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      Logan hummed softly, trying to distract herself from the unpleasant task she had to perform tonight. Her voice blended with the winds as they whipped around her on the way to the Burgess estate.

      A few days ago, she had left her sister Diana with the intention of taking care of this particular errand right away. But the Burgess family hadn’t gathered with the sitting patriarch, Gerald, until now. And he, most of all, needed to hear what she had to say. Hillard too, but mostly Gerald.

      She let the wind carry her to the Georgian mansion the Burgess clan called home in the English countryside near Somerset. Normally, the trip would have taken hours, but up here in the currents, it was a matter of minutes. She paused when she sighted the house, counting the number of cars outside. Judging from the crowded state of the drive, both Gerald and Hillard were inside. The winds confirmed her hunch, so she looked around for an opening. Spotting an unlit chimney, she plunged inside.

      Logan materialized on top of a formal dining room table laden with crystal and fine china. Her high-heeled boots rested on a silky-looking tablecloth.

      Glad I opted for leather pants instead of that miniskirt I was going to wear.

      Pants had been the better choice, considering how many pairs of eyes were on her now. Each expression ranged from shock to startled discontent. One young man sat with a spoon frozen halfway to his mouth.

      They were only on the soup course, which was good. It would have been far less intimidating if she’d materialized over a roast or leg of lamb.

      “Hello, Gerald,” Logan said, addressing the austere, grey-haired man at the head of the table.

      Gerald Burgess slowly lowered his spoon. He met her eyes with a steadfast composure she reluctantly found impressive. As far as she knew, he’d never met any of her kind before, but his steady grey eyes didn’t betray a hint of surprise. He didn’t know why she was here, but as the head of one of the seven families, Gerald had seen a lot in his day. Enough that he was able to school the shock he must have felt at having a six-course meal interrupted by an Elemental.

      “Hello,” he said in a cultured British accent. He leaned back in his chair. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

      The other family members didn’t move. Diana was right about the head of the clan. He had seen to their education. They knew when they were outmatched.

      “I’ve come about your granddaughter,” Logan said.

      She almost felt bad about it. Unlike some of the other family heads, Gerald cared about all of his grandchildren and great-grandchildren, even the illegitimate ones. Why Hillard hadn’t chosen to inform his father about the product of his affair was a mystery. But it wasn’t her problem.

      The youngest girl at the table made a whimpering, choking sound when Gerald turned to her with a surprised expression.

      “Not that granddaughter. And it’s not the one in the States either. You haven’t met this one. And you never will. Her name was Sage. She became…a problem. One you don’t have anymore.”

      Gerald swallowed. His expression grew cold and remote. Power crackled in the air, surging forward in her direction, but Logan chose not to take offense. The old man was agitated, and she hadn’t pulled the punch.

      “I see. And was it necessary to rid me of this problem?”

      “She broke the covenant and killed a child. She was going to take the life of a second one when she was stopped.” Logan’s voice was implacable, her usual exuberance subdued—buried under the coldness of the Air Elemental.

      There was a smattering of gasps as a little shockwave swept over the small group. Logan studied the expressions on the ring of faces surrounding her. Diana’s guess was right. One of those shocked expressions was fake. But Gerald’s was genuine. He lifted a weathered hand to his head. The tremor that ran through it was almost imperceptible.

      “It’s not our fault! Whatever this child did, we can’t be held responsible,” Hillard shouted.

      Logan turned to him. Hillard’s thin aristocratic face was contorted in indignation and fear.

      “That’s where you’re wrong. Your child was your responsibility. You knew that. You knew, and you let her make her own way in the world without you. Well, she did. Left quite an impression too.”

      All heads turned to Hillard. Gerald shot him a dark look filled with disgust. Though this situation was news to him, Logan guessed this wasn’t the first time his son had been a disappointment. She turned to the woman seated next to him. Hillard’s wife was sitting there with a fixed, frozen expression. Logan almost understood why she had done it. Almost…

      Logan knelt down in front of her. Stephanie, the wind whispered.

      Yes, that was the name Diana had mentioned. “You know the consequences of what you’ve done, Stephanie. I’m here to render judgment.”

      “What is going on here? What has she done? It’s Hillard who should be punished,” Gerald said in surprise.

      Hillard sputtered incoherently in his own defense, but Logan ignored him and answered Gerald.

      “He will be. But so will she,” Logan answered. “Stephanie knew about her husband’s mistress and the child. She fed Sage secrets. Things that should only be passed down to those worthy of keeping them. Both Hillard and Stephanie broke the covenant, one through neglect, and the other for revenge. I’m here to strip them of their magic. By rights, Hillard’s entire line should be treated to the same, but I’m willing to be lenient in this case.”

      Hillard found his voice. “You call that lenient? I’m to be punished because I didn’t know I had another child?”

      His voice didn’t fit what she knew of him. It was rich and deep, the voice of a politician—one meant to be a great statesman.

      “Don’t bother. I know you’re lying,” Logan said. “It’s useless to even try. It was your duty to take all of your children in hand. Even those whose existence you wanted to bury. You’ll be stripped of your magic, but I’m leaving your line intact. Your other children get to keep their talent, so count your blessings. It’s more than you deserve.”

      Logan turned to Stephanie. The elegant blonde met her eyes and said nothing. But apparently, Gerald was fond of his daughter-in-law.

      “Stephanie wouldn’t have done what you’re accusing her of,” he protested. “She knows better.”

      Logan sighed. “That’s sort of the point. She did know better. But her anger over her husband’s affair got the best of her.”

      She knelt on the table. “Stephanie, give me your hand.”

      Stephanie adjusted the sleeve of her fine cashmere sweater and rose gracefully to her feet. She put a fine-boned manicured hand in Logan’s. “My children are innocent in this. They didn’t know about their sister.”

      This one definitely has class. It was a pity she’d let her rage and disappointment in her husband overcome her good sense.

