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Chapter One
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Genum Island, August 2017

Funny how even the nicest of days could sometimes feel so monotonous and boring. Dion walked around on his patrol instead of driving, hoping the fresh air might lift his mood. To be honest, he had no idea why he was so particularly uneasy. It was an average day. The sun was high in the sky, the weather warm with the lightest of breezes blowing. The undercurrent of magic that made the island was comfortable. Yet he wanted out.

It had been six months now. Six months of sleeping in the bed alone, waking up alone, and aimlessly wandering through life. Six months of being without the greatest love he’d ever known.

He found himself on the beach and knelt next to the water. Children were playing a short distance away. They waved and he waved back. He wasn’t sure who they were but everyone on the island knew him. He was the sheriff after all, which mainly consisted of breaking up occasional bar fights and dealing with tourists. He hadn’t minded the job before but now it was just another tie to this place.

He caught a glimpse of his reflection in the water. It wasn’t as clear, but he knew what everyone else saw. A dark-skinned man with dark brown eyes and a low haircut, perfectly groomed with a goatee framing thick, full lips. He couldn’t be sure if anyone else noticed that he’d lost weight in the past few months, but he knew it. Likely, he appeared to be the same chocolate-skinned Adonis that he’d always been. If only he felt that way. He needed to hit the gym and get more than three hours of sleep a night. The very thought made him sigh.

His phone went off and he pulled it out. Teryn, his sister-in-law was calling.

“Yeah?” he greeted gruffly.

“Why do you always sound like it’s the end of the world?” she asked.

Dion sighed. “I do not. What do you need?”

“Just checking on you since you’re not in the office. Need to talk?”

“No,” Dion answered shortly.

“I think you do,” Teryn pressed. 

“Fine, but not over the phone,” Dion relented. “I’ll come by the shop after I stop by the grave.”

“I’ll meet you there.” Teryn hung up.

Dion put his phone away, shaking his head. Being around Teryn, he couldn’t hide emotions. She was an empath, the same as her brother had been. He sighed and made his way to the graveyard.

* * *
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TERYN WAS ALREADY STANDING over the grave when he pulled up. The golden skinned woman looked so calm as her reddish-brown hair blew in the breeze. She was quite striking, especially as the sunlight caught her at an angle. She appeared almost ethereal as she stood over the headstone looking over into the distance. Her figure had filled out a bit since she’d given birth, but she wasn’t heavy by any means. Her hips had gotten a bit wider perhaps, but she looked amazing. She turned her light brown eyes on him as he approached.

“You’ve been coming here a lot,” she commented.

“Yeah,” was all Dion had to say in response.

“You know, if you really want to speak to him, we could always try that spell we used to talk to Cian’s dad last year.”

Dion focused his gaze on the tombstone. “I’ve thought of that. I’m not sure what I would say to him.”

“Maybe you just need to listen then,” Teryn suggested. “We all miss him, but he did what he did for us. You have to live.”

“I’m not moving on,” Dion shot back harshly.

“I’m not saying that you have to,” Teryn replied calmly. “But you’re distant and cold, especially with Tariq.”

Dion tensed slightly. “I’m not sure how you expect me to act. I’m not harsh with him.”

“You’re cordial at best,” Teryn pressed. “Like it or not, he’s Talis’ son. Since you are Talis’ husband, shouldn’t you try to get to know the kid? You’re technically his stepfather.”

“So, what do you want me to do?” Dion asked in exasperation.

“Get to know him,” Teryn told him. “He’s desperate to make sense of his life. He has this family he never counted on having but the person closest to his father won’t have anything to do with him. He’s confused enough without that.”

“Look, I do what I can, but this situation is hard. I didn’t want to stay here.” Dion closed his eyes after the admission but pressed on. “It’s hard to be here, in the room and bed I shared with Talis. It’s hard to see his face on his son.”

“So that’s it.” Teryn finally understood. “You distance yourself because he looks identical to Talis.”

Dion opened his eyes to look at her. “I hadn’t really admitted it until now but yeah. It’s not an attraction thing, obviously. It’s just painful. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah, but isn’t that unfair to him?” Teryn countered. “He didn’t choose to look like Talis. You’re the adult here and you know it’s not fair to him.”

