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Note from the
Author

 


I realize that the names of the dark Gods in
this book (and future books in this series) are completely
fictitious, yet I used the correct names for the Gods and Goddesses
of the Light. Orochi is actually a Japanese demon, not a dark God,
so using his name won’t matter. Those who are in the know, will
know why it is so. For those that don’t, read the books on Magick,
then you’ll understand why.

I used the spelling for Magick with a ‘k’ to
differentiate magic (no k) being used by magicians and stage
artists from those who actually practice real magick and run with
WILL on the astral planes. Though there are some stage magicians in
whom I wonder about if they have should the ‘k’ included. Some are
just that good to be hiding in plain sight. However, like them,
this book was made to entertain you and I hope you enjoy all of my
new exciting worlds and travel with me often as more are
created.

I’d like to thank my boys, Jerimiah, Cody and
Cameron for letting me use the computer for hours on end. I want to
thank Jerimiah, personally, for being the one who came up with most
of the chapter title names. I want to personally thank Cody for
keeping me fed when I would forget. And I want to thank Cameron,
for reading all my stories and giving me feedback and ideas when I
would write myself into a corner. Having the three of you as my
sons has been a blessing and a pleasure. Also, thanks to Laurie and
Kenny for getting me the research I needed for more authenticity in
my stories. Finally, thanks to Liz and Lea Ellen, who busted butt
in editing my books! Thanks to Penny Nichols for beta reading! Good
work guys. Keep on astral running. Ride hard, Ride free!

I’d like to thank my favorite Rock band,
Nickleback, and my favorite Heavy Metal rock band, Godsmack, for
rocking me through my writing. Keep rocking! Also, a thanks to my
favorite Rap bands, ICP, Twiztid and Eminem. The love scenes were
inspired by a CD mix I made with my various favorite “Mood” music.
Oh yeah, it worked. HA!

 


(The typos below are deliberate)

 


Just one More note: i have Three very special
people i hope read the whole series. You know who you all are. if
you do, hey, i am here, still Alive, bring me in from The cold.
Sushi and Margaritas until the End Of time On our own island in
Nature’s paradise.

 


In Loving memory of R.J. Kirkham, the 'hood
took you too young. We miss you, bro.


Catrina’s
Prologue

 


Finding your soulmate is a great gift. No
gift of the Gods, however, comes without a price and when you are a
child of the Gods, the price can be even steeper. In order for my
mates and I to find each other, we had to stay celibate. The Gods
also tacked on a 'save the world' quest.

Thanks to a prophecy that is told in many of
today’s religions, by the end of 2012, four and a half billion
people or more could die. Great plagues, famine and wars will take
their toll. "The end of days", which is really not the end of
mankind as most people think, but a change of life as we know
it.

The reason for this is twofold; one
scientific and one metaphysical. The scientific side is this: A
major shift in the Earth's gravitational pull has been happening
slowly for the past ten or so years. Surprisingly, not a lot of
people know this, but it is a scientific fact. On December 21,
2012, we will see the full end of the "Shift" in the polarity of
Earth. Even its' axis will be tilted more than it is now. Minor
Shifts have happened to some degree, every 5,000 years or so. Some
shorter and some longer time has spanned between shifts. With these
shifts, depending on the severity, they can cause earthquakes,
tsunamis, flooding, Earth temperature changes and many other
weather deviations. Some believe that in 2012, we will see a shift
on a magnitude that hasn't been seen in thousands of years. At one
time, our Earth’s surface was one solid piece of land. Then, after
the first ‘Great Shift’, the tectonic plates moved so far, that
many smaller continents were made. The Ice Age happened and the
Neanderthals perished.

For the metaphysical side: Myths and legends
record that during this time, all of the magickal races (dragons,
vampires, werewolves and the like) were sent to other various
dimensions through portals and astral doorways, which can only be
opened or closed during a major polarity shift. Hence, the reason
they are myths and legends in today's cultural histories. This was
done to protect man from races that were stronger, faster, smarter
and much more lethal in magickal uses than man who had no way of
protecting themselves against it. Man too, eventually would have
been wiped out as the Neanderthals were. The Gods and Goddesses
decided to separate the pure magickal races and let ingenuity and
science rule man for a time. Not all magick was lost to Earth, but
the greater magicks and the beings that can wield it were removed.
Science has ruled heavily, but with science, too, there is a price.
Pollution, skepticism, and a disregard for nature and natural
cycles; as well as the imbalance of feminine and male roles in most
cultures and newer religions got the attention of The Gods, once
again. Now, They want the door opened to hopefully bring balance
back between the female and male aspects, as well as a healthy
respect for the Earth and The Gods themselves. Therefore, a great
change is coming and most are completely unaware. And with great
change, always comes a great price.

The Gods and Goddesses of many of the older
religious pantheons of Earth got together and decided to have
children that would be mated to other pantheons, to combine and
amplify power, like in the days of old on Earth. The merging of two
powerful houses' of Lords in marriage would have influence over a
more vast area. By putting us in human physical bodies that were
birthed by human women, it gave Them a channel of power here on
Earth for a more effective use to help bring down the death toll,
ease those left through the new changes here on Earth and to
protect them from the more aggressive magickal races that are
coming back. I am one of those children: the first born daughter of
the Triple Goddess and Her Consort, from an ancient Celtic
pantheon. There are six of us - three daughters and three sons, all
placed into separate physical mothers at conception. Only my
youngest brother and I share the same physical father - a High Dark
Adept, who also happens to be a Mafia Don. Lucky us. Searching for
my soulmates, using astral magicks, opened a whole can of worms on
my astral spiritual heritage; more than I was ready for, in many
ways. It could be part of the reason why it took fifteen long years
to find my mates on the physical plane.

