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Pulled through a portal Tye discovers a world where magic and unicorns are real and the truth about the father he never knew. Before he can reconnect with his father and create his new life, he learns he was brought through the portal for a reason: save the unicorns and their bondeds who are dying from a mysterious illness.

But there’s more to the illness than his science can discover, because what he learns may upend everything they knew about magic and then some.

The first two chapters are free for everyone to read. Become a community member to read more at https://kitauthor.com/story/through-a-portal-storm.
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There’s a new division within Tempus Armis, the time traveling branch of the magical enforcement agency known only as Armis, and their name is loosely translated as the Time Archivists. Their mission: go through time and find magical artifacts to bring them back into Musimagium custody for safekeeping.

A group of four magic users, each with their animal companion, join forces to find Apollo’s Chalice, an artifact rumored to give the bearer unmitigated magical power. But when the artifact goes into the hands of a new player, all of time is changed and it’s up to the Time Archivists to put things back the way they were—if they can.

https://kitauthor.com/story/the-search-for-apollos-chalice/


Flashes of white through the barren trees hinted at the unicorns within the forest. I followed them as much as I did the discordant thread of magic weaving its way into the forest’s heart. My hands tingled, itching to reach for my flute and play the magic into something more peaceful, more harmonious. In the back of my mind, Lady remained a strong presence, steadying me and keeping me grounded.

I curled my lip as I stepped through a patch of sand burrs. Where had they come from to germinate here in the middle of the forest? No clearing to provide sunlight; not enough open sky or ground to give them growth, and yet they bushed out as if someone had planted them here. I doubted they’d fallen from a wild animal to seed themselves. On my property there were no burrs, though I couldn’t speak for any of my neighboring ones. I hissed as a thorn hooked on my long-sleeve denim shirt. Carefully, wishing I’d brought my leather gloves with me, I plucked it free and continued onward. Flashes of white told me to hurry.

I sensed the unicorns’ worry, their anxiety over this magic creeping into the forest. Had I still been connected with the Akron Auxiliary, I might have reached out to my boss, let them know what was going on. But they’d left me for dead and as far as I knew I’d been discharged from that service. Having my own team turn on me kinda made me not want to go back and check. No matter what happened here, I was on my own.

The unicorns scattered. I stopped, all my senses on high alert. I looked through the trees, not even seeing a hint of white to indicate that the unicorns remained. I thought I heard hoofbeats, though they were soft and moving away from me. Behind me, in the heart of the forest, the node stone pulsed with a steady beat I felt in my blood. Nothing dangerous there, and yet, I couldn’t help but feel on edge. I curled my fingers around my flute. If I needed to release a spell, I could. 

Do you feel anything, Lady? I queried the senior mare who was more than just my horse. She was my companion, my lifeline when everything had gone to hell, and she watched my six better than any partner in Armis ever could.

Nothing new. Just the same sickness.

I mentally acknowledged her words. Sickness was a good way to describe it, a low thrum of discordant energy running just beneath the surface. My property line approached, though I couldn’t see the boundary marker I knew I walked toward it. Beyond me to this side was some state park lands. Lady and I had ridden along a deer trail through them many times. The ranger knew me and appreciated my keeping an eye on things when he couldn’t. Apparently, both of us had missed the mark on this one, though he probably wasn’t looking for anything magical.

I stepped from the brambles with a sense of relief. With my walking stick, I picked my way through the trees. There, just barely visible through the tree trunks was the green post that marked the fence along the edge of my property. Nothing here. Nothing to indicate what I’d just felt. I stepped quicker through the trees as they thinned, until I broke the canopy and stood in knee-high grasses, a canvas of gold and brown with little tendrils of green where the foliage struggled to hold onto the growing season that had ended a good month ago. 

Glancing around, I saw nothing. No marker. No signpost. No disturbance that might indicate what had happened. And yet, the miasma rolled from the ground on the other side of the fence. I walked to it. Plain twisted wire, no barbs that would catch unsuspecting wildlife, no electrical insulators. I laid my hand on the first strand of wire.

A shock zipped through my arm, throwing me backwards. I landed on my ass, a rock digging into my right hip. Ouch. That was going to bruise. My flute tossed one direction, my walking stick the other. Crap. I bolted to my feet and grabbed my instrument, looking it over for damage. Thankfully there didn’t appear to be any. I played some experimental notes, proving to myself all was well. I snatched my walking stick from the ground and used it to tap at the wire.

No current ran through them, which was exactly what I expected. 

You okay?

Lady’s query interrupted my confusion.

Fine. But there’s a hell of a ward on this fence. And there shouldn’t be. Now that I knew it was there, I stepped forward, my hand outstretched. I sensed the magic now, so faint it blended in with the residual magical energies of my forest. Well, not mine, except my name was on the deed at the courthouse. This forest belonged to the unicorns, but this magic was very much human. And it came from somewhere nearby. I searched the signature. In my time at the Auxiliary, I’d seen a lot of things and taken down a lot of people doing bad things with magic. The magical signature just familiar enough that I could trace it back to three or four schools—all of them ours.

Great. This was so not what I needed. Trying to keep my head down, stay dead as it were, and not draw the attention of anyone else worked when I didn’t have to reach out or deal with things like this. But rogue magic, no matter who did it, needed to be reported. The signature was undeniably Musimagium, and that meant it fell square into Armis’ territory. Right now, I didn’t know who to reach out to or who I could trust. And that was a problem.

With a thought to the unicorns—I still didn’t know how much they understood—I told them I’d check it out and to please alert me if anything else happened. Sometimes I saw them, and they seemed impervious to my presence. Other days, like today, they led me on a merry chase into the woods to discover something that presumably threatened them or the node. Though this energy ran along the fence, almost like a containment spell. Was someone trying to contain me? Or just the node and the unicorns? Or were we just innocent bystanders and this had nothing to do with us at all.

I removed my cap, raked my fingers through my dark brown hair, pulling a few strands free of the ponytail I wore, then replaced the cap and trudged back through the forest. This time, I walked around the briars and thorns, though I knew I’d have to come back and get that ward out of here. I passed the node stone, pausing to admire the luminous, almost translucent purple surface. Two unicorns grazed nearby. One of them lifted its head as I passed, then resumed grazing after realizing I wasn’t a threat. I paused for a moment, admiring their alabaster coats. These unicorns had tufted goat-like beards dangling from their chins. Long hair covered their pasterns and moved over the top of their hooves, protection against any thorns or rough grasses. Their horns glowed almost iridescently as if they
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