“Yeah, I know.” Dion looked down to the grave and fell silent for a few moments. “If I wanted to try that spell, will you help?”

Teryn smiled. “Honestly, we’ve all wanted to try it, but we wanted to wait for you.”

Dion took a deep breath. “I think I can handle it now.”

“Let’s go home and I’ll get everything set up.” 
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Chapter Two
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Dion and Teryn returned to the Coven Manor. Teryn’s husband, Cian, was in the attic waiting for them. The attic was where their Book of Shadows was kept and most of the magic was done. Dion realized that he hadn’t been up there since Talis died. He didn’t really work spells as a cambion, or half demon, so he had little reason to be there. 

Cian didn’t look up when they entered. The pale skinned, black haired man was busy finishing the preparations for the spell. A potion was brewing in a cauldron and candles were set up. Eventually, he pushed his glasses up on his nose and turned his bright green eyes on them.

“Everything is almost ready,” he told them.

“Good.” Teryn looked to Dion. “Are you ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Dion answered honestly.

Cian had taken a few moments to arrange the candles in a circle. He returned to the cauldron and dropped a last ingredient in, watching as the flames under the cauldron intensified and smoke poured out of the cauldron to the circle of candles. It took a few more moments for the smoke to take the shape of a man and for him to finally step out. However, it wasn’t Talis that stepped out.

“Dad?” Cian stepped forward.

Ciel, Cian’s father, gave a somber look. He looked a lot like Cian, only a bit older and without glasses. His eyes were golden in color and somehow there was an edge behind his gaze that Cian simply didn’t possess.

“I’m pretty sure the intent was there for us to call Talis,” Teryn commented. “Not that it isn’t great to see you and all.”

“Yes, it was and no, the spell did not misfire,” Ciel replied. “I am a messenger in this case.”

“I don’t understand. Is Talis still adjusting?” Cian asked.

“The question you’re really asking is, ‘Has he been reincarnated?’, and the answer is no,” Ciel answered. “However, his circumstances are very different because he’s one of the Fair People. He is not ready for a visit to this world.”

Dion sighed, unable to put his feelings into words. Should he be angry or relieved? Could he really face Talis again after all this time? Could he really deal with such a temporary visit anyway?

“Dad, we waited six months before we tried this,” Cian argued. “There has to be more to it than this. And how did you end up as the messenger?”

Ciel raised an eyebrow. “The afterlife is never as simple as it seems, even for our family line. We can be called on at any time both by witches and by the Lord and Lady. For this, it was felt that someone close to you would be a better messenger, rather than one of the angels.”

All three looked rather dejected at this point. Ciel took some pity on them.

“Death is never easy, not for those we leave behind, and not for us either. For someone like Talis, who has been such a force in life and so determined to protect others, it’s even harder to pass on and know that you can no longer be the protector you were before.” Ciel looked to Dion. “You know that Talis knew what he was doing when he sacrificed himself. You know that he wanted you all to live. He wanted you to be happy in whatever you chose to do after he was gone. But he hoped that you would remain a family, and that the son he never got the chance to really know would be raised by his remaining family. While he can’t be here, I can safely pass that on to you.”

Teryn huffed. “We know that. Tariq does live here, you know? He’s a part of the Coven, and a part of the family. We’ve spent time with him, answering questions and getting to know him, letting him get to know us.”

Ciel rolled his eyes. “You and I both know who I was talking to, Teryn. Don’t act like this reminder was for you. It’s for Dion, the one person still holding himself away from the boy.”

Dion frowned but said nothing in response. This was feeling an awful lot like ganging up on him.

“I’m telling you what you need to hear because Talis isn’t here to do it,” Ciel told him. “Tariq is Talis’ son, and through marriage, yours as well. Treat him as such. You have to do what Talis cannot do now.”

“Okay, I get it,” Dion responded blandly. 