The prequel to this story
(which may be written sometime in the future) will tell the tale of
how I had learned to use my powers and astral project out of my
body. Using this method of astral projection for finding my
soulmate, I met Antonio, one of my mates, briefly, for about three
seconds. I tried again, sometime later and made it to Demitri's
mansion, Antonio’s eldest brother. Their middle brother, Andre, had
felt me coming; curious, he followed me home using the same
technique. I fell in love with all three of them and when made to
decide which one, I said all or nothing. They chose all. We found
out later that's the way it was supposed to be and made peace with
it. I had also met my brothers and sisters (who had different
physical parents then me) but we had the same spiritual Mother and
Father. During this time, my evil physical father, a High Dark
Adept, tried many times to keep us apart and even tried to kill me
a few times. Then, another new enemy joined the fray. The outcome
was me being cursed and my powers brought down to minimum levels.
Many of my psychic powers were blocked and without those powers, I
could not find the physical location of my mates (though we now
lived in the same town). We had gotten that far, before I was
cursed. Even blocked, I would not stand down, and many magickal
battles ensued, leading up to a battle with the dark God Orochi. We
won, and that lifted my curse; but, lost because we died. The
Goddess brought us back and "Blessed" us by modifying our physical
bodies. I, then, finally got to meet my mates. They brought my
brothers and sisters to their home and I got to meet them
physically, as well. We were then wed by my youngest brother,
Gerard. Unfortunately, fifteen years of darkness had left its' toll
on me and I froze on my wedding night. This story is what happened
after that. And I thought the hard part was
over....sh'yeah.

These memoirs I have written, were not only
written by me, but by the other Nightwolves. I think of them as the
true heroes of this tale, months before The Great Shift happened. I
can’t really claim to be a hero, since I was born and made for this
job. To me, a real hero is one who chooses the path of great
danger, even though they may be the most ordinary of us all. It
takes great courage to face the Great Shift with no extra tricks up
ones sleeve. I had them write their own memories from their view
point and I put them together within this story, here and there, as
best I could. This story is for them, as it should be, for the
truly great heroes of our time.


Chapter One

White moves first

 


Cassie and I were late for the meeting in the
war room at the base in Truax Field with General Pierce and the
Nightwolves. We had been paged right in the middle of healing some
soldiers in the East Wing of the base hospital and couldn’t stop
what we were doing to answer our pagers. It was a hazard of the job
of being mercenary, as well as magick users, who couldn’t ignore
the pain of a wounded soldier. Using our gifts for good has always
been a priority in our training, but lately, times have made it
seem we used our gifts mostly for defense, rather than for good
deeds. We had been trying to rectify that by spending more time in
the hospital at Naval Air Station, more commonly known as Truax
Field, and volunteering time as nurse’s aides at the local hospital
in Corpus Christi, Texas.

Though, we had to hide what we were doing
from the locals and even had to watch ourselves on the base, where
they sort of knew what we were doing, but pretended ignorance for
the sake of budget and personnel cuts. We couldn’t be too obvious
in our healings in either place, lest word got out witches were
real and burning us females at the stake became all the rage again.
I definitely wasn’t into torture; which I'd found out recently and
would happily pass up being ousted as a witch.

I really was one, but I was also more than
just a witch and not one of the evil kind. However, after having
just recently healed, both physically and psychically, from being
tortured by an evil General who was also a High Dark Adept, who was
trying the 'ole rule the world' ploy (which when you think about
it, it's really a stupid plan). It’s been tried so often before by
others, it’s practically a cliché now. Movies, books and real life
evil-doers have been trying the same 'ole, same 'ole, for so long.
Can’t the bad guys think of anything new to try, to ruin someone’s
good day? I mean, come on! Although, what I thought was worse than
wicked bad guys, were people who, either out of ignorance or just
plain stupidity, helped the bad guys by vilifying the good guys,
like us. Yes, we may be different and yes, we may be magick users,
but that didn’t make us worthy of death. The Gods and Goddesses
themselves put our spiritual bodies into human infants to be borne
by human mothers so we could grow up and help save the world from
those who would enslave it. Yet, because of what we were, half
demi-God children and witches, we would still, to this day, be
burned at the stake, if the sheeple could get away with it. Then,
who would protect them and this world from the dark covens and dark
Gods, hmm?

Stupid mortal humans, I grumbled to myself.
Why we risked ourselves to save this dumb assed planet full of
sheeple sometimes eluded me, until one of my mates would point out
some smiling infant with wide, beautiful, innocent eyes that hadn’t
been shut closed by this world’s society yet. Then the baby would
burst into a joyful giggle when they saw me. Every time I saw one
of those cute, chubby cheeked babies, my heart would melt and I
would pray this child would grow up smarter and more tolerant than
his or her parents. That would make all this crap worth it
then.