      “I know,” Logan said in a low voice as Stephanie’s son and daughter exchanged a quick, startled look.

      Reaching deep, she called the wind and silently invoked the Mother’s name in the language known only to her kind. Other ancient words followed. The wind picked up as if someone had opened a window during a storm. It passed over Stephanie and Hillard in a sweeping rush. In her mind’s eye, she could see the undefinable little something she associated with magical talent disappearing from their auras like sand being blown off a hill.

      It was over quickly.

      “You can’t hold me responsible for the actions of a child I didn’t know was mine!” Hillard shouted, unaware Logan had already finished carrying out his sentence.

      She was tempted not to answer him. She had met his type before. Men like him, born into privilege and power, expected the world to bend around them. Most of the time, it did—at least in the human world. But among Supernaturals, when push came to shove, a legacy would only get one so far. A person had to have intelligence and talent, a lot of it, to rise to the top. And Hillard was not Gerald.

      “But I do hold you responsible,” Logan answered. “And so does the Mother, or I wouldn’t be here. There are rules to this world, and a price to pay for the ability to use magic,” she added, irritated by his refusal to accept responsibility.

      “I didn’t know about her,” he hissed.

      The winds whipped around him, calling him a liar.

      “Don’t you know better than to try to deceive me?” Logan asked, raising an ebony eyebrow.

      She decided he didn’t when Hillard drew himself up for a moment before launching himself at her. He hit the wall with a resounding crash, slumping to the floor in a graceless slide. No one seemed surprised but him, although most of the others flinched at the noise.

      Hillard groaned loudly, but he stayed prone on the floor as she hopped off the table, studying Stephanie carefully. The woman hadn’t moved in all this time. She looked like a statue, a brittle one that might fall apart in a strong breeze.

      Logan sympathized, but she remembered what the winds had told her. Stephanie watched Sage for a while. Long enough to learn that the young witch was well on her way in a downward slide. Faced with the concrete proof of her husband’s infidelity—again—she decided to help Sage along to the black. Stephanie had fed her husband’s bastard spells and information—dangerous things an inexperienced witch shouldn’t have had access to.

      The pain and shock on the faces of Stephanie’s children was hard to see. But it was part of the job. She turned away to face the fireplace that had been her entrance.

      Above it was a weapon she didn’t recognize. It was an odd, silver-black matte color. It had a hilt like a sword that curved up into a wicked curved blade with three sharp points—except the points met on the interior of the curve. The exterior looked dull.

      Not a very effective weapon…but, like the thing that had been used to stab her sister Diana, it wasn’t of this earth.

      Jesus, how many extraterrestrial weapons were lying around waiting to be discovered? Where exactly did the Burgess family come from?

      Logan frowned. The family’s origins were not her mystery to solve. She and her sisters had enough to deal with right now.

      The young woman at the table stirred. “It no longer responds to any family member,” she said in a small voice.

      Logan narrowed her eyes. The girl flinched and looked down. Truth, the wind whispered. And lie.

      She hesitated, tempted to filch the thing and make a break for it. But the covenant was clear on these matters. Practitioners got to keep their objects of power and their tomes of magic so long as they didn’t use them to harm others.

      She tore her gaze away from the piece and turned to give Gerald a nod of acknowledgment. It was to his credit that he was able to give her one back, although his gaze was still on his daughter-in-law. Logan dematerialized and whipped out of the room.

      In the air currents, her conscious mind processed what she’d done. She had never stripped anyone of their magic before. It was why Gia had agreed that she should do it, so she could gain firsthand experience. They hadn’t done a stripping for a long time. But that wasn’t because it wasn’t deserved in a lot of cases.

      It had been a lot easier than she thought. Physically, anyway. The act itself was simple. But the reality of it had been damn depressing. At least, it had been in Stephanie’s case. She didn’t feel that bad about Hillard. The winds had some nasty things to say about him.

      Logan coasted the currents a few minutes longer before deciding to hit a club. Maybe she would find a little company.

      There was that young actor she’d been hanging out with. Michel had asked her to meet him tonight. Of course, he did that every night. But after the scene at the mansion, she was suddenly up for companionship. Michel was always ready to drop everything when she called. And Logan was pretty sure he could distract her from tonight’s unpleasantness. A little mindless dancing with a cute guy would do wonders. Maybe more…

      She was still trying to decide whether to allow Michel to take her to bed. And unlike the other offers she’d gotten lately, she was giving this one serious thought. The actor was good looking, amusing, and basically harmless. Most importantly, her heart was not involved, which was exactly what she was looking for in a man right now.

      Logan didn’t need any emotional entanglements. Her position as the junior elemental was still relatively new, and it required her full attention. However, there was no rule that said she couldn’t have a fling. In fact, the actual rules were few and far between. She just wasn’t sure Michel was the right man to fling with.

      Well, staying away from him wasn’t the way to figure it out. Besides, he was a good kisser and she wanted to dance.

      Much later, when Logan had abandoned herself to the beat while dancing with her actor, she became aware of a new sensation. It was the feeling of being watched.

      Whipping her head around, she scanned the other dancers. But no one paid her any attention—no more than usual. She shook off the feeling when Michel wrapped his arms around her, pulling her in closer.
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      The heavy bass of the music vibrated through Connell’s body as he made his way through the shifting crowd. Instinct told him his prey was here, though he hadn’t laid eyes on her yet.

      He’d wasted the better part of a month hunting her in the expected places—the Underlife clubs of the U.S. and Europe. But there had been no sign there. He would have known if she’d been in disguise, something she was fond of doing when she moved among the Supernaturals.

      He’d done his homework when it came to the Air Elemental. Know thy enemy had been an internal mantra since this whole mess had started.

