
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents


Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Author's Note


Turtleshift

By

Linton Bowers


Copyright

 

Copyright © 2019 by Linton Bowers

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

 

Linton@LintonBowers.com


Dedication

 

This book is dedicated to all the people who found my other twop books worthy of continuing on to book 3. I couldn’t keep going without your support.


Chapter 1

 

Sirens blared and lights flashed as the big-bodied car weaved through traffic. Since I was on a date with Izzy when we received the call about our base being attacked, we rode in her car. I still didn’t own a car I could call my own, and there was no way Izzy was going out in anything else. So, I was a passenger in my Tua’s police car.

Holding her phone, as I didn’t have one of those either, I pressed send trying to call Miranda back. The phone went straight to voicemail, again.

“It’s no use,” I said as I placed the phone back in the car’s cup holder.

“Don’t sweat it,” Izzy said. “The girls can take care of themselves.” While she was putting on a good face for me, I felt the tension she was keeping to herself. My Wereturtle was worried about our pack.

“You’re right,” I replied. Then I grabbed the oh-shit bar as Izzy took a turn at close to sixty miles an hour.

As we neared the cemetery that the base was partially under, I saw three clouds of dark smoke rising into the air. One was in the cemetery and I knew all the entrances were being hit. Or, I guess, but it looked like a good bet.

In record time we pulled to a stop close to the safe house in the nice part of town. The house was on fire and three big black vehicles, like those used by S.W.A.T. teams on television, blocked the street. Between the vehicles a few men in black uniforms I recognized as belonging to Lassiter Security stood with weapons aimed toward the burning house.

“Lassiter,” I growled. “I should have guessed.”

“The zombie guy, right?” Izzy asked.

“Yeah, that’s the one. We need to move. The zombies are hard to beat because of their numbers and you know, being dead.”

“Let’s do it.” Izzy shifted shape into her Wereturtle Tua form.

She looked sexy as hell with her face and hair being very much human, but her body changed slightly to encompass a slim turtle shell. While I didn’t think I had a chance of getting lucky with Izzy, we were having a great time. For the first time I felt like we connected.

We took all of two steps toward the safe house when a gun went off. Or it might be better to say an automatic rifle sent a shit-ton of bullets at us. We took off, Izzy straight for the gunmen and me to the side. Almost falling, I stopped and followed my Turtle thinking she had more training and was probably doing the right thing. As I ran, my mind focused on the Shell skill granted as a perk of having a Wereturtle. Armor plates spread across my skin giving me a lot more protection from damage.

Izzy reached the enemies before me. She barreled into them like a wrecking ball knocking the two people down. The power I gained from having a pack of multiple Lycans made me far quicker than a normal human. I was on the guy that fell to the left a few seconds after Izzy hit them. She spun and jumped on the guy on the right. Taking the guy’s head in my hands I slammed his skull on the ground a couple times. The blood and brain matter spilling from his broken head was a good indicator he was out of the fight.

If he was alive before I put my hands on him, I didn’t feel much regret for taking him out. He was trying to kill me, and he was trying to kill one of my Tua. I will not stand for that. My Tua, the Lycan women that have joined my pack, were not only the source of my power, but meant everything to me. I would burn the world for them.

Izzy made quick work of her target and we ran for the house. We followed the trail of broken doors to the basement where the secret entrance was also smashed open. We ran through and into the stone corridor that led into the base proper. The sounds of battle came in the form of guns, screams, and roars. They grew louder the farther we ran.

As we reached the first large chamber it was in time to see Riley, my Weredropbear, fall from the ceiling and land on a woman. She bit into the person’s skull eliciting a loud crunch. The lifeless body collapsed under her and she went to work chewing. Her eyes rolled back, and she hummed and moaned. The familiarity of it made me laugh and glad to see she was all right. Izzy and I attacked the other three people in the room, a man and two women.

Once upon a time, I would have had a problem hitting a woman, but that was before I met women that hit harder than a locomotive. Plus, these women were already corpses. So, I pulled, opening all the gates and taking ten percent power from all of my Tua. Since one of them was a werewolf pack Alpha I also received power from her pack. Ten percent turned out to be a lot. One hit and the woman’s head shattered. Another hit, and the man was down.

Izzy stopped over Riley looking down at her with anger in her eyes. “Is she going to lay there chewing on that guy while we do all the fighting?”

“Riley always seems to drop in just at the right time. Let’s leave her to do her thing. She’ll be there when we need her,” I replied.

“I’ll take your word on it then. Let’s move.”

The room had two exits, the one we came in and another on the opposite side of the wall. We went deeper into the facility following the sounds of battle that didn’t seem to die down. Lassiter must have sent a large force down here to attack us. I wondered if he knew I wasn’t here. Either way, he made this personal, and we would have words when I found him.

“Miranda?” I sent the thought out to my Tua through our mental link.

“I’m so relieved to know you are all right,” she thought back.

“Izzy and I are fine. How are you…”

We turned a corner and my wolf came into view negating the need to finish the question. She was engaged with two troopers as a third raised a rifle to shoot her. A blurred form passed between the shooter and Miranda. His arms fell off taking the rifle down with them.

“Well hello, handsome,” Miranda purred as she walked toward me. “Glad to see the two of you.”

“What’s going on?” Izzy asked cutting straight to the point.

“I’m not sure,” Miranda replied. “These assholes,” she kicked one body, “came out of nowhere. Last person I saw was Tabitha, and she was fine. You should check and see if anyone needs help, Terry.”

I sent out a thought to everyone hoping that all of my Tua received the message. “Is everyone all right? Izzy and I are here with Miranda.”

“I’m kicking ass and taking IP addresses,” Nick, my Wereferret, was the first to respond.

“Hey, Terry, nice of you to join us,” Roo the Werekangaroo said. “Things are as good as can be expected here in the kitchen. Cassie is with me. We will have this lot cleared out soon.”

“Terry! Help!” Tabitha’s reply was full of pain and fear.

I took off without giving it a second thought. As I ran to where I felt my Wereserpent, I upped my pull from my Tua to eighty percent. It was a massive boost that made me move like the wind. In a few seconds I traversed the compound coming to a room I had never seen.

Cars lined one wall and a selection of motorcycles was parked along the other wall. A dozen of Lassiter’s zombie troops were standing behind the first three cars. They all concentrated their fire on a motorcycle at the far end of the room. A pool of blood spread from under the bike. Because of the other bikes being in the way I couldn’t see my serpent.

I stepped forward just as an object left the hand of the closest zombie. I took my next step and blasted the back of his head with my fist.

“Incoming!” I shouted. Whatever he threw it had to be bad for Tabitha.

My serpent leapt from behind the bike as I slammed the next guys against his buddy.

The racket I made received the attention of the rest of the zombies. A boom combined with a concussive force came from the area by the bike Tabatha had hid behind. The explosion was so loud my ears rang and I barely heard the weapons being fired at me.

“Tabitha!” I shouted as rage took hold of me.

The last time I felt this anger I made a big mistake that hurt the people I love. So I fought back the need to pull more power and used what I had. What I had turned out to be more than I thought it was.

I grab the car door intending to pull it free of the frame. I jerked up, and the car tipped over crushing the trio on the other side. I leapt over it landing on the next car and grabbed a rifle by the barrel. I yanked it free and beat its previous owner with it. The weapon broke in half so I dropped it.

A round hit my shoulder, so I activated Shell. Another round hit my chest then clattered to the floor. I roared letting all of my anger take voice as I jumped. My knees hit a zombie in the chest. I rode it to the ground and spread my arms. My hands locked onto the legs of the zombies to my sides. Pulling them both down I slammed them to the floor with their heads aligned with the dude I was on. Then I took a zombie head on each hand and used them to smash the zombie under me in the face over and over. Once all three skulls were mush, I stopped.

From my knees I jumped over the cars landing on the last one crushing the roof. Tabatha sat on the concrete next to the car I was on. Blood pooled under her and she looked pale. I dropped to the floor next to her and placed my hand on her shoulder.

“I got you, Tabitha,” I whispered.

I reversed the flow of energy from the serpent gate and sent most of what I was getting from my other Tua into Tabitha.

My serpent gasped as she shot up to her feet. Her head tilted back in a silent scream and her body locked up. She looked like a wide-eyed statue.

Her reaction had me worried, but I didn’t stop the flow. The flesh of her abdomen knitted closed, and I felt the pain from her wounds fade. Then I closed the serpent gate stopping the flow. Tabitha fell forward, and I caught her.

“How. Do. You. Handle it. All?” Tabitha gasped as she spoke.

“It just works for me,” I replied unsure of what to say. “Why? What did you feel?”

“It hurt, and it felt like it was going to tear me apart.” A tear ran down her cheek. “If you gave me more, I think it might have killed me.”

“I’m sorry, love. Last thing I want is to hurt you.”

Tabitha smiled and placed her hand on my cheek. With her free hand she wiped her face. “I know, Terry. And it worked. I am all healed up. Now let’s go kick these assholes out of our home and decide what we will have for dinner.”


Chapter 2

 

With Tabitha behind me we ran. I knew there was a large force at the kitchen, so we went there.

“On my way to the kitchen,” I sent out to everyone.

“What about Tabby?” Miranda sent back.

“With me and doing well.”

“What’s going on, Terry?” Andrea sent me which cause me to stop. 

Tabitha slammed into me know knocking us down. I apologized to my serpent as we stood.

“What happened?” Tabitha asked as she looked around for danger.

“Andrea sent a message from where she is in Texas. I’ve never talked to anyone so far away. It startled me is all.”

“Terry?” Andrea sent

“Sorry, Andrea. We’re under attack here. We have it under control, I think. I will let you know.”

“Should we head that way?”

“No, keep the pack there. By the time you made it here it will have been long over. Be ready though, just in case,” I sent to my second wolf who was also the Alpha of the wolf pack that was now mine.

“Let’s go,” I said to my serpent. We ran once more. “I think having a pack under my Tua has a big effect on the communications.”

“That’s interesting,” Tabitha said. “We need to see about getting us all a pack of our own.”

“That would be epic!”

An Invisible hand slapped me to the ground. The owner of that hand had roared so loud that every other sound disappeared, and it left me with a continuous ringing. My head came up while I tried to return to my feet, but everything spun.

Then I rolled onto my side, which was weird since I was trying to stand up. Then I rolled back down onto my back and saw a blurry form above me I thought might look a little like my sexy slim Wereserpent.

“Terry?” Tabitha thought.

“Hi, Tabitha, what happened?”

“I think a grenade went off right in front of you. Are you all right? You took a good deal of shrapnel to your… well to everything on your front. Take our powers and heal yourself.”

“Yeah, yeah, sure. Let me take a nap then I’ll do it.” I thought back to her.

“Listen carefully Terry. You need to take our energy right this instant. Do you understand?”

“Okay.”

I opened the gates power trickled in. Instantly the haze began to lift and things became clearer. With my mind working properly the pain from my injuries became clear and demanded attention. The power from my Tua was only coming through the serpent gate. That made sense as Tabitha was the one yelling at me.

“Please, Terry?” Tabitha continued her mental assault trying to get me to heal. 

“I’m doing it, Tabitha,” I said.

Opening all the gates, I took ten percent from all of them. The haze lifted completely, and the pain melted away to nothing. Since we were in a combat situation, I left the gates open.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Looks like there was a grenade that went off. Not sure if someone threw it or set a trap,” Tabitha replied.

“Are you all right?”

“I’m fine, Terry. You shielded me from the blast and shrapnel.”

“Good, then stay behind me and let’s move,” I said. 

Healing had fixed my ears stopping the continuous ringing. The hall was full of the sounds of battle giving me a direction to run. I poured on the speed worried that the little break I took while eating the grenade sandwich might have given our enemies the upper hand.

We took the last turn leading to the kitchen and came face to face with the rear guard of the force assaulting the kitchen. My fist came up hitting the woman in the nose. Her rifle fired sending bullets whizzing by my head and up into the ceiling as she fell. The shots attracted more attention. The two guys directly behind the woman turned to face us. I tackled the one closest sending him into the guy behind him. A small foot pushed me down briefly then I saw Tabitha’s foot land on the face of the guy under me. She continued into the next guy in line while I focused on my two.

A pistol came up from under me moving toward my head. I grabbed his bicep and slammed it down. He was no match for my strength. Using my forehead as a blunt object I hit him in the face a couple times until he stopped moving. The guy under him brought a knife up. I thanked him as I stripped the weapon from his hand and stabbed him in the throat with it. Then I jumped up ready for more. There were no more.

The sounds of silence greeted me after the racket of the battle. While I was glad to not hear people screaming in pain, concern for my Tua filled me.

“Everyone sound off,” I sent throughout our mental link.

“I have the pack ready to move when you say go,” Andrea thought back.

“I think we are good, Andrea. Give me a sec to verify,” I sent back.

All of my Tua in my location replied that they were all right. 

“Terry? I think we have a big problem,” Cassie sent me.

“What is it?”

“Doctor Nguyen found something I think is a bomb.”

“Getting Amy to check on that,” Nick added. She chimed up again two seconds later. “It’s a bomb and a damn big one. We need to get out of here now! It will blow!”

The lives of my Tua were at stake so I bit back the millions of questions bouncing through my head. “We need to get out of here now. Cassie, carry Liz. Everyone move!”

Most of my Tua were in the kitchen so I stepped aside while they ran out. As I took a position behind them and ran I pulled power from the wolf pack and shared it with all my Tua now in danger. The pack’s power flowed through the wolf mark on my chest, so I had to take a little more time to get some redirected to Miranda. We all picked up the pace while more power flooded our muscles increasing their performance potential. In record time we reached the house where the SUV waited, but we didn’t stop there.

“Keep going!” Nick yelled. “There are a bunch of bombs and this explosion will be epic.”

Pulling a little more for myself, I picked up speed and hit the door to the outside with my shoulder. The entire door broke free, and I landed on it. Hands grabbed me and yanked me up. We kept running.

We made it a block from the house when the cemetery erupted in a flash of light and heat. A rumbled rolled out from the center of the cemetery as dirt rained down around us. 

Another explosion closer hit with enough force to knock us off our feet. My chin connected with the concrete sidewalk and split open. I raised up to my hands and knees then felt the wet skin of my face which was bleeding.

“Heads,” Nick shouted. 

I looked to my right just as my ferret slammed into me sending us both tumbling. A large object hit the ground where I had been and burst open. As I rose back up to my knees, I saw the coffin and the skeletal remains that spilled out of the shattered bottom.

“Run!” I shouted while pulling Nick up to her feet. “And keep one eye on the sky!”

My head moved up and down alternating my view up and down. Caskets and headstones flew. I had to dodge to my left to avoid a weather-worn stone angel as it finished its last flight. Chips of stone peppered me while I rolled back to my feet.