“I don’t think you do.” Ciel advanced forward to look him in the eyes. “You have wallowed in your suffering here, but you’ve taken no consideration for the rest of the family. Tariq has suffered a loss he can’t understand. The man he was born from that never knew him still gave his life to allow him to live. Teryn lost her brother, Cian lost his best friend, Phoebe lost her son, and yes, you lost your husband but it’s time to step up and step into life.”

Dion glared at him, but Ciel’s gaze was calm, which only made it worse. 

“Dad, do you really have to be so rough on him?” Cian asked softly.

Ciel turned to his son. “Someone had to say it. You won’t. I’m surprised Teryn hasn’t. There is pain for all involved here, but you three are leaders of the Coven. You’re parents. What about Angel?”

“She’s fine,” Teryn replied. “Surely you saw that much.”

“Yes, there’s a bit of favoritism there, and that’s the point I was making here.” Ciel turned back to Dion. “I understand that you had begun to bond with her before Talis died, but it’s not Tariq’s fault that he looks identical to your husband. You know better, so do better.”

That struck a chord with Dion. The wording was the way he knew Talis would have put it himself. He sighed.

“I get it, I really do,” he told Ciel. “I’ll work on it.”

“Good.” Ciel turned away from him. “I cannot tell you when Talis will be ready to see you, but I expect it will take quite a bit of time. Maybe you should take that time to work on your issues here.”

He stepped into the circle and smoke swirled around him until he vanished.

“Well, that didn’t go anything like I planned,” Teryn commented.

“I need a minute.” Dion walked out of the attic.

“Do you think we should go after him?” Teryn asked her husband.

Cian paused before answering. “No, not yet. Let’s give him some space. I think we all need to deal with this on our own for a while.”
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Chapter Three
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Dion didn’t know where he intended to go but he walked out of the manor. Nothing about this day had gone the way he would have expected. Now he had even more on his mind. With no real place to go to, he simply sat on the front steps and stared off into space. There was so much to process, even more than what Ciel had pointed out to him.

If he was honest, he only wanted to leave here because Talis was gone, and he wasn’t the best at dealing with deeply emotional things. His instinct was to run from his problems. Being alone scared him even more now than it had before he’d married Talis. But he knew Talis trusted him to be here, and truth be told, he loved Talis’ family. They had accepted him right away, and even stood up to Talis for him when he needed it. He was a member of the Coven and was, in fact, a leader alongside Teryn and Cian. Talis had left that to him.

Dion sighed. If he was honest with himself, he knew at least part of why Talis had given the designation to all three of them. Talis knew him better than anyone, and he knew Dion was more likely to run from his problems than to face them head-on. Talis had been his friend long before being his lover and husband, and he’d run from his feelings for Talis for years. But Talis had been worth dealing with those feelings. If he was fair, wasn’t Talis worth dealing with his current feelings? Was it fair to start running now just because Talis was gone? Wasn’t he a man who demanded that his partner treat him as an equal?

“Is something wrong?”

Dion started at the unexpected voice. He looked up at the young man that had addressed him, Tariq. The older he got, the more he looked like Talis, with his light brown skin and bright brown eyes. He was a slim young man with a lighter air about him than Talis had when he was alive. But he was similar to him in many ways, from his looks to the way he stood to his facial expressions. At that moment, he was frowning down at Dion much like Talis might have in a cross between concern and annoyance.

“No, I was just sitting here thinking,” Dion finally answered. “Say, do you mind talking with me for a bit?”

Tariq raised an eyebrow but sat beside him. They weren’t entirely strangers, but Dion had always held himself off from him. 

“So, we tried to talk to Talis today and instead we got Cian’s dad,” Dion told him.

“There’s a lot to unpack there,” Tariq ventured. “First off, how do we talk to dead people? Second, how do you contact the wrong dead person?”

Dion blinked a few times and finally burst out laughing. “I guess I figured all witches knew this stuff. Listen, there’s a spell that allows us to communicate with those that have passed on as long as they haven’t reincarnated. We used it last year to summon Cian’s dad on purpose. This time he was sent to talk to us in Talis’ place.”

“Well, I guess I can’t be mad that I wasn’t here then.”

