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Awestruck and speechless at the sight of Jay’s sister blowing into this courtroom after all of these years.  Hearing what little my sister repeated to the group at the house having bumped into their other sister Sabrina...I didn’t know what to believe.  

It kills me to repeat this event to myself...but no matter how heart shattering...I’d given up hope we’d ever see those girls again.

I wouldn’t have recognized Storme except...the way her hair parted exposing her profile...her smile...they all have their father’s eyes.  Jay’s eyes.  It’s undeniable who she is.

She looks sickly...thin...pale...and scared.  In no way was she dressed for the weather either.  Bobby offered her his coat noticing her hugging her arms around herself now that she was warming inside.  

When Storme flew through that door...baby brother was up, out of his seat, and twinkly eyed when he recognized her before mom uttered her name.  

I think they went to school at the same time or something.  

Oh right...she was the one Bobby called ‘pretty weather girl’ for an entire year...because she hated her name and no one would let her change it.  He gave her a nickname so she’d talk to him at lunch.  The little Casanova...that was, man...early grade school.  

I have a feeling ‘Tina’ isn’t gonna like her new roommate so much, if she’s the jealous type.  Oh...this could get ugly real quick...if Tina starts running her mouth.

Storme enters in pecking order over Tina anyway.  Just as Biankha came home and the good room was still reserved.  It’s not about blood relation around here...it’s about ‘time served’ as part of this family.  

Guinness was here before even me...he’s at ‘god’ status.  He’s nearly equal to dad and Uncle Tommy...that’s why our shifter cousins and the girls look to him as an alpha or elder.  

What I mean by ‘nearly’ is he still looks to them as parental figures and refuses to pass that boundary.  Our parents took him in...to him...they will always be alphas.  It’s a respect thing...totally get it.

You know...my sister would let those girls fight about anything out if they wanted...and I’ve met Tina’s mouth.  I’ve also seen Storme’s right hook when she doesn’t like someone else’s mouth.  

One of em’s gonna be missing hair because Jay’s sisters...mine....they can scrap more viciously then us.  My sister’s done some shit that’s still too painful to discuss.

Ha!  Funny the things that come back to you in moments like this.  I recall having a little sweet spot for Jay’s sister Lauren.  She was between us and Biankha in age.  I thought she was pretty and she was so much fun to hang out with.  

Like a cooler, female Jay that kissed like she was in high school...and NO he does NOT know about that!  That’s why it was so easy to offer him ‘amnesty’ when I asked if he ever had a ‘thing’ with my sister.  I can’t get mad because I broke the code first.  

Lauren was still technically in elementary school and we were soon to be big fish in middle school so...it wouldn’t have worked in the long term.  It was mutually agreeable we’d remain friends and leave that baggage in the past if we ran into each other again.

Come to think of it...I don’t think I saw her again.  They were gone not long after.  

Wow!  I hadn’t thought about any of this in...years!  

Scary but cool at the same time...considering the circumstances that brought us all here.  And I still don’t know what to make of any of it!

Mom made her way to Storme and Jay’s side to examine Storme after a lengthy hug, cupping her little face in her hands and cooing over a teary-eyed Storme.  

Her eyes roving and checking Storme over...typical mother...noting small scars, remarking she is too thin, and then the questioning.  Biankha stopped telling mom, Storme, and Jay to say nothing just yet.

That meant it was going to be testimony...relived before the record of the council.  

First appearances after near two decades...I’d say she might have tales she wished not to share.  And wouldn’t it be easier telling us first...the family?

Never mind...I have to trust what she’s doing.  Biankha is good with decisions on the fly so...I’ll keep my mouth shut for now.  She and mom will handle the council.  They have that authority to challenge them and will if need be.

I’m just going to sit here plotting with Jay to gut whoever responsible!  Biankha don’t even need to know about that!  

Glancing around at the rest of the fellas...I believe this may end up a ‘male bonding’ outing for us.  Then no one will ask questions!

Jay watched Biankha with a narrow glare when she asked the bailiff to hurry the council back in.  “What will the council do?”  He asked.  “This is a special proceeding...will she be allowed to stay?”

Biankha looked to Jay with an affirmative nod.  “You think they argue with my mother?  Storme’s not going anywhere tonight but home with us or she’ll stage a protest sleepover right here.”

She huffs looking to Jay almost surprised at his questions.  “That is why I am asking the council to return.  She is a ‘runaway’ because of your mother.  She will cut in line so they can help her first.  So WE can help her and...the others.  I was promised time...I will get it.”

I was still absorbing the now...I hadn’t got to later yet.  

Why are the two of them still taking ‘a tone’ with each other...yet seconds ago they were almost exchanging vows before the council while Jay was randomly shirtless...again.

“Luck brought them to us...we’ll figure the rest once everything is out.  I am sorry you had to wait so long...but sometimes paths have to part to converge stronger and better later.”  Biankha squeezed in.

Jay hadn’t another second.  Just long enough to stare at my sister aghast and then at his sister with deep worry.  

The same concern I’d have if my sister had such crappy circumstances ‘running away’ from our mother or anything was the best option.  The fact Storme’s legally an adult and had to ‘run-away’...mortifying to consider what her circumstances were.