My attitude had been mellowing so much lately
though that I couldn’t even get up the old angst of how much I
really hated people in general. My mates were the culprits in
taming my usual hot temper, turning me into a much more relaxed
version of my usual self. Everyone, at one point or another, has
done double turns at watching me smile for no apparent reason.
Smiling wasn’t what I usually did. Snarling, sneering or throwing
wicked evil grins was more my style, but lately, I just couldn’t
tap into the anger needed for any of that. I had found my happy
place and my mates were the center of that warm safe retreat. No
one was used to it; even the General looked at me oddly from time
to time these days. I couldn’t even care enough for that as I
looked around my environment and remembered how blue and clear the
sky was this morning as we rode to the base for the big test to see
if I had healed enough, on all levels inside, to use my powers
without causing my brain any more damage. I smiled happily as my
sister and I walked down the long corridor to the war room to meet
up with the rest of the team for the big meeting.

My sister took a long sideways glance at me,
but she wasn’t smiling. “Sister…”

“Hmmm?”

“Are you sure you are all right?”

I looked at her, and asked, “Why wouldn’t I
be?”

Her expression grew pensive. “We have noticed
how distracted you've been lately. Not that anyone could blame
you.”

“Distracted?”

“Well, yes. Distracted would be the best word
to use. It’s just that you haven’t really gone after General
Robertson like we had expected you to.”

I stopped walking and turned to her. “Shamus
said not to use my power to even tap into the watcher. Everyone has
been on my case about not using my powers so I don’t blow anymore
blood vessels in my brain, and now I have been distracted?”

“That’s not what I mean. It didn’t come out
right.” She took a deep breath. ”It’s good that you followed orders
so well this time, but, that’s the problem. You don’t usually
follow anyone’s rules and now you just seem to be flowing along
without any direction. No goals. The Coven follows you, and without
any direction, we don’t know where we should be putting all of our
energy.”

“You guys ride my ass when I do things my way
and then you ride my ass when I follow orders. I really wish you
would make up your friggin’ minds,” I snorted and started down the
hall again.

She moved to catch up to me. “I am sorry.
You’re right, but after what happened to you, we thought you would
want to retaliate immediately. We thought we would have to
literally tie you down to hold you back and here you are just going
along with things…well, it's a little disturbing for those of us
who've known you for so long. The General and the others too, know
that there is something different about you. They just don’t
understand exactly what - and frankly, we don’t either.” She looked
up at me, her brown eyes wide with concern. “We are worried you're
losing your edge and what that might mean for you when we go up
against the Dark Coven,” she rushed her explanation so fast, I
barely caught on to what she was saying and that wasn’t her usual
MO She had a precise way of talking and rushing her words together
wasn’t normal. This showed me how upset she was.

Half of me wanted to get pissed, but the
other half understood what was upsetting the rest of The Coven.
Nothing was more dangerous to a mercenary team than a leader who
has lost their edge. My anger had given me my edge, I knew this
subconsciously, but I also knew that I had never been so happy in
my life and by the Goddess, I friggin’ deserved to be happy after
all the crap that I'd been through. It’s not my fault my other
siblings have had fifteen plus years of peace and quiet to enjoy
their mates and have the blessings of children and the time spent
with them, while I was trapped in my own personal hell the entire
time. This was my time. This was my chance. I knew they didn’t
understand just how close I had come to losing my mind. It was a
miracle I hadn't gone completely, fucking insane from being so
close to my mates, but still not being able to touch them. To hold
them. To get to know them as my siblings knew their own mates. They
would never understand. How could they? They couldn’t even fathom
it. Sure, they'd seen me go through it - unable to help me undo the
curse that had trapped me - but they could never understand the
pain, mentally and emotionally, that I'd gone through; or how often
I came to offing myself just to stop the nightmare.

I still couldn’t really get angry at her,
though.

“Listen, the Coven doesn’t have anything to
worry about. For one, what I went through with General Robertson
wasn’t anything worse than what I went through as a kid. Ok, maybe
not quite that bloody, but still, nothing that I haven’t been
taught to handle a long time ago. So, me getting pissed and wanting
revenge isn't going to happen.” I looked over at her. “Oh, we will
even the score. Never doubt that. But, we are going to do it smart,
when they least suspect it.” I smiled again with the ghost of my
usual evilness. “Let them relax and let down their guard before we
strike at them and make them regret fucking with us.” I saw her
shoulders loosen up and her own smile reappeared. “We can’t let
what they did slide, but we can pick our time when the odds are
more in our favor.”

“All right, Sister,” her tone relieved. “That
sounds like a valid move and a smart one. You know we are behind
you all the way. Just let us know what we need to do to get things
moving towards that goal.”

Who would of thought the Coven would be
hungry for immediate action and I would be the one who was willing
to wait for the right moment to strike? Maybe I really had lost my
edge. I didn’t let it worry me, though. I knew things would be all
right in the end. I didn’t know how yet, but I knew it would be all
right. Meanwhile, I was going to enjoy every minute of finally
being with my mates and damn the consequences.

“Never fear, sister dear. I will.” I winked
at her and we continued down to the war room together.

We were just about to walk from the building
that was used mostly for hospital staff and patients, to the base,
as a young man walked by us and accidentally bumped up against
me.

“Excuse me...miss?” he said and stopped dead
in his tracks. “You're the one!” he exclaimed, incredulous.

“I think you have made a mistake,” I said,
nicely.

“No, it's you. You saved me. You're real.” He
couldn't seem to get over actually seeing me in the flesh.

Actually, he really shouldn't have recognized
me at all. Most coma patients never remembered anything from their
time in a coma such as Juan Rico had suffered from. A few weeks
ago, I'd brought his spirit back from the astral planes after
healing the rest of his body the doctors couldn't fix. He was an
Air Force pilot and had had a really bad day and almost lost his
life. Until I brought him back and for some reason he seemed to
recollect it.

