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Downtown Los Angeles

	Haskell & Fisk 
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	I’d been… 
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	a political analyst/advisor for the last five years and boy was it the most overwhelming job I had ever taken on. I barely had time to think, let alone have one moment of spare time to myself. I was basically on call 24/7, and an off day didn’t exist for me. 

	At least I couldn’t remember one in the last five years. 

	Most people had no clue what a political advisor does, but we have one hellva job. In a nutshell, a political advisor watches the political market and advises a company as to what moves should be made. 

	My job is to pay close attention to who the company’s allies and adversaries are in the local, state, and national political arenas. The way America works, any company that deals with the government on any significant level needs a political advisor. 

	As well, any company that has a large union presence will need to hire a political advisor too. If a company deals with a union, it is the job of the political advisor to pay attention to the issues between the union and the company. 

	They will advise the company as to what issues should be pursued, and which ones should be ignored for the time being. I graduated from UC Berkeley with a master’s in political science, a double major in Business and Political Journalism, and a minor in Contractual Law, under my business law degree. 

	However, after my first year in the business field I knew I wanted more. I was offered a position at Haskell & Fisk, one of the…best firms in LA, so at 25 it was basically a no brainer; especially for a young African American woman. Now, here I was nearly eight years later, riding high, at the top of my game, but something felt off. I mean don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed the fact that I was able to formulate and implement the strategies needed to rake in billions for HF, had a salary few my age ever sees; but I just felt like something in me wanted more, if that were even possible.

	I didn’t have much of a romantic life, and one of the big No No’s in this field, was to never get involved with someone you work with, because it could always come back to bite you in the ass. I’d held true to that, for the last five years too. I mean yes, there had been some almost flings, however reality would set in, and I’d think about my career.

	At thirty-two my mother believed I was a lost cause. 

	But despite the fact that I felt lonely sometimes, I loved my life. Equally, I wasn’t about to conjure up some fricken man like my cousin Monay did. That was a whole ass can of worms the Witch’s Council was still dealing with. I come from a long line of Cameroon and Jamaican Voodoo Priest and Priestess on my mother’s side. I had been a practicing witch since I was twelve, even if I was only taught my mother’s side of the craft. Not to mention, twelfth century Witches; who basically aided the king of France. 

	However, I rarely tapped into that side of me, because whatever I did, I wanted it to be by my own merits, not something through magick. I wanted to make something of myself, because the opportunities for a woman of color although wide, were few if you left it up to the ruling masses. But I wanted to be able to look myself in the mirror each morning, and say I got this on my own, with my brains and tenacity; not through some spell. 

	Now, my mother, she was a different story all together; and she was all about, using magick at any given moment. She believed it was a part of who and what we were, so to think that we as witches could exist outside of it was just dumb and asking for consequences that could actually do us harm. 

	She swore that magick was a part of us, and as long as we stayed on the narrow path of light, no harm could come from it to those we loved or ourselves. I believed what she said whole heartily, I just didn’t feel like it applied to me, so I very seldom used my magick, unless it was practicing to keep it strong, for that one time I might actually need it. 

	I exhaled as I looked out my office window down on Alvera street at the hustling bustling people looking for lunch. LA was a hodgepodge of cosmopolitan people. What I loved most about my home state, was the fact that although we were considered “touchy feely liberals,” we believed that everyone mattered. 

	Well, most of us did anyway. 

	I thought as I saw the protest over undocumented immigrants. California was thirty-nine percent Mexican American whether legal or otherwise, so I hated shit like that. I mean come on; the fucking state belonged to them in the first place, before the white government swindled it from them; like they’ve done to nearly every minority on the planet. Don’t get me wrong, I had no issues with most white people; especially hot men, but truth was truth, no matter how you sliced the loaf, and America and its many nasty blemishes is not a thing of the past. 