My gods...that poor girl looked as she had something or someone chasing her until those doors shut on their own.  

That’s more than awful circumstances...that’s the action of a prisoner.

I’m not sure if I can sit here and listen to what that now woman before us had to endure in these years.  What remained of her childhood to...recent enough she ran without any preparation or even grabbing a damn coat.  Proper shoes!

A bag, blanket, something more than a sundress, light sweater, and freakin’ sandals when it can still snow here on occasion in June, and we had snow days ago if I remember correctly.  

She didn’t even have identification to show the bailiff so I know she had nothing to hold money...she couldn’t eat and looked as she’d been gone for days!

I need to take a breath or I will never calm enough to hear her story...or I won’t fully understand why I am breaking laws aiding her brother in the commission of multiple crimes later.
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The door across the room, behind the dais swung open hard.  Elder Morrison and a few others hurry in.  “What is it dear child.”  He asks Biankha and gasps taking in the face of a girl we all thought lost to us.  

The men cautious not to startle her by surrounding them both, approaching one at a time they began offering her food, medical aid, and pleading for her to take a seat.  

Storme was too proud...insistent she was fine and simply wished to address us as a group because she was more concerned for her sisters.  Expressing as representative of the four sisters...she begs to be back with Jay and our coven.  She also stated that she had information about their ‘captures’...one being her own mother.

Elders and councilmembers hurriedly take their places and then...I was distracted by what sounds as ‘walker wars’ going on in the hall.  Aluminum versus wood...rubber bumpers on the feet required.  

We have a few extra empty seats because not everyone made it back so fast. 

Seriously?  I thought each of us...even as supernatural species...we have some expiration date right?  I need to quit watching so many damn movies and look around.  At six-hundred real vampires can end up with walkers not hot young human chics that like sparkles.  

Although my parents appear rather ‘preserved’...maybe there will be hope for me.

I bet it’s that snide, bloated, sack Elder Barber back there tripping the innocent elderly after someone...well they basically yelled ‘fire’ at them and save yourselves before abandoning them to do just that..

I saw that look on my sister's face too.  When Elder Barber made sure to greet me after all these years I scratched and clawed to remain off that man’s radar.  

Biankha’s never going to let this rest...I know it.  

All these years...that record was sealed as my one ‘freebie’ as a young adult under our law.  That meant I was still not of legal age but could serve time as an adult.  And because I took a ‘no contest’ plea to ‘incorrigible acts of youth without violence or harm’ or some stupid charge...that being my first and only crime on record...it got sealed.

It was stupid really and was soooo long ago.  His daughter married someone else and has a great life.  I don’t want to interfere or take anything from them.  I don’t need to.

At the time I complied and did as agreed to put this all to rest for everyone...to be done with it...life moves on.  I disappeared as requested, until the DNA test cleared me, and have stayed the hell away from people in this town since.

The story isn’t even bad...he only caught us playing cards and neither had money to wager so we improvised.  I was down to my underpants and Sketchers, still nowhere near as far as rumor got me.  His daughter was already knocked up according to my mother’s math...and that council appointed doctor’s ultrasound.

Although...I think what pissed him off was my honesty.  You figured he’d appreciate truth in his line of work.  Plus I told him it was her idea and sorry I didn’t know this was your room.  Don’t know if that helped or not...but I apologized.

Screw him and his high horse.  My own mother had to file a suit of her own to get my pants back from him in court...because he was that big of a...jerk.

You know what...ha...that’s all water under the bridge and we are different people.  

I hear she had six kids in like five years and got fat and bitchy so...totally dodged a bullet on that one.  Breeds some pet...dogs or something in her garage...for extra cash selling to humans at an equivalent price of a black market kidney without the full transplant. 

Ok...enough...memory lane was fun!  

Get your head in this Bennett!  
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The council was still gathering though we had quite the attentive looking audience already but I refuse to put her through twice, anything as her testimony may amount to.  

Elder Morrison the first to get seated as soon as he cleared it with my mother that Storme appeared healthy enough to stand before them.

Storme...aww little Storme.  She seems barely bigger than the last I saw her.  She’s the same age as my brother Bobby but...you couldn’t tell.  

Come to think of it...Sabrina was rather small too.  

I pray that’s not stunting of their growth because of hideous mistreatment.  I honestly don’t know if I can repair that.  This...we’ve never encountered...as many things we are discovering so new to us all as of late.

Holding Storme as I am I can feel it...the energy mom talked about earlier.  That cloud of shadow that tried to sneak around engulfing us all.  Creeping under our little blankets no matter how swaddled tight.  

I’m not sure how much of this I can take but I will not leave her.  Not here!  

The gods delivered her to us in the most incredible of timing...I will not let her slip through my fingers as sand or as we have time.  

I will stand here with garbage bins beside me and my mother holding me on my feet if necessary...we have too much to cover now with her help.

And it’s not Storme...it’s what she’s saturated in.  

The dark isn’t her or her intent...she was exposed to...gods I don’t know if I want to know how horrible the life she’s seen though I will soon enough.  

So will her poor brother.  Oh sweet Jay.  

