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THE CHAKRAS AND their Energies





Muladhara: The Root Chakra - Earth Element


The energy of nourishment and home, family and safety. 





Svadisthana: The Sacral Chakra - Water Element


Fluid and adaptable, the energy of movement and connection, of practical and physical creativity. The energy of pleasure, sexuality and sensation, and emotions.





Manipura: The Navel Chakra - Fire Element


The energy of the individual; of confidence, of proactivity and of drive and passion. Playful and proud.





Anahata: The Heart Chakra - Air Element


The energy of healing, and of balance, located in the middle of the body and the seven Chakras. The energy of love, of relationships, of devotion. Of compassion and empathy.





Vishudha: The Throat Chakra - Ether (Space) Element


The energy of communication, of conceptual creativity, and of truth. Of expression, and of listening.





Ajna: The Third Eye - The Mind


The energy of imagination, of visualizations, and insight. Of clarity and wisdom. Of dreams and intuition.





Sahasara: The Crown Chakra - None* 


The purest of all the energies. Only experienced through the Grace of the Source (the energetics’ name for the creator, the divine).








*Neither a dominant nor auxiliary Chakra for energetics
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Jeb came to on the wooden floor of his office. His muscles cramped and his body burned with pain. He retched. The energy rose again and he fought to suppress it, but it was strong. He’d had a hold on it for decades, but recently it was harder and harder to keep it bound.


His body spasmed as he fought the internal battle to keep his auxiliary energy, Svadisthana, locked down. It was too dangerous for him to use. He’d learned that the hard way. 


He tried to pull on Anahata, his dominant energy, to bind it. The energy wouldn’t stay contained. His pulse raced as some energy escaped and found a nearby source of liquid, the water glass on his desk - which exploded. Shards of glass shot across the room and a few embedded themselves in the arm he’d thrown up to protect his face.


As Jeb was senior Maven for the Cairo-based Anahata Major Guild, the study was warded against all energies getting in, and his students’ Anahata energies getting out. But the wards were less effective against other energies. His mistake.


Another pulse of energy wracked his body, and he had to grit his teeth against a shout of pain. What was going on? Why was it so much harder for him to keep his Svadisthana energies bound? He lost the thought as more energy leaked. As fast as he drew on his dominant energy from the ether, the auxiliary burned it away, a war between two opposing sides within his flesh. Anahata, the healing energy of air and of love. An energy Jeb was at peace with - unlike his Svadisthana energy.


Which disgusted him.


The energy of water, of practical creativity - and of sex. Once, he’d used all aspects of that energy assuredly. And then, he’d used it to murder innocents. 


He’d vowed never again.


Had bound the energy, with help. 


And had considered that part of him, that despised energy, gone. 


It had taken a will of iron, a will that he drew upon now. He used his Anahata to create a glowing shield around his body to contain any further energy leaks. Then he went inside himself. He spun Anahata energy into a second shield tight to his skin. When it covered him, and he had the two shields in place in addition to his regular shields, he relaxed a fraction. 


All hell broke loose. 


Svadisthana exploded from inside him, and raced around the room. He felt as though he’d been punched in the abdomen, the area where Svadisthana Chakra was located, and he curled up in a ball to lessen the pain.


The energy sought to ground itself. With no other humans in the room, it couldn’t find a sexual outlet, so it found the drops of water from the glass, as well as the beads of blood that had been created by the glass breaking Jeb’s skin, and it worked with those.


A fine mist of blood and water began to form around Jeb, while the energy continued to shoot around the room. The walls and floor had a spray of blood misted over them. But worse, the energy was calling to the weather outside. Egypt was a dry land - one reason why Jeb was happy to stay in the Guild’s headquarters here - but there was water, with the Nile so close. When Jeb raised his head, groaning, to look out the window, he could see a cloud forming outside, tiny drops running down the glass. 


Jeb lay on the floor, his body convulsing as energies that had been kept inside him for decades escaped. He managed - just - to keep some shields up, but he wasn’t sure how long he could maintain it. If he stopped balancing the destructive Svadisthana with Anahata, the scales could tip, and the energy he’d tried so hard to keep hidden would be loosed. Done in an uncontrolled manner, it could pose a danger to all the Guild buildings - and everyone inside them. 


There was a knock at the door. A soft voice came through the wood. “Jebediah-san? May I enter?”


Source. It was Aiko, the Head of the Guild. This was a blessing and a curse. On the one hand, Aiko was exactly the person to help him. On the other hand, if she came through that door without knowing what she was walking into, his escaping energy could slam right into her, which could have some nasty consequences. He could enthral her sexually, or hurt her physically with his energy wild and uncontrolled in the room.


Another knock.


The moisture at the window ran down in rivulets, blurring the view of the sky. A couple of books were dislodged from the shelf, and thudded onto the floor. 


The door opened cautiously, and Jeb made a heroic effort to draw on Anahata in order to strengthen his Svadisthana shields. Cold sweat bled through his shirt onto the wooden floor, only to be immediately swept up in the mist around him.


He opened his mouth to warn her, but only a croak came out, his throat parched.


“Jeb?” Aiko peeked around the door, caught sight of the room, and stepped inside smartly. She shut the door behind her, and studied Jeb. 


