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Excerpt from Magick’s Pathway

“I want to try something else. Close your eyes. Can you hear me?” Roman asked.

“Yes, I can hear you.” Kris smiled.

“Keep your eyes closed, babe,” he said. 

Kris heard his footsteps move away from her. 

What about now, can you still hear me?

“Of course, Roman. You're beginning to sound like that telephone commercial. What are you doing?”

Which direction are you hearing me from?

Kris felt her eyebrows crease. What did he mean which direction?

Tell me, where am I coming to you from?

It suddenly occurred to her that he spoke to her mentally. I know what you're doing, she thought.

Can you find me?

Kris opened her eyes and glanced around the trees. Are we going to play hide and seek? 

If you find me, I'll give you a treat. 
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“You’ll need to be careful, Pelonus. She still isn’t aware of her powers and would be able to level you easily.” Garda scratched his beard and looked at the demon.

Pelonus pushed his dark hair over his shoulder, flopping into a chair by Garda’s fireplace. He wiggled his fingers and started a roaring blaze in the hole. “Your room is cold. Why do you insist on surrounding yourself with spirits?”

“They’re helpful in watching the humans.” Garda continued to sit by his seeing pool. He waited for a sign, but all he saw was the woman and the Lakeman celebrating their nuptials. It infuriated him that they’d married and she was now pregnant. “I wanted to send Guillermo in to turn the woman, but he is not available at this time.”

Pelonus snorted and laughed. “Not available, you say? I heard he was having a wonderful time in Asia and not answering your summons.”

“My oldest son does have a mind of his own. It is trying,” Garda said. He didn’t want to give too much information, but needed someone to go after the woman. 

The demon stretched out his legs. “What do I get when I turn the woman?”

Garda sat back in his seat and smiled. “You could have the child.”

Pelonus made a disgusted face. “What would I want with her spawn? It would be years before it would be old enough to play the game. I haven’t the time to deal with baby dung and snot.”

The elder demon nodded his head and played his trump card. “There is another. The Lake Guard is bringing in a young one who has remarkable abilities.” Garda twisted his hair between his fingers.

Pelonus stood and strolled around the room. “Tell me about this young one. What can I expect?”

“His powers are in their virgin state at the moment. He knows of his abilities, but is leery of using them. The Guard superiors have kept a tight hold on him knowing what he wields. He can open portals easily, which is unusual for one so young.”

“What is his age?” Pelonus turned to the senior demon. 

“One-hundred and twenty-nine.”

Moving along the boundaries of the room with his back to Garda, Pelonus continued his circuit. “Interesting. Where does he originate from?”  

“Somewhere from the North country; he’s Canadian.”

“Is he a native?”

“No, I believe he has a Scottish background, but I could do a bit more checking if you find acquiring him worthy,” Garda said and knew he had Pelonus where he wanted him.

Finding his way back to his chair before the fire, Pelonus tented his fingers and looked into the flames. 

“It’s been a time since I’ve had an assistant with any powers. My minions are low in the demon pecking order, I don’t believe they can see up. Fine, you have a deal. I’ll take the Guard, you can have the woman and child,” Pelonus said, and closed his eyes.

“Fine, fine, she’s only just conceived. It will be best to wait until its birth before you get to work. I want the woman more than the child, really. It could stay with its father, but the woman, I believe, would make a perfect mate for Guillermo. He needs to settle down and start working on another seventh,” Garda said. He turned his gaze back to the seeing pool. “Sebastian!”

Quick footfalls sounded from the hall outside Garda’s seeing room. The three-foot troll turned a corner and walked up to his master’s chair.

“Yes, my lord, how may I serve you?” the diminutive being asked and stared at the floor.

“Bring my guest a drink,” Garda said. 

The troll looked fearfully at the demon who sat by the fire. “What may I get you, sir?”

Pelonus opened his eyes, and watched the troll. “Kool-Aid, with extra sugar would do nicely. I want no ice, though.”  
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THE ORACLE LEANED OVER her bubbling cauldron. She looked into the holy water which was blessed by one of the priest’s from the temple, traced her finger over the steam and put her palm down into the bubbles. She, too, waited for a sign or vision to show in the depths below, but nothing appeared. As she continued to be patient, she saw the water turn muddy and smiled. 

Come to me, a voice echoed in her head.

She’d seen the birth of the child not long ago and knew this would be a momentous occurrence. They would have to watch this one. He would play an important role in the future of the world. Unless God changed his mind about this young one, he would go far.  

