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      Lifting my arm, I block the attack.

      Magic shimmers around me.

      Everything is bright and clear, a glorious high-definition array of sight and sound. The different greens of the trees are as clear as if I was standing right next to them, the insistent buzzing of the insects is an orchestra in my ears, the beaded sweat on Si’s face like a multifaceted jewel.

      But it doesn’t matter, it’s been too long. I haven’t fought Si in months.

      And I’ve forgotten how he likes to test my limits.

      The first punch was just a decoy; he lands the real punch to my kidneys. I let out a painful breath and magic sizzles in my core. My senses sharpen, and I remember to focus on my opponent. Leaping out of the way of another strike, I raise my guard, and don’t take my eyes off my mentor. We circle each other, both poised for attack.

      He looks just the same. Tall, muscled, brown-skinned. Beautiful dark brown eyes that seem to see everything, even the stuff you don’t want him noticing. His magic is like an aura around his body, shifting and swirling, intermingled with the glowing red grid of the spell web that covers him. He never ages, he’s always calm, and he’s always thinking a step ahead.

      Jeff used to think five steps ahead, and that kept both of us on our toes.

      We’re in the middle of a forest. Tall trees loom all around the dirt training area, hiding us from the outside world. Birds sing from the branches, and I saw a doe wander to the edge of the clearing when we first arrived.

      It should feel idyllic, but all it does is make me feel itchy. Nervous.

      It’s also the Chameleon stronghold. Si insisted we come here to train and to strategize. We’re expecting my father to join us in another week or two, and then we’ll be able to make plans for the future. I’m the spell web now. Apparently that means I need to be prepared.

      The fiery magic from the spell web, now coiled inside me, is ready to strike out, to end this fight here and now. And I totally could. Instead, I hold it in place, unwilling to use it just to win a training fight. I’m conscious that every time I use the spell web, I’m stealing magic from another super somewhere. I refuse to let that happen just to win against Si.

      The sun beats down on us from high in the sky, and I wonder if there’s a way to tell where we are based on its position. We’ve been living here for a week, and I still have no idea of the location. They made us wear face masks when they picked us up. We drove for at least an hour, blindfolded and full of curiosity.

      Just at that moment—almost like he could see I wasn’t paying full attention—Si lunges forward, striking in a quick three-punch move. I manage to block the first two, then catch the third on my side. I grunt in response, and the spell web shimmers around me.

      Si insisted that both Seth and I train with him, and he’s not going easy on me just because I’ve got the spell web inside me.

      In fact the opposite.

      I think he’s trying to train me to expect anything, to defend the spell web with everything I have.

      And I mean everything.

      He lunges at me, fakes to the right and then goes left. I’m ready for him this time, and his strike goes wide. I’m using my natural dragon strength and speed against him now.

      But he just gets a glint in his eyes and amps up his fighting. He starts moving faster, his limbs blurred. I should have known he was holding back on me all these years. He lands another strike to my ribs, and I’m knocked backward onto my butt. A mist swirls around me, my magic gathering, wanting desperately to strike back at him. But I control it. I pull myself back to my feet, shake it out, and keep bouncing on my toes, looking for my opportunity.

      “Hey, you two! Water break.” Seth’s voice is a welcome relief. But I don’t take my eyes off Si until he drops his guard and bows to me.

      I return the bow, still watching him warily. I don’t quite trust him not to come at me and tell me that my enemies don’t take drink breaks.

      But he walks over to Seth and takes the glass from him, not saying a word.

      I follow him and gratefully take the second glass, taking a big gulp of the cool liquid. Sweat is pouring off me, and my fighting gi is soaked. “Thanks, Seth. That’s so good.”

      “I take it that our holiday is over?” asks Seth, his eyebrows raised. “It must be my turn to take a beating.” His hair, which used to be regulation short, now hangs down over his cheeks, and his eye patch covers part of the long scar running down the side of his face.

      He looks a little like a pirate. I love it.

      “Mei needs to build up her stamina. And work on her thinking,” says Si.

