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            Sorcery

          

          Magic & Alchemy Book Three

        

      

    

    
      Necromancers. Druids. Shamans. Priests. Familiars. Experiments. Attackers of magic. Magic and Alchemy will suck you in.

      

      Rori’s dream to bake in her mother’s shop went up in smoke when she was pulled into a supernatural school for magic types.

      

      On her first day there, she meets two guys. Chas and Brogan. One’s mysterious and brooding. The other one’s sweet and hunky.

      

      And Rori’s in the middle of a rock and a hard place when she can’t figure out what type of supernatural she is and what path she should follow.

      

      And what does her missing father have to do with any of this?

      

      Warning: Unputdownable action-packed fantasy, with necromancers, druids, shamans, and priests.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Brogan

        

      

    

    
      Rori was missing for a week and a half.

      A whole damned ten days with no leads to where she was, but a good idea of what was happening to her, thanks to the news Chas brought back from the void. From my uncle who had decided to kill himself to end the torture, rather than fighting to live. Greyson, the uncle I grew up hearing stories about, had taken his own life. The strong shaman who showed no fear. Who was the strongest member of our family.

      How was Rori supposed to hold out if he couldn’t?

      And her Dad. He was alive, but it seemed he might not be of sound mind anymore. If Rori did survive long enough for us to find her, would she still be herself? Or a monster we would have to put down like Graham had to be, turned against us by what they were doing to our kind. Corrupting our magic at its simplest form. I continued to tell myself it wasn’t possible, but the proof contradicted me.

      More and more reports were coming in of entire magical towns being attacked, shocked, in an attempt to destroy their magic. The government had finally stepped in, made note that they were aware it was happening, but not really done anything to help. At the end of the day, it was left to us to deal with the issue.

      Brunie tapped my shoulder, and I jumped, forgetting she was so close. Her brow furrowed, but I waved her off and focused on our goal.

      The soldier captured during the attack at the outpost had been quiet about where Rori was taken, but we managed to get a few answers out of him, including the location of a supply depot, where they were making all their plans to attack the magical communities. It wasn’t their main base of operations, but it was a start. And like Chas, I needed to destroy something. And soon. He’d been nothing but a growling bear for most of the last week, barely talking or eating. Hardly sleeping. And he still refused to be alone with me.

      I was upset about Rori being gone, but he was taking it much harder than I expected. My gut nagged at me that something else happened in the void which he had yet to share with me. Sooner or later, it would come out.

      “Got movement,” Brunie whispered.

      “Two guards… No, three.” I peered through the brush at the warehouse across a gravel lot, tucked away a few acres on a chunk of land owned by one T.S. Bogard. They had covered their tracks well, but after going through shell companies and tax records, Moran’s tech team was finally able to use those names and track down their properties. We were still missing any official records on who they were before this shit began, but it was a start. “Chas.”

      I perked up when his power kicked in and cursed when his bear form shoved through the underbrush, moving toward the warehouse. Bears were uncommon in these parts, but any idiot with eyes would see the druidic markings in his fur.

      Apparently not these idiots though.

      The three guards froze at the sight of the massive brown bear as if he was a regular bear. They tilted their heads together, lips moving as they figured out what they should do. One of them stepped forward cautiously and clapped his hands loudly.

      “Go on. Get!” he yelled and whistled.

      The two guards looked at their companion like he was stupid, walking backward away from the bear who had stopped short, shaking out his furry neck.

      What the hell was Chas playing at?

      The three of us were only meant to scope out and report back to, not charge in there.

      Chas suddenly stood up on his hind legs and roared in the guard’s face.

      The man paled, fumbling with his rifle, except Chas was faster. He swiped his paw down on the gun, breaking it in half, while magic swirled around him.

      The two guards behind their companion yelled in warning.

      Brunie and I charged out of the trees, dragging the soldiers away from the warehouse using a furious gust of wind, while Brunie trapped them to the ground with golden bands of light. Chas picked the first guard up in his jaws, shook him hard and spun around, then tossed him through the doors and into the warehouse.

