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There’s a point between conscious and not...you’re body and mind...still very aware of your surroundings.  

Will you wake remembering any of it?  

Generally not...at first!

The brains little gift of temporary amnesia until the conscious mind is prepared to put together the information in real time.  

Until then...nothing you see, hear, or do will make a bit of sense.

As was the case when I woke screaming in my mother’s face in their kitchen.  No clue how I got there or why.  Overwhelmed by the full occupancy of our house compared to most days, but I didn’t question.  

Confused and scared weren’t significant words to describe my state.

The memories will emerge as hints pass tugging those to the forefront of my mind.  

I just have to give it a minute...or how ever longer this may take.

I do recall dreaming of Jay...still being referenced to as my possible guardian until we have proof.  I was in his head.  

Not that I had taken over his body in my dream state...I could hear him.  His thoughts about me, himself, the future.  

He doesn’t care about proof and at this point...neither do I.  

I know I told him I loved him...and I believe he feels the same he just hasn’t voiced that yet.  Jay is just as terrified if not more than I am...and I still don’t entirely understand why.

What our hearts are saying...is all the proof I need that he was meant to be MINE...and I was designed to be his Ankh.

Proof...I think I had a separate dream about mom and...she was really pissed at my dad and it had something to do with that proof.  

Hum!  I guess that’ll come to me too.  

I’m only seeing choppy bits of images and getting that whipping sound helicopter rotors make but louder...as if there were many.  Tommy was supposed to be picking us up...that’s what Jay told me to keep me running.  

I believe we made it to a helicopter.  I was sleeping and sorting through recent activities seeming centered around us...or me.  

Questioning the chaos, as I have been a lot as of late.  

The shooting I wish I had been out like a light for.  In fact, I was wide-awake until it got too cold to bear.  Everything just happened so fast!

Jay was there for all of it, holding my hand, and talking me through it.  My pillar of strength as always!

He’s been by my side the entire week.  

He’s seen me drained, cut up with glass, shot at, and I believe I heard something about ‘hypothermic complete systems failure’.  Although I’m not too sure on that last part.  

He tolerated the visions, taunting dreams, and acting out weird shit in my sleep better than I.  

Ahhh...which brings me to where we are now.  Taunting dreams!

I don’t know why I feel like I’m having an out of body experience watching everything happen around me.  Maybe I shut off until my body recuperates enough energy to deal with all of the information.

Ha!  I haven’t had a chance to recuperate between activities at all.  Probably why I feel and think I’m completely lost now.

And what information am I to filter?  We still have too many damn questions and even more now.

Not often any of us have been shot at that I can recall.  But if we had...we knew why to expect it first.

Well Princess...time to get back to reality and deal with...what was happening again?

Right!  Weird eyed guy was waiting for me at home.  He had a lot to say too.  Most still inaudible rants to me but he kept showing me flashes of my apartment and...uuuggghhh...I can’t even think about it.

You know what...let’s just dive right in...both feet and see what we can put together in this scrambled head of mine.
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I’m really beginning to wonder what I do in my sleep.  Kinda curious how I missed the ride home but...I’m sure that answer is not far down on the list of info I will be flooded with later.  Because that is how the great communicators work!

Actually I can’t entirely blame my parents or Uncle Tommy...I think my mind is messing with me right now too.  Keeping me on the ‘need to know’.  Apparently, there are a few things I just don’t need to know this second.

I’m sure it’ll all come back though!  I hope...maybe...unless it’s bad!

I woke or became conscious of what I was doing kneeling and sitting on my feet on the kitchen floor screaming hysterically in my mom’s face.  Bennett watching wide-eyed...bedroom door wide open...like I disturbed him or something.

I’m not even sure what I was saying but I heard my own voice as my mother soothed, ‘he took Jay’, and then I’d get that flash in my head of Jay at the door with that dot...oh gods take THAT memory away...please!

Jay shoves his way in through the slowly filling entryway.  I have no clue how long I’d been down here, but he was cursing and shaking his head.  “Always when I’m in the bathroom!  We need to discuss timing folks.”

My father sounds to be in the foyer and I hear him bust up laughing at Jay’s comment.  He was mumbling something behind the crowd in my parent’s house.  Tommy’s bassy voice agreeing on the other side of the wall.  

Cousin Andre and Uncle Tommy’s other boys were here.  They were all geared up like they’d been doing a ‘commando weekend’ or something.  Has some friends with them too I can see.  No one I’d recall names but faces...faces...have I seen these people recently?