I hope he understands I never would be doing this if not for the fact our biggest and most obvious opposition seems to be Clyde and possibly Jay and Storme’s own mother.  

Well...what we believe isn’t enough to get them held properly apparently...Storme’s words will be the nails in their coffins.  

Problem solved IF either are in fact the master of puppets on this recent attack against our family and the remaining dominoes fall once we remove them from the table.  

Exposing them in any criminal capacity gets the pair out of our lives for good.  

OR it should if the council doesn’t allow sentence served on the ‘honor system’ as it seems it handles ‘house arrest’.  

What a joke!

I just know THIS is our best place to start and all we fucking have right now to avoid devastation we cannot afford nor will we weather it well!

Sorry...this is...WOW...this girl has some mixed energies and ZERO controls.  

I can feel her magic...she’s had some training but...hers must not have continued as our training once they’d left.  

Or she was being groomed for something else and this was done to her on purpose.  

It happens if she is light by nature and made to practice anything tinged with darkness.  The strength of the true intent of her heart behind any action especially forced is all that saved her.

I can feel that light...her core strength flailing outward fighting to touch anything to grab ahold...but this thick goopy darkness is coating everything she can reach with.  Her fingertips too slick to grasp at anything but something is still telling her to fight.

Ohh...ok...she projects like a punch to the mind’s eye too.  Ouch!  Yeah...that’s gonna be a migraine later.

Her mental filing system sending random flashes like someone’s thumb flipping the end of a stack of cards in your face....none of it making coherent sense to me at all.  I wonder what it all means for her.  

My stomach’s churning as if we were seated together on a roller-coaster and not buckled tight enough.  That jarring of smacking the side of a hard plastic seat at each turn when she does attempt to shield.  It feels more as she’s actually shoving a physical shield at me enough to knock me back.

There is something so familiar about this feeling.  

Bobby...he and I felt that off the fake detective at the shop when that warrant was presented and thank the gods Uncle Tommy got them to leave without further trouble.  

Clyde has that sludgy-slimy aura, but he has an impressive shield, which can throw you off if you don’t know to look past it.  Like illusions.

That ‘person’ in my head possesses similar qualities.  

It has to be one of Clyde’s men or someone he knows capable of performing the tasks he needs.

If anyone was able to make their way into the torment receptors of MY brain...how the hell did they keep Jay’s sisters hostage?  

I mean...the strength I feel in simply those visions...I don’t want to imagine what that was like living under it.

There’s pieces inside me that want to crumble crying out because...I feel pain too.

Pain of the soul that’s how deep.  Someone pushed at her hard and that must be the dark impact I’m being pelted with as we stand together.

That...her mind’s running too fast for me to get a clear image...or she’s compartmentalized that pain to a place she can’t readily access.  All she knows is to charge full steam ahead because she reached help.  

At least that’s what I feel she has planned.  

Her final stand...and she’s taking it to restore their family as best she can without their mother’s intervention or denials of.

I’m terrified going forward.  I’d be a fool to even lie to myself about that.  

However the council has seemed accommodating and oblivious to the fact I’m the monkey flinging as much shit as I can to see what solutions stick.  Oh...and I got more!

With Storme’s appearance...we’ll have their backing to move ahead as we need to.  Our coven and I know at least Elder Morrison will be on the battle lines with us.

Jay’s mother was an issue that should have just stayed ‘gone’.  

Clyde...I never expected anyone as him to crawl out of any woodpile or slither from a rock or...however he got here to become my future killer.  Well...he missed the first time...he ain’t getting a second chance.  As far as I’m concerned...those two will be the first leaving in bags.  ‘

‘GLAD’ for Jay’s witchy mother because I love irony...and a vacuum bag for old incontinent ashy Clyde.  

That’s justice even too good for the pair of them!
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The council and elders returned and seated.  Storme clutching to Biankha at that podium, my sister looked as she was struggling with something, but she encouraged Storme to speak as freely as she wished.  

Elder Morrison I guess heard my sister and agreed vocally.  He told Storme the coven and council would hear any detail she was comfortable explaining pushing her no further.  

Also...her safe word was ‘done’...and dad will be vanishing her out.  Pretty simple and hopefully not overwhelmingly invasive.  We can be smothery.

Elder Morrison wished to ensure Storme felt and knew she was safe here...as her words had not left this court before apparently.  After a quick exchange we know with proof from the council who went in on behalf of Jay and my sister.  

Well...Jay got to hear it with the rest of us...and the reasons why as Sabrina had explained to my sister.  It killed Biankha to not be able to tell Jay he was that loved...but he did need to hear it from his sister’s mouth.  

Unfortunately I think that just added to Jay having an internal struggle, barely able to remain seated or still.  

His face wore his mood changes.  Anger...sadness...helplessness watching two women in this world most precious to him up there at the mercy of the harsh world he knows we exist within.

Once Storme began to outline her story...I don’t even know if he realized that sick of a world existed for us beyond a movie screen.

We were taught to be street smart and what could happen...but we never worried about seeing it.  Not here...not to any of us...we were sheltered and safe.  

The ‘boogey-man’ didn’t come around our neighborhood.