Closing the door on the rest of the Guild was a wise move, though from Jeb’s perspective she was now on the wrong side of it. He felt her draw on Anahata to protect herself from the sexual energy he was exuding, and he rasped a sigh of relief. 


He curled into himself, trying to focus, trying to find his voice to ask for her aid, but more energy escaped, and called to the water outside. The window shattered, and glass flew. A piece sliced across Aiko’s arm and she cried out, her hand flying to the wound, blood sliding down the arm to stain the white top she wore. Her shields wavered and Jeb’s stomach tensed. 


He needed her help, and he needed it urgently. But what if she became lost to his water energies, and two of the most powerful members of the Guild lost control? 


There was going to be a hell of a lot more damage than a broken window.







Nixie stretched, cat-like, and purred in satisfaction. Life on her Thai island was good. She rolled onto her back. “Mmmm. Thank you.”


The tousled-haired youth beside her was still breathing hard, and nodded weakly, his body sprawled inelegantly beside hers.


They’d been seeing each other for a week or so, and Nixie was thrilled that they’d finally slept together. She tried to keep a little discipline, and rarely had sex with anyone on a first date. She loved the build-up, the intensity, the butterflies in her stomach as she anticipated what their physical connection would be like. To make it last she had a personal target of waiting at least a week. 


Okay, sometimes six days. 


She shrugged internally. It wasn’t her fault that she liked sex. A lot. She glanced back at the lean, long-limbed twenty-something she’d just very much enjoyed a couple of hours with. He stared up at the ceiling, eyes wide. She’d made sure he’d had a good time too. Sex was something she was passionate about in all the ways, and she was skilled in bringing pleasure to her partners. White, with dark hair curling around his ears, he wasn’t that much younger than her - she was in her early thirties in human years - but in life experience, given she was a part magical being who was likely to live for hundreds of years, they were worlds apart.


Nixie’s energies were Svadisthana and Vishudha. The first was where her love of sex stemmed from, in addition to a love of swimming and her creative talents. But Nixie was a romantic at heart, despite the fact that she had no Anahata in her energies. She blamed her parents. Marius and Fai had been together centuries - true soulmates. 


Nixie wanted that. She wanted someone as strong and as fearless as her father, a bear-like man, who made his tiny but fierce wife Fai look delicate by standing near her. They were strong individually, but even stronger as a couple. 


Nixie had bathed in their love all her life, sharing that love with her cousin Blaize who had moved to Thailand and joined their family as a child when her parents died. Blaize was a best friend and sister in one.


Nixie propped herself up on an elbow, and ran a finger down the man’s flank. She liked the play of his muscles. They would look good sculpted in a pale stone, perhaps. She tipped her head, idly considering his body. 


Nixie had never thought that Blaize would find her perfect partner before she did. Blaize had reluctantly gone to be trained in her auxiliary energy by a Maven called Cuinn, and then fallen in love with him. Nixie scowled briefly, then shook it off. She was pleased for Blaize, she was. She just…wanted to find her own soulmate sooner rather than later.


In the meantime, she told herself, she was auditioning men for the part. After all, you needed to spend time with someone to really decide whether they were right for you. 


The guy lying next to her was human. It was possible for energetics to fall in love and marry humans, but it was rare as the human had to pass your Guild’s approval to share their world’s secrets. 


She looked at Ben, the man in bed beside her, and sighed to herself. He probably wouldn’t pass muster. And Nixie didn’t think she could live her life with a secret that huge from her partner. She wasn’t big on secrets. They were too much like hard work. Much like sculpture. She saved those for only the most interesting models.


Ben would make a fine subject for a life drawing, however.


“What’s up?” he asked.


She smiled. 


“Nothing. Unless…?” She looked suggestively down at their tangle of naked bodies.


He grinned back. “Sure. Give me a minute or two. And in the meantime, why don’t we talk?”


Nixie’s forehead creased. “Talk?”


That’s not what they were here for. She ran a hand down his back, kneading the muscles there, reminding them both of their physical connection. 


He lifted a shoulder. “You know, talk. I don’t feel like I know that much about you. What’s going on with you?” 


Nixie recoiled a fraction. She couldn’t help herself. She wasn’t a fan of sharing. She was a realist, and knew men were usually attracted to her for her looks. She was fine with that. Her deep relationships were with her friends and family, not her various lovers. They came to her for fun, and sex, and she made sure all parties had both. He caught her expression, and hurt flashed across his face. He spoke quickly. “Or not. It’s fine.”


“It’s not that, I just…I don’t know what to say.” She couldn’t exactly tell him that her plans for the future were currently suspended, as she’d been included in a prophecy which potentially foretold the end of her race’s world. 


That was the problem with humans. Things got complicated quickly. 


“What do you do for a living?” he said. 


“Business graphics,” she said. She had set responses for questions like this, designed to be as boring as possible, to stop this type of conversation developing into something too personal. Not that many pursued conversations with her. They were usually too swept up in the physical pleasure she could provide, a mutual connection that was more than enough. 


“Okay. What do you like to do when you’re not working?” he said.


She was impressed - and surprised - at his tenacity. But what could she say? That she practised what he would see as magic in her spare time, using the energy from water. Huh, water. That would do it. “I like swimming.”


