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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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        "Of all the gin joints in all the towns

        in all the world,

        she walks into mine."

        Sam, Casablanca

      

      

      

      Just call it our last family reunion.

      

      Fierce Winds Isle stuck out into the middle of Storm Lake, invisible to human eyes, except for the boulders and trees lining the shore. River stepped onto the sandy beach and looked up at the ominous thunder clouds which had stalked him across the sky until he set down on the Isle. Now they hovered overhead. River took it as a warning, but of what?

      A male figure in a ragged gray cloak walked toward the Moat, Destiny's secret watering hole established centuries ago for supernaturals, most of them adversaries. However, the Moat was the one place adversaries could mingle without fear of conflict, and that only because of Morpheus’ judgment.

      The hooded man's back was to River as he studied the symbols above the entrance to the Moat. Each symbol, a ruby poppy surrounded by two black onyx wings, was a sign of eternal consequences for disobeying the rules of the tavern and incurring Morpheus' wrath.

      The seventh mark was added the day River's sister was confronted by a cantankerous wind fae calling himself the "Lord of the Wind". Morpheus had cut him down in front of everyone present.

      River slowed as the being turned and pushed the cowl back to reveal a face and neck covered in thick ropey scars. He was easily as big as River; his size and copper skin pointed to Djinn heritage, but there was something missing in this creature's Qi. Dead eyes looked back at River as he stared at the man's unfamiliar face.

      "I'm impressed." The stranger's head tilted as he studied River in return. "I'd heard you were a scrawny thing, sickly even."

      River frowned. Heard from whom? He didn't know this thug, but privately acknowledged the feeling of dread he'd felt when he’d first seen him. "Have we met?"

      "We haven't, no. The last time I was here for any length of time..." The man turned and scanned the lake, looking off into the distance as if trying to remember the details of a past known only to him. His expression hardened, and he aimed a glare at River. “. . .it was centuries ago; our father banished me from this place."

      River's mouth went dry as he ran those words over again in his mind. Our father? What game was this stranger playing? River had no siblings besides Tempe, though he acknowledged he didn't know everything. He'd found that out when his father returned "from the dead" in March after River was kidnapped and his sister, who'd raised him since he was four, ended up in trouble with the law. The tale his parents told, purportedly to keep him and Tempe safe from their enemies, River called the big lie. It was still a thorn in his side. Ever since he and Tempe were abandoned, River had longed for the return of his family. For that closeness. And this … being claimed to be family?

      "I don't blame you, River," said the cloaked man. "You are somewhat innocent, though there is the unfortunate circumstance of your birth parents."

      River felt a sudden tug on the invisible cord, the magical indicator between himself and the being that held him in thrall with a bartered wish. His eyes flew wide in dismayed realization.

      With a sneer, the man said, "So. You recognize my hold on you. I own that little wish our sister traded away.

      River couldn't speak, could barely draw a breath. His pounding heart almost drowned out the creature's next words. He wished it had.

      "But there's no such thing as small wishes doled out in our family name, right? That single behest made me your master. I could wish for anything: a vault of gold, a country all my own, or… say, to destroy my strongest adversary."

      The look he directed at River sent a chill of dread through him, and he lashed out, "Who are you?"

      The scar tissue around the creature's lips twisted as pale blue teeth appeared in a humorless grin. "You may call me Styx. I wish I could say I'm here for a family bash, but…" He propped his chin on his fist, eyes narrowed. "Actually, that might describe it perfectly. Let's just call it our last family reunion."

      River started forward, though he had no plan in mind. His thoughts whirled with the implications of what Styx had said. Our father. Family reunion…and our sister. How could this be? His heart pounded like a jackhammer; he was surprised Styx couldn't hear it. Did he intend to call in the wish now? River searched futilely for a way to prevent it.

      With a wave of one hand as if to say 'ta-ta' and the other touching the necklace on his chest, Styx said, "Relax, little brother. I own you, and with this wish I finally have what I need to destroy my sire. But it will be on my terms." Like a statue, Styx waited until that sank in, then he raised the cowl obscuring his face again. "I'll be in touch."
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      Something or someone was coming. . .