“Keep running!” Miranda shouted as she grabbed my shoulder and helped me to rise without breaking stride. I had to use my hands running on all fours until I got my feet under me. Miranda shoved me and jumped the opposite direction. A headstone smashed to pieces while hitting the ground between us.

Dirt and small rocks fell with the consistency of a drizzling rain. Dodging and running became the only thing we could do for a while. When we were two miles from the cemetery the falling debris lessened a great deal. It was enough for us to stop under the shelter of a bus stop overhang.

Once we stopped, I could take stock of our situation. I saw more than one scratch or bump on my Tua, but we were mostly all right. “Is anyone hurt?” As I asked. I felt for my Tua to make sure they were not holding back.

Everyone responded that they were okay, except for Tabitha. She stood with her hands in her hair staring off in the distance. From her, I felt a great deal of pain and loss.

“I’m sorry,” I said to my serpent while placing my hand on her shoulder.

“That was the only home I’ve known,” she whispered.

The words became a sledge hammer demolishing the emotional dam, and she cried. I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled Tabitha close. For a time we stayed there with no one talking while my serpent wept.

“I grew up in that place,” Tabitha said as she wiped at the tears. “My family taught me how to be a Wereserpent there and it’s where I kissed my first boy, and my first girl. So many memories of people all dead and gone. Now so is our home.”

“I’m sorry, Tabitha. If not for me…”

“If not for you I wouldn’t be a free woman,” Tabitha interrupted. “It’s not your fault, Terry. It hurts to lose it, but it’s just a place. I’ll never lose the memories I made there. I’ll always be the girl who was made there. I’m glad we made it out and we’re still together. But, where do we go now?”

“I can put us up in a nice hotel until we figure it out,” Miranda said as she stepped close. my wolf brushed a lock of hair from Tabitha’s face then kissed her brow. 

“I have a better idea,” I said. “It’s time I united my pack.”

“You want us to go to that compound you took from Arnold’s people?” Izzy asked.

“That is exactly what I have in mind. It has plenty of room for all of us and a lot more. Defending it should be easy. I think once we get Amy integrated and have Nick design a kick ass security system we’ll be golden.”

“I’m game,” Nick said. “I have ideas already, and with Amy’s help, we can make that place into a fortress.”

“Good. It’s a plan then.”

“Actually,” Miranda said. “I want to stay the night here in a nice hotel where we can all unwind. Tomorrow, first thing, I need to go to the bank before we get moving. Is that all right?”

“I don’t see why not,” I said.

“I have to go to work and resign,” Izzy said.

Tabitha, Miranda, and I all turned to look at my Turtle. “Come again?” I asked.

“Until this mess with Arnold is cleared up, I can’t focus on my job. I need leeway to come and go as I please. Have to resign for that.”

“You can stay here,” I said. I felt the pain this decision caused her like a knife to my guts. Izzy loved being a cop, and now because of me, she would give that up.

“Pinche gringo,” She muttered. “One minute you want to give me the world and the next you want me to stay behind. Which is it, Terry?”

“What?” Her words took me by surprise. “I didn’t mean that. I always want you with me, Izzy. It’s just that…”

“It’s already settled,” Miranda cut in. “We go to a hotel tonight and relax. Tomorrow, we handle business before leaving.”

“Does that mean we are ready to go?” Riley asked. “Because Juan is five minutes away.”

 


Chapter 3

 

The hotel room was more like a luxury condo. The living room was bigger than the last apartment I lived in with my ex-girlfriend. It had three bedrooms, one of which was almost as big as the living room complete with a round bed bigger than a king-size.

“Everyone get settled and meet me in the master bathroom,” Miranda said before I walked into the master bedroom.

My wolf grabbed my arm and pulled me into the bedroom. We went passed the bed and to the bathroom. My jaw hit the floor.

The room was bigger than the bedroom connected to it. There was a walk-in shower on the right with enough shower heads to rival a carwash. All of my Tua and I could fit in the shower. There was a decadent vanity with two sinks and marble countertops. In the center of the room sat a recessed tub that had to be twelve foot by twelve foot long and wide. It was full of water and steam rose into the air.

“Strip down,” Miranda said. She pulled her clothes off in a rush and left them on the floor. 

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I stripped in a hurry and almost ran to the tub. I put my foot in just as Miranda settled in.

“Come on, over here.” Miranda took my hand and lead me to the far side of the tub. “Sit here. This is the best view in the house.”

Right on time, the rest of my Tua entered the bathroom.

“Holly shit, this place is swank,” Nick said.

“Take off your clothes and get in,” Miranda said.

“Now we're talkin,” Nick replied.

“Here you go,” Miranda whispered.

My wolf ran her hand up my thigh and took hold of my hardening cock while I watched. Tabitha made a real show of stripping by moving her hips like a belly dance and shedding her clothes one layer at a time. Nick looked at her and shrugged. She pulled her clothes off with no pretense of being sexy and dropped them in a pile. Roo made sure to only pull something off when my eyes were on her. She gave me an expressionless stare while she stripped. Something about the tall dark-haired Aussie’s expression held a promise of no nonsense sex which I hoped to experience. Riley tried mimicking Tabatha and did a great job. 

The sight combined with Miranda’s slow strokes was amazing. She kept it up as the other women slid into the water. The seating was high enough that everyone except Riley’s breasts sat just above the waterline giving me the loveliest view.

Riley only stayed where she was for a second. She looked around and frowned, then came around and nuzzled up against me. 

“Hi, Terry,” Riley said.

“I should have known,” Izzy said as she walked into the bathroom. “I already said I would not be one of your little harem chicks.” She crossed her arms and shot daggers at me from her eyes.

“No one is asking you to do anything other than get in and relax,” Miranda said.

“Yeah right,” Izzy snapped. “I know you’re trying to get Terry as much pussy as he can handle.”

Miranda made a show of grabbing Riley’s hand and placing it on my cock. The Drop Bear had no qualms about taking over.

“You are right about that,” Miranda said. “But no one is here to force you into anything, chica. Terry likes you and wants to spend time with you. That’s enough for me.”

“And you think him getting a hand job in front of me while surrounded by naked women will inspire trust and willingness? Please. You freaks can have your fun. I’m going to go do something we should all be doing and get some sleep.” Izzy turned to leave and paused at the door. “Pinche Gringo,” she mumbled. 

Miranda turned back to me and wrapped her hand around the base of my cock. “Don’t worry about her. You need to worry about Riley. She needs you right now.”

“Yeah but, I think I should go smooth things over,” I replied with a moan of pleasure. Riley had me ready for much more than a hand job. 

“Listen Terry. You have something Izzy needs, she just doesn’t see it yet.”

“What’s that? A good fuck? Because I don’t think that’s what she has in mind.”

“Oh sweety, every woman needs a good fuck. But Izzy needs you, a good guy. She needs you to show her you are a good guy, the good guy she needs. I’m sure she pushes against you so hard because she is scared you will hurt her, that the person she sees and feels is a lie. She needs assurances from you which you will have to give her if you don’t want to lose her.  There is plenty of time for that. Right now, I think you need to climb on top of this perfect dick, Riley.”

Riley smiled and straddled my lap. She reached down and guided me in. I quickly realized that water was not a good lubricant. Riley still moved up and down on my dick moaning. I knew she had to be as bothered by the water as I was. I grabbed her ass with one hand and used the other to push myself up. I moved up to sit on the edge of the tub taking Riley with me. The Drop Bear put her feet on the edge and went to work sliding up and down my shaft.

With just our juices the sex was amazing. Riley was tight, and warm, and wonderful. I laid back and moaned while she worked me over. My Drop Bear was relentless in her pursuit of pleasure. She moved up and down with a pace that was machine like. She lowered her mouth to mine without slowing and we kissed, our tongues dancing. 

“I’m going to cum,” she whispered in my ear. “Don’t cum yet, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied. 

Riley leaned back and went faster. Not exploding inside of her took every ounce of concentration I could muster. When her warmth squeezed around my length and she moaned not, cuming became harder to achieve. Somehow I managed, but I was relieved when she collapsed onto my chest and the pressure around my cock let up.

“That was so good,” Riley whispered. “Thank you, Terry. Now, I think you Tabby needs you.”

The voluptuous woman rose off of me and my stiff cock slid free. The absence of Riley’s slick warmth saddened me a touch. I didn’t have long to think on it though. 

Miranda grabbed my arm and pulled me up. My wolf kissed me deeply and stroked my cock again. “I hope you will have enough energy left for me later,” she purred. 

With her hand on my shaft Miranda led me to Tabitha. My serpent didn’t notice us wade through the water and stop in front of her. She sat with her arms crossed under her small and perky breasts while she stared off into space. With my cock still in her grip, Miranda bent down and turned Tabitha’s head by placing one finger under her chin and guiding her head. While she gained Tabitha’s attention her hand slowly slid up and down my length.

“Tabby dear, I have something for you.” Miranda leaned closer and kissed Tabitha. It only lasted a moment then my wolf pulled back. “Enjoy our lover and let him take your mind off of the present.”

Miranda pulled me forward until my cock was in Tabitha’s face. She grabbed a handful of Tabitha’s hair and pulled her forward. My serpent let out a small yelp, then opened her mouth and took me in. 

“We will leave you two alone to play,” Miranda said.

As I was going to say that I would see them later I felt a sense of disappointment from Tabitha. She wanted them to watch. So be it.

“Stay,” I said. 

Tabitha stopped and looked up at me with my cock in her mouth. Miranda’s brow furrowed, and she tilted her head to the side. 

“I want you all to see me take Tabitha and use her.” I took a gamble she wanted to be used and embarrassed. It seemed to fit with her behavior in bed.

Red tinted my serpent’s cheeks, but I felt the excitement in her grow to new heights. I was sure I made the right decision.

“Continue,” I told her.

Tabitha closed her eyes and took all of me in her mouth. Her saliva slick mouth felt wonderful. She moved her tongue side to side along the underside of my shaft and I moaned. 

“Look at me when you suck me off,” I said. 

Tabitha’s eyes snapped open and her pretty eyes met mine. She pulled back and wrapped a hand around my shaft while keeping the tip in her mouth. Her other hand went down under the water and between her legs. 

Reaching down, I grabbed her arm and pulled it out of the water. As I got into the situation, I wanted to dominate her every move. Something in me needed to be in control. “I didn’t say you could touch yourself. You have my permission to suck my dick and imagine what it will feel like in your pussy. That is all.”

A spike in her excitement rewarded me for being commanding. She did as I commanded pleasuring me like it was the greatest thing in the world for her. It was for me. She rubbed her thighs together and her hips gyrated slightly, but she didn’t touch her sex. 

“Stop.” 

Tabitha froze with her lips midway down my shaft. “Remove me from your mouth and stand up.”

Tabitha complied with my command. As she stood before me bare and beautiful I took her breast in my hand. For a moment I kneaded the soft flesh then pinched her hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger. My serpent moaned and her knees rubbed together. 

“Turn around and bend over.”

Tabitha did as instructed and I saw her swollen and glistening sex. I lowered myself and took in the wonderful scent of her. Then I slid my tongue up along her lips. Tabitha replied with a loud moan and pushed back. I slapped her ass lightly. “Do not take liberties with me. I will decide how much attention you get.”

I stood and moved to Tabitha’s side. I motioned for Miranda to come close and pulled her to my side. “Now watch as I enjoy my wolf’s mouth,” I said to Tabitha then kissed Miranda. “If you miss behave again, I will make you watch as I fuck her and I won’t let you, or anyone, touch your little pussy. Understand?”

“Yes, master,” Tabitha whispered.

I bent Miranda over and she went with it. “I’ve changed my mind. Come here and play with Miranda’s tits while I fuck her. Do not touch yourself.”

Tabitha did, taking one nipple in her mouth and gripping the other breast in her hand. While she caressed and sucked, I pressed my cock to Miranda’s slit. She was already slick which surprised me. Looking around, I saw Riley and Roo watching intently and pleasing themselves. Were they all enjoying the show?

I slid into my wolf and she gasped. I took her hard and fast. She pushed back against me matching me thrust for thrust. The thrill of seeing Tabitha squirm gave me strength to plow through and not cum. Miranda bucked in the throws of an orgasm and I thrust hard inside of her until she settled. 

“Clean me.” I pulled out of Miranda and thrust my cock in Tabitha’s face.

My serpent took it into her mouth for a few minutes. I pulled her to her feet and bent her over. Then I slipped my cock into her warmth and slowly worked my way in and out. As time passed, I picked up the pace. Before long I slammed my hips against Tabitha’s ass over and over. Not long after I started fucking her, she came. I exploded, pumping hot seed into my serpent while my muscles spasmed with ecstasy.






Chapter 4

 

We woke early the next morning. All my Tua except Izzy slept with me in the large round bed. Waking in a sea of naked women made it the best morning ever.

A noise pulled my attention to my surroundings. I heard a thump and someone cursing. I wiggled out of the tangle of limbs and ran to the door. I jumped out of the master suite and rolled as I hit the soft carpet. 

“What the hell are you doing, Gringo?” Izzy asked. 

Once I saw that it was my turtle I stood and relaxed. “I heard a noise and thought there might be trouble.”

“You're developing good instincts. You'll need those.”

“Where are you going?” I noticed my turtle was fully dressed she had a hand n the door to the suite. The noise I heard was her foot hitting the trays from the previous nights room service.

“I have to go to take care of some things, remember? I'll be in touch once I'm done.” She left and I was alone in the living room. Alone and naked, but I didn't feel like sex. I wanted my turtle to love me as much as I loved her.

“She does love you,” Miranda thought to me. “She just needs time and assurances.”

“I know,” I thought back. “It still hurts though.”

“And your pain at her dismissal is also adding to her confusion. Like I said last night, she needs time with you.”

My wolf stepped out of the room dressed to the nines in a skirt suit. Her hair was up in a bun that almost looked messy, but was perfect in its imperfection. She didn't have on makeup, but she didn't need any.

“That was fast,” I said.

“I know. Now you go get dressed as well. We have stuff to do.”

Not long after Miranda, Roo, Riley, Tabitha and I waited outside the hotel for Juan and his Uber car. Nick left, having been picked up by her self driving car, to take care of some business of her own. 

“How exactly do you end up with the same Uber driver?” Miranda asked my Drop Bear Tua. 

“He's just always available when I need someone. It's fate I guess?” Riley grinned and shrugged. “He is good at what he does though.”

“I guess so,” Miranda said as she looked at her phone. “Five star rating with a lot of comments about how awesome Juan is.”

As if Miranda saying his name were a summons, the minivan pulled up and stopped in front of Riley. The front passenger side window lowered and a smiling Juan waved enthusiastically at Riley.

