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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




















Chapter 1










Blaize stood in front of the Three. 

They looked back, their faces impassive. 

Blaize needed to wait, to show patience; everything about today was part of the ritual. Even the waiting was a test—a gentle test compared to what was to come—but a test nonetheless, of her self-discipline. 

But her skin itched with the need to do something. Dominant Manipura energetics like her often suffered from a lack of patience. Manipura—the energy of fire, of passion, of willpower. But also of pride, arrogance, and a quick temper.

She pushed the impatience down and willed herself to stand in front of them without action. The sand was warm under her bare feet, and the harsh heat of the sun bit even at this hour of the morning. The quiet of the jungle temple provided little to distract her from the waiting. 

They stood like this in silence for thirty minutes. She kept her gaze steady and held each pair of eyes in turn as they studied her. None of them moved. What are they thinking? 

It was unusual for an Adherent to fail the trial at such an early stage, but it could happen. Her stomach contracted and she held herself rigid to keep her face neutral. Stay confident.

One of the three stepped forward slightly. “Blaize Blackfire, of the Blackfire clan, you come before us on the recommendation of your Maven, Fai Sweetwater. After a scant five years of teaching, she believes you are ready for your Practitioner trial.”

The speaker’s robe draped her strong, lean body, and her silver hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall. The only markings on the white robe were the three red stripes across her upper left sleeve, which denoted her Master status in the Manipura Guild. The tiny owl symbol next to the stripes showed she was also a Maven.

“We represent the Manipura Guild, one of the six energetic Major Guilds. Based on your performance today, we will decide whether you are ready to move from Adherent to Practitioner.” Her grey eyes held Blaize’s. “First, we must ask you. Do you attempt this trial of your own free will?”

Blaize nodded.

“State your answer so the record is clear.” The woman’s voice was kind, but firm in her admonishment.

“I do.”

“Are you aware that if you fail to reach the standard required you must wait a full year before you attempt the trial again?”

“I am.” Blaize tried hard not to wince as she said this. I’m ready. More than ready.

“Has your Maven taken you through the dangers that await you within the trial? That even death is possible?”

“She has.” Blaize’s gaze met Fai’s, and Fai gave a small smile and an even smaller nod that hinted at their relationship. 

Fai. The woman who had been her Maven for the last five years of her life—and had always been her aunt. Blaize was so grateful to Fai, for her love, her support, her discipline, that the idea of failing—of letting her down—was unbearable. Blaize tried not to shiver, but her shoulders twitched anyway. Today Fai wasn’t here as her aunt, or even her Maven. She was here as one of the Three.

“Do you consider yourself ready to face the trials that are ahead of you?”

“I’m ready.” Blaize squared her shoulders and lifted her chin. She was confident. She was. She’d been pushing for the trial for months, certain she could pass. Fai had finally agreed, and now here she was. Her stomach was a tight ball inside her, and she was grateful that the preparation involved fasting, as she wasn’t sure she’d be able to hold food down. I’ll be fine when we start. Blaize liked action. It’s just this waiting that’s killing me. 

“Then we will begin.” Serafina, the Italian Maven, stepped back after she spoke. Blaize felt she was being judged, and hoped that Serafina didn’t find her wanting at this early stage. 

“Your trial will begin with a test of the strength of your energetic power. You must conjure and create Warrior fire, and hold it for one hour. During that hour, we will challenge the strength of the fire that you create. If the fire is extinguished, you will fail,” Huo, the male who made up the Three for the trial with Serafina and Fai, said. “If the fire has dimmed at all, you must bring it back to full strength, or you will fail. The fire must be contained within the circle of sand in the temple. If you lose control, and your fire spreads further than this, you will fail. Do you understand?”

Blaize forced her voice to ring out. “I do.”

“Then we will begin.” The male’s near-black eyes were steady and neutral. He was the only one of the three she’d never met before the trial. He was Chinese, and as with the other two Mavens, had the same three red stripes and owl symbol on his white robes. As a male Maven, his stripes were on the right, the Yang side.

An energetic was born a ‘Dormant.’ Once the energetic started to train in one of their energies, they were given the title ‘Adherent.’ After many years of training, they faced their Chakra Trial, as Blaize did now, and after successfully completing the trial, they became a Practitioner. After this—and many decades—they might become a Master. Most energetics remained at Practitioner level in their Major Guild, as it took a great deal of power and focus to become a Master.

Only Masters could become Mavens—a title outside the energetic hierarchy, given only to those who helped other energetics develop their own powers.

The Three, all experienced Mavens, moved to worn stone seats at the edge of the sand circle Blaize stood within. This circle had seen many trials in its time. It was the heart of one of Manipura’s most important temples, an open-roofed stone sanctuary on a quiet island to the west of Thailand. Hard to find if you didn’t know where to look, the temple was surrounded by twisted green jungle, rough terrain, and the clinging wet heat that was the typical climate of the island at this time of year.

With the nearest habitation several miles away, Blaize could use her energy as she liked without any humans knowing.

Blaize stepped into the circle and closed her eyes. She made an effort to loosen her shoulders and took a few deep breaths to saturate her system with oxygen. In her mind, she visualised the shape and size the fire she wanted to conjure would take. There would be time for more showy stuff later. This trial was all about strength, power, and protecting her fire against the challenges that the Three would test her with.

She drew on her energy centre for Manipura Chakra, at the core of her body, where her belly button would be. This was her link to what her people called the etheric plane, or ether, where Blaize needed to draw the energy from to the terrestrial plane, where the energetics lived alongside their unknowing human neighbours.

All energetics had two active Chakras, one dominant, one auxiliary. For most, the dominant was considerably more powerful than the auxiliary. 

Blaize’s dominant Chakra was Manipura, fire, and her auxiliary was Ajna, the power of the mind. She was still an Ajna Dormant, with little interest in her power in that area, as all her energy to date had been spent training her Manipura. Refining it, honing it, ready for today. 