“Yeah, but that brings me to what I need to talk about. I guess I haven’t exactly been much like a stepparent for you, have I?”

Tariq was a bit baffled by the question. “You haven’t been mean or anything. We barely know each other.”

Dion sighed. “You don’t see a problem with that? You’re Talis’ son and I’m his husband. I should really do better about being there for you.”

Tariq shrugged. “This is all new to me. I had hoped to get to know you better and to learn more about my bio dad from you. But I figured you stayed away because I look so much like him.”

Dion frowned. “You see a lot, just like Talis always did.”

“It’s not like it’s hard to figure out. I met him when he brought my family into the Coven and I noticed that I looked exactly like him. He saw the resemblance too, but just assumed it was coincidence because we were cousins.” Tariq smirked humorlessly. “This family is really weird, you know?”

Dion laughed again. “Yeah, tell me about it. I had no idea it would be this complicated when I came here for him.”

“I don’t actually know much about how you two met or got together,” Tariq admitted. 

“It’s a bit of a long story, but I guess it’s better if I tell you than anyone else.”

Tariq rolled his eyes. “That’s what Auntie Teryn said too. I asked her months ago.”

Dion understood the shot that had been fired. The kid was more like Talis than he knew.

“Let’s go for a walk and I’ll tell you all about it.” 
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Chapter Four
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In the distant land of the Fair People, Talis’ father, Wes, waited impatiently on the roof of his palace. He had taken a risk and was waiting on an update on the results. Patience had never been his virtue. A light breeze kicked up, blowing his long auburn hair around him. Beautiful amber eyes flashed with various emotions as he gazed off into the distance. 

“Father.”

He turned to see his daughter, Ariel, waiting behind him. The shorter, slender girl gazed back at him with identical eyes, though her eyes were naturally narrower than his own. She was slender but shapely, with long flowing black hair and golden skin. Unlike his son, Ariel had only the blood of the Fair People in her. She had the inhuman beauty that came naturally to their kind. She was also several hundred years older than her brother. 

“Any news?” he asked.

“The head enchanter wishes me to remind you that this has never been attempted before and may very well not work, but they are as prepared as they can possibly be,” she answered calmly. 

“I’m well aware of the history and I’m not concerned with whether or not it will work,” Wes told her. 

“I don’t question whether it will work either, Father. I question what state he’ll be in when it does,” Ariel responded calmly.

Wes grunted. “Well, at least someone believes in me.”

“I’ve been around long enough to know that you don’t do things on this grand of a scale without being sure that it’ll work. I just wonder if you’ve considered the possibility that you can’t control this.”

Wes turned away. “I’ve considered little more than all the possible ways this could go awry. This ritual has never been done in this way that any of us know of. But the theory is sound, and it should work.”

“Then shouldn’t we get started?”

Wes took a deep breath. “Yes, let’s do this.”

* * *
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TERYN AND CIAN WERE cleaning the attic when suddenly the entire house began to shake. 

“Are we overdue for a demon attack?” Teryn asked.

“Has a demon attack ever done this here?” Cian replied. 

The two struggled to find their footing for several moments before the shaking finally subsided.

“What the fuck was that?” Teryn demanded as she finally regained her balance.

“Something is different,” Cian replied.

“Let’s check on the kids.” Teryn rushed to the door and down the stairs with Cian hot on her heels.

Their daughter, Teyana, was still sleeping peacefully in her crib. Angel, technically Teryn’s cousin, was awake and unshaken. The nine-year-old was as calm as ever. 

“Angel, I don’t suppose you caused whatever that was, did you?” Teryn asked.

Angel shook her head. “No, but something changed.”

Teryn rolled her eyes. “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was your kid.”

Cian shrugged. “She gets straight to the point. I like it. Besides, I think if it was something dark, Teyana would have woken up screaming.”

“I don’t like being in suspense. We need to find out for sure.”

The air shimmered by the door and Dion appeared with Tariq. 

“Did you guys feel that?” Dion asked.

“You felt it too?” Teryn questioned.

Tariq nodded. “Something is different. I can’t put my finger on it but something changed.”