      “So much for laying low,” I yelled at him. “What are you thinking, huh?”

      He huffed and snarled at me what I was pretty sure were curses. Then with another angry growl, ran inside as fast as he could.

      “Is he always like this?” Brunie asked, leaning on her staff, wincing each time she heard a man yell in pain. “Shouldn’t we go in there and help?”

      “No.” I leaned against the outside wall. Our intel from the day before showed maybe ten guards in there, at most. With Chas in a rage and in bear form, he was quite capable of dealing with those bastards alone. I preferred not to get in the way of his anger.

      Brunie poked her head around the side and raised her staff, glowing a soft white signifying she was about to heal.

      I shook my head.

      “He’s bleeding.”

      “Is he on the verge of dying?”

      “Well, no…”

      I raised my brow. “Then don’t heal him. If he wants to be a dumbass, let him deal with the consequences. Save your strength.”

      She hesitated but lowered her staff, and the light receded. There was a loud crash, and when two men came sprinting out, I punched one in the face and tripped up the second. Lightning struck the ground around their fallen bodies when they tried to get up again.

      “Best you boys just stay down.” I smiled at them and leaned against the wall. “You got them?” I asked Brunie.

      “Yeah, I can handle them. Are you sure you can handle him?” She nodded toward the massive bear inside, tearing apart crates and furniture.

      “We’ll find out soon enough.”

      I called Blade first, to let him know the warehouse was no longer a problem. When he asked why, and I told him, he cursed, then said he’d be there in five with a team, then hung. Shoving my cell in my pocket, I let out a deep breath and strolled inside, taking in the sight of the rest of the guards in various, unconscious positions. Chas stood on his hind legs, shaking a duffel bag with his teeth, his body was surrounded by a green and blue swirling mist

      “You finished, or do you want another five minutes?” I asked loudly.

      He spat out the duffel. When the blue mist surrounded him more fully, then it parted, and Chas was back to himself, wiping his face on his sleeve. “What? It was faster than waiting for Blade.”

      “We are under strict orders to not engage the enemy.”

      “Moran’s just scared he’ll lose another one of us. But I am not going to stand around wasting time for other soldiers to come to fight our battles when we need to be looking for her. We’re running out of time and each day she’s with them is one more day they get to torture her, break her!”

      “You don’t think I know that?” I snapped, losing patience. “You think I don’t want to find her?”

      “You seem content to follow whatever orders Moran hands out at the moment.” He crossed his arms, growling at me quietly under his breath. “We need to find her.”

      “And we will, but you can’t rush headlong into the enemy.”

      “Why not? Worked, didn’t it?”

      “This time. What if next time the place is a trap? Or they have more guards than we originally thought? Moran’s orders are to keep us out of their hands.”

      “I can take care of myself.”

      I threw my hands up, grunting in annoyance. “Do you even hear how stupid you sound? I’m not questioning your fighting ability. I’m questioning your strategy. We have one of their soldiers, and we’ll get him to talk.”

      “When?” he threw back furiously. “When will he give us the answers we need?”

      “You have to have faith,” I tried to tell him.

      He shook his head. “We need answers now, and I will do whatever I have to do to get her back.”

      I glared at him across the warehouse. “What the hell is that supposed to mean? You’re acting like I won’t!”

      “You’re the one who’s hesitating to do what’s necessary!”

      “I want to find her just as bad as you do. What’s gotten into you?”

      Chas rolled his shoulders, and his gaze shifted away from me. “Nothing. I just want to find Rori and their damned leaders and end this war.”

      “No, you’re different. Something about you changed in the void.” I stalked closer, and he took a step back as if anticipating an attack. “Why are you so intent on killing everything in your path to get to her?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he muttered. “She’s part of our team. That’s it.”

      “Bullshit.”

      He took another step back. “Just let it go, Brogan.”