	I breathed out deeply once more, then picked up my coffee cup as I thought about my love life, or the nonexistence of one. I wanted that picket fence believe me, even more now that I was getting older it seemed; but I also loved my career, and I had no immediate plans to settle down as they say and raise children. At least not until the right guy came along, and the way my life was going, I didn’t see that any time too soon becoming a reality. 

	I just felt like there’s plenty time left in my life for that. 

	“Ready?” Helen asked as she popped her head into my office, snapping me out of my brain meanderings.

	“Shit, yea, I spaced.” I chuckled, kicked off the stilettos, then snatched up the chucks as she waited.

	“So, what happened with the blonde cutie?” Helen asked, her blue eyes twinkling as we walked towards the elevator, Jenny and Sue rushing to catch up with us. I grimaced then exhaled noisily.

	“It was a bust, he couldn’t stop talking about his fucking job at the mayor’s office. Then what his life was going to be like in the next two years, then asked if I would fuck him on the first date.” I said, when they gawked.

	“Oh my god, what a fucking twat!” Jenny cried back, her bronze face scrunching up, when I nodded.

	“Gurl, I left his ass there, hopped an uber, and was home with hours to spare for Netflix.” I returned, when they laughed as we walked from the building, heading for the new Thai restaurant that just opened on Spring street.

	 


Three Hours Later

	Starbucks Run

	[image: Image]

	As I…

	[image: Image] took the elevator to the top floor I pulled a face, because I would swear there was something electrically charged about the air. It seemed to just suddenly pull at the witchy side of me. I didn’t know much about my father’s side, but I did know that he came from 12th Century Elemental witches; even if I had no clue what was involved with that. 

	And the crazy part, the Witch’s Council never knew how to train me in that side of me. I remember Elder Eldredge telling me when I was a kid, that there were only maybe 100 down through history, and even rarer were male Elementals like my father. 

	He said there might have been 10 true Male Elementals through history up until this point. Oh, there were half Elemental males… but never a pure Elemental male witch… except for ten the annals swore. 

	Therefore, I was unique. 

	So unique in fact, that he tutored me personally until I was 17, when my mom took over. Something about staying within propriety’s side. 

	I knew the rumors of his hitting everything in a skirt, but even if he were a hoe, I took comfort in the fact that he wouldn’t touch a woman under 21, and I was thankful for small favors. I mean don’t get me wrong, he was very handsome for an older man, sort of that Idris Elba look; but it just didn’t do anything for me even now. 

	But my point was; I knew exactly what magick looked, felt, and smelled like. My grimace deepened as the overhead lights on the elevator flickered, I inhaled, then looked at the doors as they opened.

	I saw the deliveryman toss off like two packages on Jerece’s desk, jerk up his bag, then head for the second set of elevators. I couldn’t get a good look at his face, but he was hella fucking tall, with hair to his chest it seemed, because it hung from the hood of the UPS hoodie. And when I said tall, I meant like that tall basketball player tall, and he had to weigh at the very least 220lbs. He turned in the elevator just as the doors closed, so I still didn’t get a look at his face. 

	Fuck! 

	I hissed, then walked up to Jarece’s desk frowning.

	“Who was that?” I asked, when she grinned.

	“Fuck if I know gurl, but he was fine as fuck! And I’m talking that please sir, bend me over, spank my ass, then fuck me type.” She squealed dancing in her seat, her dark brown face lighting up, when I laughed handing her the green tea frap shaking my head. 

	Jarece was a fricken perv, but the kind you lived for. 

	I walked on, but looked back at the elevators, because I could see the residual magick, and my body automatically went on alert. If I wasn’t mistaken, it was were magick, as I felt my body tense as I walked into my office, then closed the door. 

	Why the fuck would a were be here? 

	Was he here for me? 

	And if so, did I need to pull out the stops? 

	He wouldn’t have been able to do anything here, because 6-years ago when we got a client who was a feline were, I’d spelled the entire building; whether my bosses knew that or not.

	I wasn’t taking any chances.