“I guess you do live on an island. Makes sense.” He was a traveler to Koh Somdun, the island where she lived off the west coast of Thailand, there for a few months to enjoy life in paradise on his way round the world. Another reason it wouldn’t last.


He was looking at her expectantly. Apparently he needed more. 


“I sometimes do archery. And I like art. Drawing, painting, that kind of thing.” She had a sudden feeling of panic. Talking of which - she was supposed to be driving her parents’ car down to the dock to collect Blaize and Tierra. Her parents were away travelling and calling on friends in Europe, and Nixie was looking after their house.


Blaize was here so Nixie could use her artistic skills to help with some of the details of the prophecy, and Blaize could have a break. Plus it was well past time for Nixie to catch up on Blaize’s love life.


She felt a brief flicker of unease about the prophecy and she quickly stuffed the feeling down inside herself. She was involved, but not really involved, in the same way the others were. She knew Blaize wanted to discuss that with her too, but Nixie saw herself as support, a friend, for those who were the main actors. 


Talking of which, she rolled over to the bedside table where her phone was lying and picked it up. Shit. She was cutting it pretty fine. Nixie tended to operate on ‘Thai time’ - after all, she was half Thai - but Blaize most certainly did not. Blaize would not be happy if Nixie left her standing on the dock in the sun for half an hour. 


“Now what?” There was a touch of irritation in Ben’s voice.


“I forgot I have to pick up my friend from the dockside, and I need to go home and get the car.” She’d ridden her scooter to Ben’s house. She should have brought the car, but she hadn’t thought of it. Nixie was more of a big picture girl than someone focused on the details.


“Right,” he said. She couldn’t figure out what his tone meant, but she didn’t have time to explore it. She bounced out of the bed and scrambled into her clothes. She should probably shower, but there wasn’t time.


Ben lay on the bed watching her. She couldn’t interpret the expression on his face either. Never mind. She tended to keep things flexible. Casual. He was fun in bed, and she’d like to see him again, she was sure of that. Ben had had a great time, she’d seen to it. He didn’t need to know her deepest self to enjoy sex with her again. And who knows, maybe things would develop. 


After all, she knew her soulmate was out there somewhere, and she was willing to do a lot of experimentation to find him.
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Nixie sped home on her bike, grabbed the keys to the car and drove as fast as she dared to the dock. As she’d thought, Blaize was already there, frowning, green eyes stern. Her red hair gleamed in the sun, porcelain skin indicating she’d been away from Thailand a while in the cold Canadian spring. 


Both Blaize and Nixie were in their thirties, but neither had chosen to fix their age yet, something all energetics were able to do through a ritual. It could be changed again with effort, but most of them opted for more sleight of hand tricks like type of clothing, hairstyles and make up to change their age for the humans around them. Or moved location and started again.


Blaize, Tierra, and a surly girl Nixie didn’t recognize, who must be Ai, stood under the only bit of shade on the dockside, and as there were no other people waiting with them, Nixie had to assume the boat that they’d come in on had docked a while ago. Nixie squirmed as she drew the car up next to them. She hadn’t meant to be late. She knew it frustrated Blaize. Luckily Blaize could never stay annoyed at her for long, and especially not when they hadn’t seen each other in an age.


She bounced out of the car, and threw her arms around Blaize, who stiffened before she sighed and put her arms round Nixie in return. “Hey, Nix.”


Nixie exhaled in relief and dropped her arms. “Sorry, B! I got caught up.” 


Blaize put out a hand and tugged on Nixie’s jade-colored top. “Oh yes?”


Nixie looked down and flushed. 


“Oh.” She’d put her top on inside out and back to front. Blaize had the label between her fingers, underneath Nixie’s chin.


“In a rush to get dressed, were you?” Blaize’s tone was dry.


Nixie grimaced. “Sorry, really. I lost track of time.” 


“Mm hmm.” Blaize rolled her eyes. She likely had a good idea of what Nixie had been up to. “Anyway. Let me introduce Tierra, Cuinn’s cousin.”


A woman as short as Nixie, but a great deal curvier, stepped forward. She had dark hair and brown skin, and with her near-black eyes sparkling she gave Nixie a sunny smile.


Nixie made a noise of delight. “Tierra! So wonderful to see you.”


“Oh, I forgot you knew each other,” Blaize said. “Great.”


Blaize gestured to the girl on her other side. “This is Ai. She’s hanging out with us for a while, and she’s never been out of Canada before, so we thought she’d enjoy the trip.”


Ai was an Asian teenage girl already taller than Nixie. Tierra and her Manipura Warrior partner, Fintan, had met her when they were tracking a Rogue in Vancouver as part of the prophecy. The girl was an energetic - but had had no idea of her heritage, as she’d been orphaned young, and ended up in the foster system and then homeless for most of her teens. She was streetwise, but wary. Right now she looked somewhat sweaty in skintight black jeans and a black T-shirt with a skull on it, a cell phone welded to her hand. 


Nixie smiled at her. “Hey, Ai. Welcome to Thailand.”


Ai looked up briefly, and nodded stiffly. “Yeah. We’ve been here a while already.”


