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Pregnant solicitor Ayana Fénix-Morgan’s life is turned upside down when a mysterious client with a rancid smell visits her office. The encounter triggers an unexpected turn of events.

Her mother, Thalia, has been hiding secrets about their family’s elemental powers. When a giant stag appears in Ayana’s garden, inviting her to a trial that could strengthen—or strip her of her `powers- she must risk everything to discover the truth about her heritage and the growing forces that threaten the elemental balance.
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Chapter 1
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Ayana leaned over the toilet, her stomach twisting as another wave of nausea hit. She brushed a stray twist of warm brown hair from her face; her normally warm hazel-brown eyes were dull with fatigue as she steadied herself. Her tall, willowy frame felt unusually vulnerable. She gripped the cool porcelain and breathed through the discomfort until it passed. The small potted fern in the bathroom corner leaned towards her, the kind of elemental quirk she’d learned to hide in a norm workplace, its fronds reaching out slightly as if offering comfort. Sometimes she wondered if she was just a woman with Earth’s gifts, or an alien hiding among norms — humans without elemental ties. Either way, she’d learned not to let the plants give her away. Ayana wiped her mouth. She stood with care, steadying herself before stepping out of the ladies’ bathroom.

The head group secretary, Mrs Chen, passed by, casting a knowing look that Ayana chose to ignore, though a small smile tugged at the corner of the older woman’s lips. With her head down, she walked to her office, a converted stationery cupboard that was barely large enough to fit a desk and chair. She sank into her seat and closed her eyes. The rich spice tone of her skin seemed paler today, her strong, angular features softened by exhaustion. The hum of nearby plants surrounded her, like a comforting lullaby – a gentle vibration only she could hear, a connection that had been with her since childhood but seemed stronger these past few months. She rubbed her stomach while lost in thought, exhaling gently.

“Oh, I’ll have to call the horticultural service sooner than I expected,” the group secretary said as she tried to enter Ayana’s box-room office, but the plants were blocking her way.

Ayana’s eyes flew open. The plants immediately returned to their usual late September dormancy.

“What just happened?” Mrs Chen asked, worry and curiosity mingling in her eyes as she looked around at the now dormant plants. A moment ago, they had been stretching towards Ayana, their leaves unfurled like hands reaching out. With slow, cautious steps, she walked towards Ayana at her desk.

“My eyes were closed. I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Ayana replied, her tone heavy with fatigue. Ayana worked to keep her face neutral as she met the secretary’s gaze, noting the office clock over the woman’s shoulder—2:00 p.m. Crap. I forgot to call Mum today.

“I’m not going crazy, am I ?” Mrs Chen asked, inching further inside, shoulders tense. “I’m due to retire in a few years.”

“You’re one of the most sensible people I know,” Ayana replied, with complete honesty. “Is that another file for me to check?”

As if only now noticing it, the woman blinked and straightened her posture. Ever the efficient head group secretary, she placed the brown folder on the desk.

“You have a client,” she said with a congratulatory smile.

Ayana’s pulse quickened. My first client. For almost two years, she’d been stuck filing paperwork and reviewing cases at Palace & Elmbridge Solicitors. She’d hoped her law degree and university placement would fast-track her to more meaningful work, but aside from a rare immigration case that involved the entire office, she’d remained in the background. Why haven’t I left yet? She wondered, not for the first time. The tiny office with its single window facing the neighbour’s bins—the only space she could make her own.

Ayana snapped herself back to the present. She opened the folder, revealing a single sheet of paper.

“They’ll be here in thirty minutes,” the group secretary added.

Ayana resisted the urge to make the lily twitch as Mrs Chen left the office – a minor trick she’d been able to do since she was a girl, and since her teens, she could do it without conscious effort. But when the elder lady reappeared moments later, holding a cup of peppermint tea and a slice of papaya—the only foods Ayana had managed to keep down since the pregnancy—guilt stirred within her.

