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          Characters, beings and language of Destiny

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to Destiny!

      Characters, beings and language

      
        
        Destiny Characters, Paramortals and their Magic    (People of Power, and not…yet)

        Jack Lang Sheriff, Laccasine Parish, former Navy pilot

        Tempest Pomeroy,  Tempestestaerie and mail carrier

        Montana, Dinnshencha/half-vamp, can shift into any form to defend abused women and children.

        Aurora Boreal,  Shop owner, seer? witch?  old friend of the Pomeroys

        Conor de Sept Flambé,  dragon knight /black dragon

        Dylan McGuinness,  Finrir and undercover inspector

        River Pomeroy,  Tempe’s Djnni brother, contractor

        Jordie Lang ,   Jack’s daughter

        Georgeanne Lang,  Jack’s crazy ex

        Phoebe Pomeroy, Tempe’s mother, a Tempestaerie

        Dutch Pomeroy,   Tempe’s father, an old Djnni

        Freddie Taylor,   Storm Lake’s un-handyman

        Petre, The Fae king, owner of the Faerie Inn with

        Arabella, Queen of the faerie and Tempe’s friend

        Ryan Kirkwood,  Jack’s deputy and former wingman

        Katerina Blackmoor,  half panther/vamp, friend

        SOAPs, Tempe’s friends call themselves ‘Sisters of the Astral Plane’. To humans they are soap opera fans

        Liam O’Neill,  Bon Amis’ bartender, Churichaun/vamp

      

      

      

      
        
        Glossary of Beings & Terms

      

      

      
        
        Good and Bad POPs  (Jack’s term for “People of Power”)

        Paramortal – beings who are bound through their ancestors by blood or spell to The Pact and called to defend all manner of innocent beings

        Coincidence or Para-moon – When the Paramortals’ moon, Cache and earth moon are full at the same time. The last time was 400 years ago. Exact arrival and strength is unpredictable.

        Chaos – 24 hours when blood Paramortals lose their power or suffer ill effects and their enemies take advantage of the power-down to grab power and eliminate good guys

        The Forge – a super pulse of leylines that runs through Destiny. Its center is the swamp behind Tempe’s house

        Collecte – the ancient members of the original Pact and their descendants.

        Tempestaerie – A being that can control water and air and affect earth and fire while manipulating wind and weather.

        Djinn – a fire elemental with the ability to grant wishes

        Finrir – a shifter, eight-foot tall wolfish creature with a grizzly head. (Think Wolffie from Star Wars)

        Vouivre – a four elemental water dragon that appears as a naked blonde on the bank to catch ‘food’

        Fae – the Bright Fae (good) and the Dark Fae (bad)

        Nucklavee –an ugly, mean creature that can take any form. When it dies it smells like dead fish and rotten eggs

        Goofus – a species of flying creatures that look like pterodactyls, come in many sizes

        Shmoo – smallest goofus that spews poisonous fluid

        Squonk – a larger goofus, which can also fly backwards

        Fengbo –looks like a flying head with wings for ears, has a square mouth and fat sharp teeth. It feeds on the organs of its victim while it’s alive, then carries the remains under its head until it finds a replacement.

        Walking dead – well, you know, they used to be people, and now they’re not.

      

        

      
        Paramortal Language/Terms

        Qi – core source of power within

        Para – two, side by side; to shelter, protect, or defend

        Vyal k’allanti – The Paramortal quickening, the change, literally ‘find his destiny’

        Aq’ligeameile (Aqua-le-me-elay) Paramortals – defenders of humans

        Menori – Tempe’s life force or qi

        Deremelei – living skin, the sign of a new Paramortal

        Dovelo – from do’vel, clueless, literally in denial

        Allanti  – Destiny/ Fate

        Vel lua – I love you (to a friend)

        Jah’allantiduen  - The Convergence – literally ‘as prophesied all will come together’

        Jahlua – The Collecte – All allies

        Aretuu – All Paramortal enemies, literally ‘he hates’, includes variants

        Meile q’lije (parablood) – blood of the defenders, all blood Paramortals have meile q’lije at birth

