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      The living room seems much smaller with Natasha and Billy in it together. I don’t know how this will work, but we have to give it a try. The two of them spend all their time here as it is, and they cannot keep falling asleep in random places. It mortified me when I found Billy asleep in a tub in one of the bathrooms, after I had used the facilities. This just can’t go on and they are going to have to see that, whether or not they like it. I look to Devon for encouragement, all he has for me is raised eyebrows and determination.

      Billy and Natasha glare at each other from their chairs on the other side of the table. Deep breath, you can do this. “Hey! Can you stop with the glaring at each other? I begin to think you two are doing this just to flirt with each other.” Matching gasps of outrage emerge from Billy and Natasha making me laugh, “I really do need to talk to you both. Without all the attitude for five minutes.” The two nod their agreement, forced as it is. Continuing on I say, “After the recent bathtub debacle and other incidents,” Billy and Natasha both light up in blushes, “Devon and I have decided that we need to do things a different way for the time being. We think that all the work we are doing would benefit by having the two of you living here.” They begin a chorus of the reasons why they could never live in the same house together. They are loud and I can’t deal with that today so I create a barrier of air around them, effectively cutting them off from bombarding us with the noise. Devon chuckles while we wait for the two of them to subside and be ready to talk about this like adults. Natasha is the first to notice and cuts off her rant, crossing her arms in front of her and giving me a hard glare. Waving a hand, I remove hers and leave Billy’s in place as he is still going on his tangent. Natasha tells me, “That was a dirty trick.”

      “Yes, it was. I just can’t with the yelling today and so I pulled a dirty trick. Are you ready to talk reasonably about this or would you rather yell into the void a bit more?”

      Rolling her eyes at me, Natasha says, “Fine. Yes, I am willing to talk reasonably. I don’t want to give up my apartment. I love that place. I don’t want to live in such close proximity to the yelling oaf over there that hasn’t even realized he isn’t being heard by anyone but himself.”

      Smiling as I watch Billy realize we are talking but he can’t hear us, I tell Natasha, “I wouldn’t ask you to give up your apartment.” Billy is quiet now so I wave my hand to let him in on the conversation, “You should keep your apartment, I wouldn’t want you to let that go. But, you could have a room and things here so that you have a place to sleep that isn’t the floor of a random room. The same goes for you, Billy. No one should be sleeping in bathtubs. It’s just creepy. The both of you spend the majority of your time here, there is no reason why you shouldn’t have your own bedrooms. Natasha, you especially. You are my right hand and I need you near me to help in sorting through all of this. Between the business, my new duties as Chronicler, the mess with Charles, and all the things left over from Charlie… That is a lot for any one witch. I need you. Devon needs you Billy, and to some extent so do I.” Natasha and Billy are looking very serious now, but they appear to be thinking it over. That is more than I had hoped for so soon into this conversation. Billy speaks first, “Aye, you might be right. It certainly wasn’t the most comfortable thing to wake up and realize that someone was a using the loo on the other side of the shower curtain. We manage to avoid each other most of the time, should be easier when we sleep. I’ll do it. I don’ want a room right next to her though! She probably snores.” He grins briefly, a flash of white in the ebony planes of his face. Natasha narrows her eyes at him, “I think a room will be fine for now, wherever is fine. Decent sleep would be nice too.”

      I am stunned that the two of them have become so reasonable and so quickly, but I will not look this gift horse in the butt. “Great! That’s settled, how about you and I go find you a bedroom after we get done here Natasha?” She nods her agreement and I move on to the next item, “Now, about the business. I have been thinking about this. I want it to be a helping organization, charitable one. Unfortunately, that will eventually mean fundraising. But I think we can do the magical community a lot of good and mostly right out in the open.” Natasha’s eyes have lit up, and she is leaning forward in her chair, “Fate, I love it! Can we do fundraising galas? I have always wanted to put together a gala!” Laughing, I nod, “Of course. We need reasons to wear glorious dresses. I was thinking we could do shows for sick kids, make them magical right out in the open. Everyone will believe it is part of the show and the kids will love it. We could have advocates for children, but maybe with a focus on the magic ones. I would like to believe that all of the magical community will be good to their children, but we know they aren’t all good. We could connect the ones they label as problems because of their abilities with counselors familiar with the magical world.” Billy is near bouncing with excitement as he says, “What about setting up a foster network? We could act as an agency for connecting problem children with fosters specializing in those kinds of problems. We could offer,” he holds up his fingers in air quotes, “trainings. I actually know some people that have a bit of experience with the foster system. I have been working at getting in touch with them recently for other reasons, but they could be a big help in getting this set up. Just based on the experience they have with fostering kids from the magical community.”