“You must have me mixed up with someone else.
Is there a doctor we can get for you or something?”

“No, I know what I saw and what I heard. You
said I had to come back and help save the world. That this world
was in danger. Now you're here and that means it was all real. My
mother was right.”

Confused I asked him, “What do you mean?”

“My mother came here when I woke up from the
coma and I told her about this real-seeming dream I'd had. She said
it was no dream that I had been saved and brought back. She said if
I ever saw you, I needed to do whatever God had in plan for me,
because it would be important. That it was why I came back, when
the doctors had told her to be prepared in making arrangements for
my funeral. Then, I woke up, and I'm completely healed. I just got
back from my checkup and they said it’s a miracle that I don't have
any long range problems. Most face months, if not years, of
rehabilitation, but not me. My mother was right.”

Oh, shit. Mexican families were more
superstitious then in most cultures. They still remember the times
of magick working and had earlier myths and legends then most races
of people here. They were also more attuned with the Earth, as were
American Indians. They were steadfast in their beliefs and were
really hard to sidetrack when it came to esoteric situations.
Especially dreams. They were really big on dreams. In a nutshell,
it was going to be a pain in the ass getting this guy off of my
trail.

I had read his file before taking on his
case. He had scored highest in his class and was one hell of a
pilot. The crash was not his fault and if it hadn't been for his
flying skills, the crew aboard would also have been killed or badly
injured. Because of his skill, only he'd suffered the worst injury
on that flight. That, in and of itself, was a freakin' miracle.

“Come outside with us,” I told him. I didn't
ask, it was more of an order. Cassie had that look in her eyes
again. Probably thought I was going to off him or something. Back
in the old days, I would have, if the situation called for it, but
today I had a better idea. I went with my gut instincts.

Outside, where there was less chance of
having ears on the walls, I turned to him. “Fine. I did and yes
this world is in for some shit. We might need you but not right
this minute.” Before he could ask any questions, I gave him answers
he would have asked about, making it easier for me. “No, I don't
know when or how, but do me a favor. Don't talk about it or your
dreams, and if you don't have a problem working with a pagan High
Priestess, I sure don't have a problem working with one of God's
people. I like God and Jesus just fine but I really hate the
church, so if you have a problem with that, keep walking and forget
you ever saw me.”

“You're a Bruja?”

A Bruja was a Mexican witch, and most of the
time, they weren't nice guys. It was why most Southwestern houses
had painted their doors blue. The myth was, a witch couldn't cross
into a house with a blue door, or spell anyone in the house. They
were right on that one. That didn't stop me from going into a house
with a blue door, though. But my intentions had always been
good.

“Witch, yes, Bruja, no. Like I said, I like
God; I think Jesus is very cool, hate the church. My Goddess is
Celtic. Is that going to be a problem?” I gave it to him short and
sweet, because I was pressed for time. I was supposed to be at the
meeting in the war room.

He thought about it and said, “No. No, I
don't have a problem with it. Things felt too light, too good, for
it to have been evil, but why do you hate the church?”

“I'm supposed to be in a meeting right now.
In about five hours, go see a General Pierce in that building over
there.” I pointed to the building we were heading to. “General
Pierce will give you some papers to sign and a list of books you'll
have to read for yourself, if you want an answer to that question
and make your own decisions. Like I said, I am very late.”

He understood I was pressed for time. “All
right, I understand. Maybe later, we can talk?”

“Sure, if I can get some down time. Take
care.” I started to turn away then turned back to him. “Oh, General
Pierce may tell you many things that may blow your mind. Just
remember to breathe and know it's all part of a grand scheme of
things. Just don't ask me what. I'm still trying to figure it out
myself.”

We turned back to the building.

“All right, and hey, thanks!” he yelled after
me.

I waved and kept walking.

“You're sure that was a good idea?” Cassie
asked.

“You had another?”

“We could have just told him it was nothing
more than it was a dream, a coincidence. You didn't have to verify
any of it for him.”

“Sister mine, pieces keep being thrown in my
path. I am going to start collecting them and someday use them.
We've got Marines, We've got Special Forces, now we've got Air
Force, or a start, in that branch now. Robertson and Williams have
got their players. We need to gather ours.”

“I can see how that would be a good idea for
a mundane operation, but the risk of exposure to us greatly
increases with every person who knows what we really are.”

“True, but when have I ever played it safe?”
I grinned at her. “Sometimes, you got to say what the fuck, make a
move, and see what happens.”

She shook her head at me. “Just make sure
what happens isn't pitchforks and stakes.”

“Well, if we get bored, that could be fun,
too.”

She laughed at me.


Chapter Two

Double Space Pawn

 


General Pierce stated the obvious as we
walked in. “You’re late.” But his tone wasn’t clipped yet. He was
getting used to working with magickal Mercs. He was waiting for a
plausible excuse.

We usually did have one and this time was no
different. “Sorry, General, everyone,” nodding to the group.
“Healing in the East Wing was needed today.” I'd tell him about
Lieutenant Juan Rico after the meeting, privately, in his
office.

Cassie and I took our seats and waited for
the General to either roast us or get on with the reason for the
meeting of all of my family of mercenaries, O’Hara's Special Forces
team, and Captain Holland with all four squad leaders of the Marine
Alpha 53rd Recon.