        Vazar Aquilei vel Aq’ligea meile – (Loosely paraphrased) Fae, get your asses over here and defend your Paramortal brothers

        Meile –  Blood, life source

        Aqi’lei – Fae, literally ‘one who shines’

        Jahdo v’allanti  – sign of fate

        SOAPs – Sisters of the Astral Plane

      

        

      
        Races (remein, Djinni, larein, ilein, qivan, belojah and velczhan)

        Aqiva’ni – The race of changers, shifters

        Larai’ni – ‘less than dead’, Jarai’ni  ‘more than dead’  - Vampires

        A‘ni  – same qi – same species

        Ameile – one blood – human

      

        

      
        A delij k’alant, cin valo ne kant deligda.

        “One meets his destiny on the road he takes to avoid it.”
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      Saturday, before daylight and…before the ball

      

      Montana

      “Aw, little dragon, do you think to scare me with your faux power? You forget, I know your kind.”

      What kind? Montana wondered. Dragons or Dinnshenchas? The enormous, putrid-smelling beast moved toward her. One foot slammed the thick cypress floor, making the house shudder, the next one coming down with a muffled thud followed by the sound of bones crunching, which went through Montana as if the woman on the other side of the room were her blood relative. She might as well be. The troll’s victim moaned. Thanks be to the goddess. She wasn’t dead.

      The giant’s malformed head cocked when his eyes locked on Montana, if you could call those twin pulsating orange bulbs eyes. They looked like they might drip or spew lava any second. More words came from its misshapen lips, “Why don’t you try breathing fire, imposter?”

      Montana faced the monster that had pounded his defenseless victim nearly to death. She lay near his feet, unmoving.

      When the woman had called Montana asking for help, she hadn’t said her abuser was a Dark Fae. She’d merely said, “I’m a dead woman if you don’t get here soon.” Now, its ugly, twisted body, jagged fangs, and growing magic threatened Montana as well. Running through the short list of beings that might catch him off guard, she shifted, hoping the dragon form she chose would be strong enough to subdue, if not eliminate him.

      Montana’s Dinnshencha nature made it possible to shift into any form to defend a victim of abuse. She didn’t know what dictionary the gods used in determining abuse, but she had her own, and if her Dinnshencha power didn’t respond, her warrior nature was more than capable of taking care of the situation without resorting to any of her Big Bads.

      But today, for some reason, her dragon wasn’t intimidating this giant biped.

      Montana had changed countless times over the centuries, but this was different; something was missing. Fleetingly, she allowed her thoughts to wander to the Para-moon. Was that the problem? The troll sensed her difficulty and hissed, “Go on, mini dragon. Torch me.”

      Why did he keep referring to her as a small dragon? She was twice as tall as he was, and he was the one who should be worried since she always took on the powers of her shifted form. She opened her mouth, but he just looked at her, one brow lifted—if you could call that wormy-looking thing over his eye a brow. While he waited, he pressed his other foot down on the woman’s chest. A tortured groan filled the room.

      “Well...?” the bulbous eyes bounced.

      Montana concentrated hard, and tendrils of gray smoke eased from her nostrils. Okay, she was starting to get worried now.

      “That’s what I thought,” the gnarly faced creature said. His eyes suddenly burned with hostility, the long, needlelike incisors and tongue growing larger as the muscles in his body bunched, signaling his attack. He sprang.

      A hot whoosh of flame flashed across Montana’s vision. She’d had no time to jump back. As soon as she opened her eyes, she realized—it was over. A fatal flame had scorched the offending abuser down to his one remaining foot.

      Montana and the woman were safe.

      Scorch marks marred the floor where the being had stood seconds ago. Death from above! Pretty accurate aim. Everything had been annihilated in front of Montana except the woman on the floor and the troll’s foot, which was propped on her chest. The victim’s one good eye opened and stared at the charred paw inches in front of her. Then her eye drifted toward Montana and rolled up in her head.