      The crowd shifted and swayed in time to the music in the dark club. He was pretty surprised that she chose to spend time in places like this, among so many humans. The rich and spoiled elite of the human world were here to drink, dance, and do drugs before indulging in whatever sexual thrills their kind could afford. In his experience, those weren’t much.

      He dismissed a beautiful girl who sidled up to him invitingly with a dark glance. She took one look at his forbidding features, the cold set of his lips and eyes, and wisely retreated.

      His enhanced hearing and sense of smell, still blessedly intact, were threatening to shut down against the onslaught of music combined with the scent of so many sweaty people. Under normal circumstances, he would have avoided this place like the plague, but where his quarry went, he followed.

      He threaded through the dancers on instinct, letting his senses guide him to the girl who had almost destroyed him.

      A tingling at the base of his spine guided him to the left of the bar. From there, he could get a clear view of the balcony that ran along three sides of the room. His skittering senses told him she was there. He didn’t know what she looked like, only that she appeared quite young. But that was the case for all of her kind. They took up the Mother’s mantle while in their teens or twenties, and then they stopped aging.

      He dismissed one woman after another until his eyes locked onto a figure moving high above. A thrill of recognition coursed through him, as well as surprise.

      She’s tiny, he thought, taken aback.

      He’d been expecting someone more physically imposing. But the Asian girl dancing in the corner of the catwalk was petite, barely five feet tall. And she was completely unaware of his intense scrutiny.

      Grateful she couldn’t sense the danger she was in, he leaned against the wall, intent on his prey. The Elemental was wearing dark pants and a red corset tank with a black design on it.

      He watched her, transfixed, aware with some disgust that he was getting hard. His hatred was still a fire in his blood, but some of that warmth was swiftly being channeled in another direction. It made him angry, mostly with himself, but his enemy wasn’t what he’d expected.

      Shifting uncomfortably, he continued to stare, hyperaware there was something wrong with him.

      The problem was the way she moved. He’d never seen anything quite like it. She’d completely given herself over to the music, her fluid, rhythmic movements abandoned and free. She moved like the element she was supposed to embody—like wind whipping over a field of wheat.

      He hadn’t realized she would be so…sensual. She was keeping perfect time with the primal beat of the music. For a second, he forgot himself and pictured taking a fistful of her sleek, black hair, using it to force her mouth toward him.

      For fuck’s sake. He couldn’t even see her features clearly, and he was struggling for control.

      He recovered more slowly than he liked, but he was able to push the erotic image away. He had a plan and couldn’t afford to be distracted by inconvenient lust. The creature might be graceful, but she was also dangerous and possibly corrupt.

      The music changed, pausing between tracks. The momentary reprieve made him aware of how long he’d been staring at the sprite. By rights, he should be trying to rip out her throat. Reminding himself of his mission, he started up the stairs to the balcony with large, purposeful strides, his tunnel vision trained on his target. He skirted the shifting dancers, pushing them carefully out of his way as he went.

      His control was straining, the instincts of the wolf still alive inside him, but he didn’t want to alert his prey to the danger. Not until it was too late for her to escape. And now that he’d finally found her, there was no way she could get away from him. Not again.

      The crowd was thinner on the balcony, but there were still enough people to block his view of the Elemental as he prowled closer. He wanted to push them away and leap on the girl. Tamping down his impatience, he forced himself to move with normal human speed. In a few moments, he would have her.

      He spared a second’s thought for how he would get her out of there, but he dismissed it just as quickly. His black-ops training had already helped him spot three viable exits where he could carry an unconscious woman out without too many prying eyes. It would be a simple matter to convince anyone who tried to stop him that his woman had simply had too much to drink. The fact that he was six-foot-five and built like a brick wall would be enough to discourage anyone who thought to argue with him.

      With another step, he reached the darkened corner where the sprite was dancing. A light breeze ruffled his hair. The platform was empty. He swore viciously, spinning around. He couldn’t see her anymore. With a growl of frustration, he looked up and realized there were skylights on the distant ceiling. And one was open.
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      Logan let the weird sense of being watched fade away as she took to the air. Of course someone had been watching her. The club had been full, and people were always checking each other out.

      It had felt a little different tonight, though. For a split second, she felt hunted, which was ridiculous. No one hunted an Elemental unless they had a death wish. She’d scanned for threats but found none. Shaking off her uncertainty, Logan paused to savor the night air.

      She was high above the ground, her physical form gone. Logan enjoyed the sense of weightlessness that came with drifting high above the earth. Not all her predecessors had enjoyed this the way she did. A few had disliked the sensation of being formless so much that they chose not to travel in the winds unless they had to. But she had loved it from day one. It was one of the reasons she’d been able to take to the air almost as soon as she’d inherited her power.

      Unlike Diana and Gia, Logan hadn’t had Elemental abilities from birth. Her gifts had been run of the mill…for her family. Then she had been given dominion over Air at seventeen—old enough to have accepted the fact she was not going to be an Elemental like her great-grandmother and other distant ancestors.

      The Mother had turned to her after all, and everything had changed.

      Her life had altered dramatically over the past few years. Logan no longer sat and read about the great deeds of Elementals. Now she was living the life she had always dreamed of. She worked and played hard, trying to make the most of each new experience. She had to. At any moment, the Mother might change Her mind and choose someone else.

      Gia assured her it wasn’t likely, but Logan still felt like she was on probation. After all, it had only been a little over a year since she was allowed to work solo. She was devoted to her job. She’d taken a break for a few hours to decompress, and she was good now.

      It was time to get back to work.
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      “I’m fine,” Logan repeated for the fourteenth time. And it had been fourteen times. She was counting.

      “You need to be more careful,” Serin said. “You were seriously hurt, and it would have been far worse if you’d not taken out those witches beforehand. They might have killed you.”