My Kla’ din mates were there, as well,
looking more American by the day with Andre’s shopping sprees.
Andre was one of three mates I had Earth-side. My other two
Earth-side mates were Andre’s brothers, Demitri and Antonio. They
were the heart and soul of Caberelli Corporations, second only to
Bill Gates according to Forbes, but not nearly as mercenary in
business, even though we were Mercs for the military. Ironic,
really.

General Pierce had made a coalition of his
Special Forces and my family of mercenaries to help save Earth from
the effects of the Great Shift that was happening. We also fought
with blade and magick against dark forces that threatened this
world’s freedom.

“Yes, well then, we have several items on the
agenda today. Let’s start with the most important one.” He slid a
file across the table to me where I sat with most of the
Nightwolves. A few had to stand behind their respective mates when
we ran out of room when these larger meetings were called. We would
definitely be over crowded if the rest of the Alpha 53rd Recon were
also posted to the meetings, but they usually had to wait until the
meeting was over, for the squad leaders to return with news of
whether they were needed in the field or not.

Wizard, who was part of O’Hara’s Special
Forces team, showed me a file with the information he and one of my
mates had been investigating for the past two weeks. “We’ve managed
to ascertain that besides a hurricane in Manitoba, Canada in '07,
classed as an F-5, and one in Iowa in '08, neither is showing on up
our radar with an open portal, still to this day.”

Antonio inserted, “We think, for a portal to
be open, a natural disaster of huge proportions has to occur. A F-5
or a lot of tornadoes like the nine that showed up in Tornado alley
at the same time. An earthquake of no less than a 6.5. Anything
less, and no portals are opening. On this supposition, we looked at
the history of natural disasters and found another portal hiding in
the Pacific Ocean, from the tsunami that hit in '04 near Indonesia.
Wizard and I think that because of the large body of water, this
portal has hidden itself, because of the pulse disruption with the
tides messing with the signal.”

“The only anomaly is Saudi Arabia. No major
disaster happened there, but a portal was there allowing in those
werewolves that attacked on that one mission, infecting Craven,”
Wizard finished the outline for the group.

“So, how did a portal show up there?” General
Pierce asked.

O’Hara tapped another file that General
Pierce hadn’t shared with the group yet. “We think General
Robertson has a witch who is able to predict major disasters before
they happen. They go to the site before it strikes and gather the
energy that it makes and then directs it to open a portal
instead.”

I was shocked. “So, they actually stopped a
disaster from happening and used it to direct a portal opening?
Talk about irony. But, why stop the disaster? Why not let it hit
and then find the portal?”

Antonio said, “Well, if they have no quick
way of detecting it like we do, the next best thing would be to use
the energy from a major earthquake and make a portal right where
you want it. That would give them first contact and total control
of the portal from the start.”

General Pierce slid another file over to our
side of the table. “Case in point that supports your conclusion.
After that F-5 hit Greenburg in ‘07, there was a rash of missing
people reported, then suddenly it stopped in late ‘09. We are
assuming that’s when General Robertson found the portal and put the
mesh over it. It would stop the vampires from their world from
coming into ours without his permission.”

“Great, so we owe another thank you to the
jerk for stopping people from being kidnapped?” I groaned.
Although, I didn’t think stopping natural disasters was necessarily
a good thing, either. The Earth has to move as she will, or there
will be a high price to pay for it, later on.

“Who’s to say there isn’t more people being
fed to the vampires? With Robertson’s contacts, he could easily
have kids and women taken a lot more discreetly from other places
and shipped to Kansas. From there, he could then gain favors from
the vampires for being the one supplier, like a drug lord would
be,” Demitri added.

I nodded my head, “Now that would be more his
MO. He did tell me, while he was torturing me, he and some pastor
had ‘young delights’ they tortured in his basement many times. They
wouldn’t be able to do that if they kept taking kids from that town
and it not be noticed, sooner or later. The town’s population isn’t
that large. They would have to traffic the victims in from other
areas, so as not to draw notice to what they're doing.”

“So, since we now know he controls the one
portal, how many others does he control?” Cassie asked.

Antonio shrugged. “There is no telling how
many, if he has a witch who can predict them before they happen.
They can then have an untold number, since there wouldn’t be a
natural disaster to mark it. With the black mesh Cat was stuck in
when they had captured her, we can’t pick it up with the tracking
system or with any of our other abilities.”

“Do we know how many, or who, is in his dark
coven?” Cassie asked.

“Nine were killed in Kansas. Funny, how the
base there isn’t making a big noise about it, which tells me most
of the brass there, either know about Robertson, or is also
involved in the Dark Coven directly. Further investigations brought
about these names of people he meets with most frequently. There is
brass from the Pentagon in this folder. It would behoove all here
not to repeat these names outside of this room, even in private.”
General Pierce arched his eyebrows and gave everyone at the table a
deep look. Everyone nodded their agreement, as he slid the file
over for us to look at it (the O’Hara had tapped on earlier).

The list of names was scary. There were so
many in the Pentagon, it amazed me we have been able to operate as
we have, since I knew General Pierce answered to a few of the
movers and shakers there. Luckily, none of their names were on the
list.

One name caught my eye though. “Hey, this guy
is a weather man. How much you wanna bet here is our dark witch
weather predictor. Says here he works for my favorite news station,
which I love to bash, for their pontificating bullshit.”

Demitri looked over my shoulder and snorted,
“Yes, I remember hearing you yell at the TV screen when they were
preaching at every newscast like it came from God’s own lips. You
are so cute when you do that.”