Those trips were always so fun.  They looked armed with real weapons of some type...however, we use paint balls of course.  Still miserable pain you will never forget but you get to walk out and have a beer later, which is the best part.  We have a bonfire after and stay up way too late.  That sucks if my stupid emergency ruined their weekend.  

Wait...it’s not the weekend...and weren’t we supposed to be meeting their truck?  Oh...change of plans...totally forgot.

Hold up!  This wasn’t my change of...shit...the shooting changed the plans again.  Jay said something...that’s why we were meeting Tommy...why we were running for that vacant lot in the middle of the night.  

Memories starting to trickle back already!

“Biankha.”  Jay’s voice soft as he slowly reached his arms out for me.  

I lunged for him the second I got my face back from my mother’s hands.  Mom asks from behind me puzzled.  “What is she seeing?  That’s the second time she dreamt or said those exact words.  And how did she...or why did she come down here from her room.”

Nuzzling my face into Jay’s neck and shoulder, he mutters a reply.  “She’s seeing tonight...the apartment.  No one came for us.  Oh...and she still paces the house at night.  I don’t know if she’s awake for all of it.  She’s conscious enough she warned me she did it.”

My mother bizarrely understood and simply questioned as if Jay and I have been like this all along and everybody knew.  “Is this visual or what she’s telling you?”

Oh now mom wants into my head too?  Jay I have no problem...that’s our thing.  But my mother does not need to see everything that occurs in my head.

How is she so calm and collected?  Did they figure out that whole guardian thing without me?  And evidently, my mother is ‘cool’ with it.  

Jay shook a little as he cradled me in his lap rubbing circles on my back with one hand.  “She isn’t speaking yet, and I had a different view of that dot.  My reflex looked way cooler to her than it did in my head.”

Mom snorts out a laugh at his answer then apologizing muffled as if her hands were over her mouth.  But Jay encouraged it and got everyone chuckling because...you do get the last laugh when you make it.

It’s a thing...look it up!  Hey, death is going to always get the middle finger from me every time I cheat it until I finally lose!

[image: BD21334_]

The Jay effect worked...like magic!  On me and the crowd.  The man appeared; I get held and not questioned.  All poking and prodding ceased, turning into chitchat no one covered on any of our numerous phone calls in the hours we were gone. 

My clothes had been changed and I’m unbelievably sore.  My hair follicles even throb.  I have more cuts and stitches...but my entire skin shell stings like I sat in a bath full of salts and it was too hot.  

Hum...great...got a fat lip too.  Right...face planting to dodge bullets...got it!

Chipped my tooth.  Frick!

Honestly, I cannot complain.  Jay...I would have died tonight had he not been there.  If I did miss getting hit...I’d still be up their crying and a sitting duck if someone wanted to ensure they hadn’t.

We ran for...I can’t be sure how long but I know we did.  I kept tripping and falling but Jay was so patient.  After that...I lost a big chunk of time.

I can remember a second...just a blink after we had quit running.  It was so cold and everything just stopped.  Time stood still just long enough I could get a glimpse of my reflection in his wide-eyed stare.  I could swim in those incredible blue eyes.

I had been screaming in my head...I tried to tell him I loved him.  My mouth didn’t want to work so I couldn’t get the words out...but I think I got him to kiss me.  His energy was bouncing around chaotic...but his kiss...was peace.  

So weird because immediately after...we went from pause...to full-blown action-movie.  I really wish I had more control over reality, visions, telling the difference, oh...and control of my own body would be a bonus.

If I’m really freaked out...sometimes I have found it can be safest to trust my magic to lead.  Relying on faith it’ll get me through.  I can accomplish some crazy stuff.  Part of the job of the ‘marked’ I hear.  

But losing this time...confusing jumbled memories...this is ridiculous!  I don’t know if my mother ever went through anything like this.  If she had...the stories were never shared.

Calmed I lay my face on Jay’s shoulder, listening to the group excitedly speaking over one another, reliving the events of the night.  I played possum and when I did peek around, I kept my eyes narrow slits, hoping all would think I fell back to sleep.

Bobby lying, stomach on the kitchen floor, watching me.  His face all smiles, head tipping back and forth like a confused dog.  He used to get me to laugh through tears when he was little doing this exact thing.