	The fucked-up part about this world that I had one foot in, was that shit constantly came back to bite you in the ass, and sometimes literally! I needed to be around a were, like I needed a hole in my head. That was rage and lust that few of us in the supernatural world were able to deal with. The jealousy, the staking their territory just like a fricken animal, I was sure would get on my nerves; even if the average one was come fuck me fine! I hadn’t seen an ugly were in my life. 

	Just the exact opposite, but the rage would piss me off I knew, his and mine; and I’d cut someone I was sure if I had to deal with jealousy like that. I sat down, then reached for the phone. 

	I needed to call my mom. 

	I was the last line of my kind as far as my mother told, so we were seen with some reverence. But I didn’t know a more powerful witch after me than my mother. Since I’d gotten the Elemental side from my father, my mom only knew legend. Unfortunately, my dad had a stroke when I turned 12, the time of my burgeoning, and I wasn’t able to learn from him what I should have. 

	No one knew exactly how powerful I was, not even myself, because the Witch’s Council here was limited. When I was like thirteen, they tried to get me to move to some school in England where supposedly most of my kind came from, but I was like hell no, and that’s when Elder Eldredge began my training. One, I knew shit about those people, two, all my friends where here, and three, there was no way I was leaving my parents. 

	So, as far as power goes I just sort of gleaned what I could from the Elders I knew, my mom taught me her side of priestess witches, and well I ran with that and here I was 15-years later still making do. But if anyone would know why a were just showed up at my office, the Witch’s Council would.

	“Heeey, baby gurl.” My mom cheered, and I laughed despite the situation. 

	“Hey mommy, I just had the weirdest thing happen?” I groaned.

	“What…you finally find a good man?” She laughed, when I groaned for a second time. Although she insisted that Black women don’t get lonely like that, she seemed to constantly be concerned as to whether or not I found a good man to settle down with! 

	I just rolled my eyes groaning once more.

	“You got jokes ma. Anyway, the delivery guy, I would swear he was a were.” I countered, when she laughed.

	“Okay, and? Was he menacing to you? Did he threaten you, or say anything to you out of pocket?” She sent back, I pulled a face, then shrugged to myself.

	“Well…no. He was delivering packages to the office.” I returned, when she laughed once more.

	“Okay, then I don’t follow. They have to make a living too baby. Hell, he needs to eat… more than we do! And we definitely don’t want him eating on what he ain’t sposed to.” She chuckled, when I grinned. 

	My mom always had jokes; it was what I loved most about her. She could always make me laugh, and she lived to make people feel better. 

	“I guess, huh. It just felt weird. Maybe it’s because it’s been years since I’ve encountered anything supernatural.” I exhaled noisily rubbing my temples, when  she agreed. .I spent the next twenty minutes just chatting with her, promised I’d get over for Sunday dinner; then hung up. I looked up as Peter knocked on my office door frame.

	“Hey, have you taken a look at the Jacobson’s case? And you got three packages.” Peter called frowning slightly as I looked up from the papers on my desk, his green eyes not happy at all.

	 


Three Hours 

	Later
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	I massaged …
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	my neck, looked at the clock, then sighed stretching.

	It was 9pm, and I was so done for the night. 

	“Hey, we’re heading downstairs to McGimkies, you in?” Peter asked grinning referring to the building’s Irish pub downstairs, when I smiled. Peter was a serious hottie. Six-one, green eyes, cropped blonde hair, longer on the top, body on 24hr fitness, and any woman’s dream. 

	Unfortunately, there just wasn’t a spark for me, no matter how many times he’d asked me out. I mean, I felt the lust of course, and with my sex drought I had contemplated it more than once; but I just felt like it would cause problems between us, him wanting more, and me simply wanting to be fucked.

	“Nah, I’m gonna head home. I need to be back here at 7am to finish the new procedures for Target; and I am so not feeling it.” I chuckled, he gave me a sad little smile, nodded, then walked off with Derek, Sam, and Ned. 