He winked at me. “Do you think they're going
to hear you, or what, babe?” Andre chuckled, shaking his head at
me.

I turned a nice shade of pink. “Well damn,
they piss me off. What they do isn’t journalism, its brainwashing
crap for crying out loud. They are making a mockery of the Fourth
Estate and that makes me mad.”

Antonio leaned over, “But you yell at scary
movies, too.” With a high falsetto voice, he mimicked, “Dumb ass
woman, don’t you know you should never go outside when there's a
scary noise? You deserve to die, ya dumb ass.”

Everyone started laughing at me, which I
could only grin at.

“Dumb ass always dies though, don’t they? I
mean, come on, a scratching noise? Oh look, let's go outside so the
mad man with the pick-ax can whack me.” I rolled my eyes at the
movies coming out lately.

Demitri laughed, “But, it’s just a movie,
honey.”

“Well, let’s go make scary noises at the
weather witch and see if we can get him to do something dumb?” I
smiled. “Maybe he’ll do the predictable thing and tell us all. Then
we can whack him.”

General Pierce grunted, “We can detain him,
but I don’t know about the whacking part, Cat.”

“There is only one way to stop a dark witch,
General, and that’s whacking its head off.” my eyes narrowed at
him.

“I understand that, but he still falls under
the guise and the laws of a civilian. Legally, the only thing we
can detain him on is a suspect in terrorist activities. We can’t
prove he is using magick to create portals to hostile worlds.”

I grinned evilly. “Exactly. So, he now falls
under our laws, which after a serious interrogation, we can whack
him.”

General Pierce sighed, “Your laws aren’t
recognized by the U.S. You’d be putting me in a bind, Cat.”

I understood his predicament. Premeditated
murder just wasn’t in his makeup. Neither was it in mine, but if
the weather witch confessed to not only helping General Robertson,
but participating in black rituals, then, by his own admission, he
would have to be executed. That was something I could live with. So
long as the confession wasn’t done by torture. I didn’t agree with
torture for anyone. A person would confess to a crime even if he
didn’t do it, just to get the pain to stop. So torture, in my
opinion, was useless as a tool.

General Pierce's hands were even more tied,
being military than mine. He was used to upholding his oath as an
Officer and defending the Constitution. Although, with the Patriot
Act in place, it took away most of a person’s Constitutional and
Civil rights which is one of my other soap boxes. However, being
what we were, we had our own Laws and Regulations that superseded,
right or wrong, even America’s Constitutional Laws. The problem
being, first and foremost, the American justice system wouldn’t and
couldn’t deal with a black witch. First, they wouldn’t believe it,
and secondly, they couldn’t hold a true magick user, even if one
could be proven to be breaking laws in the first place using
magick. General Pierce was still bound in upholding the Laws he had
sworn to protect. This could cause friction between his military
mind-set and our way of dealing with black witches.

“How are you going to stop a black witch from
casting spells against you and your men, General?” I asked.

“Couldn’t we just use that potion your
brother made for your cell at The Nightwolves Lair?”

“Sure, we can spray paint it over a silver
mesh and coat one of your cells here.” I leaned closer over the
table. “It would work, but sooner or later, you will have to either
charge him, which by your own laws, civil or military, you can’t,
so you’ll have to let him go. What then, General?”

He closed his eyes and it looked like he was
slowly counting to ten. I tended to make him do that often.

“If, by some chance, he goes missing before I
can send a team over to pick him up, make sure I don’t find him
anywhere here. Are we clear?”

“I get it, General.”

“Anywhere here. Are we clear?” His eyes were
hard.

“Crystal.”

I leaned back and contacted
my youngest brother with telepathy. ‘Brother, make a call to New York. Ask one of the Major
Mafioso families to detain the weather witch for us. Make sure they
know how to contain him and move him, unharmed, to the portal in
Japan using one of Demitri’s planes. Once he's through the portal,
move him to Trinidad. We’ll deal with him there.’

‘Consider it done.’

This was one of the few times being related
by blood to a Mafia Don came in handy, when one had to walk on the
other side of the law. Again, I thought how ironic it was, that The
Mafia would play a role in helping to save the world. Not
everything bad was evil and sometimes being bad was necessary to
make something even better happen. This was one of those few times.
I knew we would have conflict from time to time with the Military
and American laws, but the real problem would be our physical
father, if he decided to step into the game and oppose us. He was
not only The Don for our family, but also the High Priest for The
Families own Dark Coven. Every member was Family, by blood, or
marriage. My father’s Coven practiced a more Stregarian dark side
of magick, where if a human sacrifice was needed, it was done. My
brother and I formed our own Coven, since we sided with the Light,
and that infuriated my father to no end, to the point that he had
ordered a hit on me…twice. Our father thought I had turned my
brother against the family- which I hadn't. I just told my brother
I would love him, no matter what path he chose to follow. I loved
my father, too, even though he still didn’t believe it nor would he
admit I was his daughter by blood. I was only half Sicilian and
that wasn’t good enough for the Family. And to make matters worse,
I was female, so I was utterly useless to them in their eyes. With
my brother choosing to be a part of our Coven instead, and turning
his back on being groomed to take over as the future Don and High
Dark Adept for the Family, my death was still greatly desired by my
father. I felt like I was putting the General in the same category
as my father, by having to circumvent around his ethics, though our
goals were one and the same. Not so, with my father and his Dark
Coven, but then again, I still didn’t know that if a choice had to
be made, what side my Family’s Dark Coven would chose. As the
prophecy drew nearer though, I knew without a doubt, that day would
come. I would dread it, because even though they worshiped the dark
most times, I would still loathe hurting any of my Mafia family.
Most of them may be evil, but I still cared about their well being,
regardless. Another thing for my siblings to worry about, I
supposed.