I’m waiting for you, the voice continued.

As she gazed into the steam, she saw something move out of the murky water. She leaned farther over the pot, and felt the warmth surround her. Something pulled at her. In the darkness below, she saw the face of one of the Guardians. He’d been taken by an evil and turned. His black eyes creased in laughter as his blonde locks blew around his face.  

She knew something wasn’t right with what she saw and heard. The pool never looked this murky. For some reason unknown to her, the Oracle couldn’t sort out what created the unbalance.

She straightened, knowing the new Guardian would have to be watched, too. For the first time in hundreds of years, she didn’t know what action she should take.

****
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“ROMAN, IT’S TIME.”

“Wait. Now? Do you mean now?”

“Yes, babe. I mean now.”

“I’d better get Cassie to drive us, I think I’d put the car in the ditch.”
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Chapter One
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Kris looked down at her little three-month-old bundle and continued to hum. Otter slept, but she knew from experience, if she moved, he would stir and want more humming. 

She thought about the way things settled over the last year and laughed. If you’d asked her a year and a half ago what she would be doing now, she never would have come up with this scenario. 

In June, when her ankles swelled and the doctor insisted she slow down, Roman went into overdrive trying to keep her in bed. She did some work from her computer, but every time she sat at her desk for five minutes, Roman would begin to growl at her. He’d pick her up and carry her back into the bedroom, scolding her and threatening to report her to the doctor. 

Kris desperately loved her handsome husband, but she wanted to bat him upside the head at times. She didn’t like it when he growled.

They argued often about her desire to work. Roman spent almost five-hundred years as a Lake Guardian and was compensated for his work. Since he hadn’t spent much of the money, Roman turned out quite wealthy and felt that Kris didn’t need her job. 

With the baby on the way, Roman decided they needed to enlarge their own house. He hired a contractor and spent a good amount of time adding on two rooms. After the framing was finished, Roman worked on the rooms by himself, although he did bring in an electrician to do the wiring. Kris almost went into a fit when he mentioned doing the electrical work himself and thought he’d get zapped. In the new part of the house, one room would be a nursery and the other an office for her. 

Kris rocked the baby and did a self-evaluation. Right now her agent work for artists was put on hold so she could care for her son. Her self-healing, psychic and sometimes a spirit-splitting abilities were ignored for the last year and Elzabeth, her alter-ego, still appeared from time to time. 

Her husband, Roman, retired from the Lake Guard, still insisted on protecting her even though nothing evil came there way for some time. Since retiring, he kept himself busy every day helping the neighbors with chores or being Kris’s personal bodyguard and nurse. 

The three Lake Guardians at Haller, Omar, the leader, and Marcus, his second, who’d both served with Roman for a couple hundred years and the newest arrival, Cedric, did their work daily and became uncles to her little boy.

Kris thought about her best friend, Cassie, and smiled. She still practiced her white witchcraft and did her art work. How she found the time was beyond Kris’s realm of understanding. Cassie and Omar were involved. Very involved. 

Her other friend, Lorrie, also a practicing witch, previously owned the lot where Cassie built her house. Lorrie’s house got blown up last year and she chose to sell the lot and move to another part of the state. She said the magicks were getting too intense and because of being caught up in negative situations, she’d decided to leave. She’d broken up with Marcus, the quiet one of the Guardians. When she left, he said very little to anyone and seemed very sad and lonely.

In the eight years Kris lived by the lake, she’d never known about the Guardians. She’d drank that stupid glass of poisoned wine which caused her mind to open to other-worldly possibilities and she’d been able to see Roman. Her love for him grew fast and she worried many times that he would have doubts once her abilities were all exposed. Kris shook her head when she remembered her usual human hang-ups back then, particularly when their romance moved so quickly. In the end, none of her worries counted for much, and she felt happy. 

During the last month of her pregnancy, an odd thing occurred which surprised both of them. As they lay in bed one night with Kris on her side so she could breathe and Roman behind her with his hand rubbing her big belly, suddenly, his hand stopped and she felt him push up to a sitting position, without moving his hand.

“What’s the matter, babe?” Kris asked, half asleep.

“Oh my God,” he whispered.

She opened her eyes and looked over her shoulder at him. He stared at her stomach and when she followed his arm down to his hand, realized his merge spot lit up brightly.

“Roman, what are you doing?” She watched him move his hand away and saw a small round light on the skin of her belly.