“Ola!” Riley shouted as she waved back.

We piled into the van and Juan took us to the predetermined destination. We stopped in front of a bank. Miranda got put and had the rest of us stay. She disappeared inside and we chatted.

“You should take Izzy and go figure out who attacked our home,” Tabitha said. 

“Oh, that's a good idea,” Riley said. “You two can have some more alone time. That should help melt her frost heart.”

“If you start singing the Frozen song again, I will kill you,” Roo said.

Riley pouted. “Well now I can't cause you ruined it.”

“Terry,” Tabatha said as she leaned forward and placed her head on my shoulder. She sat on the bench seat behind the Captain's chair I sat on. “I know you feel bad about taking too much from us.” Her voice was low and the two Aussie's continued their own conversation. “We don't blame, and there is nothing to forgive. If you ever find yourself in a situation where your survival is at stake, then pull as much as it takes.”

Turning my head I looked at my serpent. “I appreciate that, Tabitha. I am going to make sure that I have other options available. I will never hurt you or the others again. I am going to do everything in my power to keep you safe and make a place we can all call home.”

“That's why I stay by your side. Same for Miranda and all the others. We all believe in you, Terry. You are going to make mistakes, but you are going to make up for them and make our family stronger. I love you, Terry.”

I love you too, Tabitha,” I replied.

“She is coming,” Roo said from her chair next to mine. 

Miranda opened my door and slid across my lap. “Excuse me,” she said with a wink. “Here, this is for you.” She dropped a black card on my lap as she went to her seat in the back row.

“What's this?” i asked as I picked up the black card with my name on it. “Is this a credit card?”

“Its an American Express Black card,” Miranda said. 

“So a credit card. Why and what id the limit?”

“The why, os so you have money when you need it. The limit os no limit at all. It's a black card, reserved for the wealthy.”

Turning in my chair I met my wolf's eyes. “No limit? As in, I could buy whatever I wanted?”

“Yes dear.”

“This is too much, I can't take this.” I said as I held the card up for her to take.

“Yes you can. I have a ton of money and I want to share it with you, Terry. I trust that you won't go on a shopping spree and bankrupt us in the first week. Not that you could, but you get the point.”

I was about to protest, but it died on my lips. I felt her resolve and knew she wouldn't take it back. I turned back to front and looked at tue card like it was going to bite me.

“Hey, Juan?” Miranda said.

“Yes, ma'am?”

“Would you mind taking us to the nearest Chevrolet dealer?”

“Not at all.”

While Juan pulled 8nto traffic I looked back at my wolf. She smiled and raised an eyebrow. Chevy dealer?” I asked.

“I thought it best for you to replace Andrea's toy. I know how much she loved that car.”

“Really?” My voice went up a couple octaves as I asked.

“Don't worry, Terry. It won't even make a dent in my pocket change accounts.”

“Accounts?”

“I told you I'm rich. Not rap stat rich, but Oprah's boss rich.”

“Holy fuck,” Tabitha said. “Really that roch? How?”

“I'll have to tell you the stories someday, but now isn't the time. I believe we are here.”

We were greeted by a salesman and Miranda demanded we be shown a Corvette. I asked for used and she insisted on new. I went for base model and she wanted nothing but the best. After a few hours we had a car picked out and would come back to get it later.

Turns put a black card will get you an Uber driver for as long as you want. Juan stayed there with us until we finished from there he took us to Nick's Electronics.

“Go on inside and collect our sneaky little friend,” Miranda said. “But don’ t come back too quickly. I think she is still expecting you to make up to her what she waited a pong while for.”

I smiled at my wolf knowing exactly what she meant. It was a good plan in my eyes. 

The closed sign was out but the door was open so I went in. A bell attached to the door announced my arrival. Nick wasn't in the area open tp the public so I went through the bead curtain leading to her workshop and storage.

My ferret sat at her workbench typing furiously at her computer. Our link allowed us to sense one another and it was much stronger when we were in close proximity. But the way she continued typing made me think she was too engrossed in her task to have noticed. I snuck up behind her using the Sneak Ability granted by having my ferret in my pack. Once I was close enough I wrapped her up in my arms and shouted an unintelligible cry.

Nick jerked in my arms and screamed. My immediate laughter clued her in and she swatted at my arms. “You ass!”

“Sorry, I couldn't resist. You were completely oblivious to my presence. Something tells me this was a rare opportunity to get the drop on you.”

“Enjoy it while you can, Jerk Face.”

“What are you working on?”

“Project Artemis.”

“Not going to tell me what it is?” I asked.

“Not at all.”

“Well, everyone is ready to go. Can you do this on the road?”

“Mobility is the first thing I ensure I can do when starting any project. I’m ready to roll right now.”

“No, you are not,” I said. 

The stool Nick sat on swiveled. I grabbed her shoulders and spun her around. She smiled at me while I used my knee to push her legs apart. I stepped between her legs and kissed my Tua deeply. Once we pulled apart I moved back and pulled her pants down. Nick closed her legs and lifted her feet. Her pants were dropped and I took a knee in front of her. Using my hands this time I spread her legs and leaned forward. 

My Ferret moaned as I tasted her. I worked my tongue up and down, side to side, and in circles on her clit until her thighs closed on my head. I slowly lightly licked at her while she came.

When I was free of her legs I stood and we kissed. While our lips touched and our tongues danced I opened my pants. As we continued to make out I slid my cock into her tight wet warmth. 

We fucked like that on the stool for a good long while. Nick came again in the middle of it. When she came for a third time, her warmth squeezing on my length sent me over the edge. We shared an orgasm as our lovemaking came to an end.

Thirty minutes after I left Juan’s Uber car I climbed in. He greeted me with a kind word and a smile. Nick boarded after me and we were moving again.

“Nick,” Miranda addressed my ferret. “We are going to go to the new base, then Terry is going to take Izzy to track down the people responsible.”

“That’s a good idea. From what you’ve said that chick is in need of some good dick.” Nick then smiled at me. “And Terry does have some good dick.”

“Tabitha and I agree with you wholeheartedly.” 

“Don’t I get a say in this?” I asked.

“Only if that say is to agree with us,” Tabitha said.

“Do we know how to find, Izzy?” I asked. I didn’t have a phone number for her but I figured I could just follow the feeling telling me where she is.

“Here,” Tabitha passed me a cellphone that had Izzy’s contact info on the screen and was calling her.

“Rodriguez,” She answered.

“Hey, Izzy, it’s me, Terry. We are all done with what needed doing. How do you look on your end?”

“I’m just about done here. I can meet you guys someplace.”

“How about the Chevy dealership close to the precinct?”

“That will do.” She hung up.

“She is going to meet us at the dealership,” I said as I handed the phone back to Tabitha.

We arrived at the dealership fifteen minutes later. The Vette was ready, and Miranda bought a couple large SUVs to fit everyone else. When Izzy arrived all the details were taken care of and our little convoy was ready to roll.


Chapter 5

 

Six hours later we parked in the warehouse above the compound that housed my wolf pack. One of the wolves who I didn’t yet know walked out of the small office in the warehouse. I rolled the window down to speak with him.

“These are some nice wheels. This to make up for the one you killed?” The man asked me.

“Sure is,” I replied. “How are things going here?”

“Quiet as can bee. Everyone is down below. Boss thought it might be a good idea to take the lift back up and post a guard in here twenty-four seven.”

“That’s good thinking. Can you take us down?”

“That I can. Hang tight and we will be in the sub lele in a few.” He replied.

“What is that guy’s name?” Nick asked from the passenger seat of the Vette.

“Beats me. I still have to meet all of my wolves.”

The car rockedas the elevator started down. The noise of it descending made talking difficult so we stayed silent.

“What are you going todo to win over the turtle?” Nik sent through our ental link.

“I have no fucking clue. I need to let her know that I care for her very much and show her that I will always be here for her, but I don’t think words alone will work.”

“I agree. She seems like a show don’t tell kinda gal.”

“Any suggestions for me, Nick?” I asked.

“Be yourself, Terry. As cliche as it sounds, it is the best way to convey all of that. I have no doubt that after a little while she’ll be begging to climb on your pole and go for a ride.”

I laughed at that. “Somehow, I don’t see Izzy every doing that.”

“You might have a point, but I stand behind what I said.”

The car rocked again as the elevator came to a stop. We drove out of the warehouse and the wolf attendant waved. I turned toward the command center and drove. A vehicle was on the way toward us from there so I stopped when it was close.

The SUV pulled up next to us and the dark tinted driver side window lowered. Andrea looked down at me with her eyes narrowed. “What is that?” She asked.

“I don't know what you mean,” I said.

“That machine you are sitting in is what I mean.”

“Oh, you mean Sasha. Well, our girl here is a brand new Z06 model Corvette. And it just so happens the pink slip has your name on it.”

Andrea's mouth fell open and her eyes went wide. “Did you say Z06?”

“Yup.”

“That's a step up from my last one.”

“I thought so.”

“And her name is Sasha.”

“Andrea, why don't you come over here and meet her for yourself?” It was weird talking about a car like it was a person, but I thought it was what Andrea expected. She seemed to react like it was normal, so I had to be right.

My werewolf Alpha stepped out of the SUV and I left the Vette. She met my eyes as she stepped passed turning her head to hold my gaze. “You’re not fucking with me right?”

“No, I owe it to you after the last car. She is all yours.”

Andrea stood on tiptoes and kissed me. Then she hopped into the Corvette and revved the engine. The deep roar of the machine echoed through the cavern, It was a splendid sound that would have given any gearhead a hard on. She shouted something out the window then shot off like a rocket.
“I think she wants us to follow her!” Dris shouted from inside the SUV. 

I jumped into the driver’s seat of the SUV and flipped us around. The bigger vehicle didn’t accelerate as swiftly as the Vette so I didn’t bother trying to keep up.

“I think you just made her millenium,” Dris said.

“I thought she might like it. She never said anything about the other ar, but I ot the feeling she really loved it.” 

“That she did. Her position makes showing weakness of any kind a no go. Still, if you know what you’re looking for you can see the pain of her loss.”

“You don’t have any plans of trying for Alpha?” I asked.

“What? Me? Hell no. I’m second in line and more than happy with my place. The burden of Alpha is too heavy if you ask me. Andrea is or veryown Atlas and I’ll be damned if I shoulder the world. No, I’m content being one of the pillars she leans on for support.”

“It sounds like she is lucky to have you.”

“I try hard to make her feel that way. It doesn’t com by accident. What about you? Do you feel the weight of it bearing down on you?” Dris asked.

The memory of my Tua laying on the floor unconscious amid a sea of dead werewolves came back to me. “Yeah, more so when I do something stupid.”

“You must be thinking of the situation that lead you here to this place.”

“I am. Any advice on that?” I asked.The big man had proven himself to be capable and smart. If anyone could give me good advice, it was him.

“My advice to you is to learn from past mistakes and victories alike. Then leave it in the past and move forward. Dwelling will only cause you to hesitate, or freeze. Either of those could result in far worse than the mistakes you fear. Your people, me included, need you to be firm and decisive. Things you can’t do when you let doubt and fear cloud your mind.”

“Those are some wise words, thanks,” I said.

“And the burden of leadership is heavy. How about we sit down for a drink and some pool after you get settled?”

“We have beer and pool?” I asked surprised by the revelation.

“That we do. We have made some runs for supplies and the command center, as well as a few other buildings, have recreation areas. It’s like someone prepared this place for the end of the world.”

“I’m up for some pool and beer.”

“Good, I’ll get all the boys together and we’ll have a guys night.” Dris said. “I think we all need to unwind, and the fellas need to get to know you.”

“I would like to get to know the pack. I feel like things are constantly moving and there is no time to slow down for the important stuff. Getting to know my Tua is easy because of the mental connection we share. Getting to know the pack, has been difficult.”

We arrived at the command center and found the Corvette parked in the handicapped spot closest to the front door. I parked next to it not really thinking anyone would mind since there were no handicapped Lycan’s that I knew of. The trailing vehicle holding the rest of my Tua, minus Miranda and Andrea, parked next to us in the unmarked parking spot. At least one of our vehicles was parked legally. 

We found Miranda and Andrea in the control center along with a good majority of the wolves. The twins rushed me and wrapped my up in their arms planting kisses on my cheeks. 

“Hello, Terry,” Catarina said.

“It’s so good to have you back,” Catya said.

“Hi, ladies. It’s good to be back. I hopr you two have recovered from healing me?” I asked. The last time we were together the twins had used their unusual brand of sexually charged magic to heal me, more than once. It was draining on them and put them down hard.

“Oh yes, we are just fine. Rest is all we require to recover,” Catya said.

“How are you feeling, Terry?” Catarina asked.

“Great now that I’m here with you two,” I replied.

“Don’t go spoiling my twins,” Andrea thought to me.

I luaghed and the twins cocked their heads to the side. “What’s so funny?” They asked in unison.

“Nothing, sorry. I need to get back to work. I’ll catch up with you two later.”

“Promise?” Catya asked. She looked up at me with her big beautiful eyes with an expression that said she would pout if I gave the wrong answer.

“I promise.”

The twins both kissed me on the mouth before letting me go and resuming their work at the computer stations they vacated when I entered.

“How are things here?” I asked as I stepped onto the dais in the center of the room. 

“This have been quiet and productive,” Andrea replied.

“Andrea and the pack have moved in and prepared spaces for us,” Miranda said. “She said you are in the same room as before. Do you remember how to find it?”

“I think I do. Did you happen to get clothes that would fit us?” I asked.

“We lost everything when the compound blew up,” Tabitha added as she stepped up next to me.

“We found clothes in a warehouse. There should be plenty for all of you,” Andrea said.

“I hope it’s not a bunch of shiney jumpsuits that looked futuristic in nineteen sixty two,” Miranda said.

We all laughed at that. The place did have a little bit of a bond villain feel to it. Her question was understandable.

“No, there was nothing but regular clothes. Well, there were some all black military style clothes and coveralls for mechanics. But plenty of jeans and t-shirts as well as other types of clothes. There was even a good amount of formal wear. It’s really weird they would pack hat, but what can you do but benefit from a prepared foe?” Andrea asked.

“Works for me,” I said

“Why don’t you guys go and get settled?” Andrea asked.

“Before we do,” I said. “How are the kids?”

“They are doing good, mostly. We managed to get in touch with the parents of some. One couple wanted nothing do with their kid, but the rest have relocated here or are on their way.”

“They are staying here? Wow, I didn’t expect that.” I said.

“It makes sense,” Miranda said. “Here, the kids can come to terms with what they are and not have to worry about people finding out. Plus, there is the benefits that come from having people they can relate to taking care of them. I approve.”