Gives me a new respect for what my sister could have endured on her own.  I wonder if she had...she just...she couldn’t say.  I can’t even think of Biankha too afraid to tell even me something.  

However, it’s clear the guilt Storme bore for things not her fault...shame not hers to wear...all of that kept her quiet.  

And their mother did that!  I almost feel awful thinking...praying...that her car was one that didn’t make it out of that lot!  Almost!
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I must say Storme did stand taller and straighter with each sentence she let pass her quivering frightened lips.  Like watching weighted burden lift from her before our eyes.

It was her storm that kept Biankha and Jay at that apartment.  She knew her mother had some plan but it wasn’t until she returned from spying on Jay that his sisters learned the truth.  

Clyde hadn’t lied during his boastful confession no one realized Sabrina or Storme heard him make.  Confronting their mother was easy after her trip to town.  She easily confirmed Clyde’s words with what Jay just got done telling her.  The shooting and his accusations.

Yeah...that hag made sure she threw that in Storme’s face too.  Their mother got to Jay and it was almost too damn late.

Storme ran off from their mother’s home after that, making sure her sisters all knew what had happened, and disposing of the cell phone her betrothed gifted her to track her movements.

Her assumption to the council was Sabrina managed to find Biankha delivering her message because Storme placed that final call.  

If their mother could return after years of claims it was impossible...why can’t the girls get here to warn their brother?  If even a moment they got far enough away...just once.

She was the last to be ‘married off’.  Her giggle got to us all with the sigh of relief she gave telling the council that ‘date’ was fastly approaching and begged them not to enforce the contract she is somehow bound too.

That I didn’t quite get.  I caught her say ‘bound’ a few times and feel...almost like it’s code for something...unless they literally had these girls bound by something.  Blood oath maybe.  Dear gods I pray it’s no more of that rune business.

I need to move onto something better.  Well...different will be better in this case.

Jay’s an uncle too...a few times over.  Another one on the way according to Biankha.

And that added anguish to that mixed sack of feelings sitting by me.  

Uncle Tommy reaching to pat his knee and dad’s arm wrapped over his shoulder giving a strengthening squeeze.

My sister detailed what happened on her walk before we came to the court.  Before and after she and Jay returned from that weird fight that begun with Sabrina being plucked by an invisible hand to the sky.  She even got shovy trying to protect my sister from what she knew was coming.

The council was very proactive shooting texts and emails to anyone they could to find out what may have happened to Sabrina.  Alerts to anyone who’d listen to find and protect her if possible.  Locate the other girls.  Elder Morrison and others involving mom a lot in this part of the conversation.

I mean what kind of creature do we have in this day and age that can throw up invisibility shields while flying?  And they are big enough my sister heard their wings whipping in the wind as they dove in on the girls.

I thought Jay was going to get sick when she told us all details of her older sisters marriages.  He leaned over his lap, head in both hands, breathes coming in pants.

She had only mentioned weddings and children before...some discussion of contracts and money with their mother and Clyde as the broker...but she got to the details she knew of these contracts.

The ‘meat’ if you will...what made these contracts necessary and what was gained from these ‘partnerships’.  Sounded more as some sick medieval bridal slavery their mother was lining her pockets from.  But it was never enough.

My dad and Uncle Tommy hovering over Jay when they took notice knowing the right things to keep him calm and just listening as painful as that had to be.

Biankha continuously glancing over her shoulder to him apologetic and worried.  But I can see why she suggested this happen once...before all who can help...and now Storme can move on and have a life.

I felt Biankha slam her own mental door shut when the details had become too much.  She shielded herself for objectivity because her heart is too close to this.  

Mom’s the same but she’s always been more subtle...her energy just drifts off somewhere else.

I wish I could do that.  Their mom really did sell them to the highest bidders.  It broke me to hear it but watching Jay’s agony was far worse.

I am an eldest child...I know how I feel for my siblings...and one sister is a lot to worry already.  But how do you fight your mother to protect your sisters when they’d long gone from your life and you had no power over that ever?

How do you prevent something you are not allowed to be a participant?

The council got to more detailed with their questions about what she knew of Clyde...the words flowed like water...and she spared no detail about the man.  

That’s also when Jay got more specific details of his brother-in-law’s.  Not just the deals that took place to have his sisters rehomed into a type of slavery to these supernaturals of different families.  Like kingdoms in history.  It was bizarre!

The real tricky questions began when it was mentioned that Lauren’s ‘first’ husband...was a supposed ‘son’ of Clyde...but the age didn’t match the children of his we know of.

I want to know what this ‘first’ husband means...what happened?  And how many times has that happened?  That’s freaking awful!

“I thought his children left pending notification of his demise?”  That white haired councilman questioned his brethren curiously.

Licking her lips nervous, Storme’s head shook voice meek.  “These were not ‘birthed’.  He had troubles...with women.  Some he stole and he torments until they’ll kiss his feet for the ‘good life’ he has provided.”

“What is it you are suggesting dear girl?”  Elder Morrison took on a stone face.

With a nudge from Biankha, Storme continued.  “Over time...he selected...’replacements’ for what he’d lost in life.  He killed a few of them...I know he did his one son here...”  Her voice trailed off as her uncomfortable gaze averted to her feet.