“Kris, put your palm there.” He pointed at the spot.

She did as he said and found a connection with her child. “Oh,” was all she could say. The experience felt miraculous and the innocence incredible. Kris looked up at Roman. “Is this normal?”

“I have no idea.” He smiled, and put his hand over hers.

Kris felt herself pulled into a vision, which hadn’t happened once in the last year. She could see Haller Lake, with the green grass and trees surrounding it. Ducks, geese and other 

critters lazed around it, but that was all she saw. 

“Kris, what’s happening? Are you seeing something?” Roman asked.

“It’s weird, as though the baby’s trying to show me something, but I’m only seeing the lake. It looks peaceful,” she said with her eyes closed.

The next day, Roman told Omar what happened and asked him to check with the Oracle about this. When Omar returned, he said the Oracle commented she’d never heard of such a thing, but they should be grateful and thank God for this blessing.

When the baby finally decided to appear in early July, Kris felt ready to have her body back and glad to make his acquaintance in person instead of magically. She spent the first few hours focusing only on him. She’d read in a baby book that the attachment formed between a mother and child is most important in the first few days. Kris took the advice to heart and almost refused a couple of times to let the nurse put him back in the bassinette. 

She laughed when she remembered how they’d gone in circles for months about names. They finally agreed on Elliott Roman Lake. Elliott was her dad’s middle name. Kris threatened no more sex if her husband wouldn’t agree to his name as the middle. He was dead set against using his name at all, but finally gave in. Roman started calling him Otter from the last three letters of Elliott and that’s what they’d called him since.

All the way through the pregnancy and, for a couple of months after, things around the lake were pretty calm. Kris only experienced the one vision when connected with the baby and her alter ego, Elzabeth, stayed quiet. Roman and Kris started to run in the morning and slowly her body got back into shape. Cassie enjoyed babysitting and told them to go.  

Their one-year wedding anniversary approached and Roman tried to be sneaky, but she knew he was up to something. No matter how hard she worked at tripping him up, it made no difference. He wouldn’t say a word. 

Kris purchased a round, white gold piece about the size of a nickel. The word MERGE was engraved on it, and then zigzag cut in half. One side said ME the other RGE with the cut just by the R. It was a small thing, but she thought he would get a kick out of it. He would get the ME side.
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Chapter Two
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It was the middle of the night and Kris thought she’d heard Otter squeak in the baby monitor over on Roman’s night stand. Carefully she pulled herself out of his hold and tip-toed across the living room to the door that led to the nursery. She found that sweet little face looking up at her. He’d pushed his blanket off and kicked his feet in and out. 

“Are you getting some exercise, young man?” she asked. Kris leaned over the crib, pulled him out and sat in the rocker. She wasn’t much of a singer, but she could hum and Otter seemed to like it. According to the pediatrician, he was ahead on the growth curve. He’d be a big boy.

Kris undid the top of her nightshirt and adjusted him so he could latch onto her breast to feed. Breast feeding turned out to be a great interest for Roman at first. Then, Kris thought, he’d seemed a bit jealous, but got over it and now watched with a smile on his face.

As she rocked and hummed, Kris realized the strange feeling of a vision came on and felt herself being pulled into the darkness. She thought, at first, that maybe she’d fallen asleep and dreamt, but felt too aware of what went on around her. It reminded her of a vision she’d experienced last year when she saw Rochelle and Shadrach in a mirror. Again, a woman walked around the shore of the lake. Kris stood some distance away and the difference between visions was so obvious, but strange. Kris saw the houses were there and the paved road that ran around it. In the prior vision with Rochelle, there were only trees and water. Now she could see the lawns and flowerbeds. The woman wore modern clothes and had blonde, short hair. She seemed familiar. 

Kris jumped a little and opened her eyes. Otter stopped sucking and looked up at her. He gurgled and began to squirm a little. Kris started to move him up to her shoulder to be burped, but he seemed intent on not doing that. His arms flailed around and she finally caught his tiny little hand in hers. This seemed to calm him and he moved his palm toward her merge spot. The light flashed and she got thrown back into the vision, which looked more vibrant and focused than before.

The woman still walked by the water and Kris heard her say, “I miss this place very much.” Kris saw a swirling start out in the water and dark, brown locks began to show as a head emerged. She thought Marcus might be coming up. The woman approached him and took his hand. Kris then realized the woman was Lorrie, her friend who gave up magicks and moved to Moses Lake. The only thing she could feel from the vision was that Lorrie might return to their little community from Eastern Washington. It would make Marcus happy. He’d been alone for the last year. It seemed like a good vision until Lorrie turned to look at Kris. Her eyes were black and her grin menacing. Kris heard her say, “You didn’t think I’d give up, did you? I won’t wait forever.”