She used her Manipura energy centre to pull energy through from the ether in a steady stream that fizzed and sparked inside her. She shaped and created the fire in front of her with her eyes closed, not needing them to know what she was doing. The flames were strong, powerful and burned from the floor in front of her higher than the top of her head. She could create fiercer, taller flames, but that wasn’t required. The trial would also test her pride, another weakness of hers. She always wanted to be the best, the biggest, the strongest. In this particular test, that could easily be her downfall.

Each energetic had their own natural limit for pulling energy that determined how strong they were. Her limit was high; she just didn't know whether it would be high enough.

The fire burned hot, but she kept it within the circle.

The first attack came a few minutes later, from Fai, whose auxiliary Chakra was Svadisthana, the water Chakra. Rain fell on Blaize’s fire. At first the rain was playful and fell lightly over the fire. The mix created steam in tiny ‘pfts’ as each drop sizzled in the fire. But moments later it changed into a deluge that targeted Blaize’s flames, and she had to concentrate hard to draw enough energy through to keep her fire burning. 

It flickered and dimmed, but Blaize had faced this attack from her Maven many times before in all its variations. Blaize raised her flames high above her head, seeking the source of the rain, and used the fire energy to nullify the water energy. There was some resistance, but in time the rain slowed to a stop, and her fire returned to its previous height, just above her head. 

The next attack came before she had centred herself after the first. This was from Serafina, the Italian Master whose auxiliary Chakra was Anahata, the Chakra of air. 

Wind whipped around Blaize, and her hair snapped against her face. The wind aimed to drive her fire out of control, and out of the circle. The fire’s wild flames danced, and part of Blaize wanted to dance with it, to lose herself to the power and the energy. She exulted as Serafina’s air fed the fire more oxygen, and it rose and rose.

Blaize stopped herself just before the fire crept over the edges of the circle. She was now at the centre of a furnace, and she delighted in the heat on her skin. She forced the flames in towards her and lowered them to neck height, so that she stood in a much smaller circle of flames, a witch burning at the stake. But she wasn’t burning. The opposite in fact. The more she drew on the power, the better she felt. 

The air continued to dance around her, but it could no longer find a way into her tight circle of flames. Fire and air licked at each other, each darting around the other energy, deadlocked. Blaize sighed in pleasure and drew energy through, feeding her flames. A weaker fire energetic might find this air attack a challenge, but for Blaize, air was just fuel for her fire. 

After an indeterminable time, the dust and sand that had been caught up in the air drifted back to the floor, and the wind calmed. Her fire was still strong, and sweat ran down the sides of her face and her back from effort and the hot sun.

The next attack surprised her. It was from Huo, whose auxiliary Chakra was Ajna—the Chakra of the mind. Rather than attack the fire itself, he spoke inside her mind, an unusual power even among Ajnas.

<That’s enough, Blaize. You’ve passed. You’ve done well. It’s time to rest.>

His tone was soft, persuasive. Blaize frowned. She was sure an hour hadn’t passed yet. The trial wasn’t over. This must be a trick. She kept her fire burning.

His voice was insistent. <Relax. Let go of the energy. Sit down. Rest…>

She shook her head involuntarily and tried to block his voice out. Her flames wavered as she heard the voice persist.

<You don’t need to prove anything to us. You’re strong, proud. You know your powers are as good as a Practitioner; why do you need our approval?>

Her eyebrows drew together, a crease forming between her eyes. That sounded like a thought she’d had once or twice. Had he taken it from her mind? His powers were an exact match for hers—his dominant energy Manipura, and his auxiliary Ajna, the energy of the mind. Did that connection make it easier or harder for him to speak in her mind? Blaize was a bit murky on what Ajna could and couldn’t do, despite it being her own auxiliary power.

<Rest, Blaize. Let the flames die down.>

The insidious voice became harder and harder to block out. For the first time in the trial, she opened her eyes to check her fire. Her eyes widened as she realised it was suffocating. The other two Mavens had joined the assault, creating an environment of damp air in which it was hard to sustain the flame. 

Blaize bared her teeth in a fierce grin. He might have taken some stray thoughts from her head, but he didn’t know her. She thrived on competition. 

The challenge just makes it more interesting. 

She tipped her head back and closed her eyes. She focused on the energy she pulled through and tugged harder, using the energy to make her flames burn brighter and hotter, maintaining their height. It took some finesse to keep everything balanced, but she could do it.

For the next ten minutes, she fought off more attacks from the Three, the attacks stronger and more complex each time they renewed their assault. But her flames burned, her focus steadfast.

The attacks ended, and there was quiet. Blaize judged it about the right amount of time for the trial to end, but she wouldn’t take any chances. She kept the flames at head height until Serafina said aloud, “This trial is complete. You may rest for a short period before the next trial.”

Blaize drew in a shaky breath and opened her eyes.

“It is done,” Fai and Huo’s voices spoke as one.

Blaize breathed out and let the energy subside. The first trial was over. 

Her body buzzed and hummed, and she felt energised, ready for anything. She knew all too well that this could be a trick of her body and mind, and that if she weren’t careful she could find herself with an ‘energy high,’ unable to judge if she was close to burning herself out. So she folded herself cross-legged on the sand and breathed deeply. In and out. In and out. She focused on the air she breathed in and out through her nose. She steadied the energies, and grounded and stabilised herself. Waiting.

There were still two tests to go. All three would contribute to her success - or failure. She had completed the test of strength. The next were the tests of stamina and finesse. She was most worried about the last, but both held their traps and dangers.

Huo stood, his hands clasped together in front of him, his face distant. “The next test is of endurance. Use your defensive abilities while we call Warrior fire against you.”

She nodded her understanding.

“You may not use your offensive abilities. If you use offensive energy, you will fail. If you step out of the circle, you fail. In this trial, you can end it before time should you wish, by calling stop. This will mean you fail the trial immediately.” 

Source, there are a lot of opportunities for me to fail. Blaize tried to keep her face as serene at the Three, but inside she winced.

“Do you understand?” Huo finished.

“I understand.” Blaize rose to her feet.

“You may have a few moments to prepare.” Huo remained standing, and Serafina and Fai joined him, arranging themselves in a line, gaps of about a yard between them, much further apart than the stone chairs. Each of the Mavens closed their eyes and made their own preparations.