Nixie’s shoulders tightened. She usually got on well with everyone, but perhaps she hadn’t made the best first impression. She glanced at Ai’s cellphone screen. “Crystal Bust, I play that sometimes. Nice.”


“Crystal Bust is so three years ago,” Ai said, scorn lacing her voice. “This is Sonic Caverns. It came out last week.”


Nixie’s cheeks heated. She suddenly felt old, which was not a feeling she was used to, as she spent time with younger men all the time. And it wasn’t like she was old herself. Okay. She’d try again later. She could build rapport with a teenager, it was no problem. One of Nixie’s gifts was supposed to be charm after all. She was just tired.


“Now we’re all caught up, can we go home?” Blaize said. 


“Of course,” Nixie said, and opened the trunk of the car for their luggage. They packed the cases and themselves into the sporty little Mazda, and Nixie drove them home. 


Set back in the forest on the island, the three traditional Thai-style wooden houses were clustered in a clearing - close enough to walk between them, but far enough for a little privacy, important given the fact that the heat was such that windows and doors were rarely closed. 


Nixie loved living here, with nature and the sea so close by, and her parents within walking distance. Nixie was excited to have Blaize back. She wanted to tell her all about the art pieces she had on the go. 


She hadn’t had anyone to share her art with for a while now, and Blaize, while not appreciating art in quite the same way Nixie did, always listened. In turn, Nixie had always listened to Blaize’s goals and whatever she was focused on achieving next, and been her cheerleader. 


This trip, Blaize had given up her two bedroom home, closed up for the months she’d been away, for Tierra and Ai. These latter pair had formed a close bond, and Ai was still fragile, though she would never admit it. Blaize would sleep in Nixie’s spare room. 


Which Nixie was thrilled about. Blaize wasn’t only her cousin, but her best friend, and she had sorely missed her in recent weeks. 


Plus, Nixie really really wanted to hear about the sex Blaize was having with Cuinn. He sounded hot.







Jeb uncurled his body and began to drag himself over to Aiko, worried about her slashed arm, wanting to heal her, but she threw up a hand to stop him. 


“A minute,” she said, tightly. Blood trailed down her arm, but she ignored it.


Ah. Yes. If he came closer his escaping energy could affect her more. He shook his head to clear it. She closed her eyes and the room shivered with energy as she rebuilt her shields. Thank Source she was so powerful.


A box fell from a shelf with a bang. Papers fell and scattered across the floor. He jolted in reaction. What could he do? How could he help Aiko? 


Distance. Right. Distance, so she could focus and regain control. She wouldn’t leave him while he was like this. She knew what was happening with him. He managed to get up onto his hands and knees, but he wasn’t strong enough to fight the energy and to stand at the same time. He slumped against his antique desk, holding the energy, no longer trying to stop it. 


The energy that had already escaped still bounced around the room. The cloud of blood and mist followed him, and soaked the side of the desk he leaned on. He simultaneously drew the moisture from the desk - and heard the wood creak and crack. 


“I need you to - to hurry,” he managed to grind out, his jaw aching with the effort of keeping the energy under some semblance of control.


Moments later there was a snap, and the desk split across the middle, the wood as dry as bone. His possessions - pens, notepad, laptop - fell to the floor in a crash. He grimaced. He’d been fond of that desk. 


Dark clouds gathered at the window. He heard a soft patter and rain hit the glass, falling into the room where the pane was broken. Jeb’s stomach tightened. If he didn’t get a handle on this, it wouldn’t take long for the rain to get torrential. His power was thirsty. 


Aiko’s delicate figure stood above him. He heaved a sigh of relief. He was lucky he could count on her. “Aiko. Please. Help me lock it down.”


She nodded sharply and dropped down next to him. Ignoring the rain of blood that soaked her tan skin and her pin-straight dark hair, and the not insignificant slice on her arm, she put a hand either side of Jeb’s head, and cradled his chin and cheeks in her small hands.


Aiko’s power ripped into him, and he welcomed the pain with relief. Her Anahata healed his shields even as it drew the errant Svadisthana back into Jeb. It wasn’t an easy process for either of them, and sweat beaded on Aiko’s skin while Jeb’s jaw clenched and unclenched as Aiko’s energy tore through him. The cramps were back, and his body felt as if it was being turned inside out. He squeezed his eyes shut and stars burst inside his head. It probably took only minutes, but Jeb felt as if he were back in a war zone, bombs exploding around him, as his head filled with noise and light. 


And then there was blessed silence as Aiko drew her hands carefully back.


He threw up.


Aiko didn’t flinch. She moved her body out of the line of fire, and pulled some tissues from a pocket. After Jeb had heaved everything out of his stomach onto the floor he leaned back, blank, onto the side of the desk. Which was no longer there, as the wood had fallen in on itself when the desk split. He toppled over.


Aiko grimaced as she stood up and dragged him to prop him against the wall. 


“You’re okay.” She knelt next to him. “May I check you over?” 


He nodded, too miserable to speak. Aiko touched his arm and he felt a tendril of her Anahata energy, a healing balm this time, thread its way around his system. She was checking to see there was nothing else wrong with him. Wasn’t what she’d seen enough? What could be worse than the psychic wound he’d been bearing for so many decades?


