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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

When Jack's sister calls him in a panic and tells him there's something wrong with his little niece, he rushes to their rescue, only to find that her illness is magic-related.

He has no other choice but to call for aid. Magic can only be fixed with Magic, and even though the act has been forbidden, there is a specialized unit within the government where magic users are kept under lock and key. He has been warned to stay away from magic users his entire life, but his first encounter with it is nothing at all like what he had prepared himself for.

Instead of a wizened old man in a large robe and a cane, he gets an Alpha Werewolf holding a young woman in his arms, carrying her like she is some sort of precious cargo. The soft-spoken, smell-smelling young creature has eyes that make him feel like he's staring at galaxies, molten gold swirling and glimmering in them. She may look helpless and sweet, but he knows she's anything but. There are chains on her wrists and ankles to keep her magic bound.

The smart thing would be to stay away, but his wolf rears it's head and wants. He is overwhelmed with the urge to pin her down and put his fangs in her neck, to claim them for himself, but in order to do that, he would have to fight the Alpha Werewolf who has prior claim on her.

Things get even more complicated when he starts asking questions about why mages are dangerous, and yet kept in a secret government facility. 

He wants to set her free.

He wants her.
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​Chapter ​​One: Something Wrong
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"There's something wrong with Lily."

The voice in Jack's ear is breathless and scared and he struggles to maintain his composure because it's rare for his older sister to be this frightened. Then again, they are talking about her daughter. "Whatever it is, we can fix it," he responds automatically, not even thinking because they will. He will.

"She's just-" she swallows, trying to find the right words without sounding paranoid. "She hasn't been eating or sleeping well and I found her today just... standing there, in the middle of the garden and talking... talking to no one," she sounds confused and he can practically see the furrowed brow that makes her look like a kicked puppy. She's a few years older than him, but his status as Alpha makes him feel responsible for her.

"How long has it been going on?" he tries not to sound accusatory, but know that he had failed by the sharp inhale of breath on the other side of the phone. He would not even ask, except the symptoms are worryingly familiar.

"A few days," his sister admits at length. "I didn't- I'm sorry. I thought- I thought if I just ignored it, I could pretend it's not happening and things would go back... go back to normal, you know? But she's not- she's not her father. It isn't like that," she insists.

He's not sure if she's trying to convince him or herself more of that. She had been so secretive about her husband's disappearance, had gone to the station and made a report on her own, and then subsequently accepted the government's signed papers that affirmed her fears that he would not be returning to her side any time soon. Or at all. She is considered divorced.

On the other end of the phone, she is still talking, "He didn't whisper to the air. He would just spend more and more time outdoor, but she's not... she's not doing that."

"What is she doing?" he asks.

"I don't-"

He can see her running her fingers through her hair.

"It's just small things at first. She would be completely normal, and then suddenly her scent would change. Something... floral? But there's a sourness there, like it's artificial and just there to cover the real scent underneath. And the way she's been talking is just... wrong, like she knows all the words, but she's putting it together the wrong way. I put Fluffy into the washer the other day and she never asked for it back," she says and continues telling him about all the small things about her daughter that just aren't adding up.

"And it's been getting worse?" he hums, if only because he knows she has been keeping all this bottled up and she needs to talk to someone about it.

"Do you think it's something supernatural?" he asks.

She huffs.

With them, everything has the potential to be something supernatural. Whether it's nefarious or not is another issue altogether.

"Could you... could you ask our uncle to check if he knows someone?" she murmurs. "I know... I know we shouldn't rely on... on that, but this isn't something regular doctors can fix."

Jack doesn't bother asking her if she had brought her daughter to a regular doctor. She had kept this hidden from family, which tells him enough about how worried she is that Lilith would be taken away from her. She might be, if the problem is something Other, but if he calls Uncle Decker and he can fix it before it gets worse, she wouldn't have to worry about her daughter disappearing into the system.

She's worried that her daughter might be Other. It is rare, but happens sometimes, especially when one of the parents are closer to Nature. Her husband had shed his human skin altogether and returned to Mother Nature to live out the rest of his days as a Wolf.

Dating a Naturalist Werewolf had been her way of lashing out against their very modernized parents and she's reminded of that daily when she has to raise her daughter alone. Their relationship with their parents is very strained.

He can hear something move on the other end of the line. The catch of her breath quickly follows.

His sister starts, soft and cautious. "Baby?"

And then, his niece's voice is soft as she responds. "Mommy, I don't feel too good." He strains to hear the following thud as she falls into a dead faint.

His sister starts screaming his niece's name, growing more frantic by the second.

Fuck.
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​Chapter Two: Beyond Help
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He sends a message to his uncle on the way to her sister's house and drives like a madman all the way there without waiting for a response. He hopes that Decker is there. Of their family, he is the only one who had bothered to keep in touch with Uncle Decker after her moved out.

