaturals in Setura.
“It is acceptable. Do it now.” Her answer was nearly immediate, startling Suleima, and it must have shown on her face, because Kaly continued quietly. “My injury left me unable to communicate verbally for quite a long time.” She indicated the scar on her throat. “I developed an extraordinary psychic connection with my Alpha.”
Suleima nodded and walked to the edge of the driveway, just past her truck. “My magic can be uncomfortable for wolves. You may wish to return to the house and make sure the wolves watching the perimeter either follow you or are, at the very least, prepared. I do not wish to be attacked tonight.”
Kaly nodded but stayed where she was. A moment later, a howl rang out from the woods behind the house. The front door opened, and Gage walked out onto the porch. 
“Go ahead,” Kaly stated.
“Suit yourself. Just be prepared for some burning and prickling. Shouldn’t be unbearable, though it isn’t terribly comfortable, I’ve been told.” Suleima knelt, buried her fingers to the first knuckle, and drew in a deep breath. The pulse of the earth sang in her veins. Despite the darkness surrounding her, each blade of grass shone as if the sun was providing a spotlight for it alone. She could sense raccoons and owls hiding in their trees, safe from the predator wolves scattered all around the house and yard. She felt more than heard the gasp from Kaly and assumed her eyes had changed to bright violet. She pushed her will into the ground. In her mind’s eye, she drew a circle around the house and yard to the edge of the woods backed up to the property. She sensed the wolves feeling her magic as she pushed it into the ground and it surrounded them. Gage’s hands curled into fists; Kaly stiffened her knees, tilted her head back, and deepened her breathing. Several wolves on the other side of the house howled. Suleima did her best to ignore all of the distractions the wolves provided and concentrated on the spell as she cast it. 
When it was properly strengthened, Suleima gave a deep sigh, let go of the power, and slowly withdrew her fingers. She stood up and gave Kaly a slight smile. “I’ll have to come back at least once a week to strengthen the spell.”
Through gritted teeth, Kaly said, “Great. We will make sure there are as few wolves around as possible for the rest of these sessions.”
“That is probably best.”






  
  Chapter 3


She was bone tired when she climbed out of her car and headed toward the cabin she now called home. She picked a few more herbs along the way. She would need them to continue with her healing rituals she’d been performing since leaving Setura. She’d also need to perform the Ritual of Alucenia again. It had taken a good deal of power to put the ward over the wolves’ compound. There’d been a lot of ground to cover.  
She had gone too far from the path and was a fair distance from home when she got the familiar prickle of warning; someone or something was trying to pass through her wards. Pulling on her powers, she brought her surroundings into focus as if it was noon, instead of nearing midnight. She could sense the forest animals—some in slumber, others awake and hunting. She could see nothing out of place, but she felt a ripple of wrongness. Suleima took off running toward her cabin, concerned about the power she was using to see in the dark, but she needed to get to her wards before her enemy got through. 
Nearing her wards, she smelled the pungent scent of burned sulfur. It was beyond her protection wards but had not yet broken through the wards around her home. She focused on the ripple, trying to bring it into focus. 
A banshee. She wasn’t nearly powerful enough to break through the wards on Suleima’s home, and her intense concentration on her task allowed Suleima to get closer. 
Banshees, although not powerful, were extremely difficult to harm or kill. Not much more than a spirit trapped on earth, they were used mainly as messengers of a death soon to come. Dirrin used them to haunt and torture those he planned to come after, a psychological attack. But the last time she had seen one, in Setura, Dirrin had figured out how to make them take corporeal form. 
This one was tearing at the wards Suleima had set on her home. Suleima drove her hand into the ground and pushed her will. The dirt just in front of her porch stirred, the leaves separated, and a hand of earth rose from it. Reaching out, it grabbed the banshee by the leg and dragged it off the porch to a small clearing in the middle of the yard, away from the wards it was attempting to damage. Suleima pulled the moisture from the earth and air to form a spear of water. She took aim and thrust the spear into the heart of the banshee. A wail escaped the injured creature. 
The banshee shifted from her corporeal form, escaping from the hand of earth, but the iron in the ground had left a burn on her leg. Suleima conjured a small tornado of dirt and aimed it at the banshee. As it surrounded her, the banshee wailed in pain, nearly collapsing Suleima’s control. Suleima pulled at her spell
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