“To keep your strength up,” the secretary said in a gentle tone, setting them on the desk before leaving, this time closing the door behind her.

Ayana stared at the tea, warmth blooming in her chest. She knows... but she’s not asking.

She brushed her hand over her stomach. Ayana took a deep breath and focused on the file. The hum of the plants faded as she scanned the brief notes the group secretary had taken during the client’s phone call. In thirty minutes, she would step into a new role—not as the office assistant tucked away in a cupboard, but as a solicitor handling her first case.

At least, that’s what she told herself. For the next thirty minutes, she would ignore the nausea, the fatigue, and the earth sense, which was extra sensitive to her emotions in recent weeks. Just two more weeks, she thought, rubbing her stomach absently. Once she passed the twelve-week mark and had her scan, she could finally tell her mother about the pregnancy and ask if this overwhelming, enhanced connection to the earth was normal for Guardian women expecting a child. 

The thirty minutes passed too quickly. A soft rap on her door made Ayana's pulse skip—her first real case was about to begin. She smoothed her blouse and called out for the client to enter, expecting the usual nervous energy that came with new legal matters. Nothing in the sparse intake notes had prepared her for what walked through her door. 

Ayana frowned, confused, as she looked at the woman in front of her. The group secretary had completed the intake form when the client booked — and apparently, this one had requested Ayana by name. The woman sat before her, causing Ayana to rub her nose or to take small sips of the peppermint tea. Who are you? Ayana focused on the woman, trying to detect any family resemblance. Why were the plants in the room drawing back, their usual welcoming hum turning quieter, more cautious? Her hair was white, with bits of dark grey, unkempt coils, and dreadlocks. Some locs had broken off, and they rested in a disordered manner against her head. They rested against the woman’s ashen, dark mahogany skin. Her nails were of different lengths. It took every distraction technique that Ayana knew to stop her from running for the bathroom again.

“Hello, Mrs Sunshard. What can I do for you today?” Ayana said.

“I wanted to see who you are.” The woman’s voice was raspy, like a hissing, rattling snake as she spoke.

“I’m sorry? See who I am?” Ayana replied with confusion in her voice. She straightened her athletic frame, her determination evident in the set of her high cheekbones and the slight squaring of her jaw.

“Yes.”

Ayana waited, expecting more of an explanation. The silence in the office is becoming awkward. Apparently, this one-word answer was enough. Ayana and Mrs Sunshard completed the usual questions to help her new client create a decent last will and testament. Ayana felt confident, as she had finally checked many for clients of the practice. The meeting was coming to an end, and Ayana began to feel an intense weight compress around her. Even the plants in her office were beginning to show signs of wilting. What is happening? My plants don’t wilt out of season.

Her client stood up and leaned towards her. Ayana squeezed her eyes as she tried to concentrate. I need to get my eyes checked.

“Are you alright, child?”

Ayana jumped back in her chair as the rancid smell became more intense when Mrs Sunshard leaned forward. Then she wished that she hadn’t, as she felt a headache forming in her left eye. She rubbed her eyes as she tried to focus again on her client.

“Sorry, could you repeat your question?” Ayana asked, as she tried to keep her professional façade.

“You don’t look well.” Mrs Sunshard spoke deliberately, as if Ayana were a toddler.

Ayana felt the pain and pressure around her increase, like something pushing against her skin. “Oh, just a headache. So, Mrs Sun....” Ayana froze as an unknown heat flushed through her body. She gasped as a pale blue bubble shimmered into existence, wrapping around her like a second skin. The air hummed with an energy that wasn’t earth-based – something different, something she’d never felt before. The plants were still wilting, but Ayana’s headache had gone, and her client stepped back and stood up straight.

“This will be interesting.” Mrs Sunshard stood and watched Ayana; a satisfied smile grew on her face. “‘til next time, Mrs Fénix-Morgan. You’ll want to call your mother, I expect.” She said as she left the room.