I slowly open one eye a little to peer at him and catch his smile widens.  He didn’t say anything that would alert anyone I was awake and needed attention.  It was sweet...baby brother just wanted to make sure I was ok.

I’m much better now everyone’s calming the hell down.  I was ready to come back anyway.  This is good.  I’m am totally ok with the moving home part.  

There is much here to address beside my father’s case in the human courts.  I had a list...maybe Jay knows where I put that.  Hope so...Jay was top of that list of ‘things I wanted to tackle’ when I got home.

Still confused about the extra company tonight, but it’s nice when Tommy can bring our cousins too.  I don’t hear Aunt Marisol or their girls but...it’s late.

I painfully miss seeing Jay’s sister after all these years, although his mom’s a big fat bitch!  Wow...that came out of nowhere.

Jay choke-coughs and then I realize what I had just said in my head...and he can hear me.  My mom...I couldn’t hear her question...but I heard Jay snicker an answer.  “Biankha’s dreaming but half awake.  She’s listening.  You know...her thoughts are random sometimes.”

The guys in the other room...Uncle Tommy sounding like they were ready to pack up and head home for the night or ‘what’s left of it’ I heard.  Jay stood effortlessly shifting me in his arms, moving towards the living room to say ‘goodnight’.

For Cousin Andre I opened one eye, sneaking a smile, and he let me pretend I was asleep.  He picked up my limp hand and gave a knuckle bump whispering.  “Good to have you home Shorty.”

He like Guinness is an impressively large shifter, but I’m short to... everyone.  

Funny thing is neither Andre or his older brother Darius run the shifter boys at Uncle Tommy’s.  Uncle Tommy leads the family, but they look to Guinness...the only person close to an elder or even an alpha shifter...in any of the households.  

They exist as a pack within a pack.  Guinness just never pulls rank.

Actually we have a few ‘crews’ within the much larger collaborative group we call family.  Or coven...to us those words can be interchangeable unless we are speaking only of our actual born coven.  

Leaders simply lead and everything else falls into proper place.  No one questions.
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Guests packed up and on their ways home...I guess tonight has little information for Ankh.  Oh well...my head will be clearer tomorrow.  

Everything happened so fast...maybe I’m still drunk.  Hum...don’t know why I didn’t think of that before.  That’s probably why my memory’s fuzzy.

Mom and dad encouraged the others in our house to head on up to bed after all the excitement had calmed.  Not sure what that was aside from my screaming fit in the kitchen...but I will ask tomorrow.

I heard mom mention something to Jay about taking me to my room and of course....I was suddenly alarmed, wide-awake, and no having it.

They still have that sleeping separate rule and I’m not in the mood for argument or being alone.  And it’s not even about being alone...I need Jay!  Even sleeping on the floor...with Jay...I can imagine no other way of sleeping in my life again.  He has to be closer than ‘down the hall’.  

I believe everyone in the house is of age to handle that for my comfort. Not as if changing a rule for me won’t benefit others.  I mean keep Bobby and what’s her name apart sure...that’s funny and safest...but the rest of us, really?

Jay made it a single step towards the stairs and I began wiggling in his arms, adamant that I wasn’t going back upstairs.  

He jerks around with me in his arms hearing my brother Bennett from the kitchen.  “I’m having some trouble sleeping too.”  

Bennett shrugs glancing around the room at everyone spread out.  “Anyone want to do a movie in my room?  Biankha can pick.”  

He offered a smile and I couldn’t have been more grateful for that big teddy bear of a brother.

Ok NOW mom had no issue with that.  Because no one will be making out in front of each other so sleepovers with us was fine.  She made sure dad, Jay, and I knew there would be a long talk later and we simply nodded agreeing because we knew it would have to happen before we start picking dates or names for babies.  Funny!

It’s still weird to me to be feeling this clingy to Jay...but he seemed happy with it.  I had a slight panic attack when all Jay had done was set me on my brother’s bed to run upstairs and grab blankets for us.  

Bobby and Bennett sitting at my sides so I didn’t carry on while poor guilt ridden Jay ran to grab our things so I would be comfortable.  My brothers soothing even when I began to cry and can’t tell you why.  It had to be confusion.  

Bennett wrapped an arm around my shoulders, tucking me to his side, and telling me everything was going to be just fine...he pinky promised too.  Of course that made me cry harder being the sweetest thing he’s done since he smashed a toy truck through the birthday cake they misspelled my name that one year.  

And this time Bennett laughed because he made me cry harder calling me ‘sappy’.