Kris snapped out of the other world and shook her head. Looking down at Otter, she found he’d fallen asleep. He amazed her, but she felt bewildered, too. She straightened 

his soft, dark brown hair and kissed his forehead.

Once he lay back in his crib, she buttoned her nightshirt and headed back to the master bedroom. She could hear Roman breathe deeply and debated if she should wake him. He’d kill her if she didn’t tell him about the vision right away.

She crawled onto the bed and straddled his hips. “Roman, wake up.” She grabbed his arm and shook him a little. “Babe, wake up,” Kris said with more force.

He took in a deep breath and his eyes popped open. “Kris, what’s wrong? What’s happening?” he whispered and tried to sit up.

“Everything’s okay, I think. Something really weird just happened,” she said. He looked at her with a question in his eyes. “I went in to feed Otter, and started to have a vision. It was a little unfocused and I guess since I held him, I didn’t want to be too drawn into it. The vision took place here at the lake and a woman walked along the shore. I opened my eyes and Otter stared up at me. He put his hand over my merge spot and I flashed back into the vision with full force. I think I saw Marcus come out of the water and go to the woman. It looked like Lorrie, but her eyes were black and she said, ‘You didn’t think I’d give up.’ Roman, the important part right now is Otter. Do you think he’s aware of the connection? Do you think he brought me back into the vision?” she asked.

He put his hands on her thighs. The warmth of his touch calmed her some. “Babe, I think he was aware before he was born.”

“Did we pass it to him in our genes or whatever?”

“Yeah, I mean, how else could he have gotten it?” Roman shook his head and yawned. “I am concerned about this vision,” he said. “In fact, I’m very concerned. What do you think she meant?”

“I don’t know.” Kris felt her eyes open wider. “Roman, what if it was Rochelle? What if she went after Lorrie and took her as her vessel before her time was up?” 

Roman appeared to think about the idea. “I suppose it could be possible. Perhaps we shouldn’t have trusted that she would just cross over when we abolished the three.”

“We didn’t really abolish three, only Abednego and Shadrach. Rochelle took care of Meshach for us.” Kris reached over to her nightstand and grabbed her cell phone. She dialed Lorrie’s number and hit Send. Listening to it ring, Kris looked at the clock and saw it was just before three o’clock in the morning. Lorrie’s message picked up. She heard the beep. “Lorrie, this is Kris. I know it’s the middle of the night, but we need to talk to you. It’s very important, so the minute you get this message, call us back. We’re up. Bye.” Kris clicked the phone closed. She looked down at Roman pinned underneath her. “Babe, we need to warn Marcus, too. I didn’t see his eyes, but I wonder.”

“I don’t believe he can be turned, Kris. Marcus is very strong-willed.”

“True, but women can make men do the strangest things. He’s been alone for almost a year.” She put her hands down on his stomach. “Roman, I know it’s late or early, but we need to let Marcus know.”

He patted her thigh and she swung off of him so he could get up. He put on his sweatpants and walked out to the back deck. Kris followed and stood with him. 

He leaned on the railing and closed his eyes. She could see his lips move and knew he called to Marcus.

Although Roman was no longer a Lake Guard and the portal between there and the other realm of Parcel were closed to him, he could still contact the others mentally. 

Kris watched the water and after several minutes, she saw a head come up and out. An obvious male figure jogged up the incline. It was Cedric, the new third of the Lakemen. As he ran, he shook his head, drying his blond hair. Kris never understood how they could be dripping wet one minute and then totally dry. It also confused her when she found out the Guard considered Cedric a youngster at the tender age of one-hundred- twenty-nine.

“Sir, what can I do for you?” he asked.

“Where is Marcus this day?” Roman frowned.

“He is in Parcel, playing Coopley at the inn.”

“What of Omar?” Roman’s brows creased.

“He is with Miss Cassandra, sir.”

Roman glanced over at Cassie’s dark house. “And you’ve been left on watch alone?”

“Yes, sir, but it is a quiet morning.” The young man smiled. “All boundaries are clear, the water balances are equal.”

Roman crossed his arms. “When Marcus decides to return back to work, tell him I need to speak with him urgently.”