“Yeah, I guess that does make sense. I am worried about an attack here resulting in another base destroying explosion,” I said. “That’s a lot of people to evacuate.”

“Amy as given me the specs on this place,” Nick said as she joined us. “We are already working on a plan to harden this place and make sure that never happens again. I’ve also taken the liberty of having my equipment moved. It should be here tomorrow.” She turned to Andrea. “Can we let the guards up top know so they can offload the trucks?”

“We can. Get with Dris and give him the details. He is in charge of security.” 

“I will, thanks.” Nick left the Dais and went over the the work station Dris occupied.

“What about the other kids? Are the parents not reachable?” I asked.

“Most were orphans,” Andrea said. “They all agreed to join us here since they didn’t have anywhere else to go. All except one. She wants out to go see her parents.”

“Why are we keeping her?” I asked concerned that we might be making a mistake.

“She is the one who’s parents want nothing to do with her. She is also one of the youngest at just ten, and one of the most powerful. I believe you and her danced in the warehouse.”

“You don’t mean the rhino horned girl, do you?” I asked.

“One and the same.”

“We’ll go get settled in. I want to see her before I head out tomorrow.”

“Where are you going?” Andrea asked.

“Izzy and I are going to find out who was behind the attack at the compoud and make them pay,” I said.

“Do you want some wolves to go with you?” Andrea asked. From her frown I could tell se knew what my answer would be.

“No, I need to do this with just the two of us. We will call for backup if we need it.”

“I get that,” Andrea said. “But you should have some back up. Arnold has a lot of wolves at his disposal.”

“How about a compromise?” I asked.

“I’m listening.” Andrea crossed her arms over her chest and stared with a neutral expression on er face. I felt the anger ready to explode if I said the wrong thing.

“Have some wolves trail us and stay far enough away to not be noticed, but close enough to come in guns blazing if we need them.”

“I can get behind that plan,” Andrea said. She uncrossed her arms and the anger she was preparing fizzled out.

“Great. We can make arrangements for that in the morning. For now, let’s get settled in and relax,” Miranda said.



Chapter 6

 

“Pass me another beer,” I said

“Here you go, Sir,” Juan Carlos said as he dropped a cold beer wet from condensation into my hand.

“Thanks, Juan.”

“Juan Carlos,” he replied as he sat on the couch across from me.

“Huh?” 

“Juan is a name that is meant to accompany another name. In my case, it's Juan Carlos. Some are Juan Gabriel, or Juan…” he rolled his hand around as he searched his brain for another name. “Fucking Beer has my brain going numb.” Juan Carlos laughed and the rest of the men from the wolf pack joined in.

“Well, thanks for the beer, Juan Carlos,” I said.

“Denada,” he replied. My spanish was almost non existent, but I knew the word was something like, your welcome.

“Excuse me, sir,” a tall and slender black man with an out of date high hair cut like something from the nineties said.

“What's up, Henry?” I asked.

“You really didn't know about this whole Tuatha thing until recently?” 

“Yeah, really.”

“That's crazy. Being a wolf is something you can't ignore. Once a month you get a reminder of what you are. Not to mention the increase in strength, speed, and senses while not shifted. There is no way we could miss it.”

“Yeah, that is weird, Sir,” said  the youngest member of the pack Ian Michaels. 

“Okay,” I leaned forward and set my beer down on the coffee table. “Enough with this sir crap. My name is Terry, not sir. Please just use my first name.”

“I don't know about that,” Juan Carlos said. 

“I get the whole, hierarchy thing with the pack, I really do. And I am fine with having to maintain an image to prevent being overthrown, but the sir thing is too much,” I said. “I'll kick ass all day long if it means not being called sir.”

That got a chuckle from most everyone. Juan Carlos looked at me with wide eyes and the scent of fear wafted off of him. Having been the one and only wolf who’s ass I had to kick, his reaction was understandable.

“Then it’s settled,” Dris’ baritone voice filled the room. “From now on the pack calls our Alpha’s Alpha by his name. Anyone have a problem with that?”He looked around at all the males of the pack. “Good. So, what’s on the agenda?” Dris’ gaze turned my direction with the question.

“I didn’t have any plans beyond hanging out and drinking beer,”I said.

“Not a bad plan, but I have an idea, if you’ll indulge me,” Aaron, another wolf in my pack spoke up. The man appeared to be in his mid twenties and sported blond hair with bright blue eyes. That was where the best parts of his face ended. His skull was thick and he looked like I imagined a neanderthal to look. He smiled and the bushy golden eyebrows resting on his thick brow ridge raised.

“What ya got for us?” Dris asked.

“I think you will like this. Everyone follow me,” Aaron said.

We followed the man to the rear entrance of the recreation room on the ground level of the main housing unit the pack occupied. He led the way outside of the building to what I would think of as the backyard. One by one, wolves stepped out and froze after moving past the wolf in front of them. Sitting not ten feet away was a line of thirty go-carts big enough for the giant of a man Dris to sit comfortably. Beyond the line was a dirt track complete with several jumps that looped around in a series of hairpin turns.

“Oh, that’s a pretty sight, ” Dris said.

“This was here?” I asked.

“Yup,” Aaron replied with a big grin on his face. “I went exploring and found it. Made sure the carts were gassed up and ready to roll.”

“Madre de dios, that’s beautiful,” Juan Carlos said. 

“What are we waiting for?” Sven, a tall handsome viking looking guy from Germany asked. He was the first to run to a go-cart with everyone else hot on his heels. 

While we ran a few wolves pushed others in an attempt to get a closer cart. I joined in, tripping Dris and managing to get close to the fourth cart before being shoved. Laughter broke free from me as I stumbled and rolled. popping back up, I managed to get to the fifth cart without being sent crashing to the ground. Engines rumbled to life as I strapped in. Sure I could heal, and faster than most Lycan’s if I pulled enough power from my pack,  by why risk it when we are just having some fun?

The engine of my cart roared to life. Revving the engine sent vibrations through my chair and into my back and ass. I pressed the pedal a little conservatively and the cart lurched forward. The cart next to me, cart six, shot by with Dris shouting in glee. I gunned it and gave chase.

We drove wild wild animals. With the fear of death not a concern we pushed the machines to their limits taking turns too fast and never hitting the brakes. More than one wolf hit a turn too fast and took a tumble, go-cart and all. The wolf in question would have thier broken limbs mostly healed by the time they righted the vehicle and strapped in. Several wolves were forced off the track by another and all laughed with glee as they either pushed a cart off the track or were pushed. One three occasions, I had to pull from my pack to heal my arms and legs. It was painful, but momentary. The fun we had lasted much longer and the pain was a small price to pay.

By the end of the night all of the wolves called me Terry and smiled when they saw me. For the first time I had a group of guys I could call friend. 

“As Alpha of Alphas, I decree that Tuesday nights will be taco night, and Wednesday night will be boys night,” I shouted as I raised my last beer for the evening.

“Here, here!” My wolf buddies replied while raising their own beer. Glassed tinked as the necks were taped together and we all drank. 

“We will have to go shopping to make Taco Tuesdays a thing,” Dris said as he leaned close to me.

I looked at the man like he grew a third head. “How could that not have been a thing already?” 

Dris chuckled. “We haven’t reached that level of organization yet. Meal plans so far have been whatever the cook for the day felt like making. The number of mouths to feed make that a difficult task.”

“Maybe we should bring someone in,” I said. “We should think about a large enough staff to take all the menaial tasks away from wolves.”

“That is a good idea, and one that has been discused. The problem is it opens us up to security threats, nd possibly getting the staff hurt. Some of the kids are still having trouble getting thier animals under control. I think the miixing of genes may drive some of them insane.”

“That’s not  good thing,” I said by way of stating the obvious. “We have to figure somethng out to help them.” A thought came to me and I turned to look at the big man. “What if we give the jhobs to the kids that we don’t have to worry about loosing thier shit?”

Dris loooked down at me and smiled. “That might work. We talked about it, but too many pack members felt like it was too dangerous. If you green light the project, no one will tell you no.”

“Let’s give it a shot. We can make them usefull and give them a sense of purpose at teh ame time. I want to find a way to integrate them into packs sso they feel like they belong to something greater than themselves,”I said.

“Due to the nature of thier animal parts, that might be difficult.”

“My existence is about bringing together different animal Lycans. If anyone can do it, it’s a Tuatha.”

“I won’t argue with your logic. I’ll have someone start grouping together the kids so we can arange work parties and possibly groups to form packs. Maybe something good can come from all of this.”

“I hope so,” I said.

“What do you hope?” Miranda asked as she came up behind me.

I turned away from the go-cart track to smile at my first wolf. “Hi, love.”

“Hi, yourself, lover. Are you boys done?” 

“Done?” Dris asked.

Miranda pointed to the track which elicited a chuckle from the big man. “We are done.”

“Good, it’s our turn,”Tabitha said while leaving the building. The rest of the female population of my Tua followed her, all except Izzy. They all waved at me as they walked by, even the wolves I didn’t know yet. My Turtle was still in the building and as I felt for her I felt a pull, almost like a summons, but more a question of will I come. 

“I’ll see you later, Dris,” I said to my large companion.

“Have a good night, Terry.” He clapped my on the shoulder with a massive hand.

“You too, Dris. See you tomorrow.”

I found my turtle in the quarters she claimed for herself. Miranda, Tabitha, Andrea decided to live with me in the penthouse, while Roo and Riley opted to share an apartment. Izzy chose to be alone, which hadn’t surprised me in the least.

“Hello?”I said as I knocked on her door.

“Come in,” Izzy sent the reply to my mind from her’s.

The door was unlocked, which was common here in the underground facility. The room beyond was dark with a small golden light that flicked shending shadows dancing on the wall. There was a strong smell of roasted meat that made my stomach sit up and take notice. I closed the door behind me and discovered the reason for the strange light and darkness. My turtle sat at a small round table with a candle sitting at its center.

“I figured we could finish our date,” Izzy said.

My connection to Izzy allowed me to glean what she had in mind for the evening and sex wasn’t it. That was fine by me, I wanted to know my turtle intimately, but that had to come after I won her heart and mind. I took the seat across the table from her.

“Are you hungry?” She asked.

“I’m always hungry.”

“Good,”She said as she chuckled. Izzy pulled a pan from the oven holding a pot roast with carrots, potatoes, and gravy. My stomach rumbled when the stronger scent hit me. She set the pot on the stove and cut large hunks of meat off. She set a plate in front of me with a good pound of meat smothered in gravy and veggies. She sat a similar plate down on her side then poured two glasses of red wine. “I thought we could finish our date and share a meal.”

“I like that idea. I have to say that I am surprised though.”

“Don’t make a thing out of it, okay? I felt bad we had to cut the last one short, that’s all.”

I held my hands up in surrender. “No big deals here. Thanks for the meal.”








Chapter 7

 

Izzy and I sat in a large black sedan while we waited for the elevator to reach the ground level.

“What did you have in mind for our first step?” Izzy's voice barely carried over the constant mechanical drone of the elevator.

“To be honest, I have no idea. That was something I hoped you could tell me, Detective,” I said.

“Let me say that I didn't need a psychic connection to figure that out. Let's head back to the safe house and see what the neighborhood saw. If we're lucky, someone willing to talk saw something useful.”

“Then we follow up on any leads?” I asked.

“Probably. We have to see what we learn, then go from there.”

The elevator ground to a stop. The noise echoed in the empty warehouse while we waited for the doors to open. Juan Carlos was the wolf on duty and he had a young man with him. From my seat in the car I could just make out the pair at the controls. The young man pressed a button and the warehouse doors swung open. Juan Carlos patted the kid on the back. It looked like Dris had already implemented our plan to have the kids work for us. I had a thought about child labor laws that I suppressed before the cop with me picked up on it.

Izzy drove all the way back even though I offered to help every time we stopped. She insisted that she drive and I accepted. I got the feeling that she still saw our relationship in a bad light. That accepting help from me would be the same as submitting to a master she doesn't want.

“Hey, Izzy,” I said when our city came into view. 

“Yeah?”

“You know that I would never make you do something you wouldn't want to, right?”

“Why do you ask?” She replied.

“I just…” I wasn't sure what to say that wouldn't anger her. “No reason. I just wanted you to know that.”

“I never thought you could make me do anything I don't want to,” she snapped. “Pinche gringo.” 

She talked tough, and I felt the heat behind her words, but there was more. The anger coming from her contained an undercurrent of fear. Somehow, I had to prove to my turtle that I meant what I said.

“We're here,” Izzy said.

My inner monologue came to an end as we pulled onto the street the safe house used to be on. In its place was a burned out husk of a house with a hole 8n the ground where most of the foundation used to be. The two houses directly next to the safe house suffered a good deal of damage. One even had a collapsed wall revealing a living room downstairs and a bedroom and bathroom upstairs. Izzy stopped the car in front of the house with the collapsed wall. A man stood outside the house looking up at the second floor.

“This guys should be pissed enough to want someone to pay for what was done here,” Izzy said.

“I would hope so. You want me to stay here?” I asked as I didn't want to step on her toes while she worked.

“No. You might see or hear something I miss. Stay quiet and observe unless you see or hear something that needs an immediate answer. Got it?”

“Got it,” I said.

When I opened the door I heard the man yelling. “Damn it, boy! I told you not to use that bathroom until we get the damned wall fixed!”

I looked up to see a kid around twelve pissing i to the toilet and laughing. “But this is my bathroom, pa. I want to use my bathroom!” 

From their accent, the pair migrated here from the south. I knew there were different accents depending on where down south people lived, but I had no clue what they sounded like.

“Excuse me, sir,” Izzy said. The man spun and she flashed her badge. “Would you have a few minutes for questions?”

“I done spoke to the cops already. How many darn times do I need to tell yeah the house next door blowed up and took my damn wall with it?”

“I understand your frustration, but I need more information and I'm willing to bet you would like to see someone locked up for this. Am I right?” Izzy asked.

“You got that straight,” he replied. “I want to take my boy to the jailhouse and watch him piss on the low life that done this.”

“If you give me something that leads to the capture of the person responsible, I might just make that happen,” Izzy said.

The man's eyebrows rose and a small smile touched the corners of his mouth. “You should lead with that next time. Here is what I know. My boy, Roy, that's his name, were on our way home from ballet practice. And yes, my damn kids want to learn ballet instead of a real sport like a normal kid his age should. His ma, god rest her soul, would want me to encourage him and his weird ideas, so there we were.” He looked up and saw the bathroom empty. He leaned forward and put his hand up to block the view of his mouth from the house then whispered. “Truth be told, the little piss ant is pretty damn good. If I didn't have a reputation with the men folk round here I might be letting more people know bout him. Anyway, what did you want to know?”