      “No, because for a week you’ve been on edge, snapping at everyone, and not talking to me at all. Especially not about Rori,” I pointed out. “What happened between you two?” I sensed it the moment I saw them join the fight back at the outpost. Knew there was a change in the connection between the three of us. I had seen the briefest glimpse of confusion and guilt in Rori’s eyes, but then she was gone, and Chas had refused to tell me. I told myself I knew already what was going on, but I had to hear it from Chas. I had to know the truth, so we could both get over it and move on.

      “Chas, tell me.”

      Outside, two trucks from the convoy pulled up. Doors slammed, and gravel crunched as our men unloaded, but I kept my gaze focused on Chas.

      Waiting.

      Blade’s voice reached my ears, but Brunie answered whatever questions he was asking—actually, the demands he was making.

      “Chas,” I said through gritted teeth, waiting for the anger and hurt to hit me when he said the words.

      I held my breath as he finally sighed, hanging his head.

      “We shared a moment,” he said so quietly I almost didn’t catch the words.

      “A moment,” I repeated. “What the hell does that mean?”

      “We kissed, alright?” he rumbled. “We talked, and then one thing just led to another, and we’re both confused, and she’s lost and… I’m sorry, alright?”

      “Sorry you did it, or sorry you lied to me?” I asked quietly.

      He exhaled heavily. “Lied to you. It wasn’t our intention, but then she was taken, and there never seemed to be a good time to explain—”

      My fist collided with his face without even meaning to do it. I brought my other fist up and hit him hard enough to send him into a metal table behind him.

      Blade yelled my name, but Chas and I were scuffling. Actually, he wasn’t really fighting back, just guarding his face as I tried to hit him again and again.

      “Enough!” Blade yelled.

      I was thrown backward.

      Blade stepped between us. “What the hell has gotten into you two? This is not the time for whatever spat you have with each other!”

      Chas wiped the blood from his split lip, not saying a damned word. I tugged my shirt and glowered at him, honestly not even sure what had gotten into me in the first place. I was mad they lied to me, yeah, but if I was honest… somewhere deep down I knew it wasn’t going to last with Rori and me. We had fun together, but these fights, they’d changed us both, and I saw her more as my teammate. More like my companion than the girl I thought I was falling for. I’d become a new person, just as she had when she began embracing both paths.

      “You good?” Blade asked sharply. “Brogan? Chas?”

      “Yes, sir,” I replied stiffly.

      Chas nodded.

      “Good, then can someone please explain to me why you all ignored my order?”

      I pointed to Chas. “Ask him.”

      “Chas? Explain why I shouldn’t throw your ass in a truck and drag you back to Moran and tell him the shit you just pulled.” Blade’s voice was strained.

      “We were wasting time. I saw an opening; I took it.”

      “You shifted in bear form and charged in,” I corrected. “You didn’t even ask Brunie and me, you just waltzed on in here and had at it!”

      “I knew you two were there. You would’ve kept me alive.”

      I shook my head, walking away to let my temper cool as Blade lit into Chas about not following orders.

      At least, now I knew why he was more hot-tempered than normal.

      I thought I had deep feelings for Rori. And I did, as a friend, I realized now. But Chas, he had it bad, and it was killing him slowly, not knowing what was happening to her. He had to think before he acted though, or he was going to get himself killed. I was not going to be the one to tell Rori, if and when we found her, that the guy she might’ve liked more than me got himself killed in the process of looking for her.

      “Pack it up,” Blade bellowed. “I want prisoners loaded and every scrap out of here in twenty!”

      I said nothing else to Chas as we packed up crates of weapons to be taken back to our labs for examination.

      Brunie asked me if I was alright, and I managed a nod but had no words to really tell her exactly what was going on inside my head.

      It was a jumbled mess, and it was going to stay a jumbled mess until we got back to the outpost and I could lock myself away for a while.
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          Chas

        

      

    

    
      I touched my busted lip gingerly as the door to my room opened.