      Montana sighed. “Did I do that?” she wondered aloud and looked down her snout at the still oozing tendrils of gray smoke. A deep rumbling—like a hundred Vikings in the great hall enjoying a good joke—came from the direction of the ceiling. She followed the scorch mark up the wall to a blanket of stars against the night sky, and gasped.

      The most beautiful creature she’d ever seen towered over her…and the house…with the moons, Luna and Cache', as his artistic backdrop. He leaned against what was left of the roof, dragon smugness—a special kind of arrogance singular to dragons—adorning his features. Well, he had a right to be smug. He’d taken out half the roof and the variant in one fiery exhale, without harming her or the woman on the floor.

      “Oooh, you’re good,” she acknowledged, giving him a slight bow. She couldn’t find it in her heart to complain about the remaining butt-ugly appendage even though it was probably obstructing the woman’s breathing.

      He was darker than the night, like a dragon-shaped black hole, except for his red-rimmed snout, eyes, and lips, which shone like the reflector tape on the emergency vehicles she drove.

      “Lassie, you dinnae ken the half o’ it. Tell me. What made ye think ye could take on that hackit Faerie by yerself in yer lovely wee fog drakon form?”

      At least he had a sense of humor. Hackit meant really ugly. Montana thought about what he’d said. Fog. Hmm. “So that’s why I couldn’t produce the fire...” she said, more to herself. He took her measure intently, his eyes traveling over her lithe ten-foot dragon form. When she changed back to her Valkyrie-sized naked warrior body, she thought he smiled.

      She stood perfectly still, innately comfortable in her nakedness. A small stream of fire sizzled from his nostrils, and the irises swirled in his glowing, red-rimmed eyes. Then his head disappeared from view, and Montana felt a pang of disappointment, but he returned immediately with two tiny scraps of fabric dangling from an incisor. Well, they looked tiny in his massive jaws. He opened his mouth just enough to allow the material to float down and land at her feet. She recognized it. Her lingerie. You never knew where they were going to end up when you shifted.

      His eyes drifted down lazily, the horny forehead wrinkled as he said, “I know yer secret, Victoria.” Who would have thought a forty-foot dragon with a head the size of a house could wink or, raise a non-existent brow? “Better cover yourself, Lassie. The coppers have arrived.”

      
        
        * * *

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Even a mouse can appreciate a man as good-looking as Jack.

      

      Montana bent over to pick up the underwear and heard him laugh. The sound was like the rumbling of distant thunder and she felt excitement shoot along her nerve endings and heat the blood in her veins. She glanced toward the window as the sound of sirens came closer, and groaned. How was she supposed to explain this? When she looked up, he was gone. Typical male.

      Even if Jack Lang responded, no, especially if Jack Lang responded, she needed to have the blood and gore and troll pieces cleaned up, and she had to get out of there.

      Problem was… Montana looked around. There was no way out except through the front door and that wasn’t happening. She wasn’t dressed to escape, and she’d be confronted by cops directly if she tried. Which of her big uglies could dispose of the fetid oozing foot. Damn that dragon anyway. He could have easily taken care of that. For a fraction of a second, she allowed herself a forbidden, covetous thought as to how he’d escaped. Had he lifted those wings, wings that could have spanned the block, graceful and powerful—stop, Montana. Just because she couldn’t shift into anything that could actually fly… He had, of course, merely changed into a man and walked away. Or slinked off like the ungentlemanly coward he was.

      Hoping the form she’d chosen would work because she could feel the gradual lessening of power as she shifted into the perfect scavenger, one that could make quick work of the appendage—a twelve-foot alligator. “Where is Lancelot when you need him?” she muttered through gator gums as she angled her long snout sideways and snagged the foot with her teeth.

      She almost gagged as the first taste of the troll’s flesh hit her, or, the gator’s tongue. “Argh.” The sirens were getting louder, so she forced it down with massive gulps, then she took a second to assess the woman’s condition. The gator’s stomach roiled, and she—it belched. Time had almost run out on her before the cops arrived. How could that dragon have left her in this position, with an ogre’s bloody foot the size of a pig to get rid of? If she ever saw him again, she’d make him pay.