Blaize shut her eyes and drew on the energy she still felt within her, and took yet more from the ether. It was almost impossible for your own energy to be turned against you, but an energetic could be hurt by energies wielded by another energetic. This trial was about defending herself from some of the most powerful members of her Guild. As before, she’d had practice. A lot of practice. And over time, she’d had a lot of burns. But it had been a while since Fai had been able to touch her with her Warrior fire, at least without taking her by surprise. Blaize felt confident if they attacked her one at a time she could defend herself. 

I hope I can manage all three at once. 

She spooled power inside her. She built a defensive wall around her and snapped shields she’d spent years working with into place. 

She extended her energy out a little into the temple. 

She felt Fai’s energy—fire and water—hot but almost fluid. Serafina—fire and air—was warm and light. And then there was Huo, the most mysterious of all, whose fire and mind powers were sharp, laser-like. Will my powers ever feel like that? Blaize wanted to learn about her Ajna powers, her mind element, but she could wait. She loved the energy of fire too much to want to focus on anything else right now.

Without warning, the attacks began. Huo slashed fire across her face. Blaize drew in a breath—and her throat burned. As she sent energy to repair the weakness in her shields that Huo’s Warrior fire had created, another slash came. And another. She spooled energy, and her breathing increased. She was keeping up so far, but each slash caused her pain and depleted her energies. Her whole body shook with the effort of defending herself.

Fai added to the attack with a fluid fire that flooded the area around Blaize’s legs as if she stood in hot water. Though the fire didn’t come close to penetrating her defences like Huo’s, she knew that if she didn’t pay attention to it, Fai’s Warrior fire would erode her defences, scraping them away until she was cooked.

Blaize threw a wash of defensive fire along her body and reinforced her shields. Which was lucky, because at that moment, a blast of heat hit her and she staggered from Serafina’s attack.

None of the three moved from their solid stances. Blaize was closer to the stone wall behind the circle now, and she used this as another tool, a shield at her back. She parried attacks rather than absorb them, with no time to intellectualise and analyse, just respond. 

Attack. Parry. Slash. Parry. Strike. Parry.

She drew more and more energy from the ether, and her body expended huge amounts of energy to keep her shields up. Sweat ran down her body. The drops tracked through the dust that Serafina's wind in the first trial had thrown at her body.

One of Huo’s attacks whipped through her defences and created a thin red burn across her shoulder. She shook off the pain and turned up her defences once more. 

Blaize was hit by another wave of heat from Serafina, followed in quick succession by several slashes from Huo. Blaize lost her balance and fell to one knee. Burning sand penetrated the thin material that covered her legs. She strengthened her shields. The attacks continued, fast now, so fast she didn’t have time to get up. She parried, defended and deflected, and burned through energy at a blistering rate. How long can I keep this up?

Huo’s insidious whisper crept into her mind once more. <You can call time on this, Blaize. Just say stop.> 

Source knew, Blaize was tempted.




















Chapter 2










Huo's barbs kept coming, and his voice inside her head was louder now. <Your defenses are weakening. You're going to let your Maven down.> 

Blaize stiffened, and her body shot to attention, giving her the energy to push up on her foot, teetering as she stood. He's wrong. He has to be wrong. I will not fail this test. 

<You're weak, Blaize.>

A wave of heat flushed through her body that was nothing to do with her energies. How dare he?

 <You're going to fail. You're going to end up just like your parents.>

At this taunt, Blaize's vision misted, her nails dug into her palms and she stepped towards Huo. But as she did her shields wavered, and she staggered and fell back to her knees, pain smashing through her kneecaps as they hit the rough sand. 

Huo sent a flurry of strikes and slashes through the weakness in her defences that had opened when she'd been about to attack him. Each hit left a raised red welt. Blaize's vision cleared and she caught Fai raise her eyebrow very slightly.

Blaize drew her defences around her, keeping them in tight to her body as she knelt on the sand. What the hell was I thinking? If she used offensive fire, she would fail. It had only been the shock of Huo punching through her shields that had stopped her from lashing out at him. Her stomach gave a lurch and she swallowed, her mouth dry.

I need to focus. How can I keep him out of my mind? Can he read mine? She tried to use the same kind of shields of fire energy she used on her body to protect her mind. The energies twisted and pain shot through her head. Ouch. Okay, so not exactly the same principle. But the voice stopped. For now.

Her thoughts were slow, but her movements and instincts remained fast. She’d been hit a number of times now, and there were new burns on her shoulder and hip. Her cotton trousers and white cotton T-shirt were torn and covered in dirt and sweat. At least burns don’t bleed. 

She winced as another of Huo’s attacks snuck through her defences. She felt lightheaded; the extensive energy use had taken a toll on her body. 

She. Would. Not. Call. Stop.

The stone wall behind her gave off heat as it reflected Fai and Serafina’s Warrior fire. Blaize protected her body, back and front, with defensive fire. She drew a deep breath in and centred herself even as she pulled a massive amount of energy. The defence she created was almost impenetrable. The attacks no longer reached her skin, and she put all her energy into maintaining the shield and nothing else. 

Time stopped. There was nothing but her defences. 

 She didn’t have much left in her. She needed to rest. How long will this go on?

She maintained the shield from the floor. She knelt and attempted to ground herself. Managing her physical body as well as her energies was almost beyond her.

And then, nothing.

The attacks stopped.

“It is done,” said Huo. 

Serafina and Fai echoed his words and the Three stepped back to their stone chairs.  

“Rest again. The final trial will begin in one hour.” Serafina’s words soothed Blaize. She really needed that rest.

Blaize wanted to cry, her body limp and her arms hanging heavy by her sides. There was still one more trial to go. Did I pass the first two? It felt like it, but judges were capricious, and they had the last say on her performance. 

She got to her feet, feeling like a newborn fawn. She needed a drink. She gestured to the door, and Serafina nodded.

Blaize walked out of the circle and down the stairs that led to a dark, familiar storage room away from the Three. She grabbed a bottle from the fridge in a hidden cupboard. She drank the cool water down, the liquid a balm for her throat, which was rough from breathing in the heated air of the trial. She drank another and washed her face in the sink. She leaned on the edges of the basin and stared into the mirror. She looked dreadful. Her hair hung in wet curls around her face, and her normally bright green eyes were shadowed. 