      

      River's shot glass hit the petrified top of the ancient wooden bar with a crack, splashing the amber liquid and making the creatures at nearby tables shift warily. A few reached for their weapons, before remembering they'd been checked at the door. Guiltily they glanced around hoping the ever-seeing Morpheus hadn't noticed.

      A burly three-armed Wite with crimson eyes and flashing fangs walked carefully from one end of the bar toward River and wiped up the spilled liquor. "You want another?"

      River shrugged. His gaze locked on the bartender slash gatekeeper. What did it matter? It was futile, this fixation he had on attempting to drown his problems in the amber liquid in front of him. Yes, he knew better. Djinn didn't—couldn't—get drunk, or succumb to the effects of any other human drugs. Besides, he had grown larger in the past months. Muscle and inches had been added to his frame. Mere liquor would not make him forget. It took special, spelled magic to affect him, like the poison he'd consumed at the hands of an old girlfriend back in February when he'd nearly died.

      He'd returned to his usual spot at the bar a half hour ago after his meeting with Styx to sit and think and drink. And since he'd been depressed for months and had just received the shock of his life, he decided his efforts wouldn't be for lack of trying. River looked down at the series of fresh shots the bartender placed in front of him and settled in to distract himself from his now exacerbated problem.

      The fourth shot was still burning the lining of his throat when River felt a stab to his chest, an alarm, the first one he'd received since he'd returned home from the healer. He searched the room using only his peripheral vision. Was the warning connected to the meeting with Styx, or an impending attack? He hunched his shoulders over the bar, glanced toward the tunnel, and opened his senses to his djinn radar. The same beings he'd scanned upon arriving earlier were scattered about the cavernous room playing card games, wall boards, or simply passing the time, like him.

      River was just learning to trust his senses again but he knew his physical reaction meant something was amiss. He surveyed the room again, looking more closely. The two shifters playing cards sensed his gaze and met it as if they'd welcome a challenge, but backed down when they saw the aggression, fury, and danger reflected in his eyes. Raising their chins, they scented the air and quickly lowered their gazes. They knew better than to piss him off.

      Satisfied, River turned back to the bar and rested his head in his palms, releasing a long breath. He knocked back the next shot, feeling the burn as it scorched a path from his teeth to his gut. As usual, there was no kick, no dulling of the senses, no welcome blankness. He exhaled, ran a big hand over his face. Why bother?

      His head snapped up. There it was again. Tensing, he prepared to set his djinn loose. As the son of a Djinn and a Tempestaerie, he recognized the seismic shift of the molecules in his body. Like thunder announcing the arrival of a storm, electrical impulses set his spine zinging. Something was coming. It could be as momentous as a northwest firestorm or as devastating as a volcanic eruption.

      Then she walked in.
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      Who me? I’m going to take his head.

      

      She was a vision in red, a beautiful dream in the disintegrating and volatile nightmare his life had just become. Only because of his djinn nature was he was still able to keep his hand steady on the bar in front of him, but when he caught a glimpse of sleek thighs, kick-ass high-heeled boots and lush hips, his reaction was like a physical strike.

      She strode through the main entrance and gave her fiery mane a toss. As she sashayed up to the bar, his eyes traveled from her red leather boots up the long length of her toned thighs to the silky, smooth skin above the red breastplate. He frowned. There was some kind of odd emblem etched in gold on the front.

      He tried to look away but it was as if his eyes craved what they saw, moving along her toned form, voraciously dining on her exquisite features, pert breasts and the shiny titian hair that spilled over her shoulders and curled around her waist, like a flaming nimbus. Every being in the room watched as those curls tumbled down her back to cup her butt. And like him, they wished for what they couldn't have.

      River was no different, apparently, and it surprised him. As if he'd been bewitched, his hands itched to touch her and with one glance at the others in the room he acknowledged he'd been right. He wasn't the only one.

      She had some nerve to walk into a place like this—no, he realized, it wasn't nerve. With a whisper soft snick, a long, medieval neck-splitter of a sword slid free of the leather sheath on her back and rose in an arc to land gently on the counter behind her. The gatekeeper admired it reverently then took it into custody, as was the custom for all weapons upon entering the Moat.