After a minute or so Aiko opened her eyes and settled back on her heels, at ease. For an energetic with so much air, she was surprisingly grounded. “There’s nothing wrong with you that some healthy sex wouldn’t fix.”


Jeb spluttered.


Aiko waved a hand. “Or another appropriate use of your Svadisthana. It’s gone far enough. Something’s shifted in you. The energy was harder to bind this time. It doesn’t want to stay locked down, and it’s fighting you and the bindings to be free. It’s not natural. My advice both as a Healer and your friend is for you to re-integrate the energy as soon as possible in a controlled way.”


It had seemed worse than previous leakages. And he had no idea why.


She rested her hands in her lap, her shoulders back. “It doesn’t set a good example. Energetics are about balance. If a student doesn’t suspect that you’re holding your Svadisthana in check, rather than that you are weak in that energy, as you claim, another member of the Guild will. In fact, anyone who knew you before the war must surely wonder.”


They’d had this discussion before.


“No one but you sees this,” he rasped out. “It has to be this way.” 


She shook her head, the straight drop of hair that framed her face rippling. “It really doesn’t. This is something we do to punish people, or to restrain Rogues. Not to normal, healthy energetics who could be using their energy for the good of the race.” 


He didn’t answer. What was there to say? 


She helped him wash up in the bathroom, then physically locked and energetically warded the door behind them while she escorted him to his quarters. They didn’t want anyone else seeing his room after what had happened. He was going to have a lot of cleaning up to do tomorrow.


She briskly helped him into bed. His body sagged against the pillows, and guilt permeated his being. 


She paused at the door on her way out. “This isn’t a sustainable solution, Jeb. One day, you’re going to want to leave the Guild. Or to have a relationship again. If it’s the former, then I might not be around to help you. If it’s the latter, unless you’re careful, you’re going to release decades of pent up Svadisthana energy onto one woman all at once. And that could easily overwhelm her system. If she’s not someone you have a connection with or a strong energetic, at best you could end up influencing her to do something she doesn’t want to do. At worst, you could kill the both of you.”








CHAPTER 3[image: ]





Long after Nixie had grilled Blaize about Cuinn - until Blaize had finally thrown a pillow at her and ordered her out of her room so she could nap - Tierra, Nixie and Blaize gathered on Nixie’s balcony. Ai was sleeping.


“We don’t have to do this now,” said Nixie. “If you guys need to rest, it’s fine. Jet lag can be a bitch.”


“The sooner the better,” said Blaize. “We need to work out who the twelve people are in Cuinn’s vision. If we can identify them, we can talk to them. We can find out if anything weird’s been going on with them, and warn them.”


Cuinn had started everything when he’d received some disturbing prophecies. As part of Blaize’s Ajna training, he’d shared the images with her through their minds, and then taught her to be able to project them into the mind of someone else, as to this point only the two of them had seen the faces in the prophecy shards. 


Nixie would start with faces. It wasn’t a beginner level task for Blaize, but luckily she was powerful, if new to training in her Ajna energy, the energy of the mind. 


Blaize lay in Nixie’s hammock, which was strung across a corner of the broad balcony surrounded by wooden balustrades. Tierra chilled comfortably on a pink beanbag, watching, and Nixie sat on a cushion on the floor. 


Nixie nodded. “Okay. How’s it going to work?” 


“I don’t think it should be too hard. For you, anyway. We’ll need to touch,” said Blaize. “I’ll use Ajna to project a figure into your mind, and then we need you to draw it.”


Nixie patted the sketch book and pencils next to her. “No problem.”


“Sometimes it can be a bit blurry. I’m still learning how to do this, but it’s a priority.”


“I could’ve come to you in Canada, you know,” Nixie said.


“I know. But Ai needed a break,” Blaize replied. 


Blaize and Tierra exchanged glances and Tierra continued. “She’s never really spent much time in the countryside, and she was getting spooked really easily at Cathair Cuinn. She might have grown up on the streets, but it was an urban landscape, and even the tough lifestyle she’s had to deal with hadn’t involved people trying to kill her with magic till now. She’s been in some shock. We thought a change of scene, and getting her out of Canada, might help her settle into our world. Plus Cara’s helping Cuinn, and Adam’s in the area if he needs him.”


Adam was Tierra’s brother, and a Protector with Muladhara Guild, and Cara, one of Tierra’s closest friends, ran a Rehab Centre off the west Canadian coast. Both were included in the prophecy along with the others. 


“Alright,” said Nixie. “How’d you want to start?”


Blaize swung her legs over the hammock to sit up, and planted her feet on the floor, about half a yard between her feet. “Bring your cushion here. How long do you need me to hold the image for?”


“I’m not sure. Depends on the quality. It’s not like drawing from a still life, I can’t quite tell how I’m going to switch between the image and the paper.” Nixie shrugged. “Let’s try it and we’ll see.”


She went and sat between Blaize’s knees, facing away, her sketch pad in her lap. Blaize put her hands on Nixie’s shoulders. 


“Relax,” Blaize ordered. 


Nixie laughed. “I’m not sure the best way to help me relax is to boss me about.”


Blaize gently bopped her on the head. “Whatever, nong sao.”


It was the Thai for little sister, and was a term of affection she had used for many years. 