      Her sisters, Serin and Gia, were communing with their elements, water and earth. When they did, their voices carried to her along the aether, the fifth element, which bound all magic to the world. They sounded different from the spirits Logan had heard since she was a child. Though those voices could be annoyingly loud at times, they didn’t resonate with the vibrancy of magic and life she associated with the living. And unlike those others, her sisters never lied to her…

      As the Air Elemental, Logan technically communed with her element at all times. She had to breathe after all. And she was usually grateful she could keep in touch with her sisters so easily, but not when one of them wanted to lecture her.

      “I wouldn’t go that far,” Gia said eventually, coming to her defense. “They weren’t a match for our Logan. Even crippled, she’s a force to be reckoned with. Not that I don’t agree about being more careful. But I have faith you can handle most anything anyone throws at you, including those newbie grey witches. But a little discretion in whipping objects heavier than yourself might be in order.”

      Logan sighed, a long, drawn-out sound of suffering. She’d been getting the riot act from all three of her sisters since she’d returned from Quebec. Even Diana had lectured her on keeping things simple when she’d contacted her yesterday.

      Logan had been hurt while giving some witches a much-needed set down. The witches had dabbled a little too close to the dark, enough to shift the balance in their vicinity. They hadn’t done anything worth stripping them over, and they weren’t black yet. Instead, the girls referred to them as grey. As a group, the Elementals had decided to send a message before the witches did something that would shift them all the way to the black.

      And Logan had delivered it with style, as she always did.

      But it was her flair for drama that had gotten her in trouble. She had been showing off—although that wasn’t something her sisters frowned on. Making a lasting impression was a big part of her job. In this case, she had decided to huff and puff to blow the witches’ house down.

      Unfortunately, it had been more than a dark shack in the woods belonging to some old crone. The substantial log cabin had been difficult to destroy, and Logan had whipped a heavy log a little too carelessly. It had hit another log embedded in the dirt, causing it to rebound on her. It struck her back with considerable force.

      The log would have broken her spine if she’d been human. As it was, she had a couple of cracked ribs. Fortunately, the witches were rolling around the ground, too busy groaning and praying for death to notice what she now called “the little mishap”. Despite her injury, she’d managed to dematerialize and make her way out of there.

      “The little mishap” was why she was currently rusticating in Provence, enjoying the mistral’s soothing touch in the south of France. They had a cozy safe house there, one passed down from earlier generations of their kind. The Air Elementals had always loved it there, especially when the wind blew so hard it shrieked.

      “I’m almost as good as new,” Logan assured them. “And I’ve learned my lesson. No more playing the big bad wolf without knowing where each log is going to land.”

      “How about no more whipping around huge logs instead?” Serin persisted.

      “Well, how about a compromise? No more than one log at a time anymore,” Logan said, feeling rather generous.

      She loved the Water Elemental, despite the older woman’s need to mother her to death.

      Serin sighed. “I’ll take what I can get.”

      “That’s the spirit.” Gia laughed before her voice became serious. “Has anyone heard from Diana lately?”

      Logan smiled. Gia was still suspicious of Alec Broussard, Diana’s new mate. It was an unusual choice for a Fire Elemental. Vampires were the most flammable of all the Supernaturals, with the possible exception of very old wood nymphs. But Logan had met the man in person and thought he was worthy. Alec was certainly less annoying than Serin’s pompous and conceited mate, Jordan.

      But comparing the two was not fair. Serin and Jordan had been together since before Logan was born. Just because she’d never liked him didn’t mean he was a bad guy. He was simply irritating to be around.

      “I heard from her yesterday,” Logan replied. “She and Alec are in Adelaide, wrapping up a case. They’re good. They’re heading to the North Coast afterward. Alec wants to take Diana to dive the Great Barrier Reef for a little vacay. And before you ask, she already lectured me too.”

      “Well, that’s good. About the vacation, I mean. She doesn’t take enough downtime,” Gia said.

      The Earth Elemental sounded upset, but Logan suspected it was more complicated than that. Gia was happy for her sister; they all were. She just didn’t approve of her choice. Gia had issues with vampires, but they seemed small compared to the giant chip Diana used to have on her shoulder before she met Alec.

      Once upon a time, there wasn’t a species Diana had detested more than vampires. But now, she was practically married to one.

      “Yes, well, she has been a little quiet,” Serin added, but her voice held no judgement.

      “She and Alec are still in the honeymoon phase,” Logan explained. “And Di deserves a break. She’s always worked too hard.”

      Before Alec came along, they had all taken turns trying to talk Diana into relaxing more. Unlike the rest of them, Diana had no family—no obligations to stop and check in with anyone. Until she met her vampire, Diana had avoided any relationships outside of their small circle. As a result, she had never learned to rest in between missions. She went from town to town, doing her job and not much else. Alec had forced Diana to slow down and learn to enjoy herself a little. They were probably sexing it up and down all over the Australian continent right around now.

      Logan sighed, a little envious.

      “No one is disputing that the relationship has been good for Diana. She deserves to be happy. And I am glad she has someone…supportive,” Serin said, a very noticeable edge in her voice.

      Was there trouble in paradise? Maybe she’ll break up with Jordan, Logan thought gleefully.

      For half a minute, she let her hope rise before the guilt set in. After, she started hoping whatever was bothering her sister wasn’t related to her mate. Serin loved the man, and on paper, there was nothing wrong with him. He was simply a bit selfish. The biggest problem was that he seemed to make Serin’s job harder instead of easier, like Alec did for Diana.

      “In any case, I’m glad she’s happy,” Serin continued without acknowledging her lapse. “No doubt she’ll check in more often once she and Alec settle into a routine.”

      Of the four of them, Serin was the most concerned with appearances. She wouldn’t want to discuss anything wrong with her personal relationship with her sisters until the issue had been resolved. Serin was tight-lipped about family issues too.

      That last part was understandable. If Logan had been saddled with Serin’s parents, she’d spend a heck of a lot more time whining.

      “I’m sure that’s true,” Gia said carefully.