The improvised slap fight between my brothers turned my tears into laughs.  Bobby started it for ‘breaking sister’ and making me cry.  It was cute but hilarious to watch!

Bennett hits hard like Jay...but Bobby is faster than a rabbit and agile too.  I swear he’s part vampire with his speed and ducking abilities.  At least Tina’s ex will remember his freakin’ name.  

My vision only caught part of that encounter, some details my imagination can embellish, and I’m biased.  He’s my baby brother and a badass.  That guy, Tina’s ex...was filthy from continuously hitting the ground.  Bobby hadn’t so much as scuffed a shoe when I finally rounded that corner.  Bobby is a badass!
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Jay made it back with only my pillow and blanket.  I was a little confused until he sat in that cushy chair of Bennett’s and offered me his lap.  That made me all weepy again because that was too sweet and Jay just chuckled taking my hand leading me to his lap tucking me into my blanket.

He had my pillow but my face found his shoulder instead.  I nuzzled his neck with my nose and he seemed to settle into the chair relaxing more as Bennett started the movie.

No one said a word but it wasn’t bad...not as anyone was afraid to speak or didn’t know what to say.  Everyone just snuggled in together like this is how it always was.  

I still don’t have these poor new kids names down but they’re here...for me...for us.

Sudden revelation about real family unity and what we may be facing that leads us to needing this moment...well...that equals more tears from Biankha...but that earned more cuddles and kiss sneaking from Jay.

Maybe it’s not so bad to let things fall into place as they may.  

Yes the events that led up to this moment are a tad hazy but...we’re here and I feel at least tonight...things worked out.  How long do I kick myself for not letting this happen sooner?

Maybe that’s my problem.  I just had to fight everything...even if it may have been good for me.  It’s self-defeating to leave knowing I was happy and may have remained that way had I just left things alone.  I needed that time!

What if I hadn’t stormed off like a brat demanding forever?  

What if I had an adventure, as Jay called this...just shorter, like when Bennett left?  That may have been something different.  He may have ‘had to leave’...I don’t know.

Of course now Jay sounds like he would have totally gone with me...then.  Had either of us known more about this guardian bond we ‘may’ share...how different would things be?  

Why do I keep doing that to myself?

Why is it I seem to get one thing figured out and then something else is waiting?

Is it weird I’m suddenly all over Jay after all this time and we supposedly weren’t doing the ready-made relationship?  

Or is this because he’s the only one that could help me through and that’s why we had to work things out first.  

Sure...let him know I love him...so I can get him shot...that’s a good way to impress him enough to work those things out!

“Yes it’s totally weird but I dig weird.”  I bite my lips hearing Jay whisper near my ear.  

His chuckle tickled my ear as I stiffened surprised.  “Stop overthinking everything and just be you and go with it.  Did you ever hear of people being on pause?  It’s a thing...Google it.  It’s for people that occasionally live in the moment.”

I snort shaking my head glancing up to catch Jay smirking yet his eyes are glued on the movie.

He’s right.

“If you could just remember that babe...so much easier on me...thanks.”  His brow flicks as I scowl.

Can you hear everything I say or just what I show you?

“That depends.  Sometimes it’s just images.”  Jay shrugs casually and that’s all he says.

I hold up my mental block and I know he felt it because he gave me a quick furrowed brow like I was testing our connection.  

I was...but I was also searching for a memory to flash him for reaction.  Took me a minute to find the perfect one but this was evil and not playing fair...however, I have to test our connection...our bond.  

So here we go.
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Bennett and Jay had an off campus apartment taking classes at the smaller university close to home.  They both worked for dad and I’m not sure what else they did but they were busy.  Jay still always made time for everything that was important.  

I had a crazy insane senior year because of Jay!

Well one night...I had told my parents I was staying with a friend because I was angry about something and just needed out of the house.  I think Jay and I had a tiff too because I didn’t call him right away when I left.  

No I wandered town in the rain instead with a stupid backpack and loose hoodie.

Somehow I found myself in their neighborhood, Bennett’s car gone, but Jay’s silhouette was in the front window.  Like he was sitting and watching TV.

I remember feeling physically pulled towards their place.  Next I knew...I was on their front step, but don’t remember crossing the street, and Jay scared the hell out of me by opening the door when I never knocked.

I stood on the porch soaking wet from head to toe...my ‘Vans’ were sloshing.  