“first things first, sir,” Izzy said as she flipped open a little black notebook and tapped the point of her pen against the paper. “What is your name, sir?”

“Do I have to say?” He asked.

“No, but it would help the investigation to have a point of contact.”

“Name's Jonathan Tibbs Brooks. Momma had a thing for that colored fellow on that cops show, so I got his name. You know the show I'm talkin bout? I think it had that Sydney feller playing the colored fellow. No?”

“Sorry, sir, I don't watch much television. But please, continue your story, Mr. Brooks,” Izzy said.

“Call me Jon, please. Anyhow, we were driving home like I said. I spotted a van selling those fancy foods that people go all goo goo for cause they come from a truck. I thought it unusual seein how we never get those types here. As we went by I caught a glimpse of a feller in black tactical gear. Weird right?” Well, a few minutes later we're down the block from our home and boom. The empty house next door done blowed up.”

“I see,” Izzy said. As she responded I glanced behind thinking I would see the food truck with armed thugs sighting in to shoot us. It wasn't there. 

“Back to the food truck, do you remember the name of it? Or any writing it had?” Izzy asked.

“Nope, I think it said sumthin bout mexican and Japanese fusion. I think.” Jon scratched at his head while he tried to remember.

“It said Ito's Mexi-Jap Fusion. A blend of the best Mexico has to 9ffer with the delightful tastes of Japan,” Jon's son said as he walked out of the livingroom where there should have been a wall. 

“Don't you go gettin in the habbit a walkin through the damn wall, boy,” Jon said.

“I won't, Pa. I'm just havin some fun is all.”

“Do you remember the color of the truck?” Izzy asked. I marveled at her ability to ignore everything that wasn't relevant to the case.




“If memory serves, it was red and green kinda like the Mexican flag with a big red dot in the center,” Jon said.

“Yeah, a mexican flag with the Japanese circle from their flag,” the boy said.

“I think that is all I need for now,” Izzy said. “Thank you both for your cooperation.”

“You're welcome, ma'am. Just don't go forgetting about letting my boy piss on him when you find him.” 

“As soon as he's in custody, I'll be here to escort you to the county lockup,” Izzy replied.

None of the other neighbors had any useful information. We managed to talk to three other people willing to tell their tales but they only saw the explosions or the troopers in black. Six people told us to get bent with a lot harsher words. 

“Where to now?” I asked while fastening my seatbelt.

“The station. We need more information on that food truck. If the owners were involved they would need a legit license to complete their disguise. We should be able to look it up.”

“Two things,” I said. “First, are you sure they would register the truck as a business? And second, are you going to be able to get info considering you are no longer a police officer?” I asked.

“I left on good terms and there are plenty of cops that owe me favors. We will get the info we need. As far as the food truck goes, posing as a business with no license is a good way to get the attention of law enforcement. Not an ideal scenario. I bet my left tit the truck is set up as a legit business.”

“Then let's go find out.”

I followed Izzy throught the police station. When we first arrived I thought we were finished before we started when we came to a door requiring a keycard to enter. There was an officer in uniform by the door and Izzy nodded to him. He returned her nod and pressed a button. The door buzzed and we were in. 

Izzy led me to an office with four desks, a round table with four chairs, and a couple large white boards with pictures taped to them and various writings. One of the desks was occupied by a man that stood and smiled when we walked in.

“Rodriguez,” the average sized guy with a tan and brown hair said as he extended his hand. “It's good to see you again. How is life as a civvie?”

Izzy met his hand with her's. “Hey Jacobs, I wish I could say things are good. How is the squad doing?”

They released their grip and he waved us over to the table. “Come on and have a seat. Tell me what I can do ya for.”

“I'm sure you heard about the explosion that took down the cemetery and a couple houses?” Izzy asked.

“That's the reason I'm alone right now. Detectives from every department are helping Homeland investigate. No one is sure of this is a terrorist attack or not.”

Izzy and I shared a look and I could tell she was wondering if we could us that to our advantage. “Well, I'm looking into the explosion myself. I'm following up a lead and need some info. Can you help me?”

The man she called Jacobs stared at my turtle through slitted eyes. “I'll help, but under two conditions. First, why are you looking into this? The second thing, is that you have to agree to share your information. I know enough about you to know that if you are chewing on a bone, it's probably going to lead you to the cadaver.”

“I don't know what I can share,” Izzy replied.

“My conditions are non negotiable. No one else is available to help you right now. If you want the info, you need to agree to terms. Your call.”

“I saw you go for it,” I sent to Izzy through our mental link. I trusted her enough to divulge only what was needed to satisfy his needs.

“I'm working for a private party that may have been the target. I can't go any more into that. I'll agree to share my info as long as you give me an eight hour lead to do what I have to do.”

“Are we talking body counts?” Jacobs asked and I was amazed at the casual attitude ye had while asking.

“Possibly,” Izzy replied.

“Okay,” Jacobs said.

Bale appeared next to Jacobs and I heard his voice in my mind. “It took you long enough to get here. Find the artifact in their storage and take me away from here.”




 


Chapter 8

 

I jumped to my feet startling Izzy and Jacobs. Bale blinked out of existence as Jacobs looked over his shoulder where the apparition had been.

“What the shit is wrong with you, man?” Jacobs asked.

“Sorry, I thought I saw a spider. I have a phobia,” I said. It was all I could think of on short notice.

“Whatever. We have a deal, Rodriguez?”

“We do.”

“Alright. Let's start with what you need?”

“I need information on a food truck,” Izzy said. In the spirit of cooperation, she told him what the man at the house had. The pair shared an easy banter that had me feeling a little jealous. Izzy barely gave me the time of day and probably wouldn't speak to me if we weren't bonded. 

More than once I caught her glancing at me from the corner of her eye. She knew what I was thinking as well as feeling due to our link. For the first time since Miranda helped me see who I really am, I hated that aspect of the connection. No doubt Izzy would get pissed at me feeling jealous since I didn't own her or was her man. 

“I look forward to your call, Jacobs,” Izzy said. She turned her head to me addressing me for the first time since sitting down. “You ready to go?”

“I am,” I said.

“Okay then. See ya later,” Jacobs said to Izzy. He didn't even glance my way.

Izzy was the first to rise and led the way to the door. She opened it then continued into the hallway. Once the door was closed she spun facing me. “What the hell was that?”

“What?” I asked.

“Well, aside from the feeling of jealousy you radiated, there was a moment when you were surprised and jumped up. Remember?”

“I remember.” 

Care to elaborate?” She crossed her arms and stared at me like she wished lasers would shoot our of her eyes to burn holes through me.

“Bale appeared. He said we had to get the artifact from the room where stuff was locked up. I assume he meant the evidence room, or locker, or whatever you guys call it.”

“No shit? Well let’s go get him than,” Izzy said.

“You know where he is?”

“There’s only one place he could be. I’m assuming the artifact was recovered from the base. It should be in evidence. The real question is what is the artifact? how do we know what to look for?”

“That’s a great question.”

Izzy navigate through the building she used to work in. I felt bad about her having to leave. If I hadn’t come into her life she would still be a cop. She loved being a cop and regretted having to quit. Once our lives were settled and all the crazy was taken care of I would push her to rejoin so she would be doing the job she loved. It was possible that part of the reason she was hostile towards me was having to leave her job.

My Turtle felt and knew what I was thinking and feeling. Yet she didn’t comment on it. Any of my other Tua would have said something. I had to wonder if there was a way to block them and keep my thoughts to myself.

My inner lamentations were cut short when we stopped at a metal door with a thick glass window. Evidence, was stenciled on the door in large white letters. In the window a man could be seen sitting at a desk with his head down. He typed at a keyboard using his idex fingers. It was painful watching him slowly peck away at the keyboard. When Izzy knocked on the metal door he looked up.

The man came to the door with a sile on his face. He pressed a button and spoke. “Hi Rodriguez, good to see you. Hi Santiago, how’s it hanging?”

The man chuckled at her response. “You know it only hangs when my wife has her purse hanging from something. Most of time her purse is sitting on a table and not hanging.”

“Ha, still playing that card huh? How is Elizabeth doing?”

“She’s doing great. What can I do for you?”

“I need a huge favor. Before I ask, know that this is going to break a few rules.”

“You want something from here? If it’s a weapon, drugs, or cash the answer is no.” His smile fadded to a look of annoyance. I got the impression that one or all of those things were asked for often enough he had to give that little speech.

“Nothing like that, Santiago. I wouldn’t dream of putting you in a position like that. To be honest, I’m not sure what the object I need looks like, but it’s not guns, drugs, or cash.”

“How am I supposed to get you something if I don’t know what to look for?”

“It’s part of the investigation into the big explosion that took down the cemetery,” Izzy said.

Santiago’s face went pale and he swallowed a lump in his throat. “It can’t be. Wait here.”

The man turned his back on us and walked behind a set of shelves. Izzy turned and faced me. She looked pissed. For an uncomfortable minutes I was the subject of her scrutinizing gaze. 

“You need to stop with the self pity emo shit right now. It’s bad enough I can hear what your thinking. The last thing I want os to hear and feel your little pity party. Keep your head in the game and don’t worry about what I’m feeling or thinking. We have a job to do. Let’s focus on getting it done.”

I looked away. Heat burned in my face as I blushed from embarrassment. I wanted to hear from her regarding my feelings, but not like this. Instead of giving me insight I craved I was chastised and damn near sent to sit in the corner. 

Santiago return and pressed the button once more. He cleared his throat to get Izzy’s attention. My Turtle narrowed her eyes at me briefly before turning around.

“We have a few things that are not weapons. A surprising amount of auto and semi auto rifles were found in the tunnels under the cemetery. There was also this stuff.” He lifted the box so we could see inside. 

Bale appeared next to the man and nodded at me. As he did so, a disc that looked to be made of stone shined. From Izzy and Santiago’s lack of a reaction I thought I might have been the only one to notice.

“The stone disc,” I said.

“This?” Santiago reached in and pulled the object from the box turning it so we could see both sides. The side that sat up while it was in the box was flat and smooth. The other side of the six in wide disc had engravings in a language I couldn’t even begin to guess it’s origin. Bale still stood next to the man and he nodded at me once before vanishing. This time, he seemed to turn into a small ball of mist that was sucked into the object.

“That’s the one,” Izzy said. Since I knew it was the object we sought, Izzy knew.

“Can I ask why you need this?” Santiago asked.

“Sure,”Izzy said. “I’m working for an independent party and running my own investigation of the bombing. My source tells me that piece is an important part of the investigation. I’ve agreed to share everything I learn with Jacobs, so he will hear about this soon enough.”

“Alright. If Jacobs is okay with you doing this, then so am I.” 

The man dropped the disc into a metal drawer the kifted the lever attached to it. A metal plate on our side of the door flipped down and the drawer slid out. Izzy took the disc and passed it to me without turning around.

“Thank you, Santiago. Have a good one, and don't work too hard,” Izzy said.

“You too, Chica. Oh, what am I saying. Working too hard is your thing.” He laughed while Izzy spun around. Her face was red and she looked mad enough to chew nails into paper clips.

My turtle led the way once more. We exited the station and climbed into the car. Izzy didn't say a word as she drove. I had no idea where we were headed, but I didn't think it was a good time to ask.

She took us to a park not far from the police station. It was one of the bigger parks in the city with a man made lake at its heart. Izzy threw the car into park hard enough to cause the steering column shifter to crack. Then she killed the engine and left the car. I stepped out and rushed to catch her. Izzy was a hundred yards from the car when I caught up. 

The woman I loved, bit refused to give me the time of day marched through the park like she had a purpose. I soon found out what purpose she had when we came to another parking area with a white trailer hitched to a red Chevy pickup. Izzy went straight to the window 8n the side of the trailer. 

“Ola,” she said. “Give me four Pastor tacos and a side of beans and rice.” She looked at me and raised an eyebrow.

“Uh,” I said.

Izzy rolled her eyes and turned back to the food trailer. “Let me get a steak torta for Shakespeare and some chips and salsa.”

“You got it, Detective. It's good to see you again.” The young woman in the trailer leaned over to see out the small window, and gave me a good view of her cleavage. It looked like her heavy breasts were a centimeter away from spilling out of her shirt.

“Come on,” Izzy said. “Your not doing anything to endear yourself to me by eye fucking Marina.”

My mouth opened then snapped shut. I followed Izzy to a picnic table not far from the truck she sat and I took the spit across from her. My turtle refused to look at me and I felt the anger radiating from her. Once again I found myself wishing my Tua couldn't hear my thoughts. Or that Izzy couldn't. Miranda might have egged me on, and Tabitha might be inclined to offer the woman a spot in our bed. But me looking at a woman obviously flaunting what she had seemed to make Izzy angrier. 

“I'm angry for a lot of reasons,” Izzy said, but she didn't’ raise her head and look at me. “Mostly because I miss my job. I am a good detective.”

“I don't doubt that, Izzy. I'm sorry you had to leave. Maybe you can go back once everything is back to normal,” I said.

Izzy slapped her open hand against the table. “There will never be anything normal again. My life has taken a turn I didn't expect or want. It's too late to go back now. Just because I'm not wearing a shield on my chest doesn't mean I can walk with Arnold and his pack of thugs hurting people. I swore to protect and serve, and that is what I’m going to do.”

“I'm sorry I screwed up your life. Maybe you shouldn't have accepted my offer to become a Tua,” I said.

Izzy slammed her hand down on the table again. “Damn you! Fucking gringo.”

“Your food is ready, detective!” The woman in the trailer shouted.

“Stay right there,” Izzy snapped 

She went to the truck and paid. Then a couple baskets were handed out to her. She smiled and shared a few words with the woman before returning.

“I think you'll like this,” She said as she took her seat. “Have you had a torta before?”

“No, this will be my first time.”

“Good. You'll like it.”








Chapter 9

 

Neither Izzy or I spoke while we ate. 

The sandwich turned out to be amazing. The rage simmering under my turtles cool exterior not so much. The taste and mix of textures elicited more than one groan of pleasure.

“What's our next move?” I asked.

“I think we should call it a night. You need to commune with the strange disc and I need some time to think.”

“You want we should stay in a really nice place? Apparently I have access to a lot of money.” I waved the black card for her to see.

“Oh, you are paying, but not for one of those sickening rich yuppy fuck's rooms. I know a mom and pop owned motel and eatery. The food is good and the rooms comfy. Or is that too quaint for his lordship?”

“Ouch. That one cut deep,” I mocked while wearing a grin. “That's cool with me. I felt out of place in the palace Miranda rented for us.”

“Good. Let's get going.” Izzy balled up the paper her food came wrapped in and tossed it over head like a pro basketball player. “Nothin but net,” she whispered.

***

The woman working the front desk at the motel had a warm smile and kind eyes. She was old enough to be my grandmother and gave off the, i'm going to spoil my grand baby rotten, vibe.