One of the council members that helped Biankha with mom and that rune rubbed his chin, his stare narrowed on Storme as he asks in disbelief.  “He has chosen to ‘sire’ and train vampires?”

Storme’s gaze got distant, hands fidgety in front of her.  “They can do all sorts of things.  He even teaches them magic if they ‘turn’ as gifted.  Not everyone is so lucky and they become leeches.  Even making us use our magic for them.”  

She huffs out an odd laugh.  “They can take much from us besides sanity.  Our energy ...blood...all theirs to take as they wish.”  Storme looked up for a split second then turned her head away wincing as if that pained her.  

I’m just taking in the words not reading the meanings behind them.  

THIS is all I can digest right now.  I know there was more to that but...as a ‘brother’...I can’t hear that yet!

“I don’t know much of Sabrina’s husband.”  She continued.  “Clyde had hands in the arrangements taking a percentage of what mother negotiated of course.  But this guy had another family.  He claimed them sons...her husband and my fiancé were brothers...but these other relatives must be from their mother’s side or something.”

She raises her hand wiggling her fingers at her eye.  “These ‘sons’...they all have weird eyes.  But not these other relations.”

Noticeably gulping she winces again.  “It’s a sign of a turned...because they die before transformation.  They can pass that to offspring and it’s said that child will grow dark.  I know this because he bragged to mother that his grandson got close to Jay.  Seemed to frighten Biankha, which he found amusing because that kid actually won’t work for him.”

Oh shit!  That guy Biankha saw fighting Bobby.  Jay was there with him and Tina then playing referee.

Everyone turned gasping hearing Jay roar from the hall and those double doors slamming behind him.  

The bailiff waved his hand saying.  “I’m going to give him a minute.”

Dad and Tommy took off sprinting after him because we can’t afford to damage this place.  A lot of marble everywhere.  Guinness, Darius, and Andre remained to ensure none of us started a riot in here.

Elder Morrison tsk’s seeing Storme so worried while Biankha kept the poor girl standing.  “Dear girl...I believe I agree with the lad and I have heard enough to proceed with something.  You have been through unimaginable trauma and I believe you need rest and time to process before further questioning if that proves necessary.”

The white haired councilman agreed.  “We shall give the family a moment to discuss temporary fostering while she will be considered a ward of the council for her protection.  Until some dust may settle of course.”
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Storme hadn’t moved so fast since she arrived to get away from that podium.

Elder Morrison grabbed that notepad thing he’d been messing with as she spoke and looked to my sister.  “I believe we had a final issue to discuss dear.  Any answers you received in the interview thus far?  I got your checklist...let’s give it a go.”

Biankha smiled reassuringly to Storme as mom fetched her to bring her back and dote on the girl.  My sister then turns back to the council exhaling a slow purposeful breath before letting that brain take the lead.


“I will thank the spirits for planning today for us...because...this was proper timing.  Many practices observed by Storme or plans for business...segway into my other ideas.

We cooperating families have had a system that worked and even the humans here are happy.  I would hate to not provide opportunity or say I speak for others...but why fix what works and is what we still want in life and for our community?

Storme provided so many answers I needed in my current audit.  I have an idea where random transactions were dumping at odd times to an account I believe I traced to an account opened with false documents and possibly used by Clyde.

Pointing a finger at dad, owner of the firm, that’s what brought humans.  With the spotlight on dad...I was the only to see the discrepancies that pointed an entirely different direction.

We’ve faced several of these characters with that specific physical trait.  Now we know who they are and where to look for answers.  In fact one came at me just before this meeting.  During the walk I bumped into Sabrina and after I had my vision.  

Retaliation?  For what...my vision didn’t allow me to see all that occurred.

I assume Clyde needed these heirs to continue business since his days are numbered anyway you look at it and he sent his biological family running literally for their lives.

I already waged war with him throwing him under the council bus...and that’s because he was brazen enough to see if I lived.  He asked about my guardian...is that because he knows that’s who almost took that shot?  

What else did he know that many of you didn’t?  You didn’t want to know.  That is not the same as he didn’t help himself for a look.  He had specific knowledge due to his position with the council and ability to pop in and out claiming his chair as he saw fit.

He was on the honor system on house arrest because we can’t bind a vampire.  Gentlemen really?  You do realize whom you gave that excuse to right?

I had to petition all of you to go to a school out of the area.  That’s how he knew I was gone...how he knew everything because I complied with my reporting to the council.  

Clyde remaining in contact with their mother kept him in contact with a bulk of holdings in this town alone if she ever came for Jay.  They had a plan for if I never returned...she so much as confessed to her own son.  

There is an entire portion of a ‘tri-family trust’ sitting for my guardian that is managed by my father and our Uncle Tommy.  Clyde’s very dangerous hands near those holdings could mean the destruction of the remaining of our bloodlines and then this town.  

At this rate, another librarian will never make it to existence, which would mean what to us in the end?  What if he could gain control of my guardian there by controlling me...or my parents?