There he stood smiling...and shirtless.  I never caught Jay lounging and partially dressed but that night...it worked out.

I hit Jay full force with the images of how I got from that door to snuggling in his room in a towel and not caring where my shirt was even hearing my brother had got home.

Every touch...that electrical pulse I get from the tips of his fingers...from his lips simply brushing mine.  The teasing and then the challenging...this must have had an element of makeup sex because that night...Top Ten!

Ha!  Judging by the look Jay’s giving me...that night was memorable for him too.  His head lolled back on the chair all casual when I began showing bits of flesh and how we never missed one spot of the other with kisses or caresses.

Yeah-funny thing...this telepathy business...hard ass two-way street.  And this guy’s memory is like a steel trap!

Jay paid me back in full...with a collage of memories not one awesome night.  Oh...creative Jay is.  

It’s like someone edited what we believe may have been on those tapes none of us watched yet.  

Jay has also got much better at transmitting things like ‘memory touch’.  That’s an energy direction thing and downright cruel at this point.  

Not emotional feeling...this is physical, like pain or pleasure...and embarrassing watching movies in your brother’s room as a group...if one of us starts making noise.

With a heavy sigh I concede cuddling into his warm chest.  His arms pull me and that blanket closer to him as he smirks so proud of himself.

My eyelids becoming heavy I decide to give in to sleep and because I love having the last word in even battles of the minds...I flashed Jay one more quick filthy image of us on the hood of his old car just as he was about to drift off himself.

The sound he made when he startled awake.  Hilarious...but awkward.  Especially when I stretched innocently asking him what happened with a completely straight face.

Maybe being home won’t be so bad.  Well this week has sorta worked out.  I better seriously sleep...Jay’s eyeballing me like he’s waiting.  

Mental walls up and we’re good.  Sleep tight love.  Tee!  Hee!
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I’m telling ya...sun up, sun down, it don’t matter.  Chaos is there waiting for me!

“Ankh.  We need to get up.”  Jay whispered then shushed me when I roused asking what was happening.  He shifted me from his lap so we were seated side-by-side in Bennett’s cushy chair.

Rubbing my eyes and face, I glance around the room.  Everyone from our ‘campout’ was wide-awake and listening to arguing in the kitchen just beyond Bennett’s bedroom door.

It wasn’t our parents against each other or Uncle Tommy...there were other voices.  A couple familiar and I knew as elders in our family coven.  

Although one rather dominant voice in the conversation I don’t recognize at all.  His tone was icy and instantly caused me to alert.  His energy was...sooo different than the rest of that group.  I have an idea I am not going to like this guy.

Guinness, still as a statue on his feet, eyes locked staring a hole through the door, mouth nearing frothy holding his shift back.  Melody pleading with him to calm as if he’d been listening to this from the beginning.

Whatever I missed wound him out and he was ready to battle the guest it sounds as my parents and Uncle Tommy are disagreeing.

We sat in a stilled hush like children eavesdropping.  Scowls on at least the boys’ faces gave me a clue I was the last awake and the last for my hearing to tune in on what’s happening in our kitchen.

My head moved facing Bennett’s closed door when the mumbles escalated.  Mother’s voice cutting through the gibberish loud and clear in an enraged screech.  

“Since you have forced my hand and temper...I am giving the council no other option.  We have leads and if you wish to retain my services through full cooperation then you will GET OFF YOUR OLD ASSES AND WORK BOYS!”

My eyes sprang wide glancing towards Bennett and the others for some hint at what angered her that much.  But I was met with confused shrugs and head shakes.

“I understand you’re...”  That unfamiliar voice soothed nothing and was cut off by mom’s next shriek.

“You understand jack and shit.  How dare you patronize ME Clyde?  Do you recall who I am?  Apparently not!  Gentlemen, we gave our information, now quit wasting my time and get the fuck out of my house or you will ALL be on your own.”

Mother’s words got my brothers, Jay, and the rest of the boys to their feet focused harder and slowly inching towards the door.  Waiting for a verbal signal to charge.

I was at a loss to what this argument could be or why.  Then again, I’ve had a few lapses in time and my memory is spotty at best.  Unless this had something to do with the initial push to get Jay and I home so fast.  I had wondered about that.

Immediately pulled from my thoughts hearing that ‘Clyde’s voice sigh and then sternly demand of my father.  “Daniel...please remind your wife whom SHE is speaking with.  It would seem she is hysterical with recent events and that is counterproductive in our needs.”  

