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      Most people would be overjoyed to see snow this close to Christmas, particularly in Central Kentucky where snow didn’t fall often. Courtney sat on the too-soft sofa, sinking further down than she expected—something that happened no matter how often she plopped down—and looked at the tabletop Christmas tree without really seeing it. The second-floor room everyone called the library smelled of old books and cat urine.

      Courtney tracked the falling white flakes as carefully as a hawk tracked a rat. The snow had started about an hour earlier and now fell quickly and silently through the gray sky.  Her prediction on the arrival of the latest storm had been off by forty minutes.

      From the room below, Courtney heard people talking, though she couldn’t make out the words. She could have if she wanted to listen harder. The creature inside her wanted to reach out and feast on the emotions that were coming up. Worry and fear.

      On the far side of the room, where Courtney was unable to see her, Riley worked her way through piles of books in hopes of finding a way to rid Courtney of the creature that tried to possess her. For now, Courtney had a hold on the thing and kept it at bay.

      A calico cat curled beneath the little tree with its handful of ornaments. The oranges and blacks and whites and even a patch of gray on a hind foot were in stark contrast to the plain green tree skirt that covered the bookshelf upon which the cat and tree sat.

      The bookshelf sat low beneath the big window. Full height shelves lined the walls between the windows, of which there were several. Shelves that came about chest height ran through the room. About midway, a large arch opened into the rest of the room. The arches offered more shelf space and likely helped carry the load of a weight-bearing wall. This was no ordinary home library.

      Desks were tucked in here and there, though Courtney knew the household’s researcher, Riley always took the one furthest back. While Courtney couldn’t see Riley, the creature inside Courtney could smell her. All of Courtney’s senses had been getting stronger but it was the sense of smell that continued to surprise her. She could smell when someone was happy or sad and she knew where every single woman was in her cycle with just a sniff.

      The cats, all of whom weren’t quite ordinary cats, had their own musky scents and Courtney knew which was which by now.

      Anastasia, the calico cat sitting beneath the tree, moved into a crouch, waiting.

      Something was outside. Courtney felt it suddenly, the thing inside her recoiling. Normally it wanted to reach out and feed. While the rest of the household still called it a frost witch, Courtney thought of her creature as a vampire. She’d never felt it recoil from anything before.

      She stood up, intending to go downstairs. The floors squeaked and groaned under Riley’s ponderous walk as she hurried across the big room. Courtney waited, sensing, perhaps from the sounds, perhaps from the smells coming to her, that Riley wanted her to wait.

      “Oh good, you’re still here,” Riley said.

      Below, feet hurried to the door which squeaked gently as it opened.

      “Why?” Courtney asked.

      “It’s the representative from Cat Home. Anastasia has word from Base Command that it would be best if you waited here.” Riley watched her, perhaps hoping for some sign that Courtney understood.

      Courtney hoped she gave nothing away. The creature inside her tried pushing at its cage, the bars of which Courtney had imagined into place, and Stuart, their Base Command representative, had helped solidify. It didn’t like the Cat Home representative. If Courtney didn’t know better, she’d have said the thing was afraid.

      The feeling interested her. Until then, she wouldn’t have said the frost witches had emotions. Normally they wanted to devour the energy of other people’s emotions. Further, from everything Courtney knew, no one had encountered frost witches and survived so she didn’t understand why the presence of any other creature would bother her frost witch.

      Cat Home, of course, was the home world of the telepathic bond-mate cats, or so the stories went. The cats and those that created them dealt with the portals, something Courtney really didn’t understand. She knew that most people didn’t know about them and the creature inside her had come through one of them. She also knew that Cat Home had a different name but no one was able to pronounce it.

      “Why?” Courtney asked Riley. The Cat Home representative clearly had nothing to fear from her or her passenger.

      The frost witch waited, poised as if it were about to flee, though it had no place to go. The bars on the cage Courtney had created in her mind to keep the creature from possessing her held strong, at least for the moment.

      “They need to get a feel for the house,” Riley said. Her eyes went slightly unfocused. Courtney picked up a haze of static in her mind, the sense she had when the cats and their humans communicated telepathically.

      “And they want to check out Chase first,” Riley said. “Besides, with the snow today, no one is certain what will happen.”

      Courtney knew that. It’s why she’d not been reading on her tablet, something she’d become accustomed to. She’d been restless all last night, the creature inside testing the cage walls, jumping at them. It had come to her then that it was going to snow and snow hard, soon.