Who’s to say what Clyde is fully capable or those he is surrounded by?  We have never faced an issue as these ourselves.  We don’t know do we?

I can only ask at this time we nip that in the bud.  Prevent any means of access from his end or others that have no business meddling in the affairs of others.  That WE can control!

We need a serious discussion of legal protections I deem necessary but are not currently covered under our laws.  Only the humans if they hold the last will...but that can be bullied as well.

Our financial firm, which holds many trust accounts, and have for a considerable time.  Our hands are tied to protect our clients even if information we are presented is not what it appears.  I believe there was some illegal access to information we hold...and the council would have recorded as well.

My theory is someone or several were designing a rather detailed plan to create a foothold that will carry them into the future while trying to find immediate gratification or gain for them while they wait for a larger payout.”



Holy crap!  What has dad had her working on at night?  

Is that paperwork I grabbed from her apartment?  How did she get all of that?

I know Biankha had those little favors she asked of me and Bobby...but there’s a few questions I have now.  What’d she miss in that conversation would be first.

I’m getting a little tired still feeling like a mushroom in this family.  I don’t know why Biankha is shouldering this all herself.  Well...maybe that was the purpose of this meeting.  Have us all in one place with help and she won’t be alone any longer.
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The elders and council called for another brief break before they moved on to the last item.  Then we can get to work on something real.  Like finding Jay’s other sisters.

That was the reason for the break actually.  Concern for Storme made the council wish to speak with our parents and Tommy about that foster thing they mentioned even though she is an adult.  

Biankha compared it to that witness protection and I about slapped myself that had slipped my mind completely.

Now we just had to track down Jay and see if he can sit through the rest of this because I really don’t feel I can keep notes for us.  

I hope my memory of this day is enough.

I’m honestly relieved it’s Biankha delivering this.  

Gods she is so strong and all this from scribble on her hand in the car and that brain.  Like Storme making it to her brother after all this time.  

I am so not even half that being.  There really isn’t anything ‘super’ about me.  

Has our lives always been this crazy and messed up or is it biting us in the ass today because we actually had it too good?

I’d love to find a way to blame my sister but the timing of her return was in response to our father’s unfortunate incarceration.  

She was the only one to draw back towards the trap.  And apparently her bait had to be big!
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Dad and Uncle Tommy were going to drop Storme at our house with Melody who was on her way home this had taken so long already.

Mom and Biankha were chittering like chipmunks about something.  My sister rubbing at her head frustrated and snaps at mom she’s fine but feels a migraine coming.

Immediately mom went into questions about what she touched or who...and Biankha could only answer she’d held Storme at that podium and that was when she began to feel it.  Something about her being unhealthy...but that’s all I got.

Jay taking off and now back probably wasn’t helping.  I know I could feel his emotional rollercoaster and was kinda green myself.  

That’s why Storme looked so sickly...terror and torment had warn her energy controls so thin it shot in bursts when she experienced anxiety and all of that is negative whether a mix of feelings or not.

The energy itself is negative and takes a toll on my sister being pelted as if attacked with rocks.

Biankha called everyone to order the minute dad and Tommy hustled back through the doors to the courtroom.  She is so ‘take charge’ when she gets comfortable.

I’m glad...she’s good at it and it fits.


“Ok fellas.  I plan to cover this next part quickly because it reiterates much we’ve discussed.  But this time I will include my suggestions on change I see necessary and forecasted result.

We need to set a precedence for other families as ours protecting us long into the future so we can continue to never be a burden on humans we attempt to live side-by-side with in peace.

Widdling away at the issues brought to my parents door mere weeks ago...humans we believe mobilized by yet to be named suspects, since the investigations has not fully began yet.

The remaining paperwork that binds us to the human system doors down from here should be passing desks now.  We’re done and I have a considerable chunk of an audit prepared minus the financial firm and family trust accounts.

Gentleman, there is an abundance of personal information I need to recuse myself and beg your esteemed help.  I do not feel comfortable navigating much of this myself.  

Our family trust as many of you have impacts more than my life.  Being able to put a face to the name on the page in this case...I do not believe I can be impartial.

The council has held this information far longer than I knew it existed.  You can be trusted, have been trusted, and offered me your guidance and support.  Help!

Ok...using our case for example...three children and I as one of the three have duties I would prefer to focus for our fair community.  My brothers should monitor our stakes in this ‘trust’ and I trust them to do so.  If asked I am sure they agree.  

The world keeps spinning without issue...nothing broke...nothing to fix.  That is how simplified our world had been folks and can still be.

Next...and this is a significant cause for my request for recusal.  My guardian has chosen to wait and has sufficient representation as my father and our uncle work as a team for the best of us all.

However currently having other than business interests in that strapping fella...I do not feel comfortable handling financial information for his family.  

What becomes a marital or ‘couple asset’ to us in the future is one thing.  That will be ours and one day.  I don’t expect anything nor does his father owe me a thing.  To me...I don’t need more.

I hope as their father had, that my guardian and his siblings can be cared for under provisions their father penned with his own hand long before I was in the picture as a significant other.  

My eyes should never have laid on his father’s will but they have...to fix this mess.  That is what the situation required, I’m sorry...but I’m done.