My dad shouted and mother gasps...but worse...I heard that.  I don’t deal with pathetic men that will blame ‘hysteria’ on their inability to sufficiently match wits with a woman.  

What the...oh hell no!  Not in this house pal!
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Since I didn’t hear my mother’s hand slapping this man’s face like a horse’s ass to run faster, I offered no opportunity for someone else to move.  Jumping the back of the chair I wasn’t waiting on these boys...I heard my signal loud and freaking clear.  

You watch your mouth with my mother!  Who’s this guy think he is?

Blowing Bennett’s door open with the flick of my wrist, it slammed loudly against the wall.  I stormed into the kitchen looking for the source of that last voice.  

Eyes roving and noting everyone’s position in the room beginning with my parents and Uncle Tommy.  We have a dozen guests from our family’s coven and council members having coffee.  

Zeroing in on who I assume gave the last demand; my voice came in a boom meeting several sets of eyes offering no pleasantries.  “Who dare enter this house and speak about my mother in that manner?”

Coven Elder Morrison smiles at me.  “Biankha darling there is no need to be upset.  I apologize if we startled you child.  Simple miscommunication with adults dear.”

I’m so not in the mood to be talked down to no matter how sweet this man generally is and apparently attempting to calm the situation.

“Although I appreciate that Elder Morrison...I asked a question and expect it will be answered.  Pardon for correcting...but this child has grown becoming a quite demanding adult.”  My eyes never leaving the ‘new guy’.

I didn’t realize what I was doing until my hands waved through the air, every lock and latch shut in the house, areas darkening when shutters slammed closed.  Elder Morrison looked...amused.  Eyes moving from me to the man I too stared at.  

“Well.”  He smiles batting his lashed towards that old stodgy council member I couldn’t recognize.  “I suggest you answer unless you plan to pull magic out of your ass.  You are outnumbered with her alone.  Ohh...start with condescension...she looooves that.”

The councilman huffs out a laugh moving to stand.  “Daniel I suggest you contain your household.  It seems hormones...”

“I don’t recommend you finish that statement.”  Bennett snaps his fingers from behind me and the man was shoved hard into his chair with a pained grunt.  “None of us will hold her or her hormones back.”  Bennett chuckles watching our dad bite back a laugh.

Melody snorts, one hand rubbing the back of her neck as she looks up at Guinness.  “He must not recognize there are MANY women in this household.  I know my hormones are ready to kick his ass.”

Bobby cracks his knuckles at my other side.  “I’m not hearing answers fellas.  She’s been squirrelly since she returned...you’ve been warned I won’t hold her back.”

Pinching his lips as if biting back a laugh, Elder Morrison looks to Bobby.  “It would seem the council is having an issue with the report from last night’s mission.”

The handful of men I believe of the council shook their heads towards this ‘Clyde’ man with the mouth.  Ah...so HE’S the hold up!

“I was satisfied with the mission report...he’s the one with the issue.”  One spoke pointing at the man I was shrinking with my laser stare.

I felt my head shake blinking confused.  “Mission?  All due respect Elder Morrison, dear council...my recollection of the latter part of last eve is ‘hazy’ at best.  Can you please clarify that?”

Mom’s eyes met a concerned Elder Morrison’s.  “That was in the report.  My daughter was nearly assassinated and forced to run until she was hypothermic.  If we hadn’t arrived...I can’t even think it.”  She stood very dramatic offering a secretive wink as she moved to refill her coffee at the counter keeping her back to the empathetic men at the table.

Ok starting to put a few things together about last night.  

Cousin Andre and the rest of Uncle Tommy’s boys dressed out for warrior weekend and it’s what...Thursday?  Right...I heard something about helicopters and recall noise.  

Now my bits of eavesdropping while I drizzled Jay’s shoulder with snot are knitting a fancy picture for me including the scant strands I recall myself.  My brain choosing random details to add, as if it filled any significant blanks...served more to confuse me.

My hackles went up when that ‘Councilman Clyde’ oddly casual asked.  “Where was her guardian?”

I shot Jay and my brothers’ concerned looks but kept my lips sealed.  I have a very bad feeling about this guy and I will answer nothing for him!

To my knowledge...the council didn’t WANT to know my secret.  

At least that’s what was mentioned the other evening.  I had just saved my mother, was panting like a dying dog on the floor, and one of the elders here in fact had spoken to Uncle Tommy stating just that.