What was that? Ayana watched the pale silver blue body shield dissolve like morning mist, feeling drained in both her mind and body. 

What just happened? Earth Guardians can’t create shields like that. Why me?

She pressed a hand to her stomach, wondering if the babies had something to do with this new ability. Although she still felt too tired to tend to her plants around the room, she managed to adjust the earth around the snake plant on her desk. This helped Ayana find her centre as she tended to the plant without focusing on it.

I need to talk to someone.
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Lyra walked through the nearby woods, muttering to herself.

The sable Maine Coon with white flecks padded behind her, sniffing the mossy ground, its belly low as it stalked scents of rot, earth, and leaf.

She halted. The cat weaved around her ankles, then trotted ahead, climbing the path up the mountain.

Lyra frowned and stopped at the rise ahead.

The protection shield shimmered around a low mound of scorched earth with a pit at its heart where flames sometimes licked through the cracks. Charred earth lay exposed. Where she had previously called the fire. She pushed herself forward, ignoring the ache in her seventy-one-year-old body.

“Look what the child made me do, Sable.”

The cat paused, glancing back before giving a soft meow, as if in agreement.

“It’s not right. She’s developing new powers... and blocking me from reading her mind.” Lyra’s voice grew sharper. “How else am I supposed to know what her mother is up to?”

She reached the summit, panting. Without resting, she knelt to reset the broken rocks and crystals with the elemental symbols (sigils) of the mound. Soot-covered elemental crystals—most chipped or dulled from age. Her hands trembled, not from cold but memory.

“They will pay for this. Making me come out here like a common ritualist.”

Sable sat near the top of the knoll, tail flicking as she watched in silence.

Lyra placed her hands on the blackened soil and widened the ritual space. She set down four candles, one for each element, and held a fifth in her hand. She turned to the cat.

“Pass me the mirror.”

Her voice held command; anger barely concealed. Sable stretched, yawned, and padded down the mount, knocking into a few ritual pieces as she sniffed around with idle curiosity.

“Good girl,” Lyra muttered, retrieving the small mirror the cat had nudged her way. A sad smile tugged at her lips.

“Memories of our foolish selves.”

She turned the mirror over, opening a hidden compartment that once held a photo of her and Arash. Now, it held a single crystal.

Plans to make.

She placed the crystal in her palm. A shimmer of dark energy pulsed outward, forming a black mirror-shield. Lyra stared into it.

“Reflect the power that should be mine,” she said, her voice tired. 

Visions danced across the glass—Thalia, barefoot in her nightclothes, staggering out of Stonehenge’s sacred ground.

Lyra sneered. “Did you really think they would be worth it?”

Then, the Galwood appeared.

“This isn’t your place,” Lyra hissed. “My time has come!”

She screamed at the mirror.

So lost in the vision, she didn’t notice the candle’s flame flickering in her hand—until pain seared through her. She gasped, recoiling.

And crumbled to the ground.

Whether her sobs were for herself, for Arash, or the path she was preparing to walk—it was unclear.

Sable crept across the scorched circle and gently licked the edge of Lyra’s burned hand.

Lyra blinked down at her companion as the cat attempted to crawl into her lap.

“Fancy some night visits tonight?” she asked hoarsely, eyes dropping to the cat at her side.

“Tiresome work... but the only way a so-called imbalanced Aether Guardian like me can still gather proper information. Sneaking around, peeking into minds while they sleep.” Lyra rubbed her forehead to ease the forming ache. “I always hated this telepathic gift — but it has its uses. And I don’t have to shield myself as much at night.”

Sable gave a soft meow in reply, then turned and padded down the mount—already thinking about her dish back home, leaving her strange, tired human to follow.
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Ayana dragged open her desk drawer for her phone. Mum would know what to do. Then the parting words of her client rang in her head.

Was Mrs Sunshard an elemental? Why would she want me to call Mum specifically?

