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Synopsis

Aether Guardian Thalia travels to sun-drenched Greece when she tracks unusual storms disrupting elemental balance. In this ancient village where norms, nulls and elemental guardians usually live in harmony, she discovers feuding fire and wind guardian families, a forbidden romance. Someone is manipulating events from the shadows—but who, and why? What is their connection to Thalia?
The Aether’s Call  is a gentle fantasy of elemental duty, personal reckoning, and the quiet strength it takes to keep magic—and yourself—from falling apart.
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Chapter 1
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“Don’t forget dessert tonight,” Thalia called, sinking deeper into the bed with a smile. Sebastian’s grunt was all the reply she needed as the front door clicked shut behind him. She turned over with a sigh. Four weeks of peace with no kids at home—though she knew better than to trust that silence would last.

Just yesterday, they’d followed the usual family ritual: Ayana, Olivia, and Sebastian had joined her in dropping Thomas off at the airport. Their youngest was off celebrating the end of A-Levels with friends on the Greek coast. Thalia rolled again, restless. At least she was the Aether Guardian for the Europe, Middle East and Africa region—checking in wouldn’t be hard.

Her eldest son, Malik, was off to another Paragliding competition, no doubt causing havoc as he worked his way up the ranks. Thalia smiled at the thought, shifting under the summer duvet in search of a comfortable spot.

How do people do this? There’s nothing to do lying here. With a deep sigh, Thalia threw off the covers. What a waste of time.

Thalia pulled the blackout curtains apart, expecting the bright summer air of the Westerham suburbs. She frowned at the summer rain. This isn’t right, even for England. Thalia watched the wind and rain battling each other. The water hit the windows so hard that she feared her triple-glazed windows would not handle the extra pressure. She checked the bedside calendar. It’s June! Where is that crystal? Got to harmonise these air and water elements, this is nuts!

Thalia stepped into her home office. The familiar smell of peppermint and lavender from the oil diffuser on the window ledge surrounded her as she scanned the room; It’s in here somewhere. She took a few minutes to wake her computer to check her emails. Thalia resisted the urge to rub her hands together at the increased potential orders in her inbox. All those lovely new orders. Thalia, do not distract yourself. You only used that thing last week. It’s got to be here somewhere.

Thalia frowned as she checked the surfaces of her office—her computer desk, her writing desk. Everything was clear, and the printer lay dormant as usual. The printer was the biggest paperweight on the planet, but it was always good to have. She tapped it, as if to apologise for her thoughts. Thalia searched the nearby bookcase, moving aside an old leather-bound journal she’d collected years ago—one of many artifacts she never quite figured out. She began to feel a chill of fear at the possibility that she might have truly lost it this time. The council warned me that I could never replace it. Where is the damn thing?

Thalia jumped when she heard the loud, old-fashioned ringtone from the orb stone on her desk. She looked down at her attire, her favourite threadbare nightshirt, and the rabbit slippers that Malik had given her for their last winter solstice celebration. Not the ideal choice of clothing for an unexpected council call. With a resigned shrug, Thalia answered the video call, making sure to disable the webcam first.

“Morning, Edmond. Why did you call me on this thing? You know I hate it,” Thalia said as she slid into her writing desk chair.

“Why have you blocked the screen? I can’t see you?” Oh, the joy of being an Aether Guardian. Edmond was her main point of contact with the bureaucrats at the Ethereal/Aether council. Thalia pretended not to hear Edmond’s question. Couldn’t a girl walk around her own house in her bedclothes without having to explain it?

“What do you want, Edmond? It’s early?”

Edmond ignored Thalia’s question in return. Control mattered to him—too much, perhaps—and he hated not having it. “I don’t understand why you insist on using those norm mobiles and tablet devices when we have an orb system that has been in place for eons and is exceptional!”

Thalia let Edmond’s question slide; two could play this game. It was one of his common complaints. He hated not being able to see what she was doing. She smiled, trying to hide the laughter in her voice. She did like to irritate him sometimes.