“Of course, sir. Would you like for me to wake Mr. Omar?” Cedric got a mischievous grin on his face.

“No, Cedric, you’d only make him angry. Just have them stop by in the morning.”

“Yes, sir.” Cedric turned and went back to the shore.

Kris walked up behind Roman and put her arms around his waist. He put his hands over hers.

“How come I have the insane feeling we are not going back to bed?” he asked.

She grinned. “Because you are a man who knows his wife all too well and I won’t be able to relax until we speak to either Lorrie or Marcus. I’d also like Omar to ask the Oracle again about the merge spots. She has to know something.”

Roman turned and put his hands on her waist. He started kissing her neck and ear. “Come back to bed, my wife. I need to get some sleep if I’m going to keep up with Otter today,” he said and chuckled.

“Yeah, I suppose I should try to sleep. I need to do some work,” she said and yawned. 

Roman lifted Kris up and wrapped her legs around his waist. “I wish you wouldn’t work yet. You’re still building your strength and Otter will need you here, too.”

“It’s been three months Roman and now you’re making me feeling guilty.”

“Guilty? Why?”

“A friend could be in trouble and here I am just thinking about working. Doesn’t it make me selfish?”

Roman arched his eyebrow and started to move toward the house. “Then I’m selfish, too. There’s nothing we can do right now. No need to feel guilty, my love.” He carried her back to bed.
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Chapter Three
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Marcus, the dark-haired, second-in-command Lake Guard, swam through the portal leaving Parcel. He skimmed the bottom of Haller Lake and checked the contents of the silt at this depth. Fish dashed around him, some catching the smaller amoebas brought up by Marcus. He checked the boundaries and found nothing amiss.

When his head came out of the water, he heard a call in his mind. It was Cedric, who carried a message from Mr. Lake. They met up half way across the lake, treading water easily.

“Marcus, Mr. Lake wishes to speak with you immediately,” Cedric said.

“Thank you, brother.” Marcus went under the water and picked up speed, heading to the north end of the lake. He saw the beach approach, slowed, and walked up the incline. He stopped on the shore, shook the water out of his hair and then moved across the grass toward Kris and Roman’s back door. He tapped lightly on the window. 

Roman opened the door and smiled. “Greetings, brother. Come in.”

Marcus moved into the kitchen. He saw Kris at the table with the baby in her arms, cooing and playing with a rattle. She looked up at Marcus and smiled, saying hello as he walked toward her. 

“Good morning. How’s the little one today?” he asked.

****
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KRIS FELT OTTER JERK in her arms when Marcus spoke. He turned his little head toward the sound and opened his eyes wide. Kris sensed the baby felt a bit disturbed by Marcus’s presence and wondered if he’d witnessed the vision, too.

“He’s fine today, Uncle Marcus. Did you win at Coopley last night?” she asked, while the baby squirmed away from the Lake Guard.

****
[image: image]


ROMAN NOTICED HIS SON’S behavior and felt his brows crease.

“No, just broke even.” Marcus sat down across from her. 

Roman saw the baby watch Marcus with a slight frown on his little face.

“I think I need to go change someone and get him down for a nap. I’ll be right back.” Kris stood and headed toward the nursery.

Roman sat at the table. “Tell me, Marcus, does Omar believe it’s wise to have Cedric on watch alone at night?”

Marcus smiled. “You’d be surprised at just how clever Cedric is. Did you know he could open portals?” Roman shook his head. “It’s a rare talent. It’s been said he is reminding some of the old Guard of another young intern from many years ago.” He arched his brow.

“Yes, well, those were different days and I’ve never been able to open portals.” Roman folded his hands on the table. “He is young, but does seem very wily and able. I will have to speak to Omar about it.”

“Brother, I know I don’t need to remind you, but you are retired.”

Roman glanced at him. “Yes, yes, I know, and I should let Omar lead in his own way. Sometimes Omar can be a bit devilish in his decisions and I am just concerned.”

“Of course,” Marcus quieted. 

Roman knew Omar kept an eye on Cedric to be sure he conformed to the Guardian regulations. With the abilities and talent Cedric possessed, it would be easy for him to be led astray.

Kris came back in. “Would you like some tea or coffee, Marcus?”

“No, I’m fine, thank you.”

“Babe?” She held up the pot. Roman shook his head. She emptied the pot into her cup and turned to the table. “Have you told him?” she asked Roman as she sat down.

“No.” Roman leaned back in his chair. “I wanted to wait for you since you experienced the vision.”