They both closed their eyes. Nothing happened for a few minutes. Nixie began to feel sleepy. She’d had a busy day. 


Nixie didn’t have either of her energies in common with Blaize, so couldn’t tell if Blaize was doing anything or not, until suddenly an image appeared in Nixie’s mind.


Nixie jumped and opened her eyes, jerking forward and breaking the connection between them. “Oh! Sorry.”


Blaize looked at her flatly. “Nix! Concentrate. I’m not as good with Ajna as Manipura.”


Nixie bit her lip. “Sorry. Really, I am. It was just a surprise.”


“I didn’t think I’d ever say this for real,” Blaize said, “but if we don’t work out what is happening, and why, and stop it, then it could truly be the end of the line for the energetics. I need you to concentrate.” 


Nixie’s eyes widened. Shit. That kind of pressure was definitely not going to help her relax, which was when her best drawings came. Though Blaize had never had a tendency to exaggerate. Nixie flexed her drawing hand. This wasn’t quite as fun. On the other hand, the sleepy feeling had been entirely chased away.


They settled back into position, and Nixie tried to focus. She did tend towards the distractible, it was true. But drawing was something she loved, and she wanted to help. 


It took another minute or so, but the image appeared again, small at first, as if it was at the end of an out-of-focus telescope. Nixie concentrated. She could tell it was a male figure, but that was all so far.


The figure flickered, and slipped away again. Nixie took a breath to speak but Blaize said, in a tight voice, “Stay still.”


Okay. Patience. Nixie did as she was told, and within a few more moments, the image was back. Blaize’s fingers were digging into Nixie’s shoulders, and it was clearly taking a great deal of effort on her part. 


Nixie focused on the man as the image stabilized. Hmmm. Nice enough looking, she supposed, though nothing special. He was slender, but his shoulders were filled out, and his body was toned. 


His chin was covered in stubble, but not the well manicured beard that her lover of this morning, Ben, had had, but more the sort of beard that suggested that the figure had a tendency to forget to shave. In fact, the man generally was sort of scruffy. 


Under the stubble though, the guy had some killer cheekbones. Nixie studied the picture. Whoever he was, he was not making the best of himself. She looked at the image again, past the scruff and the bland clothes.


And then she raised her eyebrows, as the image wavered and shifted, and when it came back into focus, the pure, unadulterated carnality in the man’s eyes had her gasping for breath. Suddenly his scruffy look had her panting. 


“Woah,” she muttered.


Blaize’s hands squeezed down hard.


“I know, I know,” responded Nixie. She hadn’t moved, had she? She hadn’t even opened her eyes.


The image shifted again, and his eyes changed. The sex had gone, and now his dark blue eyes held a deep sorrow, and the almost-hobo look was back.


She was confused. It was the same man in both images, and yet he was so different. It was as if there were two versions of him. In one, you’d pass him in the street without noticing him. He blended in, unless you caught his eyes and saw how sad he was. Something terrible had happened to this man, she was sure of it. 


And then there was the other version. The version that smoldered and could stop traffic if he chose. But which was the real him? She knew which she preferred.


For now, she was ready to start drawing. She opened her eyes slowly, wondering if she’d still be able to see the image at the same time, but it disappeared. Oh well. That would have been too easy.


Blaize kept her hands in position on Nixie’s shoulders, and all Nixie needed to do was close her eyes to remind herself of the face as she drew. She picked up the pencil and sketch pad and began.


She first sketched out the man’s proportions with faint pencil marks. She blocked out the head, his torso and the top of his legs, and then his upper arms. No detail yet, just the outline of his shape, and then the lower legs and lower arms. She would close her eyes every ten to twenty seconds to catch another glance.


She nibbled on the end of her pencil, considering. She’d leave the clothes for later. The face was the important thing as they were trying to identify the figures first off, but they’d discussed it being worth doing the whole scene in case there might be other clues the wider group could piece together. Which version would she draw? She closed her eyes for a longer look.


Nixie was all business now. She concentrated, seeing the detail, the lines on his face, the mixed colors in his hair, the angles and planes of his face.


But the image was like a flipping coin, changing every handful of seconds. Sexy. Sad. Sexy. Sad. 


Which version?


She went for sexy. 


Well, duh.


She sketched for thirty minutes, Blaize’s hands on her shoulders the entire time, the image ready and accessible for Nixie whenever she shut her eyes. After that time, Tierra, who had moved to the table to work on her laptop, intervened. “I think you should take a break.”


A faint crease appeared between Blaize’s eyes. “Why?”


Tierra smothered a smile. “Because you have smudges under your eyes that weren’t there an hour ago, and because I think Nixie has something for us.”


Nixie nodded absently, gazing down at the paper in front of her. She had scratched away with the pencil until she was satisfied that the sketch pad held a reasonable representation of the man from the image. 


She wasn’t sure going for the sexy version of the man had been the right decision. Because she couldn’t stop staring at him. He wasn’t at all her normal type - even the sexy version seemed much more serious than she was usually drawn to - but there was something magnetic about him. He had depth, she decided. As if she could spend time with him, and never be bored. And Nixie was quite often bored. She had a need for variety and for new experiences, and that went double for relationships. This man seemed like someone who might be both interesting, and also interested in sticking around for something in addition to the incredible sex she could provide. 