	I don’t get me wrong, Peter was an amazing person, it just wasn’t there for me, whatever that…was. I liked him professionally, he was great at just hanging, but the one and only kiss we’d ever shared was missing something. I often thought that maybe it was my fault.

	I’d been having these visions for the last year of some dream lover, but I could never see his face. But what I did know was that his kisses were straight up fire, to the point that I felt as if I was drowning, but in a hella good way. I inhaled, grinned shaking my head, then began to shut down my office. 

	As I walked out, I remembered the three packages Peter told me about earlier and went to Jarece’s desk. I picked up all three, then frowned because they were pretty small, and I couldn’t remember ordering anything this small on one of my ‘I’m dying of boredom’ amazon office shopping sprees. 

	I snatched them up, stuffed them into my bag, then clicked off Jarece’s desk light. I waved to the night cleanup crew, then headed to the elevators.

	 


what the 

	Bleeding Hell!
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	Max groaned…

	[image: Image] then threw himself on the sofa. He’d been watching her for three weeks in LA now, and not once was he allowed to approach her. His wolf was going insane, especially after he’d left her office, as for him and his wolf both realized that the Elders had been telling the truth, for she was his bloody mate. 

	He’d guessed his only saving grace was the fact that she wasn’t dating anyone and didn’t seem like she’d done so in a while, since he was seriously at the point of ending someone just to be able to claim her as his mate. 

	She was fucking amazing in every perfect way, and he realized last week that he needed her. He never wanted a mate, thought it was bollocks, and when his brother Nate told him last month that he’d found his, Max laughed hysterically, then told the lot that they were fucking crazy; especially due to the shit going down in Seattle. 

	But shit, even little Dicks found his mate, so was it truly as ball stripping as Max had imagined all these centuries. To be mated to someone for life, and the only thing that could part you, was the death of them? And if he found his mate would he too accidently turn her like his brother Nate did, and both Case and Cole did to their wife?

	And had they truly been captured, or had they simply run off? 

	Could he truly be with one woman for the rest of his unnatural life? 

	He was lupus, literally a wolf/dog, and not only were they telling him that he could never fuck another woman besides her for the rest of his life, but they were basically neutering him as a wolf! He was fucking canus lupus, it was literally his job to fuck as many women as would allow him, inside the pack and out! 

	Max groaned, then rose to grab a Guinness from the fridge. He didn’t want to be fucking Pack Master for Olympus! He was at the prime of his life, the time in which he could be doing shit that he would regret later, not saddled with a bloody mate and wife! 

	He didn’t want to settle down for shit! 

	And pups, the very idea of it sent icy fingers of dread up his back. That wasn’t the life for him, and he hadn’t met a human woman, female were or otherwise that could control his dick. He groaned once more, then walked to his bedroom to change his clothes. 

	Shit, he was just fine with his life. 

	He didn’t have any aspirations of being Pack Alpha, or he would have made a bid for it these last five-hundred years! That was Case and Nate’s bullshit, and he and Cole wanted nothing to do with it. Max liked his freedom, not to mention not having to fucking solve the problems of more than seven-hundred people on a weekly basis. He had no desire to move back to Seattle, not to mention be referred to as Nate’s little brother. He was over that shit, which was why he’d made a life for himself in New York anyway. 

	And now? 

	It was basically shot to hell, and why? 

	All because the fucking Elders don’t know when to let shit go! He couldn’t care two shits about being a Pack Master, nor a Supreme Alpha, because it only entitled shit that he didn’t want to deal with anyway! 

	He grunted once more, then walked back into his living room and resumed his seat on the sofa running his fingers through his hair scowling. But if Somma had her fucking way, she would coerce Matcaw and Achak to make him Pack Master, whether he wanted it or not, claiming some it’s his duty bullshit; and he would be forced to do it whether he wanted to or not. 
He looked at the summoning, desperately wanted to ignore it, but knew she’d simply send the guard for him if he wasn’t there on Wednesday like it said. 