      She’d warned the others in the household, the clowder as they called themselves, and they’d closed the specially installed hurricane shutters. Matt had stayed on watch at the nearby portal, but Courtney knew, somehow, that the Cat Home representative had brought him back.

      The temperature outside was dropping. Courtney felt it in her blood. She couldn’t have described it better than that, only that she felt the coolness in the flow. The frost witches were on the ascendant.

      Courtney wasn’t sure if Cat Home had made the decision to send a representative here now because of the snow or if the snow was coming because of the representative. The two incidents were so intertwined that she didn’t know how they’d unravel.

      Sharp pain hit her beneath her ribs. Courtney drew in a breath. The pain felt icy cold. One of the bars of her prison had snapped. She closed her eyes, no longer worried about what Riley would pick up, and started focusing on rebuilding the bar. The frost witch hadn’t done that before, hadn’t been able to.

      Whatever was going on had certainly given her creature a boost of power, something that hadn’t happened in the month since Courtney had gained some control. On the edges of her consciousness, she heard Chase, her ex-boyfriend, who had his own frost witch, calling out, not just to her, but to someone else.

      The witches had started causing trouble.

      Before, they had started with mind games and manipulation. This time they were going directly for physical pain and, perhaps, injuries. Courtney wasn’t sure if one was better than the other. Still, she was tired of the mind games, so she was thankful for that reprieve.

      She stood up, still in pain but not nearly as much. Courtney had to get upstairs to her third floor room. She didn’t feel ready to take on Chase or the representative from Cat Home, not when she was barely able to contain the thing inside her.
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      The clowder had begun to feel like home. Stuart had enjoyed a Thanksgiving meal, something Base Command never offered, and had even taken part in chats about gifts for Christmas. He’d helped decorate the two Christmas trees. One sat in the front room, in the window, looking festive. A tiny one sat upstairs in the library.

      Several people had added lights to the outside and garland to the inside. He’d watched more holiday movies in the last month than he’d seen in a lifetime. A week ago, Stuart had begun to realize how much he enjoyed the camaraderie. He liked having people around he could chat with about inconsequential things.

      The idea of going back to Base Command, working at his job, filled him with dread. Here, only Courtney, and sometimes Chase, could read his thoughts if he were careless. There, anyone could, really. He was the youngest of all of the Base Command representatives.

      In his mind, Columbus, Ohio felt dark and claustrophobic. It might have been why he’d hated it when the hurricane shutters had been closed earlier in the day. He knew Courtney was right. Even he had felt the change in the air. This snow wouldn’t be another little snow that dropped a few flurries and didn’t stick. This was going to be big.

      “Wilbur says that the representative from Cat Home is here,” Trag said, telepathically.  Stuart had become mind-bonded to the small black watcher cat a month ago. Trag’s human, Chase, had told the cat to severe their connection as he felt something trying to escape through the link the month before. When the snows had begun in November, Trag had bonded with Stuart, both to boost their powers and to help Stuart remain in communication with the rest of the clowder.

      The two weren’t bond-mates exactly. Their bond was more superficial. Stuart did his best to keep the secrets of Base Command from Trag, though he knew he wasn’t completely effective. Trag also kept secrets of his own, memories of better times with Chase that felt too personal to share. Stuart honored that in the same way Trag honored Stuart’s secrets.

      Stuart pushed himself away from the window where he’d watched the snow. His room was decent sized, certainly more than large enough for a real bed and dresser and desk. Instead, he had a mattress on the floor and an old dresser with a bottom drawer that squealed when you opened it. He preferred that, preferred that he had to wrap himself in an odd assortment of gifted linens and blankets. Not because he liked being gifted with things. He could have gone out and purchased those items easily enough. What he liked was not having belongings. It was discipline not to give in to certain desires. His original bond-mate Stardust had told him he would need to remain disciplined if he ever joined Base Command.

      Stardust hadn’t warned him how lonely he’d become as his body changed into something not quite human. Stuart knew the cats forgot most of what they learned at Base Command, but as she was dying, Stardust had remembered some things. Stuart had only half heard her, not expecting that he’d be picked to join the workers at Base Command.

      The room’s carpeting was plush enough to squish beneath his feet, a luxury he didn’t have a choice about. In the hallway, he heard the rustle of movement from downstairs. The representative had just come through the portal. Chances were, Matt would bring the representative back to the clowder unless the representative felt it necessary for someone to remain on watch. However, given what was going on, Stuart had no doubt he’d find Matt had returned.