      River's eyes had been busy feasting on her fluid muscles and the sway of her hips, but snapped to her face when he identified her as a warrior. It took him long enough. Maybe he was drunk after all. But no—one look at her face, the flawless porcelain skin, rosy cheeks, and stunning lavender eyes, and he knew—he wasn't drunk. Or dead. Yet.

      She came to a stop in front of him, legs spread shoulder's distance apart, and her eyes made a weird movement not unlike what his sister's did when she was about to throw a storm. It was too late to take a step back. Her pupils flared, snapped to slits, then rounded out again as she studied him. She licked her lips once, making him feel like a bug on a leaf, but didn't threaten or attack. What was she? Who⁠—

      With a movement to his left, one of the variants who'd challenged him earlier, raised River's protective instincts, and he prepared to fight, but a wall slammed down on his power. He gritted his teeth and pushed. The wall pushed back. Hard. Efrit. What was going on?

      In a flash of movement, her long, heavy sword was hovering over his shoulder, the ornate hilt wrapped in her fist and the business end pointed at the largest of the shifters, who was, of course, unarmed.

      Having witnessed the appearance of Morpheus with Tempe's situation, he whispered fiercely, "If you have a brain in that brassy head of yours, you'll send your weapon flying back to the gatekeeper." Her head angled sharply, eyes narrowing dangerously on his as she mouthed brassy? but he ignored her.

      Then, with a lazy smirk in the direction of the men she'd stupidly threatened out of self-defense—he hoped that made a difference to Morpheus—he said, "I can't take her anywhere. She's always showing off her fancy blade." He laid his hand on her arm. A snapping electric jolt shot straight through his system. She'd felt it too; her eyes glazing as she stared over his shoulder. Then those violet irises blinked, and she turned back toward the men.

      River's scowl returned until she nodded, her eyes flitting from him to the others one last time, then the great sword arced over her head to the bartender, whereupon the hulking shifter eased back into his chair and River relaxed. Efrit, he'd relaxed when he figured out she was safe from harm—from these miscreants, or Morpheus? This day just kept getting weirder.

      She sidled in next to him, not scared in the least. His stomach muscles tightened when he got his first whiff of her scent, something powerful and exotic, and it slammed into him like a straight-line wind. If he hadn't been propped on the bar, he would've been knocked off his feet, which made his scowl deepen.

      Her delicate brow rose, and with a knowing smirk—it looked like that to him anyway—she said, "Sorry to interrupt your solitary pity-party but I'm looking for someone. Perhaps you've seen him?" Her gaze never wavered from his, and River wondered if she'd been following him.

      He eased back on his stool and slouched indolently against the bar, raising the glass to his lips with half-lidded eyes. "And I care because..."

      She rolled her eyes, long dark lashes nearly touching her eyebrows. The huge violet orbs returned to his, fearless and challenging, and sarcasm dripped from her lips in a lovely, mesmerizing accent. "Oh, I didn't expect you to care after studying you for the last twenty minutes, but don't expect me to leave any stone unturned."

      So, she'd been watching him for that long. River resisted, shaking his head in wonder. He'd been so absorbed in his new problem, she'd slipped up on him. Emotions continued to beat at him, turning his gut to acid. He set the glass down and raised his head, openly studying her. Not a local, judging by her dialect, but she was a real badass. He grinned, guessing it would turn that red-headed temper up a notch. "Would you like a drink?"

      Squinting up at him, she asked, "Why do you try to distract me with drink? I sense you are hiding something. Have you seen him? It would not be wise to obfuscate."

      He might have flinched under her fierce gaze if he hadn't been struck by her choice of words. Obfuscate—hide the truth. Once again, River steeled himself not to react under that wild glare, wondering if she was one of many with some mind-reading ability. Was she some kind of faerie with those violet eyes? They were similar to Arabella's, the queen of the Fae and Tempe's friend. If so, she might already know what he was hiding. He maintained his expression of aloofness.