The water helped. She rubbed her hands over her face and sat on the hard wooden chair that sat in the corner of the room. She closed her eyes, relaxed her body, and sank into meditation. She would repair as much of her energies as she could within the hour’s rest period.

Blaize had fasted for the last twenty-four hours. She’d taken a ritual bath, and had spent time in meditation, focusing on the fire in her mind, in her body. When she’d come to the temple that morning before sunrise, she was as clean, as purified, as she could be, physically, emotionally, and mentally.

She tried to get back to that state as she meditated. The hour passed quickly - too quickly - and soon it was time to head back upstairs. She walked back into the circle with her game face on. 

Serafina stood. Her eyes were grave as she held out a solid goblet, as smooth and worn as the stone seats in the temple. “The next trial tests your finesse. You must drink the poisonous liquid held in this goblet. Use your energy to burn every trace from your system. If you do not, it is probable that you will die. The poison is fast-acting. You will have about five minutes from drinking the poison before you feel the effects.”

Serafina offered the goblet to Blaize.

She had tried this exercise successfully many times, but never with a substance that could kill her. The worst had been the liquids that made her sick, which Fai believed acted as a definite incentive to learning. 

Blaize clung to the conviction that she had enough experience to get her through this trial, and tried to stop her stomach from jumping into her parched mouth and throat. 

She cupped her hands around the heavy goblet and looked down at the green liquid inside. Serafina had sunk into the third stone chair without a sound, her face immobile. All of the Three were now still as statues. Blaize met each of their eyes in turn, Fai last. 

I can do this. I will do this.

Then she tipped up the base of the goblet and the liquid flowed into her mouth and throat. The taste was bitter and somehow floral, and she gagged, her throat convulsing as she battled to keep it down.

Gah! That was disgusting. 

Her throat burned, and her heartbeat sped up, her pulse a physical drumbeat in her body. She fought to keep the panic from overwhelming her as the poison flooded her system and began to do its work. She felt cramps in her abdomen and wherever the poison had passed.

Adrenalin surged through her body as she realised she’d made a major error by not spooling more energy before she drank. Stupid. She hastily drew energy from the ether, sending the energy inside her body rather than outwards as she had with her shield in the previous trial. She opened her consciousness up as deeply as possible to her own body, and the stone temple faded to the background of her mind. Her energy raced around her form like wildfire, in corkscrews and spirals. Wherever it encountered a molecule of the poison, it incinerated it before any more damage could be done.

The task was a difficult one. Finding every trace of poison as it coursed through her system was no easy matter. To burn the poison from her throat and stomach was straightforward enough, but the few seconds’ head start the poison had was enough to give her some cramps. Her muscles were tight, and she gulped convulsively as she sent more and more tendrils of energy through her system to attack the poison molecule by molecule. 

Perhaps the cramps she felt were psychosomatic. Serafina said I had at least five minutes…

Blaize tried to ensure her inner turmoil wasn’t visible to the inscrutable eyes of the Three. But after a minute or two, sweat beaded at her temples, and her breath had quickened.

She found fewer molecules of poison. Is there enough left to kill me? Perhaps if there's only a small amount left, it won’t kill me even if I miss the five-minute deadline. Hmm. Not really a chance she wanted to take.

Her stomach cramped again, tighter, and she was grateful it was empty as the spasms turned into a retch. Her right arm throbbed.

The poison saturated her system, a spider-web of pain throughout her body. She could no longer manage the multiple streams of energy around her body. I’m not going to make it through this in one piece. 

The pain in her stomach, one of the areas where the poison had been at work the longest, was agonising. She made a split-second decision to focus on her vital organs and pushed her energy as hard as her strength would allow into her viscera and away from her arm.

A cramp like multiple stab wounds gripped her organs, and she couldn’t breathe. She could think of nothing but her stomach, and she dropped once more to her knees. 

The pain worsened.

She was going to run out of time.




















Chapter 3










“It’s not possible.” Cuinn gripped the phone receiver in his hand and forced himself to keep his tone even. He kept his eyes on the stunning green view from the window of his workroom.

“Cuinn, please, reconsider. She has spectacular energies,” Marius said. Fai’s husband, he had called Cuinn from Thailand. Again. “Her Manipura is one of the strongest her Aunt has trained, and we think her Ajna energy is almost as strong—it’s unusual for an auxiliary energy to be that powerful.”

“I know.” Cuinn’s reply was dry. His own energies were also abnormally strong. He was one of the strongest Ajna energetics in the Guild. And much good had it done him. He rubbed his face, feeling the stubble that had grown there while he’d been immersed in his books yet again. 

“You’d be a perfect Maven for her Ajna. She needs someone strong but grounded. It’s hard to find a Maven with Ajna and Muladhara.” Marius’s Irish brogue had been dulled by time and travel, but could still be heard by Cuinn, also born there, many years ago. 

“You know better than most that I can’t take an Adherent. I’ve told you and Fai both for months. Why are we having this conversation again?” Cuinn felt a wash of heat across his chest and put a palm against the cool glass of the window. Why are they still pestering me about this? If his friendship with Marius hadn’t been so old—and Marius and Fai were two of the small number of people in the world he cared about—he wouldn’t have even taken the call. As it was, the temper that others rarely saw was now close to the surface. He took a deep breath to slow the pulse that had sped in reaction to Marius's harassment.

“Her trial’s going on now. She’ll pass, but her anger is still strong. She can be hasty, proud, quick to flare up. Rogues, in particular, have an … incendiary effect on her.” 

“It’s understandable, given what happened to her parents.” Cuinn knew the girl’s history. It was a hard one, and he of all people knew how tragedy could change and influence a person. He didn’t blame her, but that didn’t mean he wanted anything to do with her.

“It was fine when she was young, a Dormant, but she’ll be a Manipura Practitioner after the trial. If her Ajna isn't well developed by a grounded Maven, she could easily go off course. She may be a straightforward Warrior now, but one day she could be a Guild Leader. She needs to develop the power of the mind, especially her farseer powers. It may seem as though her leadership won’t be required for many years, but the death of her parents shows us that even the most experienced and longest lived of us can be taken by surprise. We want to be prepared.” 