The plants around her desk seemed to shiver slightly, reflecting her unease. The snake plant's leaves had curled inward, and even the hardy pothos by the window looked subdued. Whatever had happened in this room had left an imprint that her earth sense couldn't quite shake off. She pressed her palm against the desk's wooden surface, trying to ground herself, but the usual steadying connection felt muted, as if something was interfering with her natural flow.

You need to talk to someone.

Ayana checked the time on her mobile phone: 4 o'clock. André was still at work—probably knee-deep in code and completely unreachable until evening.

As you are, 'Yana.

The thought of waiting felt impossible. Her skin still tingled where that strange shield had formed, and every few minutes, she found herself reaching up to touch the space around her shoulders, expecting to feel something that was no longer there.

Thomas would normally be her first choice—his water element always had a calming effect when paired with her earth—but Dad was taking her brothers to Southampton to get settled in for university. The house would be chaos and goodbyes. Malik, despite being caring, had that typical wind guardian impulsiveness that might not help right now. The last thing she needed was her brother's air element stirring up the already unsettled energy around her. And Olivia? Her fire guardian sister was probably at rehearsals or something. Right now, you need someone steady who will help you think, not a fire guardian with unpredictable reactions.

Ayana scrolled through her contacts. She felt a tightness in her chest that came with keeping secrets from her family. The baby, the strange new abilities, and now this mysterious client—it was all building up like pressure in a sealed container. She glanced back at her mobile and smiled upon realising she had stopped on her childhood friend, who kept all her secrets.

“Shayne,” Ayana said aloud. The potted aloe on her desk perked up in response to her improved mood.

Coming round tonight after work. I’ll bring the apple crumble.

Then she set the phone back on the desk as she read the details of the will Mrs Sunshard had given her. Ayana’s smile grew when she heard her phone vibrate.

I’ll have the wine. Alcohol-free for you, I suppose.

After reading Shayne’s text, she gave a brief nod and then continued to read and make minor adjustments to the will. Mrs Sunshard had hired her services after all.

The rest of the afternoon crawled by with agonizing slowness. Ayana found herself checking the clock every few minutes, her concentration fractured between the legal document in front of her and the memory of that strange blue shimmer. The plants in her office remained unusually subdued, their usual gentle hum reduced to an almost inaudible whisper. Even when she tried to focus on the known rhythm of legal language—whereas and wherefores that normally came as easily as breathing—her mind kept drifting back to Mrs. Sunshard's knowing smile and those final, cryptic words.

By the time five o'clock arrived, Ayana had barely managed to complete the will's basic framework. Her usual efficiency had abandoned her entirely, leaving her feeling scattered and unproductive. She gathered her things with hands that still trembled slightly, as if her body hadn't quite forgotten the shock of manifesting something that should have been impossible.

The September evening air bit at her cheeks as Ayana hurried up the steps to Shayne's building. Her body still felt wrung out, like she'd run a marathon instead of simply sitting through a legal consultation. The strange encounter had left her drained in a way that felt deeper than physical exhaustion.

“HEL-LO,” Ayana called as she entered Shayne's flat with her key. The heat of the flat consumed her completely, wrapping around her like a warm embrace. The contrast from the crisp autumn air outside made her skin tingle as blood rushed back to her fingers and cheeks. Shayne was not an elemental, but her love of heat would have made her a perfect fire guardian. The radiators were clearly on full blast, and Ayana could feel her muscles beginning to unknot for the first time all day.

“I'm just here, I'm not deaf,” Shayne called back. Her voice, travelling from the nearby kitchen, close to the front door, Ayana had just entered.

“Apple crumble, as promised.” Ayana placed the supermarket-bought dessert on a nearby kitchen counter, her movements still careful and deliberate. Even this simple action felt like it required more energy than usual.

“Wonderful, you can do your food thingy once you warm it up. Come into the living room. You chose a good time; my roommate is away.”