      “Hey, I have plenty of stamina,” I say, scowling over at him.

      “Then how come I managed to land a punch? You would never have allowed that in the old days.”

      “The old days being a few months ago?”

      “Yes. Before you had your dragon abilities to lean on. You can’t rely on being the biggest predator in the room. Look what happened to the dragons of old. They were taken out by a coalition of far weaker supers.”

      “Is this like the gun argument?”

      “This is precisely like the gun argument.”

      I turn to Seth. “Watch out, he’s going to be twice as hard on you, just because you’re a phoenix now.”

      Seth grins slyly at Si. “He’s never fought me before. He doesn’t know my old abilities.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong,” says Si smoothly. “Before I agreed to let you come and guard Mei, Jeff and I viewed your fighting videos from the training facility. I know exactly what you’re capable of.”

      Seth groans. “Seriously?”

      “Yes. You were weak in some areas, but we saw potential that I could work with.”

      I smirk at Seth. “You had potential.”

      He mock-growls at me, before breaking out into a grin. “Better than no potential, I suppose.”

      Si claps his hands together. “Okay, no more break time. Mei, stay here and give Seth pointers. Seth, into the ring.” Si is all business, his movements effortlessly athletic as he strides into the dirt training area.

      The two fighters—one young, one ageless—circle each other. Si is strong and fluid, the far more experienced fighter. But Seth’s phoenix side glows through, even when he’s in his human form. His spell web is stronger these days too, glowing red like a warning to other supers of his powers. Added to that, he has a raw determination and a fierce concentration that might just save him.

      Or at least mean he doesn’t fall flat on his face in the first five seconds.

      Si hits out first, faking one way and then punching Seth in the stomach. Seth grunts, but says nothing. Seth’s guard is up, his form is good.

      He’s fast, strong, and experienced. For a SIG agent.

      But he’s never fought someone like Si. The Chameleon whips around the ring, punching and kicking until Seth is sweating and red-faced. His eye has turned to fire, the phoenix rising inside him as he takes more and more of a beating.

      The spell web surges inside me in response, sending tingles across my skin. I shiver even as I hold the magic in check. There’s nothing I can do for Seth right now.

      He has to learn to fight Si all on his own.
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      Seth surges forward, punching and then kicking at Si. Both attempts go wide, and Seth stumbles past his opponent, his breath heaving.

      He’s leaning over, struggling for breath when Si slams his arm down across Seth’s back, making the younger man grunt in pain.

      Si slams a front kick into Seth’s butt, and Seth is launched toward the ground, only just getting his hands up in time to save himself from slamming his face into the dirt. He stays down a moment too long. Si goes over to him and holds out one arm.

      I wince. This is an old trick of Si’s.

      Seth holds out one weary arm and grasps Si’s proffered hand. As soon as they’ve clasped hands tightly, Si pulls an unsuspecting Seth to his feet, then slams his other fist into Seth’s kidneys. Then he raises his knee and, in one quick move, slams it into Seth’s groin.

      Seth howls in pain and bends over, holding himself. His face and neck have gone a reddish purple.

      “Never trust your opponent,” says Si. “Even when it seems like they’re helping you. Your enemies will never help you.”

      Seth looks up at Si, and the flames in his one visible eye have taken over. Anger radiates from every pore, and flames are developing over his skin. His phoenix magic is spilling out into the ring. Seth snarls.

      Si narrows his eyes, and his body is immediately covered in the thick scales that protect him from dragon fire—and presumably phoenix fire. It’s a trick that only the most powerful and experienced Chameleon shifters can manage—staying human and using only one part of their Chameleon self as protection.

      “Don’t get angry in a fight. It’s the fastest way to lose,” says Si, never taking his eyes from Seth.

      Seth pulls himself to standing. The flames over his body are burning brighter now. My dragon magic quivers in response. I can’t help it. As much as I know that it’s better to be cool and calm in a fight, there’s something in me that really appreciates Seth when he’s like this.