“Swear to the gods if I hear that one more time, I’m blasting someone,” Teryn muttered.

“That’s the best we can figure on short notice,” Cian told her.

“Fine, then you stay here and babysit.” Teryn started out of the room.

“Where are you going?” Cian asked her.

“To get answers from the one source around here that will have them.” Teryn walked off.

“What does that mean?” Dion asked Cian.

Cian shrugged. “Teryn does what she wants. I’ve long since given up trying to figure out what goes through her mind.”

Dion didn’t respond as he felt a sudden nagging pain in his chest. The sensation was odd and just painful enough to get him to notice it. His hand went to his chest out of reflex, which Cian noticed.

“Are you alright?!” 

Dion frowned. “It’s nothing. Just a little pain.”

“You’re a cambion. You don’t get chest pain as I’m almost positive you can’t have a heart attack.” Cian walked over and put a hand over his chest. “There’s definitely something wrong here.”

“I’m fine,” Dion insisted. “It’s already fading.”

“It’s still concerning,” Cian warned. “Go take it easy.”

Dion didn’t have the energy to fight the request and left the room.

“Are you ok?” Cian asked Tariq.

“I’m fine,” Tariq answered. “It’s been a weird day.”

“I saw you were out with Dion. How did that go?”

“It was nice,” Tariq ventured. “We talked a lot. He told me how he met my dad. I guess we’ll see how things go from here.”

“Give it time. I think it’ll get better. Dion needed a wake-up call, and my dad gave it to him.”

“Any chance we could try that spell for my adopted parents?” Tariq asked.

“Not today, but yes, I can help you with it another day,” Cian promised.

“Cool. Thanks, Uncle Cian.” Tariq left as well.

Cian turned to Angel. “Well, someone has to make dinner tonight. Care to help me out?” 
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Chapter Five
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Dion returned to work the next day to find that he wasn’t going to have an ordinary day at all. The office was normally quiet as there was very little in the way of crime on the island. Dion had discovered that was because everyone that lived on the island was of a magical origin. Regular humans visited frequently as a tourist attraction, but they never moved in. Honestly the sheriff’s office was there to break up bar fights but with Dion as the sheriff, they occasionally got calls for the magical problems in the area. With the number of phones ringing and his staff scrambling to answer, he knew something was going on in their community to cause this much activity. 

“Boss, we’ve got a hell of a situation.”

Dion turned to the deputy speaking to him. His name was Heath Connolly, a new hire. A white guy in his mid-twenties with bright red hair, green eyes and freckles, he looked rather slim compared to Dion but packed a punch. Like Dion’s husband, he was half faerie. 

“What the hell did I walk into?” Dion asked him.

“We’ve got reports of about two dozen missing kids,” Heath answered.

“Any normal human kids?” 

Heath shook his head. “We’re low on tourists right now. All these kids are ours. Didn’t you guys deal with a necromancer or something last year that took kids?”

Dion scowled and headed to his office, knowing Heath would follow him. “Please tell me you all are taking reports.”

Heath handed him a stack of paperwork. “Just because we’re magical folk doesn’t mean we can’t work human processes. We know the rules.”

Dion began to skim over the reports as he sat behind his desk. “For the record, I didn’t deal with that one, my husband did. That guy was working for someone bigger. But there’s all manner of other creatures that abduct children, including some among your people.”

“Mom’s people,” Heath corrected.

Dion grunted. “Whatever, it’s the same difference. This one is going to be hard to pin down. The kids are different ages, from toddlers up to twelve years old. Lower-level demons that take kids normally have a preference in age and sex.” He gestured to the chair across from him. “Better sit down. This is going to take a while.”

Heath did as he was told, and Dion handed him some of the stack. 

“Just for my purposes, let’s sort this by age and see if there’s anything the kids have in common. Were they alone? Were they taken at night when everyone was asleep? Did the parents hear or see anything? There’s got to be something we can find in here.”

The two started searching, pausing only as other officers brought in more. 

“We’re starting to get callbacks about reports we already had,” Heath pointed out.