      I expected to see Brogan there, ready to chew me out some more, but it was Agnes.

      She leaned on her staff, watching me plop down at the end of my cot.

      “What?” I finally grunted when several minutes of silence passed.

      “Hear you and Brogan are not getting along today.”

      “Nah. Just a spat between friends,” I muttered and hoped that would be the end of it.

      Agnes sighed.

      “What? I told him the truth.”

      “I don’t care what’s going on between you and Brogan,” she said firmly.

      “Then why are you here?”

      She pushed off the door and walked around my small room. “Because you are part of a team now, and a team must function well together at all times, no matter what drama is going on in your lives. Do you hear me?”

      “It’s not like I did it on purpose.”

      “And what exactly did you do, Chas?”

      I chewed on my cheek and shrugged. “It’s nothing, just drama like you said.”

      “From the way you’ve been acting lately I’m going to assume you and Rori have come to understand how much you truly mean to one another and you did not tell Brogan.”

      “I did tell him. Later,” I mumbled. “He’s my friend. Not the easiest thing to admit to your friend.”

      “That is not an excuse. Emotions can have a massive influence on your powers. You know this!”

      “It’s not like you understand where I’m coming from,” I snapped, my temper, constantly so close to breaking all the time now, raged again. “You and Moran are together, and it’s easy. But Rori, she was with Brogan first, and I feel like the asshole who somehow got in the middle without meaning to!”

      “You truly believe Moran, and I have it easy?” she whispered. “Chas, by rule we cannot be together. Every day we have to hide what we feel for each other.” She patted my cheek as she smiled at me sadly. “If we were not at war, this would not be such an issue, but you four are still the only Elite Guard team we have. Whatever emotional turmoil you’re going through right now, there is no time to wait for it to pass. You have to face it head-on and accept the consequences of your actions.”

      Admitting the truth to Brogan had been hard. How did you tell your friend you kissed the girl he’s with, and you’re pretty sure she now likes you more than him? He’d decked me, but he could’ve struck me with lightning, thrown me through a wall. Instead, he’d punched me a few times.

      “I’ll go find Brogan,” I told Agnes as I rose to my feet.

      “And I suggest you take time to work with him and Brunie. She is an excellent priest. I trained her myself for a while. She will make an excellent teammate.”

      I’d meant to speak to Brunie more and see how well the three of us could work together until we got Rori back, but I wasn’t in the mood. Maybe because I hadn’t slept much, if at all. When I wasn’t flopping around in bed, I was finding something—anything, really—to do to keep me busy and get my mind off how long Rori had been gone and at the mercy of those bastards.

      I clenched and unclenched my fists as I exited my room to track down Brogan first, and take whatever else he wanted to throw at me. I longed to be outside in the woods, letting my anger out through my bear, but Moran would skin me alive if I did that right now. We were still making repairs to the outpost, and after my disobeying orders once today, I was lucky Moran wasn’t the one who came to talk to me.

      I passed several of our soldiers busy at work repairing the outer walls and fortifying the main entrance. I turned right at the next intersection and heard Blade’s voice echoing up from the lower level. Peering over the railing, I spotted him leading the guards from the warehouse to the cells where the other prisoner was being held. The one who’d given us only a tiny bit of information so far. I’d pleaded with Moran to let me go down there and talk with him, but he seemed to believe I would kill the man before I even asked him any questions.

      Sadly, he was probably right.

      I would’ve beaten the man within an inch of his life until he told me what I needed to hear. We would get Rori back, I never doubted Brogan wanted to rescue her as much as I did, but it was like an ache in my chest I wasn’t able to get rid of ever since I learned she was taken. All I wanted was to see her again, alive and well, and be able to tell myself I did not fail her.

      Brogan was alone in the temple with the door open. I was going to walk away and leave him to his meditating, but his eyes opened. “You coming in or what?”