      He’s magnificent when he’s angry.

      Seth takes a step closer to Si, and suddenly his wings appear behind him, made of nothing more than fire and air. He’s close to turning, and he’s angry as hell.

      “Turning isn’t the way to win this fight,” says Si. “Just like Mei, you can’t rely on your magic. You need to use your head. To think your way through a fight. It’s the only way to win.”

      Seth narrows his eye and seems to consider it for a moment. His wings disappear, and he loosens his stance. Si launches himself forward, slamming his hand at Seth’s face. Seth moves out of the way—just—and takes the brunt of the force on his arm. He turns quickly and tries to get a hit onto Si’s side, missing by a mile.

      The older Chameleon is still the better fighter. Si moves impossibly fast, his feet blurred, and suddenly Seth is facedown on the ground, his back crunched down under Si’s knee, one arm bent painfully back and in the air.

      I can feel Seth’s rage from where I’m sitting cross-legged at the edge of the dirt. The spell web is swirling agitatedly around me, like it wants to get out. My dragon magic is humming in satisfaction, somehow enjoying the spectacle. I’m not sure if it’s the violence, or simply how close Seth is to changing that pleases that part of me so much.

      Seth growls, and his phoenix wings appear again. They burn right through Si, who snarls and steps back, flicking his hands as if trying to stave off a burn. Seth surges up, and this time he’s so close to changing, his entire body is covered in flames; his wings are behind him, and his good eye is full of fire mixed with the sharp tawny shade of his other self.

      With a shake of his head, and a radiant flash of sparks that hit the dirt and spring away, Seth turns.

      His phoenix form emerges out of his human self with a fluidity and grace that takes my breath away. Magic dances inside me in response to his awesome display. The air becomes burning hot, and sparks fill the space between Seth and Si.

      The Chameleon takes a step backward, holding up his hands in surrender. “That’s enough, Seth. We’re done here today. You need to learn control, or you’ll never win.”

      Seth screeches, and I hear the thought as clearly as if he spoke it: Am I not winning this fight right now?

      “You might win a fight, maybe even a battle, but you will never win the war.” Si just holds his stance, and watches Seth, too experienced to turn his back on the younger man.

      Seth screeches again and takes a mighty step forward, until he’s right up in Si’s face. His wings are swept wide, and one of his enormous talons is raised as if to attack Si. Suddenly, I’m not sure how in control of himself Seth is. His expression seems wild, untamable, and fear surges to the surface. Would he hurt Si?

      Standing, I race over. “Seth. Look at me. Stand down. It’s over. Your fight is over.” My spell web magic swirls around us, and I finally let it free, trying to dampen down Seth’s rage to manageable levels. Seth’s head turns to me, his tawny eye at first battling with the magic from the spell web. He moves, and for a moment, it seems like he might attack me instead. Instead he looms over my human form, fiery and fierce, willing me to back off and let him finish what he started.

      Except I can’t.

      I have to help him control himself. I curl my hands into tight fists, plant my feet into the ground, and glare up at him. “The fight is over,” I repeat to him. Our magic goes head to head, dust swirling around us as Seth’s phoenix self rages at me.

      Suddenly, a sharp pain, like a thousand giant needles, stabs its way down through my body, from head to foot. My whole body goes taut with the unexpected agony of it. The pain is everywhere inside me, sharp and stinging. I stare at Seth, shocked that he’s attacking me like this.

      But it’s different to his burning magic. The pain isn’t from the heat of his phoenix soul. It’s agonizing—tiny pinpricks of pain covering my entire body, like fire ants who’re each attacking individually. And they’ve brought some glass shards to scrape around over me. And maybe there’s a bear or two sharpening their claws down my body.

      This is something or someone I don’t recognize attacking me from the inside out.

      Bright light burns my eyes, and all the noise in the area has been turned up, making my ear drums burst with pain. I can’t hold in my scream. My legs turn to Jell-O under me, and I collapse.

      Si reaches me before I hit the ground. Moments later, Seth kneels on my other side, his now-human face creased with worry.