      Gia had obviously also heard the unusual note of frustration in Serin’s voice, but she’d known the Water Elemental for almost a century, long enough to know not to bring it up.

      “It is true,” Serin continued in a determinedly upbeat tone. “I have to go. I’m meeting Jordan for dinner before heading out to Cancun again. Not a cartel this time. A shifter is acting up. Feel better, Logan. Don’t move too far from the mistral until you feel like your old self.”

      “I don’t intend to,” Logan assured her. “I’m sitting on my favorite rock. The wind really picked up today. It’s great.”

      “The wind always picks up wherever you are,” Serin said with genuine humor this time before saying goodbye.

      “Rest up and be more careful next time, sweetie,” Gia said.

      “I’ll be fine. Practically one hundred percent now. Already back in dance form,” Logan said, opening her eyes to check how long she had till darkness fell.

      She was basking in the sun on a windswept hill close to their safe house. The two-story dwelling was nestled between some trees at the bottom of the hill.

      “All right,” Gia said. “Try not to break anything else. Like your bones or anyone else’s unless it’s absolutely necessary.”

      “I did not break any of my bones. I only cracked ‘em a bit,” Logan said, knowing better than to promise not to break anyone else’s bones, despite her forced vacation.

      You just never knew.
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      It was dark by the time Logan finished prepping her dinner. It was a quiche in homage to her current location. She couldn’t cook much, certainly not any of the elaborate Chinese meals her aunt had tried to teach her to make. Cooking wasn’t a high priority, unlike her training and missions.

      She reminded herself to make time to go see her family before she went back out again. Hope, her mom, lived in San Diego with her sister. Aunt Mai was almost ten years older than her sibling, but she was every bit as youthful and energetic. Both women had emigrated to the U.S. in their teens with their globetrotting parents, who had lived all over Europe. The Air Elemental was the only one in the current generation born in the U.S., although Diana had ended up there after her mom died.

      Logan had lost a parent too. Her dad had been killed shortly after her seventh birthday, but between Hope and Mai, she had a rich, supportive family life. She was close to her mom and aunt. And even though they hadn’t dreamed she would inherit, they’d taught her about her legacy as soon as she could walk.

      Though Mai and Hope were gifted, neither had demonstrated Elemental-level talent. But they knew their place in history and what they owed to future generations. They had told her about the Elementals because it was a part of who they were—the legend in their blood.

      Unlike Diana, Logan had grown up with full awareness of her lineage—her ancient forebears Feng-Po-Po, the Goddess of the Winds, and Xihe Li, the legendary Fire Elemental.

      Her mother and aunt had spoken about those illustrious ancestors as if they were close relatives who lived down the block. The stories were passed down her maternal family line the same way her mother’s jade combs had been. As a result, she’d grown up with knowledge of the Elementals as part of her reality. Nevertheless, it had come as a shock when she had inherited in her teens.

      Recalling those first heady days playing with her new abilities brought a smile to her face. Gia had called her a prodigy. And she had been a natural, able to take to the winds within the first few weeks. It was a skill that took months or years to master, even among those who had been born with their abilities.

      She still had a lot to learn, but things were going well. Her sisters were pleased with her progress. Logan, however, couldn’t wait to be completely healed so she could get back out there. Downtime was great, but work was better. She loved her job.

      Very hungry now, she threw her quiche in the oven, and then turned the music up loud.
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      Connell stood outside the two-story house, just beyond the lit windows. He was shrouded in darkness.

      The devil take it.

      She was dancing again. He stifled a groan. This was getting ridiculous. He’d been tracking the Air Elemental for more than two months. He’d started in England after hearing about what happened at the Burgess estate. Word had come almost immediately about the stripping of the Burgess heir.

      Normally, the seven families would hush up that kind of disgrace, but a retainer had spread the story. For some reason, the sitting patriarch hadn’t done anything to squelch it.

      That was how Connell had known whom to search for. He didn’t care that her actions might have been justified in the Burgess case. If the rumors were true, those damn witches had done something terrible to deserve being stripped of their power. But he didn’t know what it was, and he didn’t care. All he knew was that he hadn’t done a damn thing wrong, and he’d still been targeted. It didn’t make any sense. But that didn’t matter anymore. He wouldn’t leave until the Elemental restored him.

      After he had found her twice in London clubs, found and lost her, he had tracked the Elemental through Italy, Rome, and then a small town outside of Milan. After that, it had been Canada, where he’d arrived too late. He’d missed her by only a few minutes, but she’d left a path of destruction in her wake. Not to mention some roided-out male witches, groaning and moaning like little bitches on a muddy field outside of Quebec.

      His admiration had kicked up several notches after that, but he didn’t let it stop him from pursuing his goal. The only time he’d come remotely close to catching her was when she stopped to dance the night away at some club. She’d given him the slip the second time when a bunch of groupies had rushed the pretty boy actor she’d been with. They had disappeared, ushered out by the bodyguards the guy employed.

      It had pissed him off more than words could say, seeing her waltz off with that douchebag. It had pissed him off even more that he’d spent all that time afterward tracking the stupid actor, expecting the Elemental to appear again, only to be disappointed.

      Perhaps it had been a blessing he hadn’t found her right away. Connell wasn’t reacting the way he should when dealing with an enemy. To his complete disgust, he was as hard now as he had been in that club.

      Inside, the Elemental changed rooms. He shifted to another window to follow her. When he caught sight of her again, he wanted to groan aloud. She was dancing on a table now, those graceful, fluid movements enough to drive any man mad.

      Connell closed his eyes and willed his arousal away. He was successful, but it took him longer than he cared to admit. When he looked again, the Elemental wasn’t in sight anymore. Sniffing the air, he decided she was still in the house. There wasn’t a scent outside except his own.

      He went to the door on silent feet. Christ Almighty, she hadn’t even bothered to lock it. Anybody could walk right inside.