      “Oh Holy Hera, that would be perfect! Yes! Get in touch with them and ask whether they would be willing to take part in getting this set up. I would love to talk to them if they aren’t able to travel here for whatever reason.”

      Natasha chimes in, “What are we going to call it though? And where will we base it? I know we have been working from here, but that won’t be a viable set up for long.”

      “You are so right,” Devon says, “that is why we have asked Maggie to set up touring some available buildings that might be appropriate for Fate’s purposes. If you two could work together, then finding the building would likely go much faster.” Both Billy and Natasha roll their eyes at him and turn back to focus on me, “I don’t know yet what we will call it. We can brainstorm on that this week. In that same vein, I have to start going through these spells that have been collected and left for safekeeping with Devon. I need to begin my duties as Chronicler and I plan to devote a couple hours daily to that end. It sure would help if I was a vampire and didn’t need sleep as often as I do now.” I look hard at Devon, who squirms in his seat.

      “I feel like you should consider this more thoroughly before you jump into things. Besides, being newly turned is a lot to deal with all by itself.” Billy’s face says Devon is skirting the truth, and the fear I feel from the bond between us speaks to a different reason for the stall. He must not want to talk about it in front of Natasha and Billy, so I let it go. For now.

      “Still, Natasha, I think we can get through a lot of these spells and weed out duplicates, add in variations, and in general update the entire book.”

      “I think that is a good plan. Grams said we can definitely add her spell to the book. She feels honored to be included. Apparently she knew about it, but wasn’t one of the original families that started the books.”

      “Oh. Well, that is fascinating. Hmm, I wonder why she didn’t share the information with you before now?”

      Natasha shrugs, “No idea. Maybe she had a feeling she needed to keep it to herself until now.”
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      Altering space in a building is surprisingly easy. My office wasn’t quite big enough to do all I need to be able to do in there, with the setting up of my foundation, duties as Chronicler, and all the research I need to do. Half of it is dedicated to craft and anyone not a part of the magical community that enters the office will not be able to see that half as it would only confuse them.  I have a nice lectern situated on that side to hold whatever tome I am researching currently. The work tables I scavenged from thrift stores since I was fully aware that I would be scarring them up anyway. My desk still sits in the same place, but now there is a shiny new filing cabinet nearby. The window is much larger and lets in so much light; I love it.

      I have a couple bookshelves on the other side as well, there are a couple of grimoires that branches of the families turned over for lack of heirs to hand it down to. Plus the one that I am Chronicling in, it is huge. Though from what I understand it won’t seem any bigger. However, I feel I may need to spell it eventually to control the weight of the book. The space it takes up may have been altered already, but the weight of the book was not included in that alteration. I don’t imagine anyone could have guessed it would be tasked with holding so much information.

      It amazed Natasha when she saw it the first time. She couldn’t believe how big a book it is. Now we are working our way through it and the spells not already contained within the book, and we are equally amazed at all the overlap.  So many spells to have a child. Even more to heal a sick child. The time of measles pandemics was horrible, and the Spanish flu even worse. I can’t imagine how many witches over spent their energies healing as many as they could.

      For now, I am perusing the book while I wait for Natasha to arrive. She left for her apartment this morning for clothing and such to keep here. She texted about 20 minutes ago saying she was on her way. She is probably putting her things away in her room. I am taking notes as I go through the book, on similar spells and which families created them.

      I hear my phone beep on the desk and turn to go get it. I see Natasha standing on the other side of the room, looking very annoyed. She and Billy must have passed each other in the hall.

      “Hey, what kept you? Why do you look so annoyed?” I ask her as I pick up my phone. Checking the message, I see it is from Natasha. I look over at her, “Why did you text me when you were here?”

      She rolls her eyes at me, “I have been here for the past twenty minutes! I couldn’t get in and you couldn’t hear me! I sent the message to your phone in the hope that the noise from it would penetrate this thing.”

      My mouth forms an O as I look between her and the thin glimmer that is the boundary between the two halves of the room. “I had no idea. Can you go in now?”

      I watch as she puts her hand through the barrier first, followed by the rest of her. “Can you still hear me?”

      Natasha nods and says, “Yes.”

      I step up to the boundary and put my hand through no problem. I step fully into the area and shrug at Natasha, “Maybe it is because I made it?”

      Sighing, Natasha asks, “Did you put in the spell that it was to allow magical people that live here to enter freely?”

      “Um, no. That didn’t occur to me…” This blushing thing sucks. “Sorry. I can cast it again and add that.”

      Natasha shakes her head no, “I think you should leave it as is. Call Devon. See if he and Billy can walk in while I am in here.”

      “Ok, this might be fun to watch.” I message the two of them as I say, “So you could see that I was in here, you just couldn’t get through or get me to hear you?”