“That can't be right,” Izzy said. “Only one room left? Is there an event in town I'm not aware of?”

“No dear, it happens from time to time. S9me youngster will stay with us and be so impressed with our hospitality they Yelp us. Then we see a wave of kore youngsters ready to try us and Yelp us. I'm sorry, honey, but this is the only room we have available. I can have a spare folding bed brought up?”

“No, that won't be necessary,” Izzy said. “We'll take the room. Thank you Margery.”

I took that as my cue and stepped up to the counter with my credit card. I passed it to Margeri who eyed it skeptically. 

“You don't’ look like someone that would have one of these,” Margery said. “If not for Miss Rodriguez being a police officer I might have to call the credit card company.”

“It's all above board,” Izzy said.

“Very well then.”

A minute later I had keys in hand and we were heading up stairs. Izzy yawned more than once on our walk up to our second floor room. Her version of thinking about the case was going to involve a lot of sleep if I didn't miss my guess.

She stepped aside as we reached the door and I opened it. My turtle went straight to the bed and fell onto it like a tree onto a forest floor. While she lay there I took in the sight of her shapely legs and ass in her tight jeans. Izzy turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. She wasn't angry, but I didn't feel the same joy I received from my other Tua when I checked them out. 

Deciding it best to not stare I checked out our room. It was a good size with a queen bed coated in a homey look quilty. There was a green loveseat and recliner sitting in front of a stand with a thirty two inch T.V. next to a door I assumed opened into a bathroom was a small sink with a mini fridge under the counter and a microwave above the fridge on the counter. It wasn't the luxurious room Miranda put us up in, but it was nice and certainly comfortable.

On the loveseat was a blanket which I grabbed and spread out on the floor. When I reached across Izzy to grab a pillow she clasped her hand over my wrist.

“We can share,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked while a spike of hope and excitement impaled my chest.

“Nothing is going to happen,” Izzy said as her eyes narrowed to slits. “Get that thought right out of your head. But I see no reason two adults can't share the same bed without having sex.”

“Oh no, I wasn't… well, maybe a little but… you're right. We can share with the intent of getting rest.”

Before I said something truly damning I shut my mouth and tossed the blanket on the loveseat. Not yet ready for bed I chose to cool down and clean up. 

The cold water from the high pressure shower head helped my focus on what we were there for. Izzy would take care of figuring out who was responsible, though I was sure I knew. But a person to hold responsible and find retribution was important for the morale of my pack. In the morning, I would talk with Bale, assuming he could talk to me since I haven't seen him since the police station. Then I would put together a plan of action suited to my talents.

The room was dark so I slowly crept to the bed and managed to avoid stubbing my toes. Izzy's soft snoring could be heard over the buzzing of the air conditioner. Cautious not to disturb her, I slid into bed.

Just as I was situated Izzy slid over and put an arm over my chest and a leg over my thighs. I froze. Not only was my turtle snuggled up against me, but I felt a good deal of warm skin. I did nothing. By allowing me to share the bed Izzy was trusting me to be a gentleman. That trust would be impossible to earn back if I broke it. 

The night passed by slowly. The feel of my turtle pressed against me filled my mind with lecherous thoughts. Every once in a while her leg would move and slide against my constant erection. It was pure torture that kept me from sleeping.

The morning's light cut through the room bisecting it. A gap in the center of the curtains allowed for the blade of sun to enter. I had watched the morning unsheath the light as there was nothing else to do. My eyelids felt like sandpaper against my eyes and I wanted nothing more than to sleep. The distraction that was Izzy made sleep impossible. It was going ro be a long day.

Izzy woke and stretched with a yawn. The move pushed the blanket down to our waste and I was gifted with the sight of my wolf in her bra and panties. The former was black while her bottoms were a dark blue. My dick remained erect and throbbed from the sight.

“Morning,” Izzy said. “I like to sleep in the buff, but thought that unwise considering. Were you all right with the compromise I made?”

“Uh huh,” I said. Taking my eyes off her cleavage was near impossible.

“Good. Are you all right? You look tired.”

“I'm fine.” A yawn pried my mouth open as it sought freedom.

“Uh huh. Did you sleep at all?”

“Not really,” I said.

“Terry, we have a big day ahead of us. You should…” Izzy's eyes went wide. She threw back the blanket and took in the sight of her leg resting on my and my hard dick clearly visible under it. “I slept on you all night, didn't I?”

“Yeah.”

“I'm sorry, Terry.” Izzy moved her leg then covered up pulling the blanket up to her chin. “Ah shit. Here I was wondering if you would get handsy and I'm the one all over you. I'm sorry.”

“It's all right. Don't be mad, but it was nice having you laying on me. Other than not sleeping it felt really nice.”

Izzy let out a sigh. “I'm sorry.” 

My turtle jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom scooping up her overnight bag as she went. She slammed the door and I heard the shower's hissing a moment later.

I slumped back on the bed. It had been wonderful to have Izzy close to me, boner notwithstanding. Seeing her so flustered after discovering she had laid on me all night was disheartening. I began to think Izzy and I would never be close.

At some point I must have dosed off because a fully dressed Wereturtle in human form shook me until I woke.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey yourself.” She sat on the bed next to me and looked down at her lap. “About last night…”

“It's okay, Izzy. There is nothing to apologize for or feel bad about,” I said

“But you didn't get any sleep because of me.”

“I didn’t sleep, sure. But I’m a big boy and I will get over it. We have bigger problems right now,” I said.

Izzy rubbed the bridge of her nose and sighed. “This whole Tuatha thing has me all fucked up. Not long ago I would have told you to man up and get some damn coffee. Now I’m all worried and shit about my poor little gringo. What the fuck?”

I put my hand up to cover the smile spreading on my face. 

“Why the fuck are you smiling, Gringo?”

“You called me your gringo,” I replied.

“You’re impossible. Can you get ready so we can get back to work?”

“That I can do.” 

Soon after I was showered, dressed, and ready to go. First thing I did was get the stone disc from my bag and set it on the table. The real question was how to get Bale out of it to talk to me.

“What now?” Izzy asked while she looked on.

“Beats me. I figured Bale would just come out when we pulled the stone thingy out of my bag.”

“Maybe, you should try asking me to come out,” Bale said as he materialized in front of me.

“Noted for next time. What’s the deal with the disc?” I asked.

“It is an old artifact. When magic was old but man was young, they were used to imprison spirits. A nasty magician grew jealous of my relationship with his daughter. He was a strange man with stranger appetites. When his daughter shunned his advances he imprisoned me by tearing my soul from my body and grafting it to the artifact. I can never truly be free, just obliterated or trapped.”

“That was  a surprisingly long explanation,” Izzy said.

“I was thinking the same thing. So how did you end up in a police station?” I asked.

The artifact was close to the surface after teh explosion. I thinik it fortunate that the magic will always seek people to weild it. Otherwise I may have been stuck under the earth for untoild ages.”

“That possibility must have scared you big time for you to be so chatty now,” Izzy said. “What can you tell us about the intruders?”

“They tank of foul magic. The werewolves had the taint of a necro about them. While they were not dead when you fought them their souls were gone as were their minds. It’s similar to what was done with me, only they were used to fuel the dark magician making him, or her, stronger,” Bale said.

“And you know this how?” Izzy asked.

“Magic leaves a trace. Almost like an aftertaste, or a lingering odor. I have seen enough magic to know the funk of a soul reaping. Killing those wolves was a mercy. Killing the magician responsible is a duty you must accept. It’s dark taint will infect everything until there is nothing left but death and darkness.”

“Because our lives weren’t complicated enough without a new quest,” I said.

“Not new,” Bale said. “You have met this magician before. I recognize the traces of his taint from contact you had with his creatures. You know this monster and I suspect were already looking for a confrontation with him.”

“Lassiter,” Izzy and I said in unison.





Chapter 10

 

Izzy drove her car at breakneck speeds. I had a question that needed an answer and figured focusing on it was better than watching death come for me. The  question was, how do I gain points to level up myself, and my Tua. I closed my eyes and brought up the menus. It was the first time I did it with my eyes closed and relief washed over me as the menus appeared. I wouldn't have to watch Izzy drive us to our graves.

Since I was with my turtle I focused on her tab. The bracelet that originally let me access these tabs was incomplete because I was missing the companion bracelet. With the help of Roo, my werekangaroo, I was able to acquire the second bracelet. Things were all kinds of hectic so I couldn't delve too deep into the system. 

I grabbed the door handle as Izzy took a turn fast and squeezed my eyes shut. The force of the turn threatened to throw me against Izzy. The result could be a horrific crash that left me and her all kinds of hurt. I decided to keep my hand on the door handle while I continued.

It became clear that I messed up. Izzy had three unused points and no skills purchased. I had to fix that immediately.





Skills from left to right at the bottom of the skill trees.




Clubbed Hands 1: 

All your Turtle Tua  gain hard plates that cover the hands making punch strikes 50% more effective. 

Cost 1 Point




Razors Edge: 

All your Turtle Tua will gain sharpened shell edges giving them a passive offensive capability. 

Cost 1 Point




Durability 1:

All your Turtle Tua become 20% more durable 

Cost 1 Point




Liquid Grace: 

All your Turtle Tua gain 50% more speed and 20% more maneuverable while in the water. Cost 1 Point.




I thought the choice was easy. Clubbed Hands 1, Razors Edge, and Durability were the skills I bought. We haven’t had many opportunities to fight in water. That didn’t mean I wasn’t excited to see Izzy in the water after getting her the Liquid As I looked at the big fat goose egg representing points to spend a slider popped into existence next to the zero. It was just like a slider in a web browser that moved the content up or down. I pushed it down with a little willpower and the zero moved up to be replaced by current EXP. Izzy had 195 points. scrolling down again I was given a treat. My turtle had five points ro go until she gained a new point.

Five points didn't seem like much, but I had no idea how she acquired them or how much she received at a time.

Video games had been my biggest source of entertainment before my world became shifters and craziness. If my life was anything like the a

Games I played then I knew how to test her points acquisition.

“Hey, Izzy,” I said as I opened my eyes.

“What's up, Gringo?”

“I need you to hit me.”

Izzy slammed on the brakes and if not for my seatbelt I would have dined on the dashboard. Once the vehicle stopped she turned to face me. “Want to run that one by me again?”

I let out a sigh then met her eyes. You are close to gaining a new skill point. i need you to hit me to see if you will gain the experience needed to unlock another point.”

“Really?” She asked as the right side of her upper lip curled up in disgust.

“I'm serious. Give me a good punch to the face.”

My turtle hit me on the shoulder hard enough for there to be a meaty thud. I rubbed at my arm and checked her EXP, 195.5. The hard as Hades punch hd gained her half an experience point. Great.

“How was that?” She asked.

“That was great, but I need more. Or, you need more,” I said.

“How many more?”

“Nine more punches.”

Izzy responded by leaning in and punching me nine times in rapid succession. She finished before I had a chance to say ouch for the first punch.

The pain was forgotten as Izzy's EXP rose to 200 and she and a popup screen informed me that she had received enough experience to unlock a new point to spend. I willed the popup away. 

Before I spent the point I took note of the wording. Just before she punched me I thought of Izzy gaining enough EXP to unlock a point. Then the popup used my terminology. It brought into question how much I could customize the system and if I might be able to hack, or game the system. That was a thought for another time.

I focused on the turtle skill tree to see what I could spend the point on.




Skills available from left to right:




Clubbed Hands 2: 

All your Turtle Tua  gain hard plates that cover the hands making punch strikes 60% more effective. Cost 1 Point




Thick Plates 1:

All your Turtle Tua gained thickened armor plates giving them 40% more armor. 

Cost 1 Point




Durability 2: 

All your Turtle Tua become 30% more durable 

Cost 1 Point




Liquid Grace: 

All your Turtle Tua gain 50% more speed and 20% more maneuverable while in the water. Cost 1 Point.




All the skills except Liquid Grace were tier two skills. I couldn’t see what was the last tier two skill since I hadn’t purchased Liquid Grace. Tiers three, four, and a solitary slot for tier five were also hidden from me. 

Once more, we had yet to fight in water, so I left the fourth tier one skill, Liquid Grace, alone. Instead I spent the brand spanking new point on Durability 2. The harder my Tua were to hurt, the less I would worry about them. On the upside, I could now see the third skill of Tier three, Durability 3. 

Next I went back to the window with my collection of spheres representing my Tua and the abilities having them granted me. I wasn’t surprised to see that I still didn’t have any Ability Points to spend. That wasn’t the reason I was there. To the far left was a section of the window showing my available points, or lack of. Like with my Tua’s points a slider waited next to the zero. I willed it to move scrolling up. 

I almost whooped with delight at seeing my experience points and what I needed to reach in order to gain another point. The excitement ended there. At present, my experience points totaled four hundred and seven. My next points would be available at six hundred. The most interesting thing was the note of points as opposed to just a single point. There was nothing stating how many points I would get. Only ninety three points until I knew for sure.

I closed the window to find Izzy looking back and forth from me to the road. :Care to tell me what the hell just happened?” She asked.

“You felt that?” None of my Tua had expressed anything like this. They were, for the most part, predators and might not have felt the need to voice a weakness. I didn’t think it was a weakness to address what the changes I brought about felt like, but I wasn’t a wolf, or snake.

“I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t feel anything,” Izzy said.

“I guess not. I spent skill points you had available. You should shift and check out what you can do now.”

“Okay.”

My wereturtle shifted into her hybrid Wereturtle Tua form. Just like all of my other Tua she didn’t grow in size and her face remained largely unchanged. With the skills I just bought her shell was a little different. That became apparent when the front of her tank top fell down to pool in her lap.

“What the hell is this? Did you learn some ultimate perv spell?” 

I had to stop laughing before I could respond. “No, Izzy. One of the new skills sharpened the edges of your shell giving you a passive offensive skill.” I told her about the skills I bought and broke down what they did. 

“Be real with me, am I just a character in a video game simulation?”

“I hope not.” I laughed.

“This is serious, Terry. If were not in a game, then what is this?”

“It’s the bracelets, Izzy. I think the magic in them creates a system of granting new skills or abilities and taylors it to the user. I played a lot of video games so the level progression system works for me.”

“That makes sense,” Izzy said.

“So I say the word magic and that makes sense to you?” I thought magic would be a big reveal to everyone. Seeing her reaction made me realize that none of my Tua seemed surprised by magic being a thing.

“How do you think creatures like me and you came to be? It’s not exactly a natural phenomenon for creatures to change shape regularly.”

“That’s true. I mean, there are supposed to be amphibians that can change gender when the opposite sex isn't present. This is a big difference though.Does that make us unnatural magical creatures?” I asked knowing the answer might change my whole perspective on life.