His sister doesn't say a word, holding onto her kid tightly. There are new wrinkles lining the edge of her eyes.

Lilith wakes some time during the ride, but she stays uncharacteristically quiet.

They skid to a stop at their uncle's residence, his sister wrenching the car open and running out even before he managed to park his car. They hurry inwards.

Uncle Decker never locks his door. He would say it's just asking for trouble, but honestly, the older Werewolf is just incredibly sure of his own abilities, both as a wolf and a practitioner of magic.

He is expecting them, two cups of coffee and a steaming cup of hot cocoa waiting for them on the table. He's already sitting, enjoying what smells like a combination of both.

"Ah, my favorite niece and nephew. So nice to see you two again, and you brought your little gremlin too," he says warmly, noticing Lilith for the first time.

She hides behind his sister's leg, looking a bit shell-shocked.

That's another sign that something's wrong. The sibling's relationship with the uncle might be strained, but Lilith adores him.

He frowns.

"There's something wrong with her," Jack announces, wanting the problem fixed immediately.

"I see," Decker hums. "You think it has something to do with me?" his hackles rise.

"Don't be ridiculous," Jack says. "We were hoping you know someone who can fix her," he says and ignores the way his sister is grimacing at the side, not liking the way he's implying there's something to fix in the first place, but can't argue that he's wrong. They're hoping to keep this within the family. It's never a good thing to be affected by magic.

"Tell me her symptoms," Decker says. He abandons his drink, setting it on the table, and starts moving towards Lilith.

She has been quiet this whole time, but when Decker starts towards her, she shakes her head and murmurs a frightened, "Mummy, no."

The resolute expression on Kira's face stutters, but she steels herself and pushes her daughter from behind her up to their uncle. "Uncle Decker's here to help, love," she insists, but the young girl's expression continues to be distressed, appealing to her mother's instinct to protect her.

"Lilith, you love Uncle Decker," Jake reminds her and is stunned by the shift of expressions that goes through the young girl's. He has never seen a look of pure disgust on her face before and he wishes he would never have to again. She isn't quite as adept as she thinks she is hiding the expression when she peers back up to Decker with a bright smile.

When he looks at Kira, he knows she had seen it too. She's her mother. Of course she had noticed.

"Have you tried bringing her to an actual doctor?" Decker asks, squatting down so that he is eye-level with Lilith.

"You're an actual doctor, aren't you? Kira asks.

Decker smiles enigmatically. "Only on paper. I haven't practiced in years."

These days, Decker deals more with getting supplies for the magic community that isn't supposed to exist outside of the government building where they are all kept. Jack is careful with being anti-magic to the outside world, but he funnels money into the program whenever he can.

He tilts his head a little and frowns. "Smells like Spring," he says apropos to nothing.

"Yes," Kira agrees.

"Daffodil," Jack offers. She smells like daffodils, and Kira's right about the undertone of sourness that's impossible to ignore, an uncomfortable sensation in his gut that tells him something's wrong. He doesn't know how Kira could stand to live with that scent for days and not gone insane.

"There are a few things I can try," Decker offers, nodding as though he knows what he's dealing with, but there's anxiety in his scent that tells Jack otherwise. Decker pins him with a gaze that says he already knows it won't work, but he'll try anyways because the alternative is asking for help and they have been keeping this secret from the family, even Kira who doesn't approve of how anti-everything their parents are.

"Just try," he says, preferring to get this handled here as well.

Decker gets up and moves to his cabinets, opening it to reveal vials filled with unnamed concoctions. His fingers wander over the stoppers before pulling out two slender tubes and a jar full of something that looks like mulch.

It doesn't smell like mulch when he opens it up. They wrinkle their noses at the overwhelming scent of vinegar, but Lilith's reaction to the jar is the strongest, a sharp recoil and a whimpering noise, like it hurts her physically to smell it.

Kira makes a shushing noise, rubbing her daughter's back in comforting circles, but she looks just as lost.

Decker mixes a few drops from each vial and the mulch into the chocolate drink, the first two doing nothing to the cup, but third causing the drink to spark up and smoke.

"The chocolate should cover the taste well enough," he hums, adding a few sticks of mulch that sizzles and disappears into the drink. He stirs is lightly, and takes a small sip. He makes a show of making it look like the most delicious thing he has ever tasted and then hands it to Lilith. "Drink up, darling," he hums.

Lilith eyes him warily and looks around the room as though hoping someone would stop him or announce that this is all an elaborate prank. The Lilith that he knows loves chocolate milk and would drink it for all three meals if her mother didn't control her chocolate milk intake and hide them up in hard-to-reach areas.
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