“What the...how about you mind your damn business?”  Uncle Tommy spat offended this ‘Clyde’ asked.  Finger jabbing across the table.  “Don’t question what you know nothing of.  That is your only warning councilman.” 

Why do I want to kick that guy in the face for asking about Jay at all?  

Why does Uncle Tommy not want to answer?  There is something seriously suspicious about this guy!  Our coven elders and the other council members shared sideways glances, faces pinches disapproving.

Waving my hand in the air to calm everyone because I’m not reading something correctly. 

I stepped closer to the table turning to glower at this councilman ‘Clyde’.  “Never mind that Uncle Tommy I have a better question.  What rock did you crawl out from because I don’t remember you at all?”

That got one gasp...his...the rest of the kitchen filled with snickers and chuckles both at my question and the appalled look ‘Clyde’ had for me.

He dared scoff.  “Who are you to question me?  I’ve sat on this council for decades...why would I care if you are ignorant to whom holds seats?”

“Kill them with kindness my love.”

“Got it mom!”  I hate when she sneaks into my head.  I was so close to that relieving throat punch.  I’d so hit this old guy...his fellow council members don’t seem they’d be bothered a bit if I did.

I shot back at Clyde with a chipper grin.  “My house, my questions.  Know your role or I will show you exactly who the hell I am!”

Although in my head, I’m throat punching him so hard he can’t spit out the blood.  

Mom giggles running her tiny hand across my back as she glides over to take her seat at the table.  “Drop the attitude Clyde.  Those with unkempt glass houses really shouldn’t piss off young ladies with authority issues, an incredible throwing arm, and a yard full of jagged rocks.”

She coos running her hand up my arm.  “Oh the time that passes.  Mommy’s little girl...we are so proud.”  Shrugging her shoulders near her ears, she giggles again taking a sip of her coffee.  Our crowd and guests snort and snicker when she cups my chin sneaking a kiss on my cheek before she’s seated.

Sure this part is funny but...something is bothering me about this entire situation...I can’t put my finger on it.  My brain is still reeling filling in the gaps from days ago when I did a swan dive through the table on the roof.  No way have I worked through last night just yet.

I have other issues to sort through too.  Like me and Jay.  I’m just really busy these days.  I only have time for so much and my priorities...one bite at a time thanks!

It’ll come to me...I just need a second to creepily stare at this ‘Clyde’ and see if I can get his pompous ass twitchy.  Not as that will provide answers...amusement yes...but no other clues.
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Like a smack to the side of the head...I got it!  What’s bothering me about this meeting was right there.

My head fell to the side as I watched the man shift in his seat.  “Why do I NOT recognize you from the other evening?”

I gave my head a shake apparently confused, hand motioning towards the others at the table.  “These kind coven elders and your fellow councilmembers here were offering me their time...the benefit of their wisdom and care.  However, yours was not a face I saw in that crowd.”  

Glancing over my shoulder at my parents and Uncle Tommy I note.  “Curious.”

That little factoid caught the attention of...pretty much everyone in this kitchen.  I heard mumbles from the other council members...none recalling his presence either.  Or this man is not as significant outside of his own head and no one noticed until now.

The man mom kept referring to as ‘Clyde’ adjusts his coat flipping the edges of the collar down.  “Not that it is of your concern...but I had other pressing issues to attend.  Nothing I must or will explain to you child.”

Ahhh, so in other words he has no explanation.  Well he doesn’t have to answer me...but he does answer to his brethren.  I don’t have the best feeling going into this...but exposing another’s lies...ok Clyde, I’ll play.  This should be fun!

Painting on a smile, adding some sweetener to my voice when I spoke, feeling almost playful.  “Oh that is where you are very wrong.  It is my concern...as I should be a concern of yours.  That’s the give and take of our relationship here.  I believe you understand...Clyde is it?”

“You will address...”  His voice strained and boomed.

Drop the tone Clyde...it escalates my mood...and I will have ZERO problem kicking your millennia old ass!

My hand waved in his shriveled face cutting him short.  “I will call you ‘Princess Nebabashabula’ if I so choose.  My kitchen...my gifts...now let’s try this again Clyde.”  I hiss out moving my face close to his undaunted.  

“Why are you here wasting our time if your brethren stated they were satisfied with the outcome and reporting?”  I offer a condescending look.  “What’s the holdup bub?  I can read that to you if you forgot your glasses.  I happen to be free...for a few minutes.”