Now we have one large final ‘what if-one day’ issue that needs addressed and fast.  For those who’ve opened their homes and hearts...those chosen children have far less estate protections than we were aware.

Our uncle...the heart quite possibly bigger than our collective family.  Choice or not...he has no bloodline heir.  He chose to embrace gifts others didn’t treat as such...because he would cherish them and has.  

Unfortunately our laws...I have noted since perusing some particularly interesting and binding documents...our laws do not recognize them as heirs even if those are his to be respected final wishes of this earth.  

For all to know he picked them to love...and they carry that forward in all aspects including providing for the family now and their future.

That deserves recognition and should not be taken advantage as it seems Clyde has with sired turned of all things.”


Elder Morrison appeared to be making some notes.  His lips rubbing tight while he thought.  While Biankha had paused I heard him mention calls to Clyde’s children and if something as a hostile takeover would be possible and legality would need research.

The Council agree they will be helping with legal provisions allowing the finance firm to move forward and make changes Biankha suggested.  They will alert others to get in ASAP to ensure all cooperating families’ butts are covered.

One of the councilmen seemed troubled and asks.  “How do we pull the legitimate heir card for your adopted that would be considered the same as the turned children he sired and houses with or without documents?”

Biankha had that answer waiting, her finger shot out towards the council, as if to say ‘a-ha’.


“Because those children are ‘turned’, which has not been legal practice to us outside of a marital relationship between spouses for centuries.  

Not one master or house can ‘sire’ offspring in that manner nor will offspring of those ‘turned’ be legitimate beyond their parentage.  Our laws are based upon birthright and not species experimentation creating creatures by unnatural means.

Also I believe I voiced a vote of concern to the competence of Clyde on this council that was never thoroughly investigated.  Under our law his estate planning can come into question and be contested prior to demise.”


Elder Morrison smirks wide as the others groan.  “Well...my research is covered.  Hostile takeover it is.”

What the...seriously?  One of the councilmen are on the phone now with a ‘real’ child of Clyde’s informing them what they’re missing.

Biankha just shut down not simply Clyde’s cash flow...but who’s on his payroll?”

Oh man...this is getting bigger and bigger by the...how long have we been here?
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Pretty sure the council gets paid by the hour here or if this is just what many of these guys with one foot in the grave do waiting until they tip just that bit too far one day.  

Now we were exploring flushing this main aggressor out using either my mother or my sister as bait.  However...these gentlemen were more concerned how my sister intended to do that, than actually show concern for the secondary plan apparently only we were working on.  ‘Operation Get Jay’s Sister’s Back/Kill All Who Oppose Us.’

I don’t know how we got to whispering back and forth out here in the audience...but we did and had time to name our plan too.  These guys intentionally pressed until mom got involved in the conversation as if some plan had already been settled and this was just what those girls were going to do.

Mom standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Biankha at the podium half-laughing and half-arguing her case.  My poor sister observed with both skepticism and fear because you never know what may happen when mom is on a roll and she gathers momentum quickly.


“Oh if you dusty old farts can retire...why can’t I?  If I am still living and my successor is ready to take this world by the balls...I’m buying a boat and heading for the sun?  Daniel can even come since she has a guardian all her own.

I am the first generation in near a millennia to have had that luxury.  I’m taking it boys.

I will have hobbies in retirement...helping our community and my daughter as I can...if I’m not in the Bahama’s or the ‘Yarn Barn’ plotting out my next homemade gift project.

Anyway...that yarn thing probably won’t happen so I’ll have time...no worries gentlemen.  Oh...and I will be around A LOT if storks start dropping grandbabies anywhere near my lawn.

Although for now...my daughter and I obviously make far better bait than any one of you or it would be you fighting deadly runes and shotgun blasts through your windows late at night.

Do any of you know what it is like to find your hypothermic little girl near expired due to blood loss huddled in a shack with her guardian doing all he could to keep them sheltered and safe until the cavalry arrived with their aid?

Doubt it or this conversation wouldn’t be happening.  So...since I do know what that feels like...I may have a bit more to offer in these solutions than you may.

How did you lose him again?  You know what...topic for another day.  I can teach you that you CAN bind a vampire on house arrest while all five-foot of that cuteness saves the world.

Now Biankha has had the opportunity to gain insight in a world I hadn’t yet and she has proven herself worthy to move forward in her station in this life by MY standards.

I would recommend you fellas give what she has to say strong consideration because I am fully prepared to play dead and vanish from the face of the map leaving you no other options if I am not satisfied or confident in your actions that follow.

Those are your options boys...you can have access to us both if you play nicely or...you can deal with my daughter and maybe I’ll send you a shirt from somewhere exotic.  

I’m sure you’ve figured out the power of the mouth improves with each generation but the same cannot be said for attitude.  So choose wisely and good luck with that!”


Elder Morrison and several others on the dais were laughing near hysterics as mom eyed them fiercely.  He leaned forward and sighs waving a hand on the desk before him.  “But Sophie...this one doesn’t drop near as many ‘f’ bombs as you.  Will she be as fun to work with?  She still seems stiff...she’s all businessy.”