      Suppressing a sigh, Connell started to open the door. It rebounded on him with enough force to knock him backward. He hit the ground hard, his head snapping back and bouncing on the ground twice before he could blink.

      The Elemental was on him, her small form crouching on his chest, an arm raised above him, ready to pound him with a tiny fist.

      “Who are you?” she hissed before her little nose wrinkled and her expression became confused. “And what’s wrong with you?
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      “You’re what’s wrong with me, you crazy bitch!” Connell growled, hyper aware of how damn cute his mortal enemy was.

      She was in a word—adorable. Finally up close to her, he could see all the details he had missed before. She was definitely Asian, but mixed, a little over five feet tall.

      Despite her diminutive size, she was perfectly proportioned. She had creamy skin that looked smoother than silk. Her eyes were the color of honey. As he’d thought in the club, her hair was black, but it had a streak of blue. It was longer too. The gossamer strands were an asymmetrical curtain that fell below her shoulders.

      He’d never been attracted to petite women before, preferring ones he could stand next to without feeling monstrous.

      Ironic, that.

      However, this woman could probably drive a fist clear through his head, no matter how much she resembled a fragile doll.
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      Logan stared down at the Were a moment longer. She’d sensed him only moments before. She wasn’t sure how he’d almost gotten the drop on her, and it was pissing her off. But she’d worry about that later, once she’d dealt with him. And whatever it was that had brought him to her.

      He was just all wrong, despite the fact he was all right. He had wavy, dark brown hair and light green eyes that almost seemed to glow in the dim light. A Were’s eyes were supposed to glow yellow like a wolf, but only when they were agitated—certainly not green. His face had well-defined cheekbones and a straight Roman nose.

      And he was to-die-for gorgeous.

      Underneath her, his body rippled as he attempted to get up, highlighting his heavily muscled frame. Her uninvited guest had to be at least six-foot-four. This guy could go through the door of the safe house if he wanted to.

      But there was something terribly wrong with him. She could see it in his aura. The natural red and gold was jagged with a sickly green edge, as if something had taken a bite out of it. She hopped off him and retreated a few steps, cocking her head to one side to give him a thorough once-over. Something majorly bad had gone down.

      “What happened to you?” she asked with a frown.

      “As if you don’t know, you crazy…” he started, pointing at her as he got up.

      “Don’t call me a bitch again if you want to keep that finger,” she warned. “What happened to you? Your aura looks like it went through a blender.”

      The stranger blinked, surprised. For some reason, her concern confused him. That only lasted a second before his mouth hardened into a flat line. “If you didn’t do this to me, one of the others like you did.”

      Logan studied him in silence. In addition to being ridiculously hot, the Were was damaged. It was clear to her now. He’d lost his second form. But none of them had hit a Were this year. As far as she knew, none of their kind had been stripped since she’d become an Elemental.

      She and her sisters made damn sure they kept each other informed about that sort of thing. Not to mention the fact that action against Weres was largely unnecessary. Other shifters were a different story. But werewolves were pretty good at policing their own. The pack system was an archaic patriarchy that thrived on an overdose of testosterone, but at least it did a decent job of taking care of its own problems. After a fashion…

      Logan had been raised by two very strong women. Whenever she had had to deal with any Weres, she practically choked on the alpha-male vibes. Give me a black witch any day.

      “What are you staring at?” the stranger spat at her.

      Scowling, she crossed her arms. “None of us stripped a Were.”

      “Yes, you did. You did it in Somerset. Don’t try to deny it,” he yelled at her, his temper still hot.

      Logan narrowed her eyes. “Those were witches. And they had it coming. They broke the covenant, and a child died because of it. A second kid came this close,” she said flatly, holding her thumb and index finger a hairsbreadth apart.

      The Were froze. He actually appeared to be digesting the new information. Maybe the stripping had removed some of the stupid that came with the urge to get on all fours and howl at the moon.

      “No Elemental came after you,” she continued. “If we had, you would be normal. Just plain old vanilla human. But this…” she said, her gesture encompassing him. “This is wrong. You’re in pieces.” She was unable to resist squinting at his aura again, although it felt like she was peeking under his skirts, so to speak.

      The edges of his mostly red aura were screaming. The sickly green was edged in a hint of yellow. It must be driving him mad. She didn’t know how he was still on his feet, let alone upright with the wherewithal to get in her face.

      Her observation seemed to offend him. “I can’t shift anymore,” he growled. “Not for months. One of your kind took my wolf. I’m here to make you give it back,” he finished, stepping up to tower threateningly over her.

      When she didn’t blink, he reached out, putting his massive hands on her shoulders in a tight grip. Logan looked at his hands and suppressed a smile.

      It was time to teach this dog a new trick.
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      Connell tried to drag the Elemental toward him, but she didn’t budge. Instead, she glanced at his hands. For a second, he could have sworn amusement flashed across her face. Then she was gone—wind whipping him in the face so hard it stung.

      Fuck!

      He turned around in a circle, scanning the air and the land around him. God, he couldn’t lose her now. He needed to get his wolf back. Not having the extra other in his head was tearing him apart. The empty space inside him was like a crawling emptiness. Sometimes, it was in his head. Other times, it was in his heart.

      I can’t believe I lost her.

      He’d had her in his hands, and then poof. At this point, she could be anywhere. A strangled sigh escaped from deep in his chest. It sounded pathetic and broken, even to him. He checked the house to make sure she wasn’t there, and then he walked back out to his rented jeep. Damn it, he was going to have to start tracking her all over again.

      “Hey, what’s your name?”

      Stunned, Connell tripped. Pivoting on his heel, he turned to see the sprite standing on a huge boulder in the distance. He was so damn surprised to see her that he lost his tongue. He just stared at her like an idiot.