“Yeah, I would say so. Look, in the long run it doesn’t matter what we are made of.” Izzy shifted back giving me a good view of her topless. I’d seen her nude before, but I never grew tired of it. “We are flesh and blood same as everyone else.”

A few seconds passed letting her words sink in before she covered her breasts with her arm. I understood her need to cover up. We were trying to work out our relationship and sex wasn’t part of it. If we worked out this thing between us, then it might. I hoped it would be, but I also wanted my turtle to view me as hers. 

“Where are we headed?” I asked. Wishing we were closer wasn’t going to make happen. We had to get the job done and work on getting closer while we did.

“Lasseter HQ. We need to catch the head honcho and make him answer some questions.”

“Is that legal?” I asked worried she might be heading down a dark path.

“No, but neither is blowing up a portion of the city. I know what you’re thinking. I’m not going all dark Jedi, but I will use my new found freedom to get to the bottom of this faster than the legal system would have allowed. First thing is finding the fuck we know was involved, Lasseter. We find out who was behind the attack, and I mean the one who hired him, and deal with them.” 

“Totally not worried about you going dark,” I said with a chuckle. 




 


Chapter 11

 

When I started this adventure with Izzy I didn’t think we would go on a stakeout. I felt like I was living an eighties buddy cop film, and I loved it.

“What do we do now?” I slid closer to Izzy on my belly. We used the roof of the building across the street from Lasseter Security headquarters. 

“We wait and watch. I wish we had more equipment, but we will have to make due,” Izzy said.

“Somehow, I thought this would be a lot more glamorous.”

“That’s life. Everything always looks easier, or sexier until your the one elbow deep in shit,” Izzy said.

“All the jobs I’ve worked looked just as shitty to observers as they did to me. Either way, it’s still cool to be a part of something new, and more so to be doing it with you,” I said.

I kept my focus on the corner of my eye so I could watch Izzy without looking directly at her. She froze for a brief second before moving her head to scan the ground. I couldn’t tell if that was a good thing or bad. 

“Look sharp, we have movement,” Izzy said. 

Sure enough a Lincoln Town Car stopped  front of the building. The driver opened the rear door and a woman wearing a white fur left the vehicle. She waited for the driver to open the front door before entering. The car pulled away and the front of Lasseter Security went back to boring.

“You recognize the woman?” Izzy asked.

“Never seen her.”

“Let’s go make her acquaintance.” Izzy rose to her feet and brushed off. I followed her example before we left the roof.

As we entered the lobby a man in a blue. Suit with a white cord spiraling down to the neckline from his ear looked up. His smile dropped away along with all pretense of polite behavior. “You two are not allowed here. Go back up to your rooftop perch next door.” He swiveled one of three monitors around giving us a good view of the spot we vacated.

“This can go one of two ways. You tell us where to find Lassiter, or we fuxk you up, then you tell us.” Izzy cracked her knuckles while issuing the threat.

The smule returned while the front desk attendant looked to hos left. A door opened and three of the largest juman men I have ever seen stepped out. They cracked.c. thier knuckles just like Izzy had.

“If I had a beer this is when I would hand ot to you and tell you to hold my beer,” Izzy said. She put her palm to my chest and pushed me out of the way.

“It doesn't have to be like this,” the attendant said. “You could just leave instead of getting hurt.”

My Turtle stormed over to the three brutes. I turned back to the attendant. “You could have stopped this from happening. But no, you had to be a smug asshole with a fancy camera. Now your three buddies are going to get stomped.”

“You don’t understand,” the man said while leaning over the desk. “He keeps them hungry. This is going to get very messy.”

“Izzy,” I spoje loud enough to be heard from where my turtle was, “looks like we have zombies and they are hungry.”

“I thought as much,” Izzy replied.

The attendants eyes widened. “Who the hell are you people?” 

“Trouble. We are nothing but trouble,” I replied.

His eyes drifted toward my turtle and the fight. I wanted to watch as well, but I couldn’t take my eyes off of a possible threat. At least not one that was still conscious. I struck lightning quick grabbing his head and slamming his face into the desk. The guy went limps and slid off the desk.

Free of the concern of attack fro. The rear I turned and got my first eyeful of the fight. 

The lumbering brutes swiped at Izzy withassive hands. My turtle ducked under or jumped out of the way with ease. The problem she faced was getting close enough to hit the zombies while avoiding a strike. Something I could help with.

As I ran toward the fight Izzy jumped back out of the way of a strike. I leapt, utilizing the abilities granted from having a werekangaroo in my pack. I cleared Izzy and slammed my knees into the face of the guy that tried hitting her. He fell back landing against the wall. I slapped the wall with my hand and back flipped to land next to Izzy.

“You were supposed to be holding my imaginary beer,” Izzy said.

“Sorry, but I think we need to hurry this up.”

The two remaining brute zombies rushed us from opposite sides. I turned facing my opponent and pulled fifty percent from my pack. Strength flooded me and I moved with speed far beyond that of a man or a beast. My fist connected with his nose smashing straight through and not stopping until my knuckles hit the back of his skull. I pulled my hand free as he fell to the ground.

“Oh that’s grosse,” Izzy said.

“You say that like you’re the one that has to clean this crap off,” I said. The faceless zombies’ shirt became my towel. Without water and soap getting all of the black brain goop off was impossible.

“You be sure to keep your hands to yourself until you bleach the shit out of that hand.”

“You got it, boss. Where do you think we,ll find the boss?” I asked.

“Up. Come on, there is an elevator.”

We rode close enough for our shoulders to touch, but neither one spoke. The trip was short since the building was no skyscraper. As the car slowed to a stop we moved to either side. Izzy pulled her gun and held it up ready to fire into the hallway of danger presented itself.

“What should I do?” I thought to my turtle.

“Stand there and look pretty. If the shit hits the fan, I’ll use my 9 millimeter rags to clean up with.”

“While I do dig the analogy, won’t your rags make a bigger mess? And you think I’m pretty? Awe,” I replied.

“Stow it,” Izzy thought back. “The doors are opening.”

There was a dung followed by the doors opening with hardly a sound. The hallway was empty and quiet. Izzy gaze me a couple hand gesture that meant nothing to me. She rolled her eyes when she realized my look of concentration was really confusion. Shaking her head, Izzy went back to me tal communications. I don’t know why she didn’t just go with that instead of hand signals.

“I think the office is to the right. Stay behind me and keep an eye out for anyone coming from behind.”

“You really said all that by waving your hand around and pointing like you’re crazy?”

“Focus, Terry.” Shr o ly said two words but her tone left me feeling properly chastised.

“Right.”

I followed Izzy through the short hallway looking back every couple of steps. In a few short moments we were at the door. Izzy gave a glance the opened the door pushing it in. 

“Who are you?” The woman in the white fur asked.

Her eyes moved to me as I entered then went wide. She took a step back and looked like I was holding a gun in her face.

“What are you doing here?” Her voice broke and I thought she might be a second away from crying.

“You know this chic?” Izzy asked.

“No, never seen her.”

“What are you doing here?” Izzy asked as she took anothwr step toward the woman.

“I’m here to see Mr. Lassiter. I want to hire some men to protect me. There has bean a lot of Lycan activity and I don’t feel safe.”

“You know about Lycans?” I asked surprised by her statement.

“Of course I do. All mages k ow about you savage beasts,” she said while her eyes moved between Izzy and I. My turtle held the weapon on her, but she seemed to be more affraid of me.

“Where is Lassiter?” Izzy asked.

“He isn’t here. I was leaving my contact info so he could get back to me.”

“Did you?”

“Yes.”

“Then you are coming with us,” Izzy said.

“What? No!” The woman’s voice rose a couple octaves.

“I’m the woman with , so I’m the woman making the rules,” Izzy said. “Got it?”

“No!” The woman raised a blue glowing hand. A large icicle formed in front of her fingers and flew at my turtle. 

Time slowed as I pulled ninety percent from my pack. My body move with speeds that should have been impossible. I ran and jumped grabbing Izzy as I fell toward the ground. The frozen attack barely missed my Tua and grazed my back. The cold shard burned a line of pain along my back. 

Through our link I felt the pain of the damage I caused by hitting my turtle moving as fast as I had. I felt no guilt for it. Izzy in pain was better than Izzy dead. The turtle gate inverted with a thought and power flowed through me to my turtle Tua. In a few moments she would be fine. 

The power I now shared slowed me, but not enough for the cold caster to stop me from reaching her. I grabbed her arm and pushed them out wide on time to see her send another icicle into the wall. 

Dealing with people flinging around magic was new to me. There was no way I could know how to stop her fem casting without hurting her. So I hit her in the head just hard enough to knock her out as she fell I caught her and threw her over my shoulder.

“What are planning to do with her?” Izzy asked in a tone that said she wasn’t happy. “I won’t be part of some rapey harem thing.”

“Come on, Izzy. You know me better than that. You know what I think and feel. You have to know the thought of it enrages me and makes me want to throw up.”

“I’m sorry, Terry. That was a low blow, and untrue. Let’s get outta here.”

Izzy lead the way back to the elevator and through the lobby. The zombies were still dead dead and the guard was still unconscious. We kept going out the door and to Izzy’s car. 

“What do we do with her?” I asked. Locking her up in the trunk didn’t seem like a good idea. Last thing we needed was her to wake and start blasting holes in the trunk with icicles.

“Put her in the back seat and stay with her. If she wakes up, and isn’t cooperative, then knock her out again.”

“Not worried about brain damage?”

“Any mage worth a damn already has auto-healing spells. She should be fine.”

My Tua opened the door and I laid the woman on the back seat. I joined her pushing her out of my way. We drove to destinations only known to Izzy.









Chapter 12

 

Izzy took us out of the city and to a cabin in the mountains. 

Our guest woke up after we left city limits. One threat to knock her out kept her quiet and docile. Something I was glad for. I was becoming a little too comfortable hitting women lately. The fact that most of them I’ve had to hit could hit harder was my only saving grace.

“What are you going to do with me?” The woman whispered.

Izzy put the car in park and turned to look at the woman. “We’re going to ask you some questions. Your answers determine what happens next.”

“Does that mean you are going to torture me?” tears fell from her eyes at the thought of being hurt.

“No, we’re not mages. That’s not how we do things.”

“Oh.”

Her not denying the statement set me back. Did mages torture people?

“They feel like laws don’t apply to them and they do as they please,” Izzy thought to me. “Not all are like that, but enough are to be a problem.”

“Is that the kind of thing you would do?” I growled.

“No!” Her eyes became wide saucers. “I swear, I’ve never tortured anyone.”

“Okay, but you were quick to launch those icicles against us,” I said. 

“I'm sorry, but I thought you were going to hurt me. I’ve never seen a Mage Hunter till today and didn’t know what to expect. Please don’t hurt me.”

“Mage Hunter?” Izzy and I asked in unison.

“Let’s get her inside,” Izzy said.

Taking one of her arms each, we guided her into the cabin. Once inside Izzy let go and pulled a plastic cover off of a chair.

“Take a seat. If you agree to cooperate and keep things civil, we will do the same. Do we have a deal?” Izzy asked.

“O… Okay. Just don’t hurt me,” she said as she sat.

“What’s your name?” Izzy asked.

“Telling us her name might show her that we think of her as more than our victim. Maybe she will open up sone,” Izzy thought to me.

“My name is Scarlet. Scarlet Aragon.”

“Good,” Izzy said. “That wasn’t so hard now, was it?”

“No.”

“Good. Can I get you a bottle of water?”

“Are you trying to trick me?” Scarlet asked.

“We want you to be comfortable,” I said. “Like we told you, we are not here to torture you. We need information and we hope you have it. Also, I am interested in learning more about mages. I don’t really know anything about them.”

“You might be giving her too much info.”

“I think this will work out for us,” I sent back to Izzy through our mental link.

“Okay, I’ll let you take the lead on this. Do you want my input when I see something that could help?”

“Always, Izzy.”

“I could use some water,” Scarlet said. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Scarlet.” Izzy handed a bottle to the woman and I waited for her to take a drink before continuing. “First, can you tell me what a Mage Hunter is, and why you think I’m one?”

“To be honest, I haven’t met any before you. We are taught that they are mostly extinct. There is said to be a woman who doesn’t actively hunt, but another coud pop up at anytime.”

“And what makes these hunters so special?” I asked.

“They comand legions of Lycans and shrug off magic like it’s water from a squirt pistol.”

“And them not being affected by magic is bad why?” I asked.

“We are people just like everyone else. We fear what we don’t understand or can’t control. For a mge, magic is all about control. We fuse an element to our souls and control it as if it were the breath we breath.”

“So you fused ice?” I asked. “I didn’t think ice would be an element.”

“It’s not, but water is. Learn to control water, and you can make ice. It’s just a matter of slowing down molecules.”

“Can anyone do magic?”

My question caused her to sit back and blink. Scarlet looked from Izzy and back to me. “Um…” She looked back to Izzy. “Um…”

“Spit it out, chica,” Izzy snapped.

“I’m not answering anymore questions,” Scarlet said. She took a sip of water then set the bottle down and crossed her arms.

“Finally I get to cut a bitch,” my turtle said.

“Wait,” I said putting my arm up to keep Izzy from moving closer.

Scarlet’s eyes went impossibly wide and her breathing became quick and shallow. Izzy’s words were getting to her, but I wasn’t sure scaring her was the way to go yet.

“Can I ask why you won’t answer any more questions?” I asked.

“Look, I will answer more questions, but I need something from you.” “What do you need?” I asked.

“She needs to get the thought of making demands out of her pretty little head before I cut her tongue out,” Izzy said. Her words got a little squeak out of Scarlet.

“Izzy, please wait outside.”

“What?”

“Please, I can handle this.”

My turtle let out a long sigh. Her face reddened and I thought for a second I was the bitch about to be cut. Then she turned and walked out closing the door behind her.

“All right, Scarlet. I’m all ears,” I said.

“I wouldn't ask this of you normally, but if you really are a Mage Hunter you may be the only person who can help me, or us.

“Help with what?”

“My family is not an important one in the magical community. But we are all exceptionally gifted with water. My brother is the best Hydro Mage to be seen in a very long time. Most mages avoid water because of the difficulty it presents. The risk of being a subpar magician is too high. The only other school that is as rare is necromancy.”

“So Lassiter is a really powerful Mage?” I asked.

“Yes, even among the select few that are Necros. The number of dead he can control is staggering.” 

“Tell me about it,” I mumbled.

“I thought I just did.”

“Anyway, what is it you need help with?”

“I need you to rescue my brother.”

“From who exactly?”

“He is being held by a Lycan.”