      “Right.”

      Billy walks in first and straight toward us. He gets to the barrier, first hitting it with his toes, slamming his knee into it and then stopping himself from hitting the barrier with his face by throwing his hands up to break his fall. Natasha starts laughing and while we can’t hear what Billy is saying, I don’t think it is complimentary. Devon walks in and his jaw drops, Billy must be really cursing up a storm out there. He looks over at us and grins. Billy seems to be starting a whole new rant as Devon walks over and puts his hand against the barrier. I step up to the barrier and touch my hand to his, our fingers entwine and he steps through the barrier into my arms. He feels so nice. Turning his upper body, he puts a hand through the barrier. Billy walks over, takes his hand and steps through. He gives me such a look saying, “You could have at least warned me.”

      Grinning, I ask, “Where is the fun in that? Besides, you would have done the same. Now, one more test. If I leave this side, can you all depart as you will? Or are you trapped until I return?”

      Devon releases me, and I step around him, out of the barrier. He puts his hand against the barrier and pushes right through to stand at my side. Billy and Natasha are another story, they try the same and nothing happens. But we can hear them from our side of the barrier. It is a most curious thing, Devon and I step back through.

      I say, “Well, I do not understand how this happened, but I think I should work out the details to fix it for the three of you at the very least. I need you all to be able to come in here should anything happen to me.”

      Devon growls, “Nothing is going to happen to you this time. I am going to make sure of it. No matter what. If I have to end Charles, then so be it.” He crushes me a little in this big hug and I tell him, “While I like the way you think, it is still a possibility. Charles could get to me. The killer my husband hired before he died could sniper me through a window. I could get in a car wreck and die. Cancer. Heart attack. Lightening could strike. Until I am turned, I am pretty easy to kill and my chances of dying are the same as anyone else. You have to accept that if you aren’t going to turn me anytime soon.”

      Devon groans and squeezes me tight again, “I don’t want to lose you, but that is a risk I have to take for now.” He lets go and puts his hands on my shoulders, “Please, just be cautious? For me?”

      “Of course. I am not in any hurry to die now that I am loving my life so much. Still though, it would be one less worry if you turned me.”

      Natasha chimes in,   “I agree. Of all of us, she is the most at risk. Turning her would alleviate a lot of that risk. For now, though, she and I have work to do. Scram, both of you. Fate and I don’t need supervision.”

      Billy shrugs and strolls on out, if carefully. Devon gives me one last kiss before he too walks out.

      Turning to Natasha, I ask her, “Are you ready to cast the recognition spell on me now?”

      “Yes, let’s get it done and then we can work on this. Do you want to put it in the book first or after?”

      “After. I think I can describe it better if I watch you cast it. Did your grandmother cast it on you?”

      “Yeah, she said with the way I go through guys I needed to be able to recognize a snake in the grass if one found me. She said she never bothered with mom though, mom never looked at guys much till she met dad and after she met him she was done. No other guy ever caught her attention again. Since it seemed mutual Grams didn’t see the point.”

      I continued to pepper her with questions as she readied the elements of the spell. Everything in place she begins and I fall silent, just feeling the magic build and watching as she moves through the ritual. Natasha is all grace and beauty as she walks around me in her bare feet, with jeans and today’s garnet colored silk shirt. I could watch her cast spells for days. Her hair is unbound, and it floats a little like flames when she uses her magic. I feel the spell settle over me like a blanket of love and soak in. My third eye lights up and opens more than it has ever done. I am surprised by this, but I will record it in the book. Natasha is watching me expectantly, so I ask, “Does everyone get the weird feeling in their third eye after this?”

      She frowns, “Some do. Most feel a warm blanket settling on them and then they just know. Grams told me the ones that feel the weirdness in their third eye had the ability already, they just needed to open to it.”

      “Oh.”

      “Yeah. It’s a little weird for you to have that. Think Pru will let us cast it on her? I want to know if she has it too or is that a soul thing.”

      “I don’t know. Let me message her and see if she will come over?” I send a quick text to Pru, asking if she has time to come over. She immediately texts back, saying she has time, and she needs the address. I send that and she says she will see me in twenty. “Ok, she is coming over. Let’s get this spell recorded while we wait. Oh, I need to text Billy. He is playing doorman today.” I send the text to Billy and the two of us get to work on a fresh page in the book. As we finish recording her grandmother’s spell in the book Natasha takes a picture to send to her grandmother.

      “Grams wanted a picture?”

      “She didn’t ask, no. But she was very honored to be asked for one of her spells to go in the book. She said only the most powerful or most popular of witches, the ones with the right connections, were asked to be part of the Chronicle. She said she always thought that was such a shame.”

      “I think I know why, but did she say what her reason was?”