      “What’s happening? What’s wrong, Mei?” Seth looks around us, as if he’s searching for a sniper. It’s probably what it looked like.

      “Attacking… me,” I manage. The pain is still rampaging through my body. I’m gasping in breaths like I’m out of air. I can’t smell anything strange or see anyone around us who might be attacking me. “Someone’s… using… magic against… me,” I gasp out.
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      I can’t think, see, or understand.

      Pain is all I know. I close my eyes, and I’m surrounded by a darkness so deep it’s never-ending. It seems to stretch in front of me, around me, in every direction, with no end.

      I scream again.

      I can’t help myself. I’ve never felt anything like this, not even when I transformed into a dragon for the first time. I’m being attacked, and I can’t defend myself.

      I don’t even know who’s attacking me. Or from where.

      I have no enemy to fight, no way to end this.

      The pain is too intense, too much to handle. Without thinking, I try to pull on the power of the spell web. I need its protection. I don’t know the full repercussions of using it, and right now I don’t care. But even the spell web is locked down. The swirling magic that was there only a second ago is gone. I can’t access its power. Fear worms its way through my body. If I can’t use my magic against this enemy, how will I defeat it?

      And then, as suddenly as it started, the pain ends.

      I take a gasping breath, not quite ready to believe the attack is over. Holding myself tense for it to all start again.

      Another breath.

      I’m still okay. I open my eyes. Both men are kneeling next to me, their expressions anxious.

      Seth reaches out and touches my cheek with gentle fingers. I lean into his hand, gathering strength from his fiery phoenix warmth.

      “You okay?” he asks softly.

      I manage a nod. “It’s gone.”

      “What was it? Where did it come from?” Seth’s voice is raw.

      “I don’t know. I was fine… and then I wasn’t.”

      Si shakes his head. “This is why we must prepare you. There are many who wish to harm you. Many who still want the spell web gone.”

      “I couldn’t fight it,” I whisper. My body feels limp, and fear gnaws at my insides.

      “Next time, you will be more prepared.”

      Next time? I don’t want to ever experience that pain again. I shake my head, as if I can ward it away just like that.

      “We must prepare as if it will happen again,” says Si, his voice a warning.

      I glare up at him. “But what kind of attack was it? What kind of supernatural could do that to me?” My first thought is Vincent… but he’s dead. Carrick and Elena are in charge of the Earthbound compound and the old Earthbound records now.

      “I can show you some old Chameleon tricks to create a fortress in your mind,” says Si. “To protect against attacks inside your head.”

      “I don’t think I can control it,” I say, and my voice wobbles. My dragon self wants to growl and rage, but right now, my human side is in control.

      “You can, and you will. This is about more than just you now, Mei. This is everyone.” Si’s expression is stern, his dark eyes flashing at me. This is more emotion than I’ve seen in a long time from my Chameleon mentor.

      But I nod shakily. “Okay.” He’s right. I’m doing this for more than just myself. I have to make it work.

      “Let’s worry about all that later. We need to get Mei inside.” Seth’s voice is unusually grim. He has a few phoenix flames over his body, and his eye is red instead of its usual hazel. The spell web flickers along his magic, dancing in time to it. He crouches down and picks me up off the ground like I don’t weigh a thing.

      In normal circumstances, I’d have a few things to say about being carried around like a child, but I can’t quite manage to get them out. I really don’t think I’m strong enough to walk on my own two legs just yet.

      And I secretly like being held up against Seth’s muscled chest. I have one arm around his neck, and the other rests against his body. Warmth flows into me through my hands, and my magic is dancing again, but for a different reason this time. Seth tightens his arms around me as if he can feel my reaction.

      Si’s expression becomes shuttered again, and he stares at us for a moment. I can see the indecision on his face, but I don’t know what’s causing it. My head is still too fuzzy to think my way through the possibilities. Then Si lets out an exasperated breath, and turns, striding back toward the Chameleon burrow. The entrance looks like something a hobbit might build, a large green-covered lump in the ground to one side of the training area. He lifts the green trap door, and we descend down into a long hallway lit by bulbs set into floor at regular intervals.