      Tires crunched on the turnoff to the house and the sound of sirens and voices outside told her help had arrived. She changed once again, but she’d miscalculated. The approaching eclipse was already having an effect. Her changes were less fluid, and this time she’d nearly gotten stuck halfway between the gator’s body and her current choice, a mouse, which would make escape easier. After several agonizing seconds she completed the change and reminded herself if she got out of this predicament and was able to return to her human form, she would not shift again until after the Para-moon.

      She planned to dart out when the EMTs entered, but that didn’t happen because Sheriff Lang entered, gun drawn, and shut the door behind him. Surely he wouldn’t shoot a defenseless little mouse.

      She turned her hair white to look more like a family pet…and burped. Damn.

      Jack must have heard a sound because he turned. She darted away, slamming headfirst into a wall, after seeing what she thought was a crack between the floor and the baseboard. Hadn’t she heard a mouse could shimmy through a hole the size of a ballpoint pen opening? Not.

      Montana wasn’t used to being on the prey end of the predator spectrum. If she hadn’t turned into the smallest animal on the planet, she wouldn’t be looking like an idiot, bumping frantically into every possible obstruction. It made her appreciate the courage it took for her women to face the bastards in their lives, most of whom were bigger and stronger than they were.

      With that thought she stopped in the middle of the floor and stood— a teeny white mouse with the soul of a Dinnshencha— and faced the sheriff straight on, her mouse’s tiny cobalt eyes locked on his pretty green ones. Even a mouse can appreciate a man as good-looking as Jack.

      His head tilted, and his eyes narrowed momentarily. Then he holstered his gun and said, “I’ve heard mice are smart, so when I open this door, why don’t you take a hike before someone steps on you.”

      For a scant second, she wondered if he’d recognized her. Come on, Montana. Really?

      With her back feet spread wide, her upper body turned with his movement toward the door. As soon as he opened it, she scampered over the threshold and took off into the woods.

      Her last view when she glanced back over her sleek furry shoulder was of Jack Lang standing back for the EMTs to attend the victim, a pair of red panties dangling from his pinky.
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      Sunday, 4am

      Talk about highs and lows.

      

      Tempe

      “Saved by the door buzzer”, Tempe muttered as she picked her way across someone’s lawn in her bare feet. That’s probably what Jack had thought after a night of friggin’ freaky lovemaking with her. He hadn’t had to make excuses not to see her again, hadn’t needed to lie to her, simply let things play out afterward.

      Tempe stooped, gathered the layers of gray and peach colored tulle into her arms and made her way down the last block to Montana’s house.

      It was an odd structure for Louisiana, a tan stuccoed rambler with a broad concrete porch across the front. The house was split into four large rooms, with terracotta floors and odd artifacts from the past on the walls. Montana’s style was simple and bold, like her. No frills, no Feng Shui. No sign of the opposite sex, or pictures of past relationships. If there was one thing you could count on, one person Tempe could count on to be the same day after day, it was Montana.

      Yesterday had started out with such promise. River was safe, and she’d had a date to the Mardi Gras ball with Jack Lang, the sheriff of Destiny, her first ever invitation to a dance. Jack had arrived at Harmony Plantation last night in a silver stretch limo with his ex-wingman and deputy playing chauffeur. They’d returned to Jack’s. She’d felt like Cinderella—until the pumpkin pulp hit the fan.

      If anyone passed her right now, they’d undoubtedly see a lovesick expression on her face. Last night, Tempe had been afraid of what would happen if she lost herself in pleasure; she’d been worried he would think her a freak and unsure if she could control her power in such an intimate situation. She’d wanted to be normal, for him. But for once, Jack had been the one to push her to let go, gently prodding her and enjoying the magic as it unfolded. It really was magical, indescribable, and the last time was ramping up to be off the charts when the door buzzer rang. And rang.

      One doesn’t just ignore a persistent doorbell in the middle of the night, especially not the parent of a teenager. Instead of the expected teenage drama though, standing on Jack’s doorstep was someone Tempe’d hoped never to meet—his voluptuous (read that: trampy) ex-wife.