“Her grandmother is strong, cautious, and adaptable. She’s going nowhere. And the girl would have to be voted in by her Guild, which is unlikely. She’s ridiculously young for the politics that would be involved. Which is something I can’t teach her.” And wouldn’t want to even if I could.

“Please. For us. We need your help.” Marius wouldn’t budge. 

Cuinn sighed. If this was a competition for the most stubborn energetic, he was happy to oblige. And it wasn’t as if he was pretending, either. His plate was full. His brain buzzed with the glut of information he'd been taking in recently in an attempt to decipher the prophecies. “There are other things going on. I have things that I’m working on for the Circle.”

“You’ll always be busy. Your work ethic and your sense of duty determine that.” Marius hesitated for the slightest moment. “But it’s time for you too. Time for you to take another Adherent.”

 “That’s for me to decide.” Cuinn’s tone became clipped. The heat now washed through not only his chest, but his neck and head. His forehead joined his palm against the window. “I value your friendship, you know I do, but don’t presume to discuss matters with me that are my business alone.”

“It’s not only your business. You’ve cut yourself off for too long. Just because you won’t take a leadership role for the energetics, doesn’t mean you can’t do important work elsewhere.” 

Why won’t the man take no for an answer? “I am doing important work elsewhere.”

“Part of being strong is working with others.”

“That’s enough.” Cuinn's voice had a dangerous edge now. All he wanted was to be left alone, and Marius knew that. Surely that wasn't too much to ask after more than two hundred years of service to the Guild?

He kept silent, reining in the anger, kept staring at the green view, and Marius didn't break that silence.

At the back of Cuinn’s mind lurked the debt he owed Marius. A debt that he gratefully acknowledged; Marius had brought Cuinn back from the brink of madness after Cuinn’s horrific experience with his last Adherent. But surely Marius would never call in the debt in this way? He of all people knew how unsuited Cuinn was to be a Maven.

After a handful of moments, Cuinn relented, shaking his head. The girl was unlikely to pass her trial this fast. And even if he simply managed to postpone this conversation, at least he’d be able to get back to work now. 

“She has to get through her trial first anyway. It’s never a given. It would be rare for an energetic to pass their dominant energy’s trial with only five years of training. Come back to me when—if—she passes, and we can discuss it again.” 

Cuinn hung up, slung the phone onto the desk and strode back to the window. His hands clutched the windowsill as he stared out, willing the view to ground him as it usually did.

The gentle hills, at this time of year still dusted with snow, reminded him of the Ireland he’d left many decades before. This kind of view was less common in Canada, his adopted home. But he’d found it in this area to the south east of Vancouver, Fraser Valley. Of course, Ireland didn’t have the huge, white-capped mountain that was Mount Baker behind the valleys, but that just added to the view.

Not in the least soothed, he spun around and paced across the spacious room, stepping around the piles of books heaped on the floor. 

Damn him. I don’t want an Adherent. And not because he wasn’t prepared to   be responsible for a beginner’s mistakes like many Master level energetics who chose not to become Mavens. 

My reasons are far more important. 

Cuinn’s Ajna energy, the energy of the mind, gave him the power to dreamwalk. To visit the ether, and to use farsight to see slivers of the future. His recent dreamwalks had terrified him. So much so, he’d already reported them to his Minor Guild’s Circle member. Over recent weeks, day and night, he’d explored the prophecies to try to understand more, but they were patchy, and the feelings of fear and trepidation that came with them had increased. 

Cuinn stopped pacing and sighed. He pushed his hair back from his face. He hadn’t been sleeping and his body felt as if it had gone three rounds in the practice ring with Adam, his extremely well-muscled and well-trained cousin. 

Cuinn didn’t want to have to deal with some fiery Adherent on top of everything else. He wasn’t cut out to teach. Time had shown that.

He opened the door and went downstairs towards the house's huge kitchen, where, if he was any judge of the smells wafting down the corridor, Tierra, Adam’s sister and Cuinn’s other cousin, was baking. Adam and Tierra were all the family he had left - he didn’t count his father - and they were the two most important people in the world to Cuinn. 

He came through the kitchen door and saw her, humming along to the mellow sounds of a saxophone coming from the radio. Her dark hair hung around her face as she bent over the oven and took a mouthful of something from a baking tray. She looked up when he came in, eyes wide, guilt on her face.

“I was just having a taste!”

“Good?” He frowned. Had he missed something? What was she talking about?

“It was a small taste. It doesn’t count against my diet.” She had a smear of chocolate on her forehead. He walked over to her and wiped it off.

“You’re on another diet?”

“Yes, yes, I want to lose a few pounds. I saw this beautiful dress in town, and I’m between sizes at the moment. I need to lose a few more pounds to get down to the next one.”

“Why don’t you enjoy whatever you’re eating and go up a size?” He pinched a bit of brownie from the baking tray for himself and tasted it. Hot, a bit squishy, but good. Very good.

Her mouth dropped open. “What’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with you?” He poked her in the arm and grinned at her.

She smiled back, shaking her head, and he gave her a quick one-armed hug. “I will never understand women. You’d have to go a long way before you found a man who wouldn't appreciate your curves.”

“Not much chance of finding a man to ask given the luck I have in that area.” She pushed the brownies back into the oven. “They need a few more minutes anyway. What have you been up to today?”

Cuinn tried to keep his tone casual. “I just got off the phone with Marius. He’s trying to push his niece on me as an Adherent.”

“You’re talking about taking a new Adherent? That’s big.” She shut the oven and straightened.

“I’m not talking about it, he is. I’m not taking her. I told him no. Again.”

Tierra rubbed her forehead and smudged more chocolate on her butterscotch skin. Cuinn suppressed a smile.

“Maybe it’s time,” she said. “It’s been decades since …”

He stopped smiling. “I know how long it’s been. There are others who can help her. It doesn’t need to be me.”

She leaned one elbow on the counter, resting her chin in her palm. “Hmm. It doesn't have to be, but it could be. Have you talked to Adam about it?"