      The Chameleons prefer to stay hidden, to tell no one where they live and to let very few outsiders in. It’s a massive deal that they’ve allowed us to stay here.

      The long passageway twists and turns until we reach the guarded front door. My body still feels like I’ve been dropped from the top of a cliff and then had a few elephants come by and trample over me. My vision is a little blurry, and I squint at the short, blond-haired guard by the door.

      “Sir,” he says, saluting Si.

      Si nods, returns the salute, then presses his thumb to the coded lock.

      The door slides open, and we’re into the real living area of the Chameleon people. To the left of the door is another guard, this time with an array of closed-circuit cameras showing views around the outside and along the perimeter, as well as inside the passageway and around the other guard station.

      There’s muted bustle and activity in the long hall we’re now entering. Thankfully, it’s not too loud for my overloaded senses. Chameleons don’t like loud noise, or rush and hurry. They’re calm, focused, and determined. They like to think. They like to decipher. They like to meditate. They like to look at every angle before they take action.

      Oh, and they can fight like motherfuckers.

      Fast, aggressive, and passionate. I don’t know what comes over them when they fight, but I guess they never lose their cool, and they’re still thinking as they kick each other’s asses. I’ve watched several training matches since we arrived here, and it’s always amazing. The skill, the level of training, the natural grace. No wonder the protectors I had were all Chameleons.

      “Where to?” asks Si, looking at me.

      I just blink up at him, not understanding.

      “To our rooms,” says Seth. “I think Mei needs rest.”

      “I’ll grab some food and water and bring them to your rooms,” Si says with a nod and disappears down a passageway to our right, where delicious smells indicate the kitchen is busy preparing lunch.

      Seth tightens his grip on me fractionally, his eyes flashing with emotion, and strides through the middle of the hall. The guest rooms are not far from the hub, but far enough away to give us some privacy. Seth presses the security button by the entrance that’s coded to our fingerprints, and the metal door slides open. I’ve been surprised by how high tech everything is here inside the Chameleon stronghold. For some reason, I always thought of Si as a low tech type of guy.

      Never can tell I guess.

      Seth strides into the room in our suite and carefully places me on the bed. I lean back into the pillows and close my eyes. My body still feels weak, battered, and sore like I’ve just been through a ten-hour training session with three hard-core fighters who were determined to beat me.

      “How long did the attack last?” I ask, opening my eyes again.

      “Less than a minute,” says Seth from the bathroom. He emerges a second later holding a damp facecloth. He folds it and places it gently on my forehead. It’s cool and soft, and the tension headache that I hadn’t even noticed is soothed.

      Seth’s phone on the bedside table starts buzzing. He frowns over the screen. “It’s my dad.”

      “You better answer it,” I say, a croak catching my voice in the middle. Seth hasn’t seen his father since he first became a phoenix. They’re not exactly on good terms.

      He shakes his head. “I can’t deal with him right now.”

      “What if it’s important? What if something has happened to your brother?” I don’t know why I’m insisting. My head is pounding, my body aches. I should just fall asleep and let the world keep on happening. But some instinct inside me is burning, and I can’t ignore it.

      “He wants something from me. That’s the only reason he’d bother calling.” Seth’s voice sounds so tired, it breaks my heart.

      “Give him a chance. Maybe he just wants to check up on you?” Part of me is really hopeful. Why would my intuition be singing like this if it wasn’t some kind of good news? I reach over and pick up the phone, handing it to Seth. He reluctantly takes it, and after a moment’s hesitation, presses the button.

      “Hey, Dad,” he says, the caution in his voice saying volumes about his relationship with his father. “I’m good. You?” Seth glances at me and then down at the lamp, like it’s the most fascinating thing in the world. “No, I don’t think that will be possible right now. There’s too much⁠—”

      Seth stops, listening. I can hear the voice on the other end getting louder.