      “Of course she did. She loves to tell me her reasons. She says that it might educate me the way my mother never did. She said that by keeping it restricted to those particular families they cut off a world of knowledge. So many other families with their long lineages quietly going about their business and we miss out on saving their knowledge because they don’t have the right last name.”

      “I thought as much. Well, I do not have any reservations about adding spells from all witches that would like to. We can start more books if we need to. There is no reason to not include the other witches. I mean, my family wasn’t included either, but they are now.”

      “Oh good. Grams said if that was how you responded that I could tell you the rest.”

      “The rest? There’s more? What?”

      “Oh, there is definitely more. Grams has been collecting grimoires. As did her mother and her mother before her. Anytime a family died out or didn’t have an heir in their direct line, they passed their books on to them. So Grams said if you responded right, you get the grimoires. All the grimoires she has and there are about a hundred.”

      My jaw drops, “A hundred? Are you joking? Holy Hera, that is a lot! Why wouldn’t they be included? This is bananas. When does she want us to come collect them? I mean, that is going to take a long time to get catalogued and added, we are going to need help. I need to hire someone else. I wonder if Maggie could recommend someone? Ugh. I still have to do the other interviews. I need to put her on retainer.”

      Natasha laughs, “You should put her on retainer. And you should hire another person to help with this. It doesn’t matter whether or not they are a witch, but they have to be lovers of knowledge for the sake of knowledge. Bookworm for sure, maybe a librarian type? Not like us, we were never the kind of librarian I am talking about. I mean the kind that dreams about being a librarian from the time they find out what a library is.”

      About that time I see Pru walk in and narrow her eyes at the barrier. I quickly step over and put my hand thru, she takes it and walks in. “Why, sister, why do you have a barrier like this in your office? Oh, I see, you didn’t think the spell all the way thru.” I drop her hand like a hot potato. I hate it when she reads me like that. Pru smirks at me and wanders over to hug Natasha. I feel research for another spell coming on, and this one is not going to be one Pru likes. She is so polite to everyone else, but she seems to think access to my inner thoughts is her right. I hate it.

      “Pru, while it is always lovely to have you in my head uninvited, we asked you here for a different reason.”

      “I saw. And yes, you can cast the spell on me. I want to know too. I think I can gauge pretty accurately whether or not what I feel is the same as what you felt since I got to see/feel it in your head.”

      I narrow my eyes at her for that last remark. She knows how invasive I feel her stepping into my mind is and the ethics around doing it. Why does she do it to me? Going to find myself a spell to stop that shit. I watch as Natasha sets up to do the spell again, but my mind wanders. Perhaps there will be a spell in the archive to accomplish keeping her out of my head without having to throw up shields every time I see her, touch her, am in the same house with her. I wonder what else she lifts out of my head when she does that? I am so done with this nonsense…

      “It isn’t the same.”

      I jump hearing Pru speak, “Pardon?”

      She glares at me, “I said, it isn’t the same. What you felt and what happened to me were totally different animals. I felt the warm blanket feeling. You got that, but then it all went to your third eye.”

      I look over at Natasha, “I guess that answers the question. It is not a family thing at all, this particular talent is soul-linked. Do you think it could be linked to the number of incarnations? Like once you have incarnated 5 times as a witch, this is the door prize?”

      Natasha was very attentive to what I was saying right up to the end, that was when she lost it. Laughter bubbled up out of her like lava out of a child’s volcano project. Pru and I both joined in, her laughter can be infectious. We all manage to calm ourselves eventually and Natasha says, “I don’t think it is exactly a door prize, more like something your soul has developed over time.”

      Pru shakes her head, “Well then, why haven’t I or you developed the same thing?”

      “We didn’t need to be able to recognize them Pru,” Natasha tells her as gently as possible. “We didn’t have a hundreds of years old vampire looking to kill us every time we incarnate on this planet.”

      “So my third eye might have woken up on its own within the next few weeks anyway?” I am floored with the implications. What if this ability woke up every time Charles began trying to kill me? How wild is that? How many other creatures did he use trying to make me dead?

      Pru shrugs, “Well, whatever. I need to go practice recognizing others in the magical community. Say, can you remove this if I decide I hate it?”

      Natasha answers, “Yes. You don’t even have to be here for us to do it. So just let us know.”

      Pru nods, “I suppose that will have to do. I am off. The mall is probably a good place to find the magical community, right?”

      “As good as anywhere else.” I reply, quickly throwing up all my shields as she comes in for a hug. She smirks again when she feels my shields and gives them a good smack. It hurts, but I hold them firm anyway, glaring at her. I wait until she is out the door to text Billy to let me know when she is out. He sends back a head-scratch emoji and an ok. A few minutes later, I get the
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