      Apparently, she agreed. “I can’t keep calling you tall, dark, and stupid, now can I? What…is…your…name?” she repeated, over-enunciating each word.

      He was too relieved to get upset over the fact she was talking to him as if he were slow. “Connell Maitland.”

      The imp turned away and started addressing the air around her, “He says he’s one of the Maitlands. American accent, so one of the Colorado ones. Yeah. It’s severe. I haven’t seen anything like it. It’s like his wolf was torn out of him somehow. He thinks we did it. Hold on a sec—” Her words broke off as Connell started to run toward her.

      A gust of strong air slammed him down to the ground before he cleared the rise.

      “Stay there,” the sprite ordered in a glacial tone.

      Frigid as the wind, he thought as he regained his footing. Hell, everything about her should be ice-cold. Instead, he felt like he was burning up around her. It was disconcerting. So was the hard edge in her voice. That kind of steel shouldn’t be coming out of such a tiny, doll-like girl.

      “Yeah, yeah. It’s fine. He’s on a leash,” the imp said a touch smugly.

      Connell growled low in his throat. At least that hadn’t changed. Prey the world over would still react instinctively in fear at that sound.

      But the imp didn’t even blink. And she had heard him. She just hadn’t cared. She kept on talking like some gossipy housewife on the phone. Except she was addressing no one.

      “Who the bloody hell are you talking to? Invisible fairies? Can anyone even hear you?” he asked incredulously.

      The Elemental ignored him and kept talking. “Yeah,” she said with a tiny sigh. “I’ll look into it. No, don’t worry. One hundred percent. I promise.”

      The imp hopped off the rock and started toward him. “Come inside. I need to examine you.”

      “You know what’s wrong with me. You did this,” he said, but the accusatory note in his voice was weakening.

      The imp rolled her eyes before giving him a clinical once-over. “If we had stripped you, you wouldn’t be hurting. You can come inside and let me examine you, or you can get back into your jeep and drive away with your tail tucked between your legs. Your call.”

      Connell narrowed his eyes. Her voice was so bloody calm. It made him want to hit something. He snarled instead.

      “Too soon for tail jokes?”

      When he didn’t say anything, she shrugged. “Suit yourself. I’ve got stuff in the oven.”

      She walked ahead of him and headed toward the house. He stood there, trying to get his temper under control, but the imp didn’t wait. She was walking inside before he’d made up his mind.

      What the hell was going on? One of their kind had done this to him. At least, that was what he’d believed since he’d heard about the Burgess clan. Even his father had believed only an Elemental could be responsible. No one else could have done this. If a witch had stripped him of his power, he’d be dead, not hunting down an imp in Provence.

      Stealing magic was a violent act. Even he, the future chief of the Colorado Basin Pack, wouldn’t have survived an attack from a witch powerful enough to strip him.

      He stepped back onto the porch. There was a big crack in the solid oak door where it had hit him. It was a good thing he still had some of his supernatural strength—not as much as before, but some. Otherwise, he’d have broken some bones with that hit. Quite a few bones if he was entirely human.

      What if it was true? Would he be vanilla right now if the imp had done this?

      Don’t trust her.

      He wanted to…a lot. It was a strong instinctive impulse that he had to fight as he stepped inside the house.

      The room he entered was a small living room. It was cozy with comfortable furniture in warm earth tones. The walls were white with an ancient hardwood floor that had been polished by both care and age. Off to the side, a door was open to a makeshift gymnasium with exercise mats and a set of free weights. But more interestingly, the walls were covered with an assortment of knives and wicked-looking swords.

      What the hell? Did the imp not register him as a threat? She had just left an arsenal in easy reach for him.

      Fuck, this is so insulting.

      He stomped through the door. The next room was an informal dining room with a long wooden table and six chairs. But no tiny Asian sprite.

      Growling under his breath, Connell walked through a door on the other side of the table. He found himself in a modern and airy kitchen. It was another incongruously warm and welcoming place. The whole damn house was like something out of a freaking sitcom from the fifties, one set in rural France.

      The imp didn’t even bother to turn to face him as she put something in the oven.

      “Oh, for crying out loud,” he muttered.

      He could be holding one of her own swords at this moment. Did she not have any sense of self-preservation? No caution at all?

      He sighed and leaned against the counter. The kitchen smelled great, like melted cheese. The smell was coming from a quiche cooling on the rack. He glanced at the bowl next to her. Dinner was ready, but dessert was still in preparation.

      The imp bustled here and there. He watched her without a word, trying not to be annoyed at how non-threatening she found him. No one else he’d ever come up against had turned their back to him. Of course, none of them could disappear into thin air either.

      Minutes passed, and a new smell began to fill the air. “Are you making cookies?”

      Connell had spent months tracking the imp, and now she was playing Suzy Homemaker, baking cookies. Was this really happening? Everything felt surreal. He watched her bend down to open the oven, half-expecting her to start glowing or sparkling like a cartoon fairy.

      “Chocolate chip and walnut,” she replied, setting down a baking sheet.

      A dozen large, gooey cookies were on the rectangular sheet. Connell’s stomach rumbled audibly, but he ignored it.

      The imp lifted a brow. “Do you want one?”

      “No,” he said curtly.

      His stomach growled again, and he closed his eyes in irritation. He’d had a huge lunch at a nearby inn, but he was used to four large meals a day, at least half of which he ate communally with the pack.

      Connell took a deep breath. “I don’t believe you didn’t do this. Or one of the others like you. If it had been a witch, I’d be dead right now.”

      The imp cocked her head and stared at him with that same unnerving calm from before. He shifted, suddenly more warm than angry.

      Why did she have to be so damn cute? He didn’t even like Asian girls. He went for tall, busty blondes like Riley.

      Don’t waste time thinking about that mess, he reminded himself.

      “I don’t think that’s necessarily true,” she said, still studying him. “And I can’t tell what’s wrong with you yet, so I’m not ruling anything out. Witches included. How long have you been this way? Start at the beginning.”