      “I understand that but⁠—”

      The voice becomes even louder.

      “You don’t seem to understand⁠—”

      Seth tenses, and little flames appear around his neck, as the phoenix inside him rises to the surface again. His other self is so close at the moment, more so than I’ve ever seen him. I don’t know if that’s normal for a phoenix—maybe they just have fiery natures—or if it’s something he’s going to have to learn to control. The Seth I knew before his transformation was cool and controlled, a perfect example of an SIG agent. Should he be so different now?

      Seth glances over at me and seems to calm down a fraction. He takes a breath, holds the phone away from his ear, the loud voice still jabbering in the background, and with some satisfaction presses the button to hang up.

      I don’t say a word, just wait for him to speak.

      He doesn’t. Just sits there, looking at nothing.

      “What did he want?” I ask eventually.

      Seth shakes his head and looks over at me. “He wanted me to come home. He feels there’s information he needs to tell me.”

      “What if it’s important?”

      Seth shakes his head. “I don’t care if it’s important. He can’t just call me and talk to me like that. I’m not a kid he can bully, not anymore.”
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      The insistent buzzing of a phone wakes me. I blearily open my eyes and stare over at the bedside table. Seth’s left his phone next to me. I reach over and look at the time on the screen. It’s early evening, and it’s his dad calling again.

      I glance out toward the other room, but Seth doesn’t seem to have heard the phone. Or perhaps he’s ignoring it. Without thinking it through, I press the button.

      “Hello?” I say.

      “Who’s this? Where’s Seth?” The voice is gruff, and angry.

      “This is Mei. I’m answering Seth’s phone.” I keep my voice calm. All the terrible pain from earlier has completely disappeared.

      “I want to speak to Seth. Right now,” he demands.

      “You need to calm down,” I say. “Or you’ll never get to speak to him.”

      “Don’t you tell me to calm down, young lady. You’re the reason he’s in this mess in the first place.”

      “How do you figure that?” I ask, perplexed. I’m still half asleep.

      “If he hadn’t been on assignment guarding you, he would have been somewhere closer to home, and I would have been able to guide him through his change. None of this would have happened.”

      “None of what?” I ask, not following what he’s talking about.

      “I saw him on television. I saw the scar on his face, and the look in his eye. And he sided with Vincent.”

      I let out a breath. “Seth is fine. He had a bit of a rough start, but he’s figuring it out.”

      “He needs to come home. There’s information he needs to know about being a phoenix. What it means.”

      “I’ll talk to him. See if I can get him to give you a call.”

      “See that you do.” He hangs up on me, like he’s a drill sergeant giving orders to a new recruit.

      I hold the phone in my hand for a moment before replacing it carefully on the bedside table. I can see why his father rubs Seth the wrong way, but underneath the surly attitude, there was genuine concern.

      I think back to the way Seth reacted when he was fighting Si. It was like he couldn’t control his rage. It could have ended badly if I hadn’t been attacked. Maybe there’s something his father could tell him that would actually help.

      Maybe we should go for a quick visit? Just to make sure. We could go and easily be back before my father arrives.

      I pull back the covers and climb out of bed. I’m still wearing the shorts and T-shirt I changed into after we got back to the rooms, but I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and my stomach growls. I must have missed Si with his provisions, but maybe there’s a granola bar or something out in the living room.

      I pad lightly into the living area and discover why Seth didn’t hear anything. He’s lying on the couch with his eyes shut and his headphones in. On the table there’s the remnants of lunch, or maybe dinner. Bread, meats, and cheese. I butter myself a piece of freshly baked bread and almost moan when I bite into it, the taste is so good. My stomach growls again, and Seth’s eyes jerk open.

      “Jeez, you gave me a heart attack!”

      I grin. “I can’t help it if you were asleep on the job.”

      He ignores my comment. “Feeling better?” He sits up and pats the couch next to him.

      I nod. “I feel like I’ve just woken for the first time in ten years.” I sit down and cuddle in next to him, letting him curl one arm around me.