“I’m also one of the longest ruling Aether Guardians, so maybe there’s a method to my madness,” Thalia muttered before steadying herself and speaking with confidence. “Edmond, why did you call me? It’s Wednesday; it’s not our usual catch-up day.”

Edmond narrowed his eyes, his gaze fixed on the screen where Thalia’s logo pulsed back at him.

“It’s raining!” Edmond said, as if that explained everything.

Thalia paused, waiting for Edmond to say more. The ensuing silence grew, turning into a battle of wills. Thalia sighed. Pick your battles. Then she smiled at Edmond, knowing he couldn’t see her but aiming to project a positive tone as she continued to talk. 

“I can see that; we are in England; rain this time of year is not unusual.” There it is. Gotcha! Thalia leaned down to pick up the flashing crystal from the floor beside her writing desk. She wiped away the bead of sweat that appeared on her forehead from the relief.

“Did you hear me?” Edmond said.

I can hear you. Yes.. Am I paying attention? ...no. Thalia rolled her eyes, hearing Edmond’s voice go up a notch as it dripped with condescension. I’m in my sixties, not a child, for goodness’ sake. 

“Sorry, Edmond, I was distracted for a moment,” Thalia said as she rubbed her forehead, trying to ease the growing headache.

“Distracted! Distracted! But I have been talking—what good are you if you can’t hold a conversation?” Edmond’s voice was laced with disdain.

Thalia could feel herself becoming unsure of her decisions because of the toxic tone of the paper-pushing Ethereal Council member. Why does he do this to me? Her ebony gaze lingered on the custom tapestry Sebastian and the children had gifted her. An image of the children’s interlocking elemental symbols surrounding the Fénix family emblem; underneath it read, ‘You’ve Got This, You Always Do.’ With a deep breath, Thalia listened to the oak tree battling the wind outside the large window. She flexed her lower jaw, as if to relieve tension, before giving Edmond her full attention. Glad he could not see her sudden moment of doubt.

“I can’t believe you were daydreaming while...”

“Enough! I am the Aether Guardian, chosen by the sacred sites and dumped in Stonehenge. It’s not my fault your daughter wasn’t selected, and I’ve been doing this far longer than the usual 20–25 years; I’m doing something right. Putting that aside, what about the rain?” Thalia said.

Edmond was silent for a few minutes, forgetting that she could see him in all his high-definition glory. I bet he has upgraded his orb and wanted to show off; that would be like him. Edmond kept on making faces, narrowing and opening his eyes before he replied. 

“This weather is not normal, even for this part of Europe. Fix it and report back.” Edmond’s image flickered before cutting off. No goodbye, no further discussion—just another order given, like she was a tool, not a person. 

Thalia sat muttering at her writing desk, aiming to calm herself down as she ran her hands over the snow globe-style crystal. The Aether amplifier changed to a steady pulse in Thalia’s mahogany-toned hands. She closed her eyes against the brightening light of the crystal. It almost bleached all colour from her palms. The heat built, but she barely noticed it anymore. To find her centre, Thalia did her usual routine. She detected the familiar auras of her husband and children. Her Aether aura was working as expected—everyone was where they should be. Ayana, mmm..., I will need to check back with her later. 

Thalia frowned as she deepened her concentration, a crease forming between her thick black brows, as she pushed her Aether aura further across Europe into Africa. The Aether pulse’s aura became erratic the further she pushed—Unable to locate the imbalance with no success. Nothing makes sense. 

Who to contact?

Nala in the Americas or Jackson in Asia and the Pacifics? Are they experiencing anything similar? 

Acrid burnt toast filled her nose, strong enough to make her cough. It wasn’t just an odd smell—it felt wrong, like something unravelling at the edges of the world. Thalia placed the now soft pulsing crystal back on her writing table. 

Need to think. Shower or bake? No room in the freezer for another cake today. With a sigh, she left the room to take a long, inspiring shower.
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