      She’d thrown her arms around Jack as if she had no doubt he would take her in and let her “spend time with her baby”. Tempe wasn’t sure if the woman had been referring to Jordie or Jack. Jack didn’t seem to like his ex much, but it was too early in their relationship for Tempe to predict what he would do. Men could be fickle. He hadn’t exactly turned her away and hadn’t noticed—being all smooshed up next to her—when Tempe simply got dressed and let herself out the back door.

      Talk about highs and lows. Was it any wonder she would turn to her calm, composed, self-possessed friend, Montana? Without those qualities, in her line of work, she’d go willy-nilly through the male population of Destiny, annihilating each of them on their inevitable bad days. Montana and Dylan had been Tempe’s closest friends for years, but after what happened recently, the relationship with Dylan was a big question mark.

      Tempe walked across the patio to the rustic front door. The place must have been built to accommodate giants, with an arched entry almost as big as a castle’s. With her hand raised mid-knock, menori, Tempe’s inner storm perked up as a thump sounded against the door from the inside, followed by, “I’ve got you this time.” Montana’s voice.

      Then the deep rumble of a male voice, “Not for long, lassie. Attack.” Then, a clash of metal sliding against metal. Swords! Several strokes and parries could be heard as the opponents bumped against the walls. A chair toppled and Tempe thought a lamp fell over, but it didn’t stop the momentum of the fight. Was Montana being threatened, or was she a willing participant? Surely not in her own living room. Still, she did like her warrior arts…

      Menori bristled, ready to unlock Montana’s door, preparing to fight. Her energy sped through Tempe’s veins and pushed power to the water and air-fueled cells of her body, but the results were sluggish.

      A clank, followed by another sliding rasp of metal, and then the obvious indication that Tempe was intruding: “You have the most beautiful breasts.” The heavy Scottish accent gave a clue as to Montana’s guest.

      Montana’s throaty laugh filtered through the walls easily. “Maybe I’ll allow you to pleasure them someday, warrior.”

      Tempe’s eyes flew open. Montana not only had male company but was engaging in some kinky sword-fighting foreplay. At least that’s what all the sighing and rhythmic wall banging usually meant. She’d never known Montana to hook up with a man, even going so far as to assume that Montana might not be “into” men. That gave her another little jolt, followed immediately by guilt. There was no one she’d rather see take “the fall” than Montana, Ms. What-do-I-need-man-for, Dinnshencha.

      Tempe smiled. You go for it, my friend. If anyone deserved a special man in her life, it was Montana, who championed women with no concern for the cost to her own personal life. She didn’t think it was a conscious decision Montana made, just a matter of her nature. Tempe turned away from the door to allow menori some distance, and Montana her privacy.
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      Tempe was tired of being let down time after time. At a young age, with their father “dead” and their mother seemingly disinterested, Tempe had learned to rely on no one but herself for River’s care. Then River had gone missing, and she met Jack. He’d opened his door to sign for a package, and when their fingers met, something indescribable happened. Not to mention, there’d been all that tanned, muscled glory, the water droplets from his hair and that little dollop of shaving cream trailing down his broad chest…

      Jack, who had come to Destiny thinking he’d found just a quaint, vanilla-ish small town to bring up his daughter, had surprised them all. From the time he’d seen Tempe unlock car doors with just a look, to his witnessing the full fury of her volcanic thunderstorm (he’d called it “beast mode”), he’d somehow managed to come to terms with Destiny’s secrets and the existence of all kinds of creatures with intelligence. POPS, he called them—people of power.

      She’d honestly expected him to take off, but instead, he’d had nothing but praise for the community’s support for their own and for his teenager, Jordie, their newest basketball star. His newfound acceptance of the extra-normal in Destiny had been put to the test last night, though, when he’d overheard Aurora say that Jordie was a budding Paramortal. That was like saying, Welcome to your worst nightmare, Jack, but he’d even reconciled himself to that after Tempe compared Paramortals to being in the military and defending the weak like he’d done his entire life. He was such an
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