      At the second floor landing, Stuart considered telling Courtney about the visitor. They had been long expected but the timing hadn’t been known. Stuart felt the pull that was Courtney and her frost witch from the library. At the last minute, he decided against sharing with her. Stuart knew, somehow, that it wasn’t his job to do so.

      “What do you know about the representative?” Stuart asked. In his thoughts, he showed Trag some images so the cat would know he wanted as much information as possible, including a description.

      “It has decided to come as a human,” Trag said. “Matt is uncertain if it is male or female. It is well-covered in clothing though Wilbur noticed that snow didn’t touch it, falling around to the side as if it has a shield in place.”

      “It probably does,” Stuart said. The beings on Cat Home had bred the cats to monitor the portals. The portals allowed travel between worlds. All places, all worlds of any sort, existed within the realm of the portals. Like bubbles, the worlds floated, moving here and there, swirling around. Even in that chaos, there was a mathematical order and Stuart understood the complex equations that would allow him to know which world was closest to theirs.

      Cat Home had been waiting to send someone through the portal for weeks now. Apparently, this was the first time it was close enough for them to make it through in one jump. Jumping world to world could be wearing and they wanted their strength.  It wasn’t lost on Stuart that the frost witches had started the snow again on the same day.

      He made it to the first floor. Kayley was in the front room. Short and compact, Kayley was the youngest of them. None of the cats had been on the first floor for the last week. Chase, again, causing problems.

      The front room would have been a formal living room in an ordinary house. A nice sofa and a couple of wingback chairs faced each other for socializing. A coffee table sat in front of the sofa. A large wood-burning fireplace with beige and brown stone covered a third of the wall directly across from the entrance. A tall, decorated Christmas tree sat in front of the large front window. Gray shutters covered the glass so no one could see in or out.

      Tenny and Tom were in the great room, which was directly behind the front room. Stuart could see them at the little nook area where they ate, the windows also covered in gray shutters. Last time, several of the windows had been smashed, but the clowder had managed to get them repaired right away. Stuart knew Base Command had been instrumental in making sure that happened. A bit of money and some persuasion by Darla went a long way.

      The furnace clicked on. Stuart enjoyed the warmth blowing down on him. He stepped into the doorway by the great room to get closer to the warm air. He smelled the old coffee that always seemed to hover around this floor, making its way slowly up through the rest of the house at all hours of the day. If he was addicted to caffeine the smell would probably be strong enough to keep him awake.

      Drew came out of his bedroom, looking worried. He seemed smaller, somehow, though he was still a big man. Stuart knew Drew hadn’t lost weight since his ordeal but he wasn’t quite himself. He tended to stay in his room, avoiding people if he could, which was not at all like the man Stuart had come to know in his first month.

      Everyone appeared slightly tense, waiting. Of course, they’d have heard from their bond-mates what was happening. All except Drew. Stuart wondered what he knew. And how.

      Moments later, the front porch creaked. Kayley got up and opened the front door, like a doorman. The day was as gray as the hurricane shutters covering the windows. Against that backdrop, Stuart noted Matt and Wilbur, first. Wilbur, the large, solid black cat hurried through the door, kicking a bit of snow from the bottoms of his feet.

      There was already a good dusting of snow, perhaps a quarter of an inch, on the ground. Matt was closing an umbrella and throwing back the hood on his jacket. He had a hat on underneath. His hands were covered in thick black waterproof ski gloves.

      Matt was average height and build, his hair a light brown. He wasn’t as non-descript as Stuart, but if the ability to pass unnoticed played into getting asked to join Base Command, Stuart figured he’d see Matt there after Wilbur died.

      Assuming they survived the frost witches.

      The representative from Cat Home was also of average height. In fact, Stuart wondered if it had come through and mirrored Matt. The features on the face were more feminine but not so much that it looked womanly. Matt looked like a man. The representative was both and neither.

      It looked around, brown eyes slightly larger than normal, and took in the house, Kayley, Tenny, Tom, and finally Stuart. It continued to stare at Stuart as if waiting for something.

      “Ask…” a whisper seemed to come into his mind. Not like Trag. Not even like Essalyn, the Base Command cat he’d been paired with for this job.

      “What should we call you?” Stuart asked. He had no idea if that was what he needed to ask. Perhaps there was more. It would come.

      “Call me Grey,” it said.