“Thank you. Marcus, the reason...well,”—she took his hand—“Before we go into the details, let me ask if you have spoken to Lorrie in the last couple of weeks?”

He pressed his lips together. “I’ve heard nothing from her in some time. The Guards over at Moses Lake checked on her for me, but I couldn’t keep asking them to do that. The last time, though, the house she’d been renting was empty and she’d left. I’ve heard nothing since.”

Kris looked across the table at Roman. “Marcus, I had a vision early this morning. It’s the first one in a long while. Lorrie walked by the lake and you met her.”

“Are you saying Lorrie might be coming back?” He smiled. 

Roman knew Marcus missed her so much over the last year. He’d tried to convince her to stay in Seattle, but she’d been determined to get away from the magicks. He’d spoken to Roman about it a little and felt he should have tried harder to keep Lorrie with him, but in the end she’d left Haller Lake.

Kris took Roman’s hand. “Her eyes were black and she asked me if I thought she was going to give up.”

Marcus sat back in his chair and shook his head. He looked back at Kris. “And me. Was I turned, too?”

She reached across the table and grasped his hand again. “I couldn’t tell. Your head turned away. Marcus, you are very strong. Roman and I both feel it isn’t possible for you to be swayed. You must believe that and protect yourself. I’ve been trying to reach Lorrie all morning, but have had no luck,” Kris said. “I’ll keep trying. Marcus, I know you saw Otter’s reaction to you when you came in. I think he pulled me into the vision and he may be aware of what I saw. It doesn’t mean anything, though. He’s only three months old.”

“Children are very intuitive, Kris. I don’t believe anything evil could convince me to change sides, but...well, anything is possible, right?” he asked. “I will check with the Moses Lake Guards and see if they can find out anything.”

“Good,” Roman said. “We’ve speculated that perhaps we trusted Rochelle too quickly last year, and she may have taken Lorrie. It’s the only explanation we have at this point, but we could be way off-base. It might be something else.”

Marcus nodded his head. He stood up and silently left the kitchen. 
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LORRIE OPENED HER EYES and looked around. She couldn’t remember how she’d come to be in this place, but knew she’d been tricked into something. The room felt cold and very quiet. She felt as though her ears were stuffed with cotton. The walls were gray, that much she could tell. She looked at the manacles circling her wrists and pulled on the chain attached to the wall above her head. 

Something moved across the room from her. Lorrie tried to focus her vision and thought she must be seeing things. There were four women sitting across from her, all bound the same way as she. 

“Where am I?” she asked. Her throat was dry and sore, and she needed water. The women across from her said nothing and continued to watch her. “Who are you?” she asked and sighed.

One of the women, wearing a long dress, with hair falling over her shoulders, opened her mouth. “My name is Beatrice. Did Rochelle bring you here?”
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MARCUS FLEW BACK TO the lake. He launched into a long dive and swam hard and fast back to the portal. Within minutes, he arrived on the other side. He moved directly to the Guards headquarters. Making his way out of the water, he went to the main hall. There were several communication booths available, where Lakemen could communicate with other waterways around the world. Marcus went to the one closest to him and shut the door. He mentally opened a line of contact with the Lakemen in Eastern Washington, asking them to please check on Lorrie, it was imperative. He told them he would wait for a reply.

It took about an hour. The answer came through and wasn’t good. The house still stood empty and she’d left the place where she’d worked. They didn’t have a forwarding address for her. 

Marcus began to feel helpless. He couldn’t think what to do. If he were to take the channels over to the east side of the state, he’d need Omar’s permission, but felt certain he wouldn’t find anything. His heart broke. He loved Lorrie very much, but because of her status as a witch and the fact that she’d been easily turned by Shadrach, he couldn’t get permission from the leadership to merge with her. He wanted her back, but feared he may have lost her for good.

He swallowed and left the booth. Marcus walked toward the temple attached to the Guards’ quarters, went into the prayer hall, and got down on his knees. Opening his mind, he began to pray. “Dear Lord in heaven, give me the strength to follow Your path and not be tempted by the evil that could be approaching. Protect Lorrie, wherever she is, and keep her safe. She is very dear to me. Stay with me always and help me to protect those I love. Guard me with Your strength and power.” 

He felt the air around him shift and a light flashed. Marcus opened his eyes and found the Oracle standing before him. He admired her for a moment. Her blue eyes were hypnotizing. Marcus then bowed his head to her but felt something was very wrong with her. Just for a second, it seemed her light faded. 