      I ground my teeth, stepped inside, wishing I could close the door.

      “How’s your face?” he asked.

      “Hurts, but I deserved it. Listen, Brogan,” I started to say.

      He held up his hand to stop me. “No, let me get this out first,” he said in a rush. “I care for Rori a lot, but… if I'm honest with myself, and with you, the relationship we started to have was over the night the Cleansers attacked Four Point. All of us have turned into different people, and I don’t think we would’ve lasted much longer, not like I think you two can.”

      I looked at him, sure my jaw had dropped at some point. This was not what I expected to hear. I waited for him to laugh and say he was kidding, and he was pissed at me after all, waited for him to throw another punch, but he got up instead and held his hand out to me.

      “Seriously, Chas, I had a feeling it wouldn’t work out. Not like we’d been dating for years or anything,” he reminded me. “Not like we ever really had much of a chance, but if you two somehow managed to find that connection in the midst of this shit, then I think it’s right.”

      I took his hand, shaking it as I shook my head. “You sure you don’t want to deck me again?”

      “No. I wasn’t even that upset about what you two did. But we can’t lie to each other,” he said, gripping my hand tighter. “That will get us all killed.”

      “Not the easiest thing to tell your friend.”

      “No, but what would’ve happened if it came out during a more serious fight?”

      “Trust me, already got the brief lecture from Agnes about emotions affecting our powers and so on.” I took my hand back and slowly walked the perimeter of the room. “It’s all confusing, being so close. And now we’ve got another person we’re dragging into this mess.”

      “Good thing we can’t see what’s in each other’s heads, right?”

      I laughed with him, and it felt good to have this moment… for about five seconds. Then I was right back to worrying what Rori was going through. Brogan’s dark look said his mind went to the same and he nodded toward the door.

      “We should find Brunie, see if we can’t all get a better handle on fighting together.”

      “Or we could track down Blade and see if those guards spilled anything else yet.”

      “They just got here, give the man some time. Brunie, first. You two haven’t even had a conversation yet.”

      And it wasn’t for lack of trying on her part. I’d been too wrapped in worrying about tracking down Rori to stop for five seconds to realize we had found our fourth. And she was incredible so far. I followed Brogan out of the temple and for the first time in a week, we were able to have a conversation. Despite the seriousness of our current predicament, we found a few things to laugh about, mostly my idiocy of rushing in to confront those guards. By the time we tracked down Brunie, who was with one of her fighting buddies, Jackson, we were guffawing so hard she eyed us like we had a few screws loose. Which to be fair at this point, we probably did.

      “Alright, Brunie, what do you say the three of us get some good old fashion sparring in? At the same time, visiting, so you two can get to know one another?” Brogan suggested.

      “Sounds like a good plan to me.” She smiled sadly as she shook my hand. “Look, I’m sorry about Rori getting taken, but I’ll be here to help you guys get her back. Looking forward to meeting her, really. A necromancer. Who would’ve thought?”

      “Yeah, not us,” I said with a bitter laugh. “And sorry for not being very hospitable.”

      “Actually, he’s been nicer to you than he was to me and Rori the first time,” Brogan chimed in.

      I glowered at him.

      Brunie laughed. “Well, then I’ll take that as a compliment.”

      “You should,” I said. “Brogan here just doesn’t know when to quit while he’s ahead.”

      “It’s a gift,” Brogan said with a broad grin. He led the way out of the mess hall and deeper into the outpost to the training room.

      “Agnes said she trained you,” I said to Brunie as we walked.

      “Trained you too from what I hear,” she replied. “She’s definitely a hard teacher, but I learned a few tricks from her.”

      “I have no worries after what I’ve seen so far.”

      “Good.” She hesitated. And as Brogan moved on ahead of us, she slowed down.

      I frowned as I matched her slower pace until he was way ahead of us. “This is kind of embarrassing, but I just want to know for my benefit,” she whispered.

      “Know what

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/sorcery.jpg