      “Then welcome, Grey,” Stuart said. He didn’t offer a hand. Had no desire to touch skin that he knew would be slightly chilled and just a wee bit slimy. He felt it all the time at Base Command to a lesser degree. He had no doubt this creature would feel the same way.

      “Thank you,” Grey inclined its head. Stuart knew there were ways of using gender-neutral pronouns for humans who didn’t fall into the neat binary genders he’d come to think of as normal, but this creature wasn’t human.

      “So,” Kayley said, “do you have a preferred pronoun?”

      Grey looked perplexed. Stuart heard a faint buzz of telepathic communication in his mind. This was lower and faster than the sounds he caught when the cats spoke telepathically.

      “I prefer ‘he’ or ‘him’,” Grey said quietly after a moment.

      Kayley nodded.

      Matt finished taking off his outerwear and closed the door, but not before Stuart caught a glimpse of the snow falling hard enough to make it difficult to see the street beyond the lawn.

      He caught the smell of something burning. Figured it was Grey’s magic. He turned to see the representative from Cat Home watching him. Stuart could have sworn it looked different now but he couldn’t quite figure out how.
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      Chase was aware. That was about the best he could say. He certainly wasn’t in control. The frost witch inside him had tricked him into giving up control.

      If he had the ability to feel fear, he would be petrified but he was so distant from his body that such emotional reactions were beyond him. So he watched, dispassionate.

      Deep down, Chase knew what was right and wrong. He knew the thing inside him wanted to devour everything and everyone. He felt it sucking energy from the ground around it and the people. The magical barrier that Stuart and Courtney had placed around it made it pause but didn’t quite stop it. As it got hungrier and angrier, it tested the boundary, slithering around it to sneak quick sips of energy.

      At some point, it would break through completely.  Chase knew it held enough power in reserve to destroy the barrier.

      Through the creature, Chase felt the thrum of life force being utilized by his body. He was linked to this thing for good or ill. It knew his thoughts before he did. Once, as he felt it draining the heat from the air and causing snow to fall, he’d tried to escape to the portal. Throwing himself through would have stopped it, but one of the clowder had stopped him.

      Chase didn’t even know who had stopped him, only that strong arms had prevented him from slipping out the back door and running through the snow. His decision had come last minute. The creature hadn’t been ready to stop him, momentarily distracted by consuming the warm air. Now, it was too late. The frost witch watched him and his thoughts, always. In a way, it was pleased about the fact that he was locked in a cement room. It could continue to sip energy here and there, never quite enough to trip off the alarms set on the boundaries, but Chase was contained.

      It didn’t give Chase a chance to talk to anyone, to explain. He was allowed to be awake and aware when no one was around. The minute someone came, the frost witch took over.

      Chase’s entity hated the way Courtney treated hers. It couldn’t quite get to her to siphon her energy and free the other frost witch. Somehow, she’d found a way to harness the entity’s abilities for herself, though her frost witch continued to try and push its way out of the cage she’d created.

      Though it wasn’t at full power, Chase felt his creature reaching out and eating energy from the sky. He felt its disturbance. He didn’t understand what was happening, but for the first time in a long time, Chase felt agitated, maybe fearful.

      He didn’t quite have control over his body, but he was closer to it than normal. The frost witch wanted him there, upfront. The image that came to mind was of a hostage situation, a gun to his head, his body used as a shield in a shootout. The creature was willing to let him die in whatever confrontation was coming.

      Not that there was much he could do about it. Chase had given up fighting for control. He couldn’t win. He’d been waiting for death, though now and then he beat back the creature when it threatened the clowder, or when it threatened Trag.

      Now that his death felt imminent, Chase realized he didn’t really want to die. Unfortunately, he wasn’t certain he had the power to stop the death he felt rushing towards him. He should have worked harder, found a way to work with Courtney more closely. There were things he knew she didn’t understand yet, but he did. If he could let her know those things…

      The creature cut off that train of thought before going back into hiding. Chase heard people moving about in the basement.  Voices were just on the other side of the wall.

      The frost witch wasn’t testing the wall to see who it was. Chase’s heart hammered. Maybe he could get real words out. Warn them about what needed to be done.
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      Amber was in her office, across from the medic room, reading more information on acupuncture, when she heard people upstairs. Minnett was up on the second floor, watching out the library window with many of the other cats. Amber missed having the little tuxedo cat resting at her feet. Before the frost witches invaded the clowder, Minnett used to sleep in a bed beneath Amber’s desk. Right next to Amber’s feet. Amber had always appreciated the warmth and comfort of her bond-mate.