      Receiving no response from him, she cursed succinctly and motioned to the bartender, who walked to the end of the bar and produced her long sword. She turned toward him, and River expected her to reach for it but with a slight tilt of her chin, the sword left the bartender's hands and sank into the sheath on her back…sliding home.

      Her head swiveled back to him. "Now, I must leave per the rules. But first, I want you to tell me when you last saw this man." She whipped out a beige piece of parchment, and an image formed, drawn skillfully with magical inks. He sensed it on the paper and was careful not to touch it.

      She'd said when, not if. River remained stoic as the elemental ink became bolder and the spaces filled in to reveal the face of the being he'd spoken to just hours before—Styx. He couldn't lie, so he deflected, "What is he to you?"

      The high arch of one perfect brow preceded her answer. "Oh, me?" she said in a beautiful, lilting cadence. "I'm what you might call a dragonhunter hunter. I'm going to take his head."

      She followed that bold edict with a swirl of hair and a sway of hips in the direction of the tunnel. River couldn't help it. He devoured her every step until she was out of sight.

      That didn't exactly shake him out of his feeling of doom. It took a lot to distract a djinn from the dread of being bound to his family's enemy, one who'd just admitted to being a long-lost family member. What did she mean she was a dragonhunter hunter? He didn't know there was such a thing. He frowned. It sounded like she was putting him on notice, but why?

      The only two dragons he was aware of were his sister Tempe's mate, Destiny's Sheriff Jack Lang, and Conor, the black dragon who some called the Dark Knight because of his Jedi Ninja look and the big flashy swords he wielded. River rubbed his chin, contemplating the similarities between Conor and the redhead.

      His glass slammed down on the counter. The dragonhunter she wanted and Styx were one and the same! Efrit, this was a highly charged mess. Dutch had called the hooded man a dragonhunter right here months ago, the day the wind fae confronted Tempe.

      Remembering Tempe's clash with the Lord of the Wind, he nearly smiled. He'd warned that blowhard not to mess with his sister. While they faced off, he'd seen the gray-cloaked figure watching from the other side of the room; felt a tug on an invisible chain, the twisting in his gut, and he'd known the deal Tempe struck with that shyster, Elvis, had come due.

      But Tempe wasn't to blame. After she'd discovered his damaged amphora in that clubhouse locker, she'd known a replacement would be needed for his source, pronto. Without the help of his parents or the local authorities, she'd risked everything to find him. Finally, she made a deal with Elvis on the family's behalf for a new djinni bottle, when no one else would even acknowledge he was missing or in trouble.

      Of course, if she hadn't picked Elvis' ritziest model, there would have been no need for a deal. And he wouldn't be in his current situation.

      River didn't require fancy digs like some djinns. Even after he'd opened his contracting business, he'd lived in a small upstairs bedroom of their antebellum home. He did indeed owe her his life, but this might be one of the most devastating choices she'd ever made for their family and their world. The pain in his gut intensified with his next realization. If a solution didn't present itself soon, it would be River who destroyed everyone he held dear.

      He scrubbed his face with his hands. The fae hunter was trouble. And… he tried not to think about the surge of heat that slammed into him when he looked into her lavender irises, or when she'd touched him. It was the first time he'd felt alive in months.

      But she'd just thrown a huge wrench in the works. It was obvious the lady was dangerous, but she didn't know who she was locking horns with. Or did she? River decided to keep track of her whereabouts before she made things worse.
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      You just had to ask, didn't ya, Tempe?

      

      To most people the sight of a giant black Newfoundland sitting squarely in the middle-of-the-road where Tempe entered the Enchanted Glen subdivision would've been puzzling, even concerning, especially if one looked at his mournful expression. But Tempest Pomeroy, mail carrier and weather 'witch', took one glance at the mischievous expression in the Newfie's eyes and recognized him immediately—Marty, the Pomeroy family imp slash side-kick slash troublemaker.

      Tempe pulled the Chevy to a stop as he sauntered slowly toward her truck, to the casual observer, a lazy, overweight yard dog. Marty had the doggie impersonations down pat, having masqueraded as a feisty Pomeranian and assorted Dachshunds in recent months.