“Good, that means the parents are looking harder to figure out what’s going on.” Dion pulled out his phone. “I’d better call Cian in on this. We need someone with more knowledge than I have. Plus, he can look through our book or at the shop.”

Cian answered on the third ring. “What’s going on?”

“I’ve got a bunch of missing kids. Somewhere around two or three dozen at this point,” Dion told him.

“That means they’re kids from the island, right?” Cian asked.

“All of them,” Dion confirmed. “Which means they all have some form of magical ability, and they were taken. No signs of a struggle from any of the reports I’m getting.”

Cian was clearly on the move in the background. “I’m in the shop today but that means I have more books to look through. Let me add Teryn in.”

Dion held while Cian brought Teryn on the call on three way. By the time he brought her on, Dion could hear her moving through the manor to head for the attic.

“We have a surprising number of children-abducting entities in the book,” she commented. “What more can you tell us?”

Dion put the phone on speaker and sat it down so that Heath could hear and contribute. “So far, I see that all of the kids were taken without any apparent struggle. No burn marks, no indication of any use of magic from the children.”

“It’s like they just vanished. They didn’t walk out of the home. Some of them are barely old enough to walk.” Heath continued flipping through reports. “The youngest kid was about two years old.”

“Nah, I got one that’s a newborn, barely two weeks old,” Dion cut in. 

“Should I start looking into demons or the faeries?” Cian asked.

“I’ve probably got more on demons here,” Teryn told him. “Look at the Fair People. There’s some weird ass faeries out there.”

“No offense to Heath, right?” Dion pointed out.

“Fuck no, he’s a ginger and still has freckles in his mid-twenties,” Teryn replied.

“I can hear you, you know,” Heath spoke up.

“Congrats, kid, you want a cookie?” Teryn replied. “It’s a joke. Someone has to lighten things up for folks to focus around here.”

“Shots at the Fair People help you focus?” Heath questioned.

“Oh sweetie, how new are you to this world?” Teryn asked in a jokingly condescending tone.

“Could we focus?” Dion interjected.

“I am focused, jerk. I’ve already got the book and I’m looking at demons. Give me some more info to go on.”

“Well, one report here says the window in the kid’s room was open,” Heath told her.

“Any marks around the window?” Teryn asked. 

“None noted here.”

“Then that doesn’t tell us much unless more of them had the same thing,” Teryn told him.

“Any wards on the houses?” Cian asked.

“No idea, we’d have to ask,” Dion replied.

“Have the guys start asking,” Cian told him. “That’ll help us narrow the field. Low level demons wouldn’t get through the wards. It’s a little harder to ward against the Fair People.”

Dion nodded to Heath who left to give the order. “Anything else we should look for?”

“Weird marks or items left behind, maybe even a message,” Cian told him.

“Any chance that weird earthquake has something to do with this?” Dion asked.

He was met with a few moments of silence as both thought over the question. 

“I doubt it, but I can’t really rule it out either,” Teryn finally answered.

“Agreed,” Cian added. “If it is related, then it would have to be someone extremely powerful, probably on the level of Titus at the least. I honestly don’t think we could handle anyone that strong.”

“Not without Talis,” Dion added quietly, saying what they were all thinking.

“Unfortunately, that’s the harsh truth of it,” Cian commented. “I don’t think that will be the case here, but we’d best prepare ourselves for it. It could be a coincidence but even things that start off that way in our lives tend to change down the road.”

“In the meantime, we need someone to check these homes for wards and protection spells.” Teryn paused as she flipped through the Book of Shadows. “I have way too many demons we could pin this on, but we need to be certain. Some are harder to find than others.”

“If it’s one of the Fair People, we’re in for a hell of a fight,” Cian added. “Frankly just play fighting with Talis as kids was rough, and he was a half breed. Fighting a pureblood doesn’t sound like anything I want to do if I don’t have to.”

“Any chance we can get in touch with Wes to get his input on this?” Dion asked.

“I’ll ask Mom,” Teryn answered. “She’s the only one that knows how to reach him now.”

“Fine, then I’ll get moving to look into the wards and protections. Better to get out and look than to sit here and wait for answers to drop in my lap. I’ll call you when I find something.” Dion hung up and got up to leave his office.