He shook his head. "I haven't heard from him for a few days." 

Tierra sighed. "The last message he sent said his team took a contract hunting some Rogue in Russia, so he's probably off the grid. I hope he looks after himself. And you, too—how's your work going? Have you made much progress with your dreamwalks? Are the prophecies any clearer?”

“Yes, and no. They’re blurry, much blurrier than my farsight is normally.” He shook his head and realised he was grinding his teeth. He relaxed his jaw and circled his head. “All I can tell is, trouble’s coming, and it’s coming for all of us. The energetics. But I don’t know how, who—even when. I have only fragments, not enough to piece together yet.”

“When did you last get a full night’s sleep?”

“I don’t know. A while.” Weeks. But she doesn't need to know that. “I’m spending all the time I can on this. When I’m dreamwalking, my physical body’s lying down, so it’s a sort of rest.”

“It won’t help your farsight if you don’t stay healthy.”

Cuinn gritted his teeth and tried to change the subject. “How’s your work?”

Tierra wrote nationally syndicated gardening and agony aunt columns. “Good. I sent off both this week’s columns early. Let’s have a proper dinner tonight, at the table. I’ll cook something you like. Stop working by six, and come help me set the table.”

Tierra was always ahead of her deadlines, whereas Cuinn felt like he could never catch up with his. “I don’t have time.”

Tierra waved a hand. “You can stop for an evening. Another good reason to get an Adherent—an Ajna will make a perfect assistant—she can spend her time with all of those dusty books of yours.”

Cuinn raised his eyebrows. “Those ‘dusty books’ are the history of our race. And probably the future too, if only I can decipher the farseeings of those who’ve gone before me.”

“The books can wait for you to have a good meal and a proper night’s sleep. You’re too thin, you’ll waste away.”

“You’ve been saying that for decades, and I still eat twice as much as you. It’s my metabolism. My energies. But,” he put up a hand to forestall yet another argument, “I’ll keep you company at supper. And I’ll only do a couple of hours afterwards before I go to bed. How’s that?”

“I’ll take it. You can tell me all about this Adherent of yours when we eat.”

“She’s not …” Cuinn gave up as Tierra chuckled and pushed him out of the kitchen. He shook his head and gave a small smile, and as always, he felt lighter after spending time with his cousin, whose combination of earth and heart, Muladhara and Anahata, made her one of the most nurturing people he knew. He was lucky to have her in his life.

***

When Cuinn came back down again to dinner a couple of hours later, he was in a more relaxed mood. He’d found reference to a text that he thought might provide some suggestions about a way forward with the prophecies. He felt he had made some progress for the first time in days. He shut the door of his study area behind him for the night and took just the one book with him to read in the library after supper with Tierra. 

As he walked towards the kitchen, he heard Tierra scolding someone who answered back in amused, lazy tones, “Don’t pretend you’re not pleased to see me, T.” 

Cuinn’s eyebrows rose at the faint European accent that told him who she was scolding.

Cuinn came through the door and grinned. “Fintan! Why didn’t you let me know you were coming?”

A tall, broad-shouldered, strawberry-blond man stood talking to Tierra’s back. He turned. “What, and miss the opportunity to piss off your cousin here by adding an extra person to dinner?”

There was a ‘hfft’ from Tierra, who slapped at Fintan's hand, which was reaching for the spoon in her pot of sauce. It did smell great. 

Cuinn walked to Fintan and they hugged like brothers—which was the way Cuinn felt about him. Fintan wasn’t family, but after growing up in Scandinavia, he’d spent decades with Cuinn in Ireland when they were younger energetics, just as Marius had. 

 Marius. Of course. So that was why Fintan was here. He was backing up his phone pestering with a personal visit. 

Frowning, Cuinn pushed away from Fintan. 

“Marius sent you.” Cuinn didn't have time for these games. 

Fintan fidgeted and avoided his gaze. “What do you mean?”

“You know exactly what I mean, brother.” He emphasised the last word. “Marius sent you, didn’t he? Don’t tell me he and Fai have gotten you involved?”

Fintan didn't meet his eyes, and shifted, moving over to where the crockery was waiting to be put on the table. “Let’s have some of this delicious supper your cousin’s cooked first, eh, Cuinn? Time enough to catch up about old friends afterwards. I hear there are brownies.”

Cuinn could just hear the edge of Tierra’s muttered “… brownies for Cuinn, not for thieving Scandinavians …”

“Don’t tell me you’ve already managed to upset Tierra? Watch how you go on this Maven issue, or you’ll make it two for two.” His tone was light, but Fintan’s wince showed he knew Cuinn meant it.

“Come on, let’s set the table and we’ll talk after dinner. Surely there must be some gossip you've brought us back from the Guilds. That dreadful woman Maya, for example. What's she up to these days? You know Tierra loves her gossip.”

At Tierra's huff he turned to her, giving her a gentle poke in the side. “I don’t know what you’re upset at, it’s not your life he’s come to turn upside down. I thought you wanted me to stop working? I’ll never get anything done with this chatterbox around.”

Tierra rolled her eyes but smiled, and some of the tension in Fintan's face disappeared. He put the crockery out and came back over to Cuinn, slapping him on the arm as he grabbed for the cutlery. 

Cuinn put his unease and everything else that was on his mind aside for a couple of hours. “So, what did you bring us to drink? Something suitably expensive, I hope?”




















Chapter 4










Blaize tried hard not to regret drinking the foul green liquid. She knelt on the sand, bowed over with pain and eyes squeezed shut, as she concentrated on chasing every last trace of poison from her system. She was close but was reaching the end of her energy reserves, and her limit on how much more she could pull from the ether. 

It was a strong poison. 

The pain in her arm was agonising. It burned as if acid was eating her from the inside out. She’d left it till last, had focused on her vital organs rather than her extremities. She swept her energies around her viscera again, before she breathed in and out once more and concentrated her attention on the pain and poison in her arm. Don’t think about what could happen. She could lose the ability to hold, to touch, and feel in her arm.

She liked her arm. 	