I’m sorry to interrupt your prayers, Lakeman, but I’ve had a vision which is very important and disturbing. You must relay this to your leader and see that plans are processed and carried out. You must protect the lake and the innocents involved.

Yes, Oracle. Marcus looked up at her.

There is an evil coming to your area. I am not certain what its intentions are, but it is focused and determined. Its eye is watching the young one and will try to turn him. You must protect him. He could be turned, as he has not yet gained his full strength. She peered at Marcus and got a strange look in her eyes. Your heart is strong, Lakeman. You may feel weakened, but you will overcome.

Thank you, Oracle. I will contact my leader at once. Marcus bowed his head again and waited for the air to clear. He looked back up and saw she still looked down at him.

Lakeman, I am unsure of what I should do next. My mind is not my own, she whispered.   Marcus could see fear in her eyes. Oracle, how can I assist you?

Her back straightened and she clasped her hands in front of her. Do your duty. I need no assistance.

Her brilliant light caused Marcus to close his eyes. When he opened them again, he saw she’d left the temple. He stood and looked up to the ceiling. “Thank you, Lord for sending us this vision. We will carry on Your way. Amen.”

He moved back to the shore, dove into the water and swam to the portal. Marcus sent a mental message to Omar to meet him at the north end of Haller Lake. He passed Cedric on his way and signaled for him to follow. They skimmed the bottom and came up as the shoreline appeared. The group of ducks floating around the area split into two groups and created an opening for the two Lakemen. 
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OMAR WAITED ON THE incline, his blond locks shining in the sun and his tanned, muscular body covered with clothing.

The Lakemen did their jobs stripped of all clothing, and didn’t want to spend time in wet pants. Omar tried to stay dressed when he was out of the water. His mate, Cassie, didn’t really care, but since he’d merged with her, he didn’t want the neighbors to see his body.

Marcus and Cedric approached him.

“Omar, the Oracle appeared to me in the temple,” Marcus said.

Cedric stopped in his tracks, his mouth hanging open. 

“The Oracle came to you? How odd. What did she have to say?” Omar felt a bit amused.

“She said there is an evil heading our way. She isn’t certain what its intentions are, but she said it is focused on the young one,” Marcus continued.

“Otter?” Omar asked.

“She didn’t give a name, but that was my understanding. Omar, there was something strange about her. For a moment her light seemed...how do I explain? She seemed dim, somehow. She also said her mind was not her own.”

Omar’s brows creased as he turned. All three began to walk toward Kris and Roman’s house.

“Omar, one other thing. Kris experienced a vision this morning. She saw Lorrie walking by the lake with black eyes. I apparently came to Lorrie, but Kris couldn’t tell if I’d been turned. Roman and Kris think Rochelle may have taken her.”

“Marcus, please remember, Kris’s visions are subjective and can change,” Omar said. “I doubt very much you would be turned, anyway. We need to remain calm until we have all of the facts.”
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Chapter Four
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Roman sat on the end of the bed and watched Kris dress. She’d made an appointment with an Everett City Council member to discuss an upcoming street fair. The art council tried to be more giving to the various artists in the area. Tom MacAndrew, a gallery owner, gave them Kris’s name and she’d agreed to help out in a limited capacity.

“Babe, I’ll only be gone a couple of hours. I don’t want my breasts to explode and I’m not going to use the damned pump in some public restroom.” She slid on her light purple skirt, tucking her shirt in and zipping it. 

Roman chuckled.

She put her hand on her hip, and stared at him. “And you can stop laughing. I’d like to see you carry a couple of extra pounds of fluid around on your chest.”

“Sorry.” He put his hands up. “That pump gizmo does seem rather barbaric.”

“It is, and it looks good under the sink in the bathroom, where I hope it rots.” She slipped her pumps on and turned to him. “You’ll be monitoring, right?” she asked.

“Of course.” He smiled. 

Ever since Kris argued with him to not monitor her with their merge spots and then got her soul stolen, she insisted he keep an eye on her movements when they were apart.

“Good.” She held out her arms. “How’d I do?”

“You look absolutely gorgeous.” He walked over to her and put his hands on her waist.

She stood on her toes and kissed him. “Thank you, but I think if I wore a potato sack I’d still look good to you.”

Roman glanced at the closet. “Do you even own a potato sack? I’d love to see you in it.”