“So?” said Blaize.


“Hmm?” said Nixie, her eyes not moving.


Blaize put out a foot and gave Nixie’s leg a shove. Nixie looked up to see Tierra and Blaize both looking at her.


“Oh. Sorry.” Nixie handed the pad to Blaize, a little reluctantly. 


Blaize took it. Her hair was sweaty, and her breath came a little quicker than normal, as if she’d run a hard race. “That looks pretty good. Well done, Nix. Now we need to distribute it to our friends and see if anyone knows who it is.”


Tierra got up and stood behind Blaize, and she gasped. “ We don’t need to. I know him. It’s Jeb. Jebediah Gale. He was my Maven for Anahata, a century or two ago.”


Tierra craned her neck over Blaize’s shoulder to get a closer look. “I saw him a couple of weeks ago - he helped us with finding Ai’s parents. But there’s something odd about the drawing. Can I see?”


Blaize handed the pad up to her, and Tierra took it out of the shade of the balcony into the sun. “Huh. That’s odd.”


“What?” said Nixie. There was nothing wrong with her sketch, she was confident. It looked like the guy in the image. The not-miserable version, anyway. 


“Well…” Tierra hesitated. “It looks like Jeb used to look, when he was my Maven, and before World War II.”


“World War II?” said Blaize. “Why? What happened to him?”


“The details don’t matter. But what does matter is that after the war, he sequestered himself in Anahata Guild, and he hasn’t been out of there since.”


Nixie drew in a breath, shocked. “Never? How can he live like that?”


“There’s more. Jeb’s auxiliary energy is Svadisthana.”


“Well that makes sense,” said Nixie. “I mean, look at him. He’s not that attractive, but he’s very, very sexy.”


Blaize tipped her head to the side. “I guess.”


Nixie poked her in the leg. “You’re distracted. Cuinn’s all you can think about. You don’t count.”


“Anyway,” said Tierra. “After the War, for various reasons, he decided that he would ignore his auxiliary energy. Bind it.”


Blaize and Nixie’s heads snapped round at that.


“What?” said Nixie. “What does that mean?”


“He swore off relationships, and all that comes with them,” said Tierra.


Nixie’s mouth fell open. Wait, what?! Surely Tierra didn’t mean what Nixie thought she meant. “Everything?”


“Uh huh,” Tierra said. “Everything.”


Nixie goggled. Enforced celibacy was hard for anyone. Harder still on an energetic, and harder again on a man, surely. In fact, if she’d had to say, she’d have considered it physically impossible for Svadisthana energetics. Especially male ones. 


So, wow. She had to ask. “What kind of guy doesn’t have sex?”





After a restless night Jeb was up early. He needed to clean his workspace as quickly as possible so rumors didn’t spread. In a Guild, especially within the teaching areas, strange things often happened, but blood-spattered walls weren’t typical of the Anahata Guild. He’d cancelled his first few lessons, but it was still possible for people to drop by unannounced.


His body felt weak, but under his control again. Whatever Aiko had done had bound the Svadisthana energy again, thank Source. But would it last? 


He had already borrowed a new, simpler table from the Guild’s stores before he opened the door to his study. He’d get a replacement desk later. He shuffled the table inside the room, then rubbed a hand over the back of his neck as he looked around. It was worse than he’d remembered. The floor was covered in a fine mist of blood, and the wild energy that had escaped before he had controlled it had knocked things off the wall. 


While he lectured in the larger halls, he spent much of his time in these rooms, and seeing his personal space like this was almost physically painful. His gaze caught on the broken wooden box that had fallen from the shelf, and the breath went out of him in a whoosh, his stomach clenching. He stepped over the debris and squatted next to it. Cards and photos had fallen out in a heap. This cedar wood container was one of the most precious things in the office to him, filled with the photos and notes from people he had helped since his actions in World War II had caused so much devastation. The contents didn’t balance out his actions, but it soothed him a little. He gently scooped up the papers and laid them back inside the box, putting the box back where it belonged. He rested a hand on it for a moment, his head bowed, then swallowed and went into his attached bathroom to fill the bucket he’d swiped - along with a mop and cloths - from a cleaning supplies cupboard on the way to his study. He began to clean.


He’d tried so hard to make the right choices. To not make any further mistakes, or bad decisions. It seemed, however, from the havoc he’d caused in his study, he was no longer able to do even that right. He felt powerless. 


By mid-morning, he felt that the room was decent enough. He cleaned the older, broken desk and got help from a passing student to take it to the garbage room. A couple of hours later, showered and in fresh clothes, he decided to go into the grounds of the Guild for some air. 


Jeb was used to the pollution and the intense heat, over 100°F at this time of year. He hadn’t left the grounds since he’d come here after the war to recover from his energetic and physical wounds.


He walked to one of his favorite places in the grounds, a shady garden with wrought-iron benches, surrounded by palm trees. 


He sat on one of the benches, rested his elbows on his knees, and propped his face in his hands, deep in thought. How can I prevent last night from happening again?