	He didn’t even want to be a Supreme Alpha; shit he was barely dealing with the fact that he was an alpha in the first place. Never had there been two Alpha’s in one line to begin with, and since their father was, Max had always just assumed it would end with Nate, and probably Nate’s kid at some point.

	If he wasn’t mistaken, his wife was pregnant at that moment, even if she were missing. The only reason he’d agreed to any of this, was he hoped it would help his brother find his wife. He’d never seen Nate that distraught in his life, which was the main reason Max wanted to skip the entire bollocks. He didn’t want to have to be dependent on someone like that. The very existence of his wolf, in the hands of another! 

	He needed that shit like he needed brain surgery; but he couldn’t ignore the fact that there was something about her, that even if he denied it, his wolf never would. The asshole wanted this, craved it, and he would do what he wanted, until Max gave in to him. 

	And what about Jenna?

	Was he just supposed to bail on her, even when they’d been dating for the last six months? Who knew, maybe Jenna was what he needed. Maybe she was meant for him, but he immediately heard his wolf say keep wishing asshole.

	“Dickhead.” Max muttered, rose, then tossed the bottle in the trash, snatched up his hoodie, then walked towards his front door. He hissed fuck, jerked the door open, then left his apartment; not really sure where he was going, he said, even if his wolf said he lied.

	 


Silver Lake
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	I tossed
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	tossed my keys in the decorative foyer table bowl, kicked off my pumps, then threw myself on the sofa. I sat there for several moments, then heaved myself up going towards my bedroom. 

	All I wanted was a hot shower right now.

	 


I Don’t Want 

	Any of This!
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	20minutes… 

	[image: Image] later I plopped down on the sofa thinking that I would have one glass of wine, and 1hour of Netflix. 

	“Omg, you did not just do that!” I yelled at the flat screen, when my phone rang. “Hey, what up?” I said, when she laughed.

	“Nada, what chue doing?” She sent back.

	“Nothing, watching the Order on Netflix, when I should have my ass in bed, especially with the briefing coming up.” I groaned.

	“Did you get the packages?” She said, when I gasped as I remembered them.

	“Shit, yea, but why did you send them to my office loca?” I countered, and Raquel laughed.

	“Because, eso la bruha stuff, and well I know you said your neighbor is nosy as fuck, and no one at your office would be the wiser.” She replied because it’s witch stuff, when I laughed.

	“Okay, let me get them.” I sighed.

	“No nena, just do it after you get off the phone. Some serious shit is brewing right now. Did your mom tell you about the three Elemental witches that went missing? And the fact that after 8-centuries we have three, soon to be four sitting Supreme Alphas in American territory that aren’t connected to the Mother Numinous in England, and all to one fucking were pack too?” She asked, when I huffed up.

	“Wait… what. And I thought we already had Supremes in America?” I sent back as I pulled a face.

	“Yes, but they belong to the European faction, and the Northern Numinous. We’ve never had any without ties to them. Equally, we have never had that here in the Southern territory, and especially not on their own!” Raquel cried, when my mouth dropped.

	“No, she didn’t fricken tell me that! What the fuck? And I thought I was the last of my kind?” I screeched as I shot up from the sofa, when she clicked her tongue like she always does. Raquel Cervantes and I had been homies since the 3rd grade. Wherever she went, I went, and our parents were best friends as well.

	“I have no clue right now, but sis, you so are not! Some seriously malo meirde went down in New Orleans, three of the sitting Verde Elder Council witches were killed--” I cut her off for a second time completely thrown for six.

	“Shut the fuck up! When?” I fussed as I began to pace with the phone.

	“Last month, and why we don’t know, because it’s been all hush hush. Equally, it’s looking like it might have been an inside job. Anyway, Renee Leroux is on one; and Ren slipped and told me that she’s trying to syphon the magick, because it had to do with her daughter, her daughter’s sister, an Elemental from Seattle, and three Supreme Alpha Werewolves. 