His lips twist agitated at the snickers from his brethren, our coven, and everyone else in the house.  “I see this is an unproductive waste of time.”

Intertwining my hands before me, tapping my index fingers together, and pressing them to my lips thoughtful.  “Ok...let us begin anew...shall we?”  I nod around the table and all seem in agreement.  “Wonderful.  Now...how is it I can make you...I mean this gathering productive?”

Clyde rolled his eyes...AT ME.  No answer just eye rolling like a teenage girl.  So...I misspoke.  The rest of the group thought my slip up was funny.

“Shouldn’t do that Clyde...you can get stuck like that.”  Was my final response to him before turning my back on ole Clyde.

I hope he gets stuck cross-eyed...rude bastard!

I ask the remaining council, our coven members, and our family.  “Was there a real issue anyone came to discuss or shall I bang my gavel and we can grab some donuts?  What is HE even here for really?”

“Discretion young one.”  Another councilman answers me with a smirk.  “Our concern as always is discretion and a few of us were rather curious what was mentioned to neighbors, etcetera prior to your return.”

Shrugging my hands at my sides I giggle.  “Well why didn’t we start with that?  The rest of this scene seems silly now.  You may want to tell Clyde to ‘unclench’ and we can get this squared away.”

That same councilman flicks his brow towards Clyde then nods his head to me.  “Agreed and very astute my dear.”

Bennett smiles stepping further into the kitchen passed the others.  “Uncle Tommy and I handled that sir.  Since our father’s recent brush with the human system...shots fired into my sister’s apartment did not go unnoticed.  We told the neighbors and officers on scene that she’s in witness protection and no one questioned further.”

“Do these humans know much about this supposed case?”  Elder Morrison asked.  “I am not clear if this has made their newspapers or other informational outlets.”

Uncle Tommy interjects.  “We mentioned only two things...‘witness tampering’ and ‘witness protection’.  Nothing further was asked.”

A curious councilmember asked sounding surprised.  “Is this ‘witness protection’ that common humans know not to further inquire of details?”

My father replied with a nod.  “That program has existed for some time, as have charges as ‘witness tampering’.  These don’t simply apply to organized crime as I’ve been accused.”

He further clarifies.  “Many humans spend hours watching legal programming and news stations...some fancy themselves ‘couch detectives’.  They seem aware to adhere to a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ philosophy.  The less they know the better in most cases.”

I won’t correct...dad’s partially right.  Humans are nosier than he gives credit, convicting in the court of public opinion before anything makes public record as fact.  

Unless it is knowledge they can be hauled before a judge for questioning themselves.  Then no one wants involved.
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Although our coven and the remaining council members seemed quite satisfied and appeared prepared to leave us to our day...Clyde had just one more question for me before he would go.  

His tone offensively rude and I took it as mocking.  “Am I to understand child that you were using magic on sickly human neighbors?”

WHO THE HELL IS THIS GUY?  Is he the one following me?

I better answer before someone gasps or gives any hints to what I’ve been doing at any time.  I’m avoiding a monster of a look from Jay...but I am keeping him away from this guy if I can.  Uncle Tommy’s earlier cue led me to the assumption I needed to.

I lowered my annoyed gaze directly on Clyde’s snide pruney face.  “First, I am not that stupid to be tossing my gifts around for the world’s amusement.  I recommend you use caution in the future with accusations of improper activities with me Clyde.  I’ll turn my mother on you!”

Continuing I glance taking in the group.  “I lived as a human the entire time I held that address.  I held a human job and hobbies.  I had a couple neighbors I befriended that believed I practiced naturopathic or ‘new age’ medicine.  All very acceptable and surprisingly common in their world.”

Defensive I felt I needed to further clarify.  “This last ‘intervention’ I soothed a panicked elder neighbor while it was time another was to move on.  He was old...ill...and I said a nice farewell.  That was ALL I did besides offer herbs and prayers, never spells or potions.”

Waving a finger in the air correcting myself.  “Oh my apologies...I gifted Mr. Jacoby a crystal with my prayer for a safe journey home.  Waved in greeting to his daughter that’d been waiting and no one but I saw.  The manager was in the hall waiting for police and medical while I was with my neighbors.”

Not totally a lie.  Jay is my neighbor...in this house...for now.  

Thankfully the others in the family seemed to catch on and they formed a barricade around Jay off into the kitchen.  This guy is too interested in my private
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