      "What's with the Newfoundland get-up?” she asked. "You realize you're too big for me to let you ride inside, and I'm not allowed to carry animals in the back on the route." Especially not now, when her supervisor hinted earlier that carriers might find themselves observed in the near future.

      He stared at her, the massive head angled thoughtfully. What? The doofus could speak to her with his mind or his mouth, but he didn't. What was he up to? Marty almost never appeared to her in public unless there was some kind of family trouble brewing. He usually just associated with the males in her family, probably because they could handle him. He sat down next to the door, his eyes level with the window of her truck. Sad eyes. "Don't look at me like that. I am totally immune. Speak to me."

      The big head drooped low over his fluffy black chest, creating a purposeful image—two hundred pounds of pure pitifulness. Tempe blew out a breath. Count on the imp to get his way. "Okay, fine, you can ride until we get to the end of the block, but then you get back in your wrinkled imp skin and talk to me."

      His ears perked up and with a slobbery grin he glided up and into the truck bed. Hmm, pretty athletic, the fraud. She heard the shuffle of packages as he settled iin,and then a deep bark. Wooof! Let's go. Just like a real mutt.

      As she prepared to roll forward, she heard a more alert Woof! Woof! A different inflection. "What?"

      As usual, Marty lost his train of thought as a perky little Shih Tzu with painted pink nails and a rhinestone-studded pink collar pranced over to the truck and grinned up at him. Then the pink ribbon on top of her head shook. Yap! Yap, yap! She reared up on the tire, her tail wagging frantically.

      Marty leaned so far out of the truck that he lost his footing and landed with a thud on the sidewalk. The little princess eased up to him cautiously, her tiny tongue whipping out to kiss his large nose. Then she turned, wiggled her butt at him and ran, the leash skipping down the sidewalk behind her along with her owner.

      Marty scrambled his ungainly bulk into gear and took off after her like a lumbering bear, his deep barks sounding more like gasps. He would obviously run out of steam before he could hook up with his new girlfriend, but Tempe couldn't wait around. She had an appointment to keep. No doubt the imp would turn up later.

      Rolling slowing by Inez Jackson's little shotgun house on her way to Jane Fortune's, she glanced over at the small porch where they'd become friends. The recently married octogenarians, Inez and Phineas Jackson, had received rejuvenated lives on Fierce Winds Isle as caretakers of the beach. Tempe missed Inez. The new resident had replaced the ordinary black mailbox with a decorative one, complete with a realistic trio of cats on one side and a striped tabby tail flag.

      Movement on the porch caught Tempe's attention. She blinked... and started counting. There were at least five cats lounging on the front porch. No, another one peeked out from under the wicker sofa as she drove toward the next house, and in her side mirror, she saw three more felines winding their way from the backyard. She groaned, imagining lots of treats, supplies, and cat meds in her future.

      Minutes later, she braked quietly in front of Jane Fortune's purple mailbox, hoping to drop off her package and move on. Retrieving it from behind her seat, she pointed her scanner at the barcode and depressed the button. Nothing.

      "Zeus’s blue ball…oney! Why now?" She banged the scanner against a wad of mail and tried again. Not a beep. She'd taken the device from the charger at the postal center before leaving, so that couldn't be the problem. And she'd used it several times for earlier deliveries. She sighed. Karma? Murphy's Law? The perverse universe knowing she didn't want to linger in front of Jane's residence?

      But as her luck would have it, today anyway, she spotted Destiny's only psychic columnist—psycho gossip was more like it—all four-foot-ten and three hundred pounds of luscious jiggling lime green taffeta marching toward her. Jane pointed her stubby index finger at Tempe. "Hold on there, Tempest Pomeroy. I want a word with you."

      Tempe groaned and shoved the gear into park with her left hand. As usual, her Tempestaerie nerve endings responded to Jane like snarled bumper car traffic. The pressure accumulated in her temples as she held back what would be her first storm hissy in a month. Too long, menori whispered. Like an ignition switch to her storm nature, what Tempestaeries called the breath of life, menori was Tempe's inner source. And right now, she was twitching her tail, set on go.