Heath flagged him down. “I’ll go with you.”

“Fine, hurry up. Something’s making me twitchy with all this and I feel like blasting something.”

Heath raised an eyebrow but quickly grabbed a jacket and followed him out.
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Chapter Six
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Teryn was still searching through the book, mainly to give herself ideas of demons and faeries to keep in mind as possible culprits when she heard the front door open. Deciding now was as good a time as any to take a break, she left the attic and descended the stairs. 

“Robert?” She was genuinely surprised to see the seer.

The golden-skinned man in question smiled at her. He was attractive enough, with thick lips and perfectly white teeth showing with the smile he gave her. Dark brown eyes seemed genuinely glad to see her but also tired beyond belief. He was slender and a few inches taller than her, with a toned physique that was easily hidden under his clothes. 

“I’m so glad you’re the one who was here this time,” he told her.

Teryn raised an eyebrow. “As opposed to who?”

Robert rolled his eyes. “Let’s not play dumb today. I’m way too tired for games and I came for a reason.”

“You always do. Come on, you look like you could use something to eat.” Teryn led the way to the kitchen, knowing he would follow. “When’s the last time you ate a real meal?”

“Honey, I don’t cook. I eat what I can when I can,” Robert answered.

Teryn gestured to a chair for him to sit in while she went into the refrigerator to pull out leftovers for him. “You look like you haven’t been sleeping either.”

Robert grunted. “It’s that obvious?”

“Yep, so tell me what’s going on.”

“I’ve had some weird dreams, which as we know are never just dreams. Most important to today is the little kidnapping problem you’re dealing with.”

“Dion could use the help since he’s out there on the search for a sign,” Teryn pointed out.

“And Dion hates me so it’s better that I come to you,” Robert replied. “You and I both know if he had his way, I wouldn’t be in the Coven at all.”

Teryn sighed and sat a full plate of food in the microwave to heat up. “You guys really should be over that by now.”

Robert rolled his eyes. “I’m the guy that was fucking his husband before they ever officially got together. Not only that, but I’m also the one that knew what his husband was going to do when we went into the fight with Titus and in his mind, I did nothing to stop it.”

“Could you have stopped it?” Teryn asked.

“Not without all of us dying painfully,” Robert muttered. “But Dion doesn’t exactly try to see things my way. In his mind, I was always going to be competition. And now I’m the seer who couldn’t see a way to save Talis’ life.”

“He might be a little more receptive now,” Teryn told him. “He’s had a harsh dose of reality lately. You’re not the only one that he’s had issues with.”

Robert grunted. “Yeah, I’m not taking my chances with that. Listen, I can tell you how the kids were taken. This time, it’s one of the Fair People. There’s a faerie that preys on children. Cian will find out who she is but will skip past it because this doesn’t fit her usual style. Normally, she goes for babies. This time, there’s shit in the faerie world bleeding over into ours.”

“Just what we need. Fair People politics,” Teryn muttered sarcastically.

“There’s more to my dreams, and it’s confusing. Therefore, I’d rather talk to you than Dion. These dreams are about Talis.”

Teryn leaned on the counter. “What about him?”

“It’s not him reaching out to me, just for the record.” Robert’s eyes changed completely white as he entered a trance to recall his dreams. “They’re flashes of him. It starts off with him at peace. He’s surrounded by light. There are voices around him but he’s fine. He’s a part of the light and has accepted everything he’s done. His work is done. He was happy. But then it changes. The light is disrupted. It’s almost like a fabric being torn apart. Talis is ripped out of the light and into this gaping dark hole. He falls for what seems like forever until finally he crashes. He’s drowning. The water is strange. It burns and then chills. It changes colors. One moment it’s green, the next it’s the darkest blue, almost black. He’s in pain. I hear chanting in a foreign language in the background. Then an unearthly roar and all I see is flashes of light. Screams fill the air and then it all goes dark.” His eyes returned to normal, and he let out a breath.

Teryn let out a breath. “Wow.”