“You are such a goof. I suppose that’s why I love you so much.” Putting her hands around his neck, she felt his hands cup her rear. She kissed his lips and pulled back. “We’d better stop now. I’ll see you soon.” She turned to leave their bedroom after a pat on the rump from him and stopped backing into his arms. Looking over her shoulder at him, she added, “What are you doing tonight, good-looking?”

He put his hands around her waist. “I’m thinking I’ll be all yours.”

“Start your engines, dude, I may be back home in an hour.” She turned around, kissed him and then pulled away reluctantly.

She grabbed her keys and purse and opened the back door where she found Omar with his hand up, ready to knock, and Marcus beside him. 

He smiled. “Good morning, Kris.”

“Hi guys. I have an appointment and will be back.” She looked at Marcus. “I’m still trying to reach Lorrie.”

“Kris, you can stop,” Marcus said.

She wanted to protest, but saw the look on his face. “Oh, no.”

“The Moses Lake Guards checked. The house is empty and she’s left her job. She’s gone.”

Kris turned and walked back into the house. Taking her cell phone out of her purse, she punched in a number and hit Send.

“I thought you had an appointment,” Omar said.

Kris huffed. “Yes. Can I leave a message for Herb Crowley? This is Kris Bennett-Lake and we have a meeting set for eleven o’clock this morning. I won’t be able to make it. I’ve had an emergency come up. Please let Mr. Crowley know that I’m sorry and will get in touch later in the week to reschedule. Thank you.” She clicked her phone off and set it on the counter. Roman stood next to her. She looked at Omar and Marcus. “This isn’t good, is it?”

Omar looked at Marcus. “Tell them.”

“I was in the temple at the Guards’ headquarters this morning after receiving the news from Moses Lake. The Oracle appeared and told me she had a vision. She said an evil is coming and it has its eye on the young one.”

When she heard those words, Kris moved quickly toward the nursery with Roman right behind her.

She flung the door opened and went straight to the crib. Otter lay on his back with his fist tucked under his chin, sleeping peacefully. Kris took in a deep breath and felt Roman’s hands on her shoulders. “We need to move the crib out to where we can watch it,” she whispered.

Roman squeezed her shoulders, and asked Omar to help him move the crib to the living room.

While she changed into a pair of jeans, Kris decided Otter would sleep with her and Roman for a while. She didn’t need to have a vision to know there would be an argument with Roman about it. He didn’t like the idea of Otter sleeping with them and starting bad habits, but this circumstance was different from a son just wanting attention. They needed to keep him close and safe.

When Kris returned to the kitchen, she saw that Cassie had joined the men and listened to their conversation. She checked the crib again and then walked toward them. “Have you decided if this is Rochelle or some other evil?” she asked.

“That is a hard one to nail down. Rochelle may or may not have taken over Lorrie,” Omar replied. “Kris, does Lorrie have a next of kin we could try to contact?”

“She mentioned a brother here in town. Marcus, did you ever meet him?”

“No, her brother wasn’t a believer. He couldn’t see me.”

“We have to keep our ears and eyes open and should get the reserves involved, too. They might be able to discover some information for us. We do need to find Lorrie one way or the other,” Omar said.

“One way or the other? What is that supposed to mean?” Kris asked, and crossed her arms. 

Roman walked up beside Kris and put his hand around her waist.

“Kris, if she is turned or possessed by Rochelle, we will have to abolish her,” Omar said firmly. “She’s been taken before by Shadrach, but wasn’t completely turned.”

“No way, Omar,” Kris snapped. “I’m not agreeing to that plan, no way.”

Cedric spoke up. “Ah, excuse me, but I’m sensing some tension in the room and I’m not certain why. Could someone please explain?”

Kris tipped her head. “Omar tends to go in with guns blazing and I don’t,” she said. “It’s been a bone stuck in his throat for a while.”

“That isn’t it and you know it, Kris. We have to protect our area and the people we care for, from the evil. Our major concern is the environment. You know that.”

“Yeah, I have to protect my family and friends.” She stared at him. “They are more important to me than the lake. Sorry, Omar.”

“It is always so strange when you two have a pissing contest,” Cassie said.

“I’m not giving up on Lorrie. Even if she is turned, we’re getting her back and that’s all there is to it,” Kris said, and ignored Cassie’s comment.

“Okay, okay, before you two take each other’s heads off, we need to look at the facts,” Roman said, as he held onto Kris. “We don’t know for certain that Lorrie was taken by Rochelle. For all we know
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