	“But get this, the Council is on one too, because they are so powerful that they can’t do shit with them. They’re literally binding magick right now gurl. Call your mom ASAP Jay! I have a meeting with some of the elders because of my prophecy gift, and what I saw so far concerning you is just crazy Jay!” She fussed, when I heard something I have never heard in Qel’s voice in our entire lives…fear.

	“What Qel, you have to tell me what’s going on!” I cried.

	“I can’t any more than that babe, the Witch’s Council said I’d be sanction if I did; it’s the reason I sent you what I did. But I will say this, he’ll protect you with his life, Jay, despite what he is. Gotta go babe, they’re coming. I’ll try to contact you when I can.” She whispered, and the line went dead. 

	I frowned at the phone, and a fear I’d never known began to creep up my back. I gasped as my mother suddenly ebbed into my living room.

	“Mommy!” I cried as I rushed her.

	“I have to go baby. They’ve already sequestered your father, and he isn’t having that, despite the fact that he did have a stroke. The Witch’s Council is on one; and they’re binding magick left and right, even us level 22s. Seems we were wrong in thinking you were the last of your kind baby. You have sister witches, and three of them have been kidnapped, and there is another two that are unaccounted for. From what I hear, it is the Witch’s Council’s orders to have each of us Seniors come in.” She said.

	“I know, I just got off the phone with Qel!” I said wide eyed, when my mother scowled.

	“Ima kick her little ass! I told her not too, she could get into a lot of trouble for that, and Melba and Jose will want to kill me for it! But she told you what she saw? It makes perfect sense that he would.” She sent back.

	“Yes, but what’s going on mommy, seriously?” I fussed.

	“I can’t tell you. When I can I will, but for now, act normal, and don’t do anything that you normally wouldn’t baby. I need for you to seem normal, like you have no idea that something is actually wrong. For the fact that three of the Verdes were killed and it looks like it might have been a council member; we can’t trust anyone that we haven’t known all our lives, and even then, it’s iffy. But the fact is, I’m sure they’re watching the both of us. So, when he comes, you haul ass with him baby, forget about daddy and me, we’ll be fine--” She commanded, when I gaped shaking my head no as I interrupted her.

	“But mom…” I yelled.

	“Sister Temeka, we’d wondered where you’d gotten off to?” Lord Eldredge said as several of the Witch’s Council members ebbed into my living room, when I gawked at my mother. 

	Not one of them had ever before, so what the fuck…was going on. 

	This was bad, and the icy fingers crawling up my spine proved it. I hadn’t even met them except for Lord Eldredge, and here was half of the Council in my living room…as if it was a regular weekly thing giving me some of the most…fake ass smiles I’d ever seen in my life!

	“Bradly, I just came to wish my baby congratulations on her big promotion at work. You know how proud I am of her.” My mother sent back as she placed her arm around my shoulder smiling widely squeezing me, when I peered up at her, and as I saw them look at me through my peripheral, she mouthed remember what I said. I nodded slightly, when he was standing directly in front of me then. I huffed up unintentionally, then took a step back.

	“We are all very proud of Jayden, she has come very far not only in the business world, but as a witch as well. I daresay, that she is my greatest achievement thus far.” He said placing the wayward curl behind my ear, when I tried with all my might not to shirk away from him in disgust. 

	I hated his ass, because he was a pervert, who tried to get every female witch over twenty-one to sleep with him, for some bullshit ass supposed empowerment. Don’t get me wrong, Dean Eldridge was far from ugly, like I said he had that Idris Elba thing going on, but I only ever saw darkness when I looked at him.

	Like what he was hiding inside would kill or maim us all, and he was simply waiting for the right opportunity to unleash it. When he used to train me, sometimes when he touched me to instruct me in something, it actually burned, and I would swear the light in me faltered, and he would give me this look like the devil himself, then say that we needed to take a break. 

	I wasn’t sure what it was, and since I was a new witch, and basically a kid; I just shrugged it off, and never told my parents about it. I looked to the other elders then. Dean Singjay was fine as hell too, he reminded me of Sendhil Ramamurthy from that old T.V show Heroes. 