      The plain desk held only her computer. The books shelved behind her were mostly upright, with only a few falling to the side. The light in the room was bright, and the air smelled vaguely of sweet smoke from moxa and that unique scent of books.

      There wasn’t much sound from above, simply because this part of the basement was well insulated. The medic room was designed to be quiet and much of the extra insulation had carried over to the little office assigned to the clowder’s healer. The fact that she heard anyone meant there were many people moving around.

      “The Cat Home representative is here,” Minnett said. Amber was always aware of her cat, sharing her thoughts. She was vaguely aware that the snow was coming down harder than ever and the clouds lay so low over the land that they looked like fog. Minnett, however, had been watching for hours. Cats were far more patient than humans.

      Amber thought it was interesting that the representative had arrived just after the snow had started again. “What about Matt?” Amber thought back.

      “He’s with him. Along with Wilbur. Wilbur says Matt isn’t comfortable with the representative.” Amber read Minnett’s sense that there was no reason to be uncomfortable, a sort of equanimity that wasn’t typical among humans who preferred things they understood.

      Minnett’s mind sent an image of a human-looking creature, which calmed Amber a bit as well. Given what the little cat had told her, she had worried about the representative looking odd. Instead, he or she looked terribly ordinary, though she didn’t know if the creature was male or female or something else.

      “Kayley has asked and it has chosen to be he and him,” Minnett told her. “He calls himself Grey.”

      So it was a male who looked ordinary. She’d barely finished her conversation with Minnett when people began walking down the stairs. By the sounds of the thumping and squeaks, it had to be a large number of the clowder.

      “Matt, Stuart, Tom, and Grey are all coming down,” Minnett said. “Kayley and Tenny are staying at their posts.”

      Amber stood up. She was wearing her heavy black and white cat slippers along with black yoga pants and a red sweatshirt with the image of a black and white cat peeking out of the pocket. Her hair was pulled back. She needed a haircut but hadn’t been out of the house very often in the last months. Her days and often her nights were spent reading and asking questions about possession on the internet.

      By trade, Amber was an acupuncturist. While she and Minnett did a different type of healing, when she wasn’t with the cat or was treating an ordinary problem, Amber used her needles. She’d made a dent in Courtney’s possession using a treatment she had learned when researching. While she’d repeated the protocol, it hadn’t appeared to make any further difference in Courtney. Still, Courtney was certain that it was that treatment that had allowed her to beat back the frost witch inside her.

      So, for the last several weeks, Amber had spent time perusing acupuncture forums and searching acupuncture sites for more information on possession. She found the most esoteric treatments she could and read up on them. She’d ordered tomes of obscure information, even some in other languages when Minnett assured her that she could access someone at Base Command to allow her to translate the writing.

      Those books that had yet to be read were piled on the floor. Another pile sat next to the bookshelf. Those were books Amber didn’t plan to keep in her library because they hadn’t offered her answers. Not that she expected to find such things, but she had to try. She’d been so obsessed with her search for information that she’d even missed decorating the house for Christmas.

      She made it to the door about the time Stuart reached the big room at the bottom of the stairs. The main room contained a ruined pool table and a plain wooden subfloor, not yet covered in carpet. They’d been arguing about what color to get, as well as what to do with the pool table.

      In beating back Chase and the frost witch inside him, Courtney had made it rain in the basement, destroying everything. Even the print of the cats playing poker had been ruined, though the stained glass cat lamp had survived. The tables and club chairs had already been removed and the room echoed a bit when you talked.

      A single chair, newly purchased, sat in the hallway, also just a subfloor, though that part of the carpet had been minimally ruined. Amber had refused to allow them to pull up the carpet in her office. Fortunately, the medic room was all vinyl flooring and it had only been stained slightly from the puddles near the door.

      Grey followed Stuart down to the basement. Amber understood what bothered Matt. Grey didn’t seem to look the same from moment to moment. Almost like pictures flashing by rather than a steady face. It was disorienting.

      “You would find his natural form worse,” Minnett said. “We cats know it, though Base Command had us forget. Once seeing him, seeing through the glamour, we know what they look like.”

      “You are the healer?” Grey asked Amber. His voice was on the high end of normal for a man, but just a hair too low for a woman, unless she was a smoker.

      “I am,” Amber said. She felt like she ought to put out her hand to shake but she was reluctant to do so. She didn’t want to touch Grey.