      “You were sleeping like the dead in there,” he says. “I couldn’t have woken you if I’d tried.”

      “Did you talk to Si? Did he have any idea who it might have been?” I lean against his shoulder and breathe in his warm smoky scent.

      “No. But he went to search the Chameleon archives, in case they had something useful for us.”

      I nod, enjoying the flavors of my bread and butter. Who knew it could be so good?

      “What did it feel like?” asks Seth.

      It takes a moment to remember what he’s talking about; I’m so focused on the smooth taste of the butter. I pause in the middle of taking another bite. “Like I was being attacked in every direction by razor blades.” I shiver at the memory. “Everything was too bright, too loud, too painful to touch. It was agonizing.”

      “And it felt like it was magic?”

      “It had to have been. It was a direct attack on the spell web by someone with magic.” Even saying the words out loud gives me goose bumps. The spell web inside me swirls and surges like an angry swarm of bees.

      “Who would want to do that?” muses Seth. “Someone in Vincent’s camp, carrying on his work? Or a new enemy?”

      “I don’t know. It has to be a supernatural, because the humans have gone back to thinking we’re figments of their imagination.”

      Seth shakes his head. “I would have said it was impossible for the humans to forget, except I witnessed it myself. The mass-hysteria induced hallucination angle your father designed worked like a charm.”

      “The power of the spell web,” I say with a shrug.

      “So what kind of supernatural might want to attack the spell web? Who would want to go back to the way we were?”

      “Someone who hates other supernaturals? Someone who likes chaos?”

      “Someone with the power to attack your mind,” says Seth softly.

      “We don’t know anyone who has that power.” Except… “What about the man in black? The guy you fought in the mountains? What were his powers?”

      Seth shakes his head. “I have no idea if this is something he could do.” He pauses, thinking. “What about Amos?”

      I feel a pang in my chest. I’d forgotten about Amos—I don’t even know where he is. What I do know is that I killed his father, and he’s not going to be happy with me. The last time I saw him was when Carrick helped me escape from the Earthbound compound, and he was already a fair way to hating me at that point. I shrug helplessly. “He wasn’t strong enough. Besides, I don’t know how much he actually knew about what was going on. He didn’t seem to know anything about it when Vincent was testing me the first time around.”

      “That could have changed.” Seth hesitates. “He’ll be angry at you, Mei. He was never entirely stable.”

      “Who is, these days?” I say, trying for lighthearted. It comes out sounding morose.

      Seth’s expression tells me just what he thinks about people who put themselves down. “We need to find a way to protect you from it, whatever it was. If someone is attacking you to get at the spell web, we need to find out how they’re doing it, and how to stop it. If Si can’t find anything here, we need to go see Carrick at the Earthbound compound. We could check the records there and ask Carrick to talk to the Mountain Super Elders. They’re likely to know something.”

      I clear my throat. “There’s one other place we should go first,” I say.

      “Where?”

      “To see your dad.”

      Seth’s expression closes down, and he immediately shakes his head. “No. I’m not going near him. Not until he learns how to play nice with others.”

      “I answered your phone,” I say, knowing there’s going to be an explosion.

      “What?” Seth’s eye darkens, flames flickering.

      I can’t help it; a shiver goes down my body. I love his phoenix side, even when it’s raging. “It woke me up. I was disorientated.”

      “Please don’t answer my phone again.” He clearly wants to say more, but manages to hold it in. He clearly doesn’t want to upset me, despite what I’ve just done.

      But I can’t back down. Seth might just need his dad’s help. “He sounded worried. Under the gruff, angry exterior, I mean. I don’t think he knows how rude he’s being.”

      “He’s worried the wrong one of his sons got the phoenix blood.”

      “I know he expected it to be your brother. But maybe he just wants to help you now. He might have some information that will help you.”

      “Or he might just want to boss me around.”

      “You don’t have to let him.”

      “You don’t know my dad. He’s always trying to be the dominant shifter in the room. It gets tiring.”

      “Are Ravens
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