	Dean Childress never said a word, she would simply toss her blond hair behind her smiling, then stare at you like Luna Lovegoode from Harry Potter.

	“Well, we are in the throes of a very important meeting, which is why we were worried, and concerned about your mother; so, we will bid you adieu young lady. We expect you at the next meeting on Wednesday night.” He said wagging his finger playfully, when I looked at my mother then. 

	Her look screamed hell to the no!

	“Great.” I nodded attempting to smile.

	“Shall we Temeka?” He said waving my mother on with them, I took a step forward, when my mom shook her head.

	“I’ll see you tomorrow baby and remember what I said. When he comes, you make sure to go with him.” She smiled, but Lord Eldredge frowned.

	“Who?” Lord Eldredge suddenly snapped, and I would swear the entire room grew cold and dark, even if it didn’t appear to.

	“Oh, pooh Bradly, just the mortal kid Timmy from next door. He’s doing some kind of school play on Influential Black Americans, Clarence, and I brought tickets, but with all the commotion of late…you understand my meaning…I told him Clarence and I won’t be able to attend; but I promised him Jayden would, even if she doesn’t want to. He has a little crush on her.” She laughed attempting to cover, when I groaned to play it off.

	“But mom, Timmy--” I began, when she playfully cut me off, and their faces softened.

	“I promised him you would Jay, just this once. You know that boy thinks the moon and sun rises when you walk into a room. Now, daddy and I will see you tomorrow.” She said, embraced me telling me to get ghost, when I embraced her back blinking back the tears.

	“You have a wonderful night.” Dean Singjay smiled motioning my mother forward, when I nodded, too afraid to speak; when they ebbed, the look on my mother’s face far from frightened. I immediately rushed to the phone to call my aunt Savina.

	“She’s gone, this is some crazy shit!” My cousin Kammy wailed into the phone, then commenced to explain the last thirty-six hours I had no clue about. Basically, the gist of what Raquel said she couldn’t tell me, and I was thrown for six. 
   There hadn’t been Supreme Alphas in any of the fifty states besides the ones from England and the ones the Numinous sanctioned in the last eight-hundred-years, so some serious shit was brewing, when we had three already in a matter of months outside of each other. The Witch’s Council really didn’t have dealings with them, because they had their own Were Council, their power base insane, and way more than even most of our elders, just like vampires, shapeshifters as a whole, and every other supernatural out there. 

	We basically only came together for summits, where we would discuss how to coexist, and live together without them killing us, or us killing them; but since each of those Supreme Alphas were mated to a witch, that made this not only insane, but a whole nuther can of worms. 

	There was protocol, and shit that needed to be sorted out, which is why the Witch’s Council was on one. If Alphas garnered witch power, they would be unstoppable, and would basically rule our supernatural world, and it was obvious the Witches’ Council would kill to stop that! There was only one other mating like this in the last fifty-years, and I believed it was the Elder Council member Renee Leroux’s family, and she wasn’t happy with her daughter marrying one… from what was on the wire. But these were actually made …Supreme Alphas, so that made it even worse. I mean they were all Alphas to begin with, but something made them Supremes. 

	That was confusing, because from what I read, I always thought they had to be born that way! I snapped back into the here and now as my cousin’s voice penetrated my thoughts.

	“So, she went there, her Supreme Alpha husband fucked some shit up, Renee is pissed because she didn’t get to bind her or her sister’s magic, so from what I know they’re watching all elemental witches.” Kammy cried.

	“Okay, but I thought I was the last in our territory, and what the fuck for?” I fussed back as I walked to my cabinet and pulled out the tequila bottle, killed two shots, then walked back to the sofa.

	I was suddenly truly afraid now. 

	I was a witch yes, and I knew all that there was to know about my mom’s side, but they were ganking Elementals, the side of me that I had no fucking clue about; so how in the hell would
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