      “He will feel slimy to you. It is what most humans say even about many who are at Base Command,” Minnett explained.

      Grey turned abruptly and nodded at the wall. “He’s beyond there, isn’t he?”

      “Chase?” Amber asked. “He’s down the hall slightly.”

      Grey gave her a long look. His eyes were brown, sort of, but their shade seemed to vary from moment to moment, but not from shadows falling across his face. This was like a bad movie, or someone intentionally trying to be crazy-making.

      Minnett had no input on why his eyes changed colors slightly.

      Grey turned and walked down the hallway. Anson had been in a chair near Chase’s door, but he was standing back, waiting. Amber noted Grey looking at the chair. He seemed to be examining it as if he’d never seen such a thing. Stuart held back. Matt and Tom waited with him, watching.

      The door Grey stood in front of had been a hollow core interior door. Now they had a solid core door reinforced with plywood. A long metal bar was placed over it that could be raised and lowered when necessary. Four deadbolt locks evenly spaced kept the door locked. A new knob had been put on the now thicker door, the handle lock on the outside.

      No one had bothered to paint the plywood so it was a typical golden brown. Grey examined it for some time, as if the idea of plywood was as new to him as the chair.

      “It can get out whenever it wants. The door won’t hold it.” Grey said it as if they didn’t know.

      “So far he hasn’t tried,” Stuart said. Anson looked relieved that someone else was speaking. Amber noted Stuart’s use of the pronoun “he” as if referring to Chase. Grey was clearly thinking only of the frost witch.

      “No,” Grey said, “it hasn’t. It’s been waiting, stealing energy. It’s not gotten enough and that worries it. I feel humanity from it, so the clowder member remains in that body. To destroy the body will destroy him. He does not want to die.”

      Grey said all of that without inflection. He might have been a robot reading instructions, though his voice was more realistic than Siri or Alexa.

      “Can we help him?” Amber asked.

      Grey turned to look at her. She regretted speaking.

      “We have found no way of saving anyone from the frost witches. How we know about them and why they disappeared for so long is only in the most ancient of our records. They say nothing about defeating the witches. Our researchers are continuing to investigate probabilities.”

      He sounded so cold and calculating. Amber felt Minnett agreeing with the description. She let Amber know that research included mathematical probabilities of what would work. A sense that sending Chase out through the portal, even killing his body would not stop the frost witch, just delay it. Cat Home worried the witches would find their world and destroy it. They wanted to stop the creature here, on Earth, not to save this world, but to keep theirs safe.

      “We, too, want to live,” Grey said. “Do not begrudge us that. If your lives seem less important to us, it is because they are so brief. Do you feel grief over every lost housefly?”

      He didn’t look at Amber this time. He was once again examining the lock. It was probably good because Amber felt her face heating at being compared to a housefly.

      “It is not disrespectful. We hold all life in great esteem,” Grey said. “This does not mean we understand it nor are we under the illusion that we can save everyone. Still, your world is a place where we can make a stand and perhaps save not only your world but other worlds. This is particularly true since you have at least one of your people who appears nearly in control of her frost witch. Even so, I feel the frost witch getting stronger and she is unlikely to maintain that control much longer.”

      Amber hated how Grey just seemed to know things he shouldn’t.

      “We are all telepathic,” Grey said. “Else how would we create your bond-mates that look like your world cats but with full telepathic powers?” This time he turned. Amber didn’t even see him move. He was just there, facing her instead of the lock.

      Amber bit back a response. None was needed. If he wanted one, he knew she was trying not to embarrass herself by shuddering.

      “I have examined your watcher. The creature cowers, though it has pulled in as much energy as it can. The watcher is there, too, afraid. For the moment, I am potentially more powerful, though, alas, I do not know exactly which of my powers worries it most.” Grey seemed perplexed. “The cats here, via those at your Base Command, have attempted low-level spells of the sort I can do but there appears to be no result. Not even a movement that might suggest more power would work. The human who controls her frost witch even adds her power to them sometimes and yet nothing happens. I do not understand what exactly it fears about me, yet I am certain it is purposely attempting to hide from me.”

      Grey seemed perplexed. What could Grey do that terrified the frost witch inside Chase? If the species on Cat Home had some power that terrified the frost witches, you’d think there would be a record of that.

      Amber bit her lip and glanced at Stuart. He’d always seemed odd to her. She’d held him at arm’s length. Yet here he was, clearly feeling the same things about Grey that she was. Maybe he was less alien than she thought.
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