      Her tone made it a command. He wanted to shake his head in disbelief. The imp looked like jailbait, and yet she issued orders like a general. She had the innate authority to back it up too. Connell was an alpha, but he wanted to bow down to her. It was unnerving.

      “How old are you?” he asked suspiciously.

      “How old do I look?”

      The answer was so cheeky that he wanted to grab her. But putting his hands on her was a bad idea.

      When he didn’t answer, she dropped her shoulders. “Start at the beginning,” she repeated, a trace more gently this time.

      Frustrated, he ran his fingers through his hair until it stood on end. Could he trust her? Did he even have a choice?

      “If you want me to help, you have to explain what happened to you.”

      He stepped to her aggressively, eyes flashing green fire. “I didn’t come all this way to chat, little girl. I came here so you could fix me. Even if you didn’t do it—if an Elemental didn’t strip my wolf away—you can put it back. You have that power. It’s what you’re supposed to do.”

      Connell expected her to warily back away. But the imp stood her ground and met his stare. Her eyes were kinder than he expected, filled with sympathy.

      He hated it.

      “That isn’t what we do. Elementals aren’t healers. We’re soldiers. I can’t fix you, not yet. I don’t even know how this happened. You have to tell me. And it’s Logan, not little girl.”

      Connell blinked. “Like the airport?”

      Logan scowled at him. And like everything else about her, it was adorable. Shit. He was not attracted to cute.

      “Like the Wolverine,” Logan snapped with a ferocious frown on her face.

      Still adorable.

      Connell flared his nostrils. What the hell was he supposed to do now? There was no trace of a lie in her scent. And despite losing his wolf, he could still tell when others lied to him. Like Riley. And he knew from first-hand experience what a skilled liar she was.

      Logan had to be telling the truth. And if she wasn’t, he didn’t have another alternative. The witches his pack contacted after his attack hadn’t known how to help him. The healer his father had found had taken one look and said it was beyond his skill. He had nothing to lose by telling Logan what little he knew.

      “I don’t know how it happened. Whatever it was, I was out for most of it,” he said, reaching for the quiche at the end of the counter. It was ham and tomato, conveniently cut into quarters. He inhaled one piece and reached for another.

      “Help yourself, why don’t you?” she said in a neutral tone as he bit into the second piece.

      “I’ve tracked you through four different countries. I’m hungry,” he growled.

      The thick wedge was good. So was the dirty look Logan was giving him. It made him feel alive again.

      “You know you’re replacing that, right?” she asked, her hand on her hip.

      He didn’t answer in favor of plowing through the third piece of quiche. Generously, he left the last quarter for her. He was reaching for the cookies when the imp took a mixing spoon and smacked his hand. Hard. Smiling, he grabbed the cookie anyway.

      Logan’s face was flushed red now. His smile grew wider. Connell was suddenly enjoying himself. She tapped her foot, waiting for him to finish the cookie with crossed arms. When she uncrossed them and started drumming her fingers on the counter, he started talking.

      “Three months ago, I was taking a night run in the woods outside the family compound. You know where it is?”

      The Elementals supposedly kept tabs on his kind. They knew where all the major concentrations of Supes lived. She nodded once, and he continued.

      “I was alone,” he said, not bothering to mention why. Most of the pack ran in pairs or groups, but Connell often ran alone when pack politics and family obligations got to be too much. He’d been running alone a lot in the last few years.

      “Go on,” she said, reaching for the last piece of quiche before hopping on the counter.

      Following her lead, he sat on the marble counter he’d been leaning on. “I was about twenty miles from the pack house in the densest part of the woods. There was nothing unusual. No strange sounds other than those of the forest. No one was near. I would have smelled them. All I remember was a bright light. It was a little greenish in color. And then I was out. I woke up the next day in human form. And it was gone. I couldn’t change back. My wolf was gone,” he finished, dropping his head into his hands.

      He couldn’t meet her eyes. If he saw pity in them, he’d go ballistic.

      “Are you sure you would have noticed anyone nearby if you were running?” she asked. “Your kind moves faster than normal wolves. What do you clock out at? Forty-five or fifty mph?”

      “Seventy,” he said, looking up to see her skeptical smile.

      “Like cheetah speed?” she asked.

      Most werewolves only ran ten or twenty miles faster than normal wolves. Seventy mph was unheard of, but he’d always been advanced.

      “I said seventy.” It was close to a growl. How dare she doubt him?

      “Okay, right, so you’re sure? No unfamiliar smells?” she asked

      He reviewed the night in his head and shook his head. “No.”

      “And no familiar ones that shouldn’t have been there at that time of night?”

      Connell frowned as he replayed that night in his head. He hadn’t given her question much thought before.

      He shook his head. “No, but I’m not sure anymore. It happened fast, whatever it was. I just saw a green light. Next thing I knew, I was waking up buck naked on the ground, my face in the dirt. I must have inhaled a sandbox worth of soil before I woke up.”

      Both Logan’s brows rose at the buck naked, but other than that, she said nothing. Her eyes were on him, but she appeared lost in thought as she mulled over what he’d said.

      Connell took advantage of the sprite’s inattention to study her. She was wearing a wine-red tank made out of some silky material that was fitted at her breasts, but floated around her with the breeze. Her dark blue jeans were tight, but they didn’t seem to constrain her movement. She’d still been able to knock him on his ass outside, despite the fact they looked painted on. And she was wearing black riding boots that were going to feature in some secret sexual fantasies for a long time to come.

      He quashed the sudden impulse to run his fingers over the delicate features of her face. Logan looked too damn young for the thoughts he was having.

      She only looks young. They all do. The imp was probably older than he was.

      “And there was nothing on you?” she asked abruptly, snapping him to attention. “No residue of any kind? No marks?”
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