There was a buzz from his pocket, and his phone rang. He straightened, and took the phone out. Seeing it was Tierra, he answered it. After exchanging greetings, Jeb frowned. Something was off. “What’s up?” 


There was a beat or two of silence before Tierra spoke. “I’m so sorry to share this with you Jeb, but Cuinn’s seen you in the prophecy. You’re one of the twelve energetics involved.”


Jeb stood up in one swift movement, the phone clutched to his ear. That’s ridiculous. “He’s wrong. He’s never met me, how would he know?”


“He and Blaize have shared the images, and Blaize was able to project it into her cousin Nixie’s mind. Nixie’s an artist, and she drew you.” 


He was shaking his head over and over, despite the fact she couldn’t see him. The implications of what she was saying, if it was true, were not something he was prepared for. “Tell me exactly what she drew.”


“Your figure, with detail on the face. You’re one of the twelve. There’s no doubt. You’re standing along with the rest of us.” 


He didn’t want to ask the next question, but he had to. “Am I on my own?”


If he was in a romantic relationship - a full, true relationship, with love, sex and all the things those entailed - then there would be no way for him to keep his Svadisthana bound any more. 


“It’s hard to tell. Obviously Blaize and Cuinn have come together as a couple, as have Fintan and I. But we don’t know that all twelve of those we can see are romantically linked. We still have several blurred figures, though we do know that there are six men and six women.”


Something tight loosened around Jeb’s chest. “There’s been no clear indicator that the prophecy needs six couples?”


“No. It’s a possibility, but there’s nothing to say it has to be like that.”


Well, that’s something. Although being involved was bad enough. Jeb was happy to support Tierra and her friends, but he wouldn’t - couldn’t - leave the Guild. This was the safest place for him to be. He probed further. “Are there any clues about the physical location?”


“Not that we can work out so far,” Tierra answered. She understood what he was asking. “And it might not even be that we need to be in the same place as a group. The image might be a metaphor for us working together.”


The band around his chest loosened further and he took a deep breath. “Okay. I’ll have to see what I can contribute from here. Which I would do anyway, you know that.”


“I know,” Tierra said, her voice soft. “Though when you feel ready, we’ll help you acclimatize back into the world. If you need it.”


“I’m not - ” he stopped, realizing how sharp his voice sounded. He tried again, matching her tone. “I’m not leaving the Guild. I need to be here, where Anahata is strongest, and I can keep my other energy under control.”


Although it wasn’t, was it? He shook that thought off, and began walking back to his room. He had a meeting with a student scheduled, and he should prepare. “Is there anything else I should know? Or anything I can do to help?”


“No,” said Tierra. “We’ll let you know if you can. Thank you.”


They ended the call.


What did it all mean? 


He’d aided Tierra and Fintan when they had come to the Guild for information on a teenage orphan they’d come across as part of the search for answers around the prophecy, and they had also asked him to identify the murder victim. The latter, especially, had taken it out of him, as he’d had to use his telemetry on a photo of a dead girl, and from that photo he’d re-lived her death, a traumatic and draining event. But it had been something he could do. And he’d continue to do whatever he could to help, of course.


But there were two things that the prophecy could ask of him that he could never do.


Form a romantic and sexual relationship, and leave the Guild’s grounds.


And if they needed him to do that? 


They’d already failed.





Elrian gripped the shoulders of the thin young man at his feet, and dug his fingers into the scarce flesh there. 


The bland surroundings of the guest bedroom they were in were an odd contrast to what he was about to do. It had the benefit of isolation, however. The Seattle safe house was out in the lush, cool forest that surrounded the city. Orderly and clean, this house wasn’t as nice a place as he had had in Vancouver, the place he had had to abandon when his son’s friends found it. Elrian preferred more luxurious quarters. But it would do. After Tierra’s mysterious escape from his main home, and the work he’d had to do to remove the incident from Cassidy’s memory, he’d decided not to bring subjects there any more. He was reluctant to spend too much time in Vancouver.


Not that it was easy to find leeching candidates. There were never that many energetics in an area, and the American Pacific Northwest was no different. He tried to take runaways, or other energetics who wouldn’t be missed, and the information he’d been getting from his lover had helped with that. Energetics were such a clannish race that they tended to have strong family ties and cluster together.


He had had to send Dagon, one of his enforcers, all the way to Portland to capture the youth. Aeros, he was called. White, with untidy, shoulder-length hair and nondescript blue eyes, he wasn’t especially remarkable in any way as far as Elrian knew. A loner by nature, the young man’s energetic family was in New York, and he hadn’t been in Portland long enough to establish a routine and friends who might miss him.


He was perfect.


Dagon stood to the side, patient and motionless. Elrian let Dagon take energy sometimes, but his enforcer was more interested in the captives for other reasons. Elrian didn’t ask - as long as Dagon didn’t damage their energy too much, Elrian didn’t care what he did with their physical bodies. It tarnished their energy a fraction if Dagon played with them too close to Elrian’s ritual, but it was worth it as payment for loyalty. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, Elrian centered himself and closed his eyes, preparing himself to siphon the other man’s energy. Weak and already drained, Aeros struggled momentarily in place on the floor, fear widening his eyes. He was bound and gagged, and
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His heart is frozen. Her heart runs wild.
Will love bring balance or destruction?