“I have no idea what it means exactly but it scares me,” Robert admitted.

“You’ll have to help me understand how your dreams work. Are they normally literal visions or can they be metaphoric?” Teryn asked.

“Both,” Robert answered. “This one is too strange. It could be literal, or it could be a metaphor. Hasn’t anyone reached out to him in the beyond?”

“We tried but Cian’s dad showed up instead. He told us Talis wasn’t ready.” Teryn sighed. “I doubt that he could tell us any more now than he did then.” She got his plate from the microwave and sat it in front of him. “What do you think it could mean?”

“If he were alive, I’d think he was about to die. Since he’s dead, I have no idea.” Robert started to eat. 

“Could you see anything else around him after the water?” Teryn questioned. “Could you make out any of the voices?”

Robert took a few moments to respond as he had to swallow food. “It feels like it’s in a cavern. The voices echo. I can’t make out the voices because I can’t recognize the language. It’s not any I’ve ever heard.”

Teryn thought for a few moments before asking her next question. “You said there was chanting. Did it sound musical?”

Robert shook his head. “Definitely just chanting. It feels magical. It has to be a spell or ritual of some sort.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“This vision has only been for about a day. I have others that keep me up at night. This is the latest in a long line of visions to warp my brain.” Robert paused to take another bite. “This is my life. I can’t control these visions. I can’t stop them either. Never got a chance to learn that ability.”

Teryn sighed. “Let me guess, Talis was supposed to help.”

“He tried.” Robert stopped for a moment to gather his thoughts. “He looked all over for another seer. There isn’t another in the Coven or in your contacts. He thought maybe he could perform a spell that would limit the ability for me but then the world went to shit, and he had to be all noble.”

Teryn sighed. “That’s a succinct way of putting it. But aside from that being a weird dream, how does it relate to our current dilemma?”

“I told you that you’re looking for a faerie, right?” Robert rubbed his temples. “You’re looking specifically for a Black Faerie. They normally take newborns. They’re working for someone bigger in their world.”

“Why do they need the babies?” Teryn pondered.

“Only one of them might be able to explain it, but it’s something to do with the energy of children. Something we lose as we’re older. Maybe our innocence.”

“Well, you’re partially right.” Wes appeared in the doorway. “I have to say, Teryn, this is a most inopportune time for me to be away from home but thankfully your friend here has made a very interesting point.”

“I guess Mom got through after all.” Teryn straightened up and folded her arms across her chest. “So, it sounds like something from your world is spilling over into ours.”

“In a manner of speaking. There’s been something simmering among the Fair People for quite a while now. I’ve gotten word that our adventures in dealing with the Dark God are far from over.”

“You got word?” Teryn questioned.

Wes smirked. “What? Do you think higher powers only speak to you mortal born witches? I’m far too old not to have some contacts of my own, little girl.”

Teryn rolled her eyes. “You’re deflecting. That’s big information. One would think you’d share where it came from.”

“No time,” Wes replied quickly. “We need to catch whichever faerie has these children and fast. Black Faeries start off nice, but they get nasty.”

“Care to enlighten us on what their deal is?” Teryn asked.

“Black Faeries are born from mothers who lost their child, generally as a newborn. They prey on newborns attempting to fill that hole in their heart, but inevitably murder the child. The blood nourishes them. It’s a twisted bit of black magic.”

“So why are these children of varied ages?” Robert asked.

“If I had to guess, which is all I have at this point, they’re gathering power for a ritual. I don’t think I want to know what it’s for. So, is someone going to be here with the children while we go take care of this problem?”

“I’ll see what I can do. Give me a minute.” Teryn walked out of the kitchen. 

“As for you, seer boy, are you still walking around plagued by visions you can’t control and just barely decipher?” Wes asked.

Robert cut his eyes at him. “There is so much wrong with everything you just said, starting with ‘seer boy.’”

“No, I think I’m right on the money.” Wes sat next to him. “My source tells me that Talis was attempting to help you before the battle. Being that you can’t block visions, you can’t block telepathy either. So, I know all about your little struggles. What do you say to a little deal to help you with your problems?”
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