 


O’Hara broke me out of my musings. “So, when
do we detain the weather witch?”

He and his team would be the ones to bring
the weather witch in for questioning, apparently.

“Let’s save that for after this list of
portals has been dealt with. We’ll send someone to keep an eye on
him until then. Gather more evidence and such.” I understood he was
giving me time to handle things our way. I would also have to clear
it with my Kla’ din mates later, for moving the weather witch
through their lands to my portal. I made a mental note to ask them
after the meeting was over.

“Now, what do we do about the voodoo people
who may be sending these tornadoes in retaliation?” General Pierce
asked me.

“I can send word out to
talk to them about it. If
they are even doing it, that is,” I
suggested.

The General nodded. “True, that F-5 didn’t
happen for over two years. Your theory doesn’t quite track with
that kind of time table.”

“Ah, but it does, actually. Have you seen New
Orleans lately? It still has damage and people from there are still
scattered over five other states. The list of families still
looking for their kids is over four hundred, to this day. When a
people are scattered like that, it would take time to settle
somewhere else and build up a power base, General,” I informed
him.

He looked confused. ”What do you mean?”

“It’s like this. No matter what flavor of
magick you run, you have to build a power base before you can do
major magick, in most cases. I am one of the few, who can raise
power without a power base and only because I have my mates bonded
to me. If I were alone, my magick levels wouldn’t be as high for
one, and then I may need a power base to build up, before I could
throw any major spells around. Voodoo people are even more tied to
their power bases, because of what they call an Oum’ phor. It’s a
sacred place of worship that takes many sacrifices and spells done
in one purified area, before they can muster enough power to throw
a major spell. Even I, who have lived here in Corpus Christi for
only a few months, have my power base built up to only a fourth of
the power I would need if I were alone. My altar is my sacred space
and the more spells I perform at my place of worship, the more
power builds there for me. Now, someone who has been displaced
because of Katrina, would need time to find a new home, and time to
rebuild their power base. Only a few true Vaudouns have that kind
of power.”

“But, the TV evangelist made their snide
comments and those nine tornadoes hit Kansas pretty damn quickly,”
O’Hara interjected. “How did the Haitian voodoo priests get powered
so fast?”

“You’re talking about Haitian voodou verses
New Orleans voodoo, buddy. Haitians come from a long line of voodoo
practitioners that goes back to Africa, and if you’re talking
Africa you’re talking about the primordial of magick. People say
Africa is the birth place for mankind. Well, if that’s true, it is
also the birth place of Magick; Primordial Magick, which was
carried in its most pure form to Haiti. Haiti, after all this time,
has deep pockets of this primordial magick and even after a
disaster, you can bet their Vaudouns can pull some pretty powerful
stuff off with no waiting. New Orleans voodoo is also mixed with
French and Catholic influences. Well, Haitians also incorporated
some of the Catholic Saints into their Voodou, but it is still more
pure then New Orleans Voodoo, which is a slightly different flavor
of Voodoo.”

“So, can your laws do anything with these
people? What they did caused the loss of innocent lives,” the
General asked.

“You honestly need to understand Vaudouns and
their sense of justice. If they did what we think they did, then
they are justified under their own laws in retaliation. You and I
might not think so, but under their own flag, they would have the
right. We cannot and will not roll up against them. It would be
trying to push our form of magickal laws onto them, which is just
as bad as the church trying to make everybody live by what they
consider right, with birth control and marriage rights
worldwide.”

The General wanted clarification. “So, you
won’t act against them?”

I shook my head. “We don’t have the right to.
I can ask them to let us take care of this from our side, but we
can’t force them to. It’s out of our jurisdiction, magickally
speaking.”

“You’ll ask?” O’Hara looked surprised.

I nodded my head. “And I’ll ask nicely, too.
Vaudouns are a power to be respected. True, we might be able to
take them in a magickal fight, but it would cost us dearly. Very
dearly. I would rather take on a horde of Draugralls; it would be
easier.”

O’Hara shook his head. “They are that
powerful?”

“Oh yes, the primordial of magick; never
forget that. But also, as I said, mainly because, according to
their own laws, they would have had the right to respond as they
did. I know innocents got hurt and that sucks. If there is a price
to be paid for that, they’ll be paid by the Laos, but we can’t
interfere with their ways. We can ask them though, to think about
the fact that innocents got hurt that had nothing to do with what
the asswipe said, nor the woman from a Baptist Church who tried
stealing their children. But, as I said, their sense of justice is
quite different from ours and we don’t have the right to stop them.
That move would be up to the Gods themselves, not us.”

Wizard snorted, “Yet, you would cut off the
head of this black witch?”

I frowned at him. “Yes, because his form of
magick is the dark side of what we do. He then falls under our
jurisdiction. The best we can do is to send protection for those in
Kansas and others in tornado alley, which we have done. Though,
they would never thank us for sending what protection we can, they
would burn us for sure if they knew. But, still, we’ll protect them
by shielding. I don’t know if it will help and we have to let
nature do what nature does, but if any storms aren’t started
naturally, we can deflect those.”