But she was so tired. The fact that she’d had no food in the last 24 hours might be good for purification, but was less good for strength and energy. The last two trials had brought her close to exhaustion, and she’d struggled to bring herself back to full strength in between. She opened her connection to the ether wider. She needed to pull more energy to burn the final grains of poison out. Her head span.

A last burst of effort, and tiny threads of energy like the finest lace spread throughout the inside of her arm. There. I’m done. 

With lead in her legs, she got back to her feet, determined to finish as she'd begun. She consciously slowed her breathing to pretend it hadn’t been such a close call. 

“It is done.” She lifted her head to the Three, and again, met each of their eyes in turn, and if her gaze wasn’t quite as steady as before, she didn’t think anyone would blame her.

Once again, she met Fai’s eyes last. Although Fai’s face was still impassive under her cropped black hair, as Blaize watched, Fai's lips parted and she let out a soft, deliberate breath. 

Blaize couldn’t believe that just minutes had passed. She was drained. 

“It is done.” The Three intoned the phrase in unison. 

How did they do that? Did they practise? Or did Huo mind speak to the other two so they knew when to say it? Who knew?

Huo spoke again. “We will confer. Remain in the circle until we return.” They rose and walked out. 

Blaize sank to the ground, all attempts at grace gone.

She gazed at the star-salted sky. How insignificant we all are. A million stars … an infinite galaxy. Her efforts to pass the trial were pretty small stuff when compared to that.

Her eyes were as gritty as the sand beneath her, and she blinked away some of the tiredness before she closed them, and opened her energetic connection. She didn’t pull any energy from the ether, but sent gratitude, and vowed once more to Source to be aware, conscious, and mindful in all her actions, whatever happened.

The link with Source calmed her. She hadn’t even realised she was still anxious until her heartbeat slowed with the prayer and connection. 

Blaize could sense the different energies as the Three filed into the circle once more. Their bare feet padded on the sand and stone—no one wore shoes in the temple—but Blaize continued to sit with her eyes closed until they were all settled. The evening sounds of the jungle grew, the noisy chorus of crickets a background of white noise. 

She opened her eyes. The sun was going down and the night had cooled the air. Until now, Blaize hadn’t felt the difference because of the energies she had raised. One of the benefits of fire energy. She didn’t get too hot and she could keep herself warm when it was cold. Though she much preferred hot climates when she had a choice.

Once the temple was silent again, she shakily rose to her feet. She stood in front of the Mavens, unable to read their faces. They were as poker-faced as ever. 

“Blaize Blackfire, we greet you.” Serafina took the lead.

“We greet you.” The others followed the ritual salutation.

“I greet you.” She intoned the words back. This was the moment. She thought she had passed, but these trials were never predictable. But she was too tired to be anxious. She had given her best today, and it had nearly killed her. What more could they ask?

“You have purified body and mind, and passed the trials of Strength, Endurance and Finesse," Huo said. "You have completed the Manipura Trial in front of three Mavens. We, the Three, have weighed and judged you. Our opinion, representing the Manipura Guild, is that you are ready for the title of Practitioner.”

Blaize’s shoulders sagged. Something inside her opened up, and she looked down at the sand.

“We have a concern that we wish to share with you, however.”

Blaize's stomach dropped, and her eyes snapped back up to meet Huo's dark stare. His gaze was unblinking and held her with an almost physical weight.

His voice was silky, but in the manner of liquid metal, his words capable of engulfing the listener and burning them up in an instant. “We rarely remove Practitioner status, but it is possible. This is a warning to you. Your anger, pride, your desire to be the best have the potential for harm as well as good. Practise safely. Do not take inappropriate risks, whatever the goal. Do not let others trigger you over things that are history. Be in the present where your actions count.”

Blaize slowly nodded. Not exactly rousing support. But I passed. She knew she was proud, but she had her drive, her anger, under control. And I’m only competitive about the important things.

“Thank you for your faith in me, Mavens. I will do as you say. I hope to bring honour and pride to my Guild.”

"Then kneel, Adherent. Take the Manipura oath,” Huo said. 

Blaize knelt in the hot sand. Her body felt as if it had been pelted with stones, her clothes were tattered and dirty, and she wasn't sure if she'd ever manage to get up again, but none of that mattered in this moment.

“I honour the power within me. The fire within me burns through all fears. I can do whatever I will to do. With these words I recommit myself to the Manipura Guild as a Practitioner. To uphold our precepts. To strive to conduct myself for the honour of Guild and energetics race.”

She bowed her head and shuddered as the energy of all of the Three entered her. The heat was just the wrong side of painful, and she clenched her teeth. The fire had different undertones depending on their auxiliary energy, but it was still fire.   

The skin on her arm burned, and she felt a new tattoo form on her left arm, the pain coalescing and hanging there for a white-hot moment, like the flick of a whip. As quickly as it had come, it was gone, adding a second band to the one she already had, a mark that couldn’t be faked. Two bands was the mark of a Practitioner, and although for formal occasions she would wear a robe with the two red stripes on her left sleeve, from today she would bear the marks on her body as well.

The pain had gone, leaving a numb after-image like the negative from an old film camera, the lack of pain as surprising as the pain had been. She resisted the urge to rub the area to wake it up, her body and brain enlivened as the energy of the Three spun around her system.

“We use the energy of the Three to break the binding between you and your Maven, Fai," Huo said. "As a Practitioner, you are released from the need for a Maven in Manipura. You are independent, and the Guild treats you as such.”

Another rush of energy and a sharp pain in her belly, the seat of Manipura Chakra, and the energetic bindings that tethered her to her Aunt were severed. She felt a wave of sadness along with the triumph. Does Fai feel the same? The pain faded though the absence of her bond with Fai remained.

“It is done,” Huo said.

“It is done.” Serafina’s voice was lighter.

“It is done.” Fai’s voice held suppressed pride.

Blaize stood again, for the final time in the ritual. “It is done.”

And if she never heard that phrase again, she'd be just fine.

She waited as the Three left. It was her job to clean up the temple. She blew out the candles and picked up fallen petals from the sand. She took the petals and threw them into the surrounding jungle, then found the broom in the cupboard. She felt her body, mind, and spirit settle as she erased the footprints and other evidence of the ritual, to leave the temple clean and ready for the next visitors.