Biankha shot mom the ‘death ray stare’ when mom snorted at that and pointed agreeing.  Even gave my sister an ‘I told you so’ for something that made my sister pinch her face and grind her teeth glaring.

A different councilmen remarks shaking his head, voice flat.  “Change is unnerving.  The young one doesn’t seem to hold the same...impulsive hostility we’ve grown comfortable...appreciate in its raw honesty.”

He narrows his eyes on Biankha.  “Where is she on the scale of rage?  Little bit of a thing...must be as angry as that gnome that fucked up my lawn because Clyde got to his wife too.”

Oh that cursed looked mom and Biankha shot at us laughing in the gallery.  Pissed my sister off that Jay was laughing the loudest.  All that marble, high ceilings, cavernous space...that echoes!

I don’t even see why we got looks when they laughed too.  Maybe it was us interrupting the flow or we guys aren’t supposed to agree with potentially negative things about them.  

I was laughing about that gnome, Clyde, and...never mind...it’s not important at the moment.  

It’s nearing dusk though...I am getting h-angry skipping lunch.  That’s probably what it is.  My sister’s starting to show wear but she’s pulling out steam from every place she can to keep momentum and get this summed up in one shot.  

I can visualize the baton in hand ready to pass for the last leg of the relay sis.  You get through this...hell I’ll carry you home myself.
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And then she did it...the baton passed and Biankha went from limping to sprinting like she’d saved that up for the end.  After the time she’s had since that initial late night call after our parents’ arrest...I don’t know how she has anything left.

“Ok...let’s take a step back.  We’re all over the place and repeating our work here.  We need to synchronize or the road ahead of us may be considerably longer and more jagged then we are prepared or equipped.”  Biankha takes in a cleansing breath exhaling slowly.

Mom stepped back slowly to retake her seat by dad in the front.  I couldn’t take my eyes off that smirk she was giving my sister.

Mom knew...she’d wound her up...and now was time to step back and let her go.  My sister’s, dare I say performance, over these next few minutes...brought a tear to my eye I was so proud.  

Admittedly envious of my little sister.  It’s been just two weeks she’s been back and it was easy.  We slid into place like no time had passed and we were the same people but understood we weren’t kids.  Weird...but it was easy...and yes she’s always been that bossy or generally over-the-top in command when she’s near.

But in that insane minute period in the grand scheme we call time...I’ve learned she may still be short in stature...but she’s grown up more than I have staying in one place spinning my wheels.  Totally my tiny hero!

Biankha flashes a refreshed smile addressing the council and our coven elders.  “Gentlemen...the clock is ticking away for several folks in desperate need of the help the many of us can provide not sitting in one spot.”

No one interrupted so she continued.  “We must move to planning so let’s cut to the chase.  Maybe we’ll treat this as an interview...say for a job.  What is it I can offer to you fellas, aside from the ideas I will present in a moment, that will provide you with confidence I have something worthwhile to hear and apply in our system?”

That white hair councilman took the bite.  “Alright dear...my first question of your character to lead in our community or trust your loyalty is simple.  You left.  Sell me on the idea I could give others to trust your sudden reemergence, abilities, and/or care for our future.”

My sister smiled like...I hadn’t seen her smile in...well since before Jay yelled at her in the car but I’m sure they’re good by now.  

Her finger wags at the council as if accepting a challenge she has no intention on losing.  “Hold onto your hats boys...save all questions until the end.  Make a note...we’ll address it.  This’ll be fun...promise!”  The panel chuckled until Biankha flicked her brow and became rather animated and engaging with those on the dais and us in the gallery.  

Not so stiff and businessy anymore and it was fun watching her RUN that room!


“Ok gentlemen...I do understand I have explaining to do regarding not remaining in a community I wish to serve now and do hold much pride in as my ‘hometown’.  That will be answered as other questions not voiced yet.  

It is best I clear the air first and then we can move on.  When I made the decision to leave it wasn’t because I had a story as...I hate to say this, but...I had a different story than heard today.  I didn’t leave with shame, anger, terror, or hate in my heart.  

I left for experience...I was not fleeing for my life.  

Many of us are afforded opportunities in this life...these come in all varieties and at varying times...except being human.  We’ve always lived amongst them...but never truly as one.  We serve them to support ourselves but...do we support them the same...or do we go see Tony for our produce because he’s one of us?

As supernaturals we’ve centuries of learning of each other...what of the humans?  We only know to keep our true selves hidden.  But what does the human experience offer us?  I wanted to explore that a bit...and...I could.

I mean that is the reason we live among them right?  Not just painting smiles on for Fourth of July picnics, while we live in illusions for homes, and then we take other things from them too beyond resources.

Just had to toss that out there...anyway! 

Granted...my home was chaotic at times but...nothing I ever would have run from.  With that chaos came so much love I still can’t believe I left...but I knew...I had much to learn in this life.  So that from me you not only get the embodied wisdom of the ancients...you get the best of two worlds.

The lessons I needed may not be the same across the board but I learned what ‘I’ needed through this time away and I had always planned to return...I just hadn’t set a date.

Look...the incredible assortment I call my ‘pack’...’tribe’ if some prefer...they gave me
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