O’Hara asked, “Why not stop all storms and
earthquakes, if you could do that?”

“Because, nature has to do what nature does.
We've talked about this at some length and have come to the
decision of not getting in Mother Nature's way, but to use our
powers to ease the suffering from the effects of any disasters.
Hurricanes being the exception, if they are affecting a land mass.
Plus, think of the ramifications if we did stop all natural
disasters, if we had all of the abilities needed to do so. The
world needs to move and blow off its steam one way or another. If
we were to stop an earthquake in one area, it would only release
itself somewhere else and it could be twice as deadly. Hurricanes,
I can slow down, but only if it is affecting a land mass;
otherwise, I am not allowed to touch them by Law. The ocean has to
breathe and the ocean is under the jurisdiction of Neptune, not the
Triple Goddess. We have no say there and He told me hurricanes are
a way for the ocean to breathe and grow in marine life at the
bottom of the ocean. If we stopped all hurricanes, we would stop
life from moving under the ocean. That would be a very bad thing,
eventually.”

Wizard was curious. “What happened with
Katrina once it affected the land? That one didn’t slow down at
all.”

“It did for a bit,” I corrected. “It went
down to a category three, but then, in the last three hours before
it was to hit New Orleans full force, for some weird reason, it got
a huge boost in energy and went back to a category five. After
that, no matter what I did, it wouldn’t slow down. I often wondered
if someone wasn’t helping it gain speed and shielding me from it.
That storm felt wrong from the get-go. I remembered that and asked
Dar, my trainer at the time, about it. She, too, thought it felt
wrong; that it was goaded by something else, but we never could
find out by who or what. It was before I found my mates so my power
levels weren’t at full strength at the time, but I did try.” I felt
sad that I couldn’t have done more.

I loved New Orleans and its' people. I had a
respect for their ways of life there and their various religions.
New Orleans was such a unique American culture that blended in
various creeds of people that made that city a wonder that can’t be
found anywhere else in America. I felt sad for its loss and knew it
would never be the same again, but I also knew that New Orleans
would someday make a comeback and some of their shine would live
again. It was such a diverse place and had such strength, I knew it
would find a way to grow again, being even stronger, diverse and
more beautiful once again.

General Pierce asked, snapping me out of my
thoughts, “So, Tornado Alley is now protected?”

I took a deep breath. “As best as we can make
it. The natural ones will have to be let loose, but for anything
unnatural, we should know about it and be able to stop it. Most
tornadoes get going between three pm and seven pm. Scientists call
it the ‘magic five’ hour; weird how they put metaphysical idioms to
things they are trying to learn to explain in a scientific manner,”
I grinned at the General. ”So, between those hours, we’ll keep our
own eyes on it our way.”

“Good. Are you healed enough now to get back
into action?” he asked.

“Yes, that’s why we went healing in the
hospital today, just to make sure. Shamus gave me a clean bill of
health.” I had been driving my astral familiar, Shamus, nuts with
begging him to let me use my powers over the last few weeks.

I had been hurt badly when I closed a large
vortex alone and the blow-back had messed me up, spiritually
speaking, in a bad way. I had been held back from using any of my
gifts because every time I did another aneurysm would show up
physically in my brain. I had just recently healed enough, finally,
to be able to use my talents once more.

General Pierce nodded, “Good. Then you and
yours have a lot of work ahead of you. Four more blips made it on
the radar recently.”

A radar that one of my mates, Antonio, and
one of O’Hara’s Special Forces men, Wizard, came up with to alert
us when a portal opened. I called it PETS (Portal Echo Tracking
System), just to irk Antonio. He said I didn’t get to name anything
else ever again, except our future children. And maybe not even
then.

“We need teams out on each of the portals
that have opened and see if we can either make a peace treaty or
close the portal against a hostile magickal race,” the General said
tiredly.

Lately, we've been running overtime, with
racing all across the globe, every time a major natural disaster
happened due to the Great Shift pulling the tectonic plates that
raised enough energy to open a portal earlier than expected. We all
groaned over the number of portals that had opened all at the same
time. Two, were nearly in the same place in Baja, California. We
had just gotten back from doing another one in Haiti. That one too,
turned out to be hostile and had to be closed right away.

I suggested to General Pierce, “For this one
in Baja, we would only need one team with two squads attached to
save on time and Mercs.” The General and I were all for cutting
corners and costs in man power and money, so long as it didn’t
endanger the mission and the safety of our Nightwolves.

We weren’t in it for the money ourselves,
though we were Mercs. Working for General Pierce gave us a chance
to uphold our mandate with a military backing. Our mandate
consisted of saving as many lives as we could when a natural
disaster struck, make treaties with the Greater Magickal Races that
were coming through portals being opened early because of the
energy from the natural disasters, and defend Earth from the more
aggressive Magickal races that didn’t want to live in peace with
those on Earth. With the General's Special Forces team, his Marine
Recons and my mercenary family, together we were the
Nightwolves.

“That would be a good idea, because of the
second bit of news I have to tell you all today, which is the
reason for the large meeting.” He took a deep breath and folded his
hands together on the table in front of him. This was never a good
sign.

“Certain people in the White House have
gotten wind of the higher than normal activity and expenses being
spent here on this base, which was supposed to have been realigned.
Meaning downsized to the bare minimum operations. We basically have
one of two choices facing us; either we close up shop and pray for
the best…” An outburst erupted, even from a few of the squad
leaders, who knew firsthand what we faced almost on a daily basis
lately.
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