      Tempe wondered if the scanner malfunction had anything to do with her erratic emotions. If she could see her own aura, it would probably look like a swirling red and black mass. But why now? Life had been so good for her and Jack in the last few months, it was actually hard to believe how traumatic things had been less than a year ago.

      She'd held off her quickening Tempestaerie powers until she was twenty-nine, then last February everything changed. Men suddenly started acting strangely; her minor talents with electricity became unmanageable, and her emotions unpredictable. Not good when your nature involves storm elements.

      She'd ignored it all, but then she discovered the dead body of a variant at the Enchanted Glen Clubhouse and found her brother's genie bottle in a locker. She'd realized instantly that River was in trouble. The Sheriff had walked in on her as she tore into the locker with a club from the pro shop.

      Needless to say, Jack didn't believe her story about being able to smell its location, nor about River's sudden disappearance, and he'd placed her in temporary custody in his police unit. Luckily for Tempe, door locks were no hindrance, and she'd gone on about the business of delivering the mail and looking for her brother while Jack issued an APB on her.

      And that had been just the first few hours of their relationship. Everything went to hell after that, in a freaky, dangerous kinda way, but they'd come through it, and here they were, a real couple, living a normal life in her antebellum home with Jack's teenage daughter, Jordie.

      Now, with her hormones skittering around like unruly molecules, the last thing Tempe needed was this nosy mystic wannabe causing trouble. "What's in this package, anyway?” Tempe asked, hoping to distract her from whatever had her in such a tizzy. She read the return address, "ISPT? What's that stand for?"

      It worked; Jane brightened and reached for the brown-wrapped box. Trying out a solution to her problem, Tempe handed her the scanner and said, "Here, scan that for me, will ya?"

      Jane took the scanner, aimed it at the numbers, looking at Tempe for direction. "Just press the blue button when the orange light lines up on the barcode." Sure enough, the machine beeped, and Jane handed the device back.

      "It's from the Institute for Sensual Para-palepathy." Her smug announcement was followed by a frown when Tempe didn't give the desired response.

      Her mind was spinning through the possibilities, obviously training of some sort. Sensual—sex, and that in itself in Jane's hands was scary. She and Dickhead, the flower man, had become a thing during the Chaos last spring. If they'd been on a dating site, their profiles would have been listed as complete opposites. Dick was a giant, bad-tempered troublemaker.

      And what in Zeus’s name was Parap— "What did you call it?"

      Jane propped her fist on one generous hip. "Well! I knew you wouldn't recognize the science." In a snooty, condescending voice, she recited, "Sensual Para-palepathy is the telepeutic use of palepathy to achieve sexual gratification."

      You just had to ask, didn't ya, Temp? As usual, Jane needed a dictionary. "Um, would that be like… mind sex?"

      Her expression was smug. "There aren't a lot of experts in the field."

      "I don't doubt that," Tempe agreed.

      Jane perked up, grinning conspiratorially, "Dick suggested I get a Participants degree since I have a particularly adept sexual…"

      A participants degree? Tempe wasn't touching that one. "Erm, I'm good on the details, Jane. Was there something you wanted to talk to me about?" Here they were again.

      Once again, her hands parked defiantly on her ample hips as she squinted at Tempe. Her words came out in a staccato. "I'm sure… you think… you can have any… Man. You. Want."

      Huh?

      "But you can't have Dick." Her eyes flashed.

      Tempe couldn't believe her ears. It was all she could do to keep from laughing, but Jane wasn't laughing. On the contrary, she seemed to be gathering steam. "I mean it, Tempe. You stay away from Dick." She punctuated that with an index finger in Tempe's face.

      Where was this coming from? Jane's house was about a mile away from her boyfriend's place of business, Flowers by Dick. Clever name, right?

      As Dick liked to say, he and Tempe had a history, not a pleasant one, and not that kind of history. He'd tried to get her in trouble with the postmaster, the mayor, and even Jack, when he was unenlightened about Destiny's true nature.

      This line of questioning was strange, even coming from Jane. If she and Dick were really in love, why would Jane think Tempe was interested in the big slob? "Jane, I know Dick
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