Outside the temple, and alone, she pulled out a pair of shorts and a T-shirt from her scooter’s storage compartment and swapped her once-white clothes for the new ones. She took a moment to stretch out the kinks in her neck and back before she swung a leg over the little scooter she used to get around the island. Since Fai would need to entertain the visiting Mavens a little longer, Blaize could deliver the good news to her cousin Nixie first.

The peace Blaize felt now might just be the calm after the storm, but she wouldn't analyse it too deeply. She’d done well today. 

She had the right to be proud.

***

The elegant man, dressed, as ever, in a tailored suit, was visiting Indigo in the suburban house in Vancouver where she lived, and which he paid for. He sat on a hard chair in the basement but looked as relaxed and unruffled as usual. He was a man in total control of himself, his environment, and her. 

Indigo felt a trickle of sweat down her back. Why had he come here today? She hadn't expected him till later in the week. She hadn't been ready. She liked to prepare. She wasn't prepared.

"Would you like a drink or something?" The words felt awkward in her mouth, but she knew it was what people did in this kind of situation.

He smiled at her, an indulgent smile, like a father whose child had done something clever. He had white hair, discerning grey eyes, and looked a well-preserved fifty, though Indigo knew he was many hundreds of years old

"No. Sit," he said, and gestured to the concrete floor in front of him. There were cushions and even other chairs in the room, but she sat at his feet, and looked at his knees. She didn't want to meet his eyes.

He was her Maven, the man who’d seen something in the lost girl she’d been and moulded her into a woman. The first man who’d ever wanted her, though he’d never touched her sexually.

Their Maven-Adherent bond had never been broken despite the fact she had become a Practitioner many years ago. But although he did still—sometimes—use the bond to teach her, to protect her, usually he used it to control her.

"Things are coming to a head. An ancient prophecy has been set in motion. But as ever with these things, the prophecy can be changed at certain pivotal points. At this point, the prophecy is against us. But we have six chances to ensure it can never come true."

Indigo looked up at his serene face. "What happens if it doesn't?"

"Then, my dear Indigo, we have the chance for the kind of power you can't even dream of. Power that will mean we evolve past even the most powerful energetics you know. Power that will give us the opportunity to destroy our enemies and repay our friends. Power that will change our race forever."

She nodded, understanding now why he was here. He had a job for her. "What do you need me to do?"

"How's your energy?"

She licked her lips and tried not to glance behind her. "F-fine." 

"It's time for you to branch out on your own. I've found an energetic match for you who just happens to be someone who has the potential to cause me a lot of problems. If you can take her, you can have her."

Indigo's foot started to twitch. "Who? Where?"

"I need you to move to a town called Merrow and wait. In the meantime, I'm going to share with you the prophecy I've seen so far."

She tried not to whine. "You can just tell me. I don't mind if you just want to tell me."

He smiled again and spoke gently. "It's better if I show you, my dear. You know that." 

He beckoned her forward and she shuffled towards him and bowed her head. He put his hands on her hair, and she closed her eyes and braced.

Agonising pain shot through her head, as images were forced into her mind. 

She saw twelve energetics shining in front of her, their faces as bright as the sun. 

She saw a red-haired woman tied to a bed, an IV drip coming out of her arm.

She saw a tall, dark-haired man fall to his knees in a forest, his face agonised.

She saw, in her own Haven, her safe space on the etheric plane, the red-haired woman tied to a chair.

His hands left Indigo’s head and she slumped down. Her head lolled and she felt something wet come out of her nose.

He clucked his tongue and put his right hand under her chin, lifting her head up. He put his left hand in his pocket and pulled out a pristine handkerchief, and wiped away the blood under her nose. 

"The red-haired woman is your target. You're to move to Merrow, and to dreamwalk yourself to find what else you can of the prophecy. At the moment there is a possibility that the man and woman you saw may not even meet, in which case I will have other work for you. You will stay in touch." He let go of her head, which wobbled but she kept it upright. Her gaze was fixed on his knees again. 

He picked up a black briefcase at his side, and pulled out a plastic wallet filled with papers. He leaned down and placed it by her side. "This is the information you need."

He stood up and looked down at her. "Now, get your mat. I'm going to make it so that no other energetic can recognise you with protection wardings. I don't want to spring the surprise early, after all."

She cringed, but got up and pulled her mat into position, and concentrated hard on ignoring the dead body that lay in the corner of the room. The blood from the corpse's nose had dripped past his chin and onto his chest but was now brown and dried.

"Lie down and relax," the man instructed. "You know it hurts more if you're tense."

 She lay on the mat and screwed her eyes shut. This time, she tried to make her limbs slack as his energies—and the white hot pain—seared her every muscle and nerve. 

It was for her own good, after all.








Chapter 5




"Must you ruin a pleasant evening?" Cuinn kept his voice amiable, but the warning was clear.

He and Fintan had retired to the living space, and as expected, Fintan had continued the argument on Marius's behalf. 

But Cuinn had had enough.

“The answer is no, Fintan. I don’t want another Adherent. I'm working on the prophecies. It’s too important to be distracted by some inexperienced girl.” 

Fintan looked sombre, unlike his usual playful self. “I understand. Tierra tells me you've taken a sabbatical from the university to work on deciphering the prophecies you've seen. But it's time." 

He sprawled in an armchair, his gaze on the fire that Cuinn had lit to warm the chilled room. Fintan raised and lowered the flames as rhythmically as some people stroked a cat.

Cuinn stood, his gaze on the fire, his posture stiff and unyielding. 

Fintan's relaxed voice ignored Cuinn's reaction. “You're the right candidate. For her, and for you. The level of control that’s needed to manage one’s own energy plus an Adherent’s is difficult, and you have the energy, the power, to manage someone who has strong potential but no training. It might be a hard experience at first, but you need it to heal. What happened to Sophea wasn’t your fault.”

Cuinn's fists balled, but the anger was drowned in a bleak guilt that lay like ice water inside his chest. “I don’t want to talk about that.” 

“I know you don
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