Food thingy. Shayne's casual reference to Ayana's earth gift—the way she could enhance the flavours and nutritional value of growing things—made something inside her chest loosen. Here was someone who knew about her abilities and thought nothing strange of them. Someone who wouldn't ask uncomfortable questions about blue shields or mysterious clients.

Ayana gave her a tight hug as she sighed with relief. The contrast between Ayana's tall, willowy figure and Shayne's petite frame made their embrace look almost comical, but it was exactly what she needed. Shayne's energy was different from her family's—there was no elemental pull, no magical resonance trying to sync with her own abilities. Just pure, uncomplicated human warmth. For a moment, Ayana allowed herself to lean into that simplicity, to let someone else be strong.

“Get off, 'Yana. You haven't even taken your coat off. I can't breathe.” Shayne pulled away, still smiling, as she turned to pick up two glasses and a bottle of wine.

The loss of contact left Ayana feeling slightly bereft, though she tried to shake off the sensation. When did I become so needy for physical comfort?

“Oh, I'm not...”

“I know, I know. You bring the juice to the counter. Can't be making that little bud tipsy now, can we?” Shayne winked, using the plant-based nickname that had been her private joke for any of Ayana's future children.

Ayana stopped mid-motion, her hand frozen halfway to the juice bottle. The casual certainty in Shayne's voice sent a jolt through her system that had nothing to do with morning sickness. How long has she known?

“Oh, good.” The words came out smaller than she intended, genuine surprise threading through her voice. “How did you do that? I haven't even told my family yet.”

“Oh, please. You've been so sick lately that you think I wouldn't notice. And I am sure you haven't been celibate. It was going to happen. Besides that, the baby is going to be a big one.” 

How is she doing that? Ayana had always known her friend was unusually perceptive. Ayana laughed as she followed Shayne into a large living room at the end of the hall. Ayana flopped on the couch. “At last, I can talk about it to someone other than André.”

Shayne laughed in agreement. “André is rubbing off on you, I see.” As she lowered herself onto the couch beside Ayana, she gave Ayana a glass of apple juice.

“Huh?”

“You flopped onto the chair like a rag doll.”

Ayana waved her hand in a dismissive gesture as she sat and looked across the room. Where do I start?

“So, what’s up?” Shayne watched Ayana and just waited. Happy to sit in silence as she drank from her very large wine glass.

“I had my first client today,” Ayana told her best friend about the meeting with Mrs Sunshard. As she told Shayne more of the story, Shayne became more still, and when Ayana finished, she rested her wineglass on the floor beside her feet.

“I didn't know you could create shields like that,” Shayne said once Ayana had finished, her expression a mixture of concern and fascination. “Especially not blue ones.”

“We can't. Well, I certainly can't.” Ayana's hand moved unconsciously to her collarbone, fingers tracing the space where she remembered the shield forming. The memory of it still made her skin prickle with phantom sensations. “And I've seen none of Mum's family—they are the water and earth ones—ever creating a shield. Besides, if we did, it would be green, not a pale blue like that.” She traced a circle in the air as if recreating the shield's outline, and for just a moment, she could swear she felt the faintest shimmer in the space around her fingers.

“Blue is air or water magic. Or something else entirely.” The words hung heavy in the heated air of Shayne's living room. Something else entirely. What if the baby wasn't just enhancing her existing abilities? What if something completely new were developing?

Shayne sat and looked at the muted television that was on across the room. Before turning back to her friend. “Can your mum create shields?”

Ayana leaned back on the couch, and she rubbed her stomach as if to soothe the baby. Her long fingers, elegant against the rich spice tone of her skin, moved in gentle circular motions. The repetitive movement was becoming a habit, she realized—a way to center herself when the world felt too uncertain. For a moment, her eyes shifted, a flicker of green intensifying the usual carnelian hue—a subtle sign of her earth element connecting with the life growing within.

The baby seemed to respond to her touch, and with it came a faint pulse of that strange energy she'd felt earlier. Not earth magic, but something that made her existing abilities feel amplified, more focused.
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