I knew as soon as those words left her mouth just who the Lycan would be. The same son of a bitch that has been a thorn in my side since I was shown what I am. Arnold.

“Arnold is his name, I think,” Scarlet said.

“Why is he holding your brother?”

“For two reasons. One is to get my family to ply our trade to help him further his cause. The second is to utilize my brother's master of water for his experiments.”

“What kind of work did your family do for Arnold?”

“Most recently, we used water and pressure to hollow out a large cavern in Amarillo Texas.”

“That was you?” I said startled by the revelation.

“You know about it?” She asked as surprised by my knowledge as I was by the information.

“Yeah. Infact, my Lycan’s and I took that facility from Arnold’s pack. It belongs to me now. I’m kind of a badass.”

“You would have to be in order to take a huge underground facility away from Arnold. Will you help me?”

“I want to, but I need some things from you in return,” I said.

Scarlet looked down at her hands and began fidgeting. “So you want to use us like Arnold is?”

“No, it’ not like that. Look, I don’t want to exploit you, your brother, or your family. I’m fighting a war against an enemy much stronger than me. More than thay, he’s been a part of this world of Lycans and Magic for longer than I’ve been alive. Last month I had no clue this was real. I will help, but I am not demanding anything in return.” I felt a mental nidge from Izzy, but chose to ignore it and keep going. 

“I’m asking you to help me find an edge, a way of not being destroyed when Arnold decides he’s tired of me and my antics.”

“So you will help find my brother?” Scarlet asked.

“Yes.”

“And the most it will cost me is some answers, but you would like some help as well. Anything beyond the answers would be voluntary though. Is that right?” 

“Yes.”

“I have one more question,” Scarlet said. She leaned forward so our faces were a few inches apart. “Why should I help beyond answering your questions?”

“As a Tuatha, that’s what I am, I have people I am responsible for. If I fail and Arnold wins, they all die or worse. I’m asking for your help so I can provide a future for my pack. I don’t know if you and yours will be enough, but I will take all the help I can get for the sake of the people I care about.”

“I want to believe you. I’ll make a deal with you. Save my brother, take me along, and I will see if you are a man of your word. Prove to me everything you said is true and you will have a family of Hydro Mages on your side.”

“I don’t like this deal one bir,” Izzu thought to me.

“I know this might be a big ask, but please trust me.”

She sent a long mental sigh. “Trust in you, is not the issue. Damn it Gringo, I want to make sure you are doing the right thing for all of us.”

Izzy walked through the door in her shifted form. The razor sharp edges tire her shirt and the remnants of it hung from her tight jeans. Some shell ridges ran down her leg and I hadn’t noticed those before.

“Look at me, Chica,” Izzy said. Her voice was unchanged and the changes to her face were so minor they were barely noticeable.

A wide eyed Scarlet turned her head to do as she was told.

“This form you see is the result of Terry’s power. I am not familiar with the Mage Hunter you speak of, but I have no doubt Terry fits the bill. If you do anything to deceive him, you will have an army of Lycans unlike any you have ever seen knocking on your door. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes,” Scarlet said in a high squeaky voice.

“Laying it on a little thick, aren’t you?” I sent through our mental link.

“I am simply stating a fact. If Scarlet, or anyone fucks with you, they will feel our wrath.”

More than her words came through with that statement.”You’re not after Lassiter because of the compound under the cemetery, are you?” 

“Drop it, Terry.” Izzy looked down to the seated form of Scarlet. ‘I may not be a mage, but I understand the power of a mage’s sworn oath.” Izzy bent over and grabbed Scarlet by her chin. “Without the oath, you don’t walk out of here.”

Scarlet cried out and threw herself back. A wall of ice rise up between her and Izzy. My turtle activated Clubbed Fists and smashed through the ice like it was paper.

Izzy grabbed Scarlet’s short and pulled her close. In a voice that was calm, and dangerous, she continued. “I am not fucking around this is your last chance.” She held up her fist and the armored shell created by Clubbed Fists slid over her hand.

Darkness took us. Izzy stood before me looming over the unexpected form. A thin woman with breasts that looked a little oversized for her frame kneeled before me. Scarlet’s eye swelled with tears and she begged to join us, to help us. 

“No!” I shouted with anger radiating off of me. “Not like this. One day when we have earned our mutual respect, I may consider this. For now…”

I sent them both from my mind and continued my sentence in the real. “For now, say the words of your oath. That will be acceptable.”

Scarlet sniffed and fought back her tears. “I, the daughter of magic and wedded to the Hydro, do swear my loyalty to you and your cause.” Her eyes took on a blue glow. “My power is your power.” Her words reverberated through the air. “My life is your life.”










Chapter 13

 

Izzy drove us back to the and city. While our stake out hadn’t garnered the results we wanted it had given us a new ally. Or maybe just a person we could use as a tool. I hoped she was an ally and not just an instrument.

Scarlet and I were in the back seat. Since she spoke her oath she hadn’t said a word. While she wasn’t crying she didn’t seem like the same person I saw before we took her.

“Are you all right?” I asked.

She shook her head in the negative.

“I’m sorry about the way we treated you. I hope you can understand that we are fighting for our lives. Arnold and whoever he is working with will destroy me and everyone I love and care for. I’m just trying to keep them safe.” I lowered my gaze as guilt reared its ugly head. “I haven’t done a great job so far.”

“I understand,” Scarlet said. I felt Izzy’s interest peak as the newcomer spoke. “I was responsible for keeping my brother safe. I failed him and now I have to save him.”

I took her hand in mine. Scarlet’s head snapped up with a snarl on her face. I removed my hand and held it up in a, I come in peace gesture. “We are going to save him. I will do everything in my power to help.”

An idea hit me then. “Hey Izzy, let’s get some food with Dris and the gang.”

My Turtle acknowledged me then I called Dris and we picked a place. A few minutes later a handful of motorcycles sped by. They slowed and formed a circle around us. They had been close the entire time Izzy and I were back in the city.

For reasons I don’t understand we ate at Denny’s. With the black card in my pocket we could have gone anywhere.

“Why are we here?” I asked.

“The food is edible, and we won’t draw any attention,” Dris said. 

The large man sat across from me. Izzy was next to him and Scarlet sat next to me. No one said anything as the waiter walked up with a large tray and a folding stand. Once the food was dolled out and he left, we continued.

“So what do you have in mind, boss?” Dris asked before biting into his burger.

“Scarlet, can you tell us where to find your brother and what we can expect?” I asked.

“I don’t know, but I can use a spell to locate him, kind of.”

“Kind of?” Izzy asked.

“I can use a water spell to show me his location. It points the direction to his water. That’s the best I can do.”

“What about distance?” I asked. 

“That’s tricky, but doable. The closer I get the stronger a connection I can feel,” Scarlet said.

“What’s the nature of this connection?” Izzy asked. Her distrust of the woman was a thick wave of apprehension that hit me and made to hard to think straight.

“It’s like sending a ping on a computer to another computer. Justa sort burst to test signal strength. The closer I am the faster the return ping and the stronger it feels. Does that make sense?”

“I get it,” I said. “What do we need for the spell, or whatever?” I asked. Izzy gave me the side eye. 

“It just takes a moment to set it up. I can do it here and now. No flashy stuff, just a glass of water and a toothpick with a dash of magic. It will work like a compass.”

“Let’s do that after we eat,” Dris said. “I don’t want anyone getting ideas about running off before I finished eating.”

No one had a problem giving Dris the time he needed. With the exception of Scarlet, we all suffered from over active metabolisms and need a good amount of food. We quickly ate, ordered seconds, and thirds, then paid and left. Scarlet spent most of the meal gawking at us with her mouth open.

“Where do you put it all?” The mage asked after we left Denny’s.

“We’re Lycans,” Dris said. “Rearranging the body’s structure takes a lot of fuel. So does maintaining the increased strength, speed, stamina, and senses. We could all go back in and put down another plate or three. We learn how to balance eating and living.”

“Should we really be telling this woman so much about us?” Izzy asked as we walked to our rides.

“Terry seems to think she is Okay, that’s good enough for me,” Dris said. “If I can’t trust one of my Alphas, who can I trust?”

“Whateva,” Izzy mumbled before split away to go to the driver’s side of hr sedan.

“Maybe you need to buy her a car to help her loosen up some,” Dris whispered to me.

“I heard that!” Izzy outed before closing her door. Her reaction caused Dris to break out in raucous laughter.

Scarlet sat up front with Izzy. he held a paper cup half filled with water. A toothpick broken in half floated in the cup and pointed to our destination. We traveled north leaving the city. We came t a smaller town named after the large rock sitting on top of a hgh just outside the town next to the interstate, and Scarlet told Izzy to exit.

Looking over the seat I saw the pick turn as we grew closer to the exit. It moved from facing north to east. We came a stop st Scarlet’s insistence and the bikes took up a perimeter guard around the car.

“What now?” I asked.

“Two things,” Scarlet replied. “I need to send another ing, and I want to recalibrate the spell. It’s not necessary, but it helps to strengthen the reading and make it a lot more accurate.”

“How much more?” Izzy asked.

“Um, think of it like a longitude latitude thing. The more numbers you have in the coordinance the loser you get to the destination. My recalibrating is like me getting an update on the address that will give me a bigger set of numbers and narrow down the search area.”

“That’s kinda cool. We ready to go then?” I asked.

“Let’s go. Keep heading east.”

The exit spilled us out on Fifth Street. Our journey west let us see Fifth become Highway Eighty Six. When we came to a small town named Franktown Scarlet spoke up again. “He’s here. Somewhere inthi town. I need to top and recalibrate. I think this will be the last time.”

“There is a gas station,” I said. I could go for some road snacks while she does her thing.”

“Me too, and it will be good to go into this with a full tank.”

I walked with Izzy into the station for our snacks. My Turtle grabbed a bottle of water then stood in front of the isle holding a large variety of chips. Her eyes took on a thousand yard stare as se looked at the selection. I didn’t need to feel her emotions to know something was bothering her.

“What is it?” I asked as I stepped close.

“I don’t like this. It’s bad enough we had to deal with a Necromancer, now we’re playing taxi for a water mage so we can rescue another water mage. Having all those Lycans around was bad enough, this is too much.”

“You’re telling me. Don’t forget that everyday I’m running into something new. Hell, if not for you and the others I would probably be in a looney bn right now thankful to be drugged out of my mind. But I’m sane, or I think I am, and I’m getting stronger every day. Because you are with me. Because all of my pack is with me.”

“We are never alone?” Izzy asked finally taking her eyes of the treats t give me the stink eye.

“Exactly. As corny as it sounds, it’s still true.” I slid my hand into her’s. “You are never alone Detective Rodriguez, not as long as I draw breath. If we run into danger, then know I have your back, just like I can count on you to have mine. I…”

Izzy put her hand on my mouth. “Don’t say you love. I don’t need to hear it. You’ve said enough to make sure I am onboard what the mission.” She snatched a bag of chips off the stand and walked away.

But did I say enough for you to know that I really do love you? I thought.

Scarlet waved to us as soon as we left the store. She looked excited and scared. We rushed over thinking something was wrong. I wonderedif maybe her magi failed and she was going to tell us we were going in the wrong direction from the start.

“I know where he is,” carlet said. “I know exactly where.”

“Don’t leave us in suspense, girl,” Dris said from the other side of the gas pump.

“There.” Scarlet pointed to a building across the street. There sat a one story nondescript building with a sign that read McCleary Building Group. A few cars sat outside and I saw someone walk by a dark tinted window.

“You’re sure?” Izzy asked.

“Yes. He is in there. The needle is pointing there, and my ping says he is real close. Close enough to be there”

“What’s the plan?” Dris asked.

“We should circle the building and move in from the rear,” Izzy said.

“Yeah, yeah, I like it,” Dris replied. “I’ll get the boys to move into position. You ing to take the back door then?” Dris asked.

“Yes, but…” Izzy trailed of looking in my direction. “No,” She said.

“Yup,” I replied. I took Scarlet’s hand and pulled her along causing her to drop the cup. “You guys do all that stuff. I’ll meet you inside,” I shouted back.

“What are you doing?” Scarlet asked in a frantic voice.

“Damn it, Terry! What do you think you are doing?” Izzy thought to me in an unfriendly tone.

“Taking the front door,” I said to Scarlet while sending the thought to Izzy.

“Have a little faith in me,” I sent ot Izzy.

“Fine, but if you get killed, I’m going to fucking cut you.”

“Notted.”

“Should we be doing this?” Scarlet asked. She was resisting, but each step closer to her brother had her putting up les of a fight. When we reached the road she was walking at my pace with no resistance.

“What’s your brother's name?” I asked. 

“Oh, I never said. His name is Daryl.”

“We are going to go over and see if Daryl is around.”

“We already know he is,” Scarlet said. “Why can’t we go with the plan they set up?”

“Because I’m the Alpha and I’m tired of slinking around. I’m going in head first to do what needs to be done. If that’ stalking, great. If it’s fighting, that’s fine too. Either way, we leave with Daryl.”

“I understand,” Izzy thought to me.

We reached the door and found it to be open s we let ourselves in. “Welcome to McCleary’s, how may I help you?” Said a pretty short blond behind a desk two feet from the door. Lycan.

“Are you supposed to be here?” A tall man with broad shoulders asked as he stepped not the lobby from a side room. Lycan.

“Yes t you, young lady, and yes to you, sir. I’m looking for a friend, and I was told he may be here,” I said.

Another man came in from the door the first man had. He was the next to speak. “I am sure that your friend isn’t here. Why don’t you go back out the way you came?” He was also tall and broad, but his arms were twice as thick as the first guy. Lycan.

“I’m sure this is the place,” I said. I looked down to Scarlet and she nodded confirming my words. “We are looking for a young man named…”

“Daryl!” arlet shouted as a third man entered. He was shorter than the other two and had a thin build.

“Scarlet? What are you doing here?” Daryl asked.

“Who is this girl?” The female behind the desk asked.

“It’s my sister Scarlet,” Daryl said.

“The mage?” The woman asked.

“Yeah.”

The three Lycans shifted once Daryl confirmed Scarlet a his mge sister. Scarlet screamed loud enough to drown out the snarls and growled of the wolves.

“We could have done this the easy way,” I asid.






Chapter 14

 

Putting my arm up I pushed Scarlet back behind me. Then I pulled twenty percent from my pack. I wpuld end this fight quick so Izzy wouldn’t have to help. I needed my turtle to trust my judgement.

As I jumped at the closest wolf I activates shell. Hardened keratin plates spread across my skin an instant before impact.

I completed a superman punch against the female wolf’s jaw. Her head snapped back and her legs gave out. I stumbled over her, my legs getting tangled in her limbs. I landed face first against the biggest wolf’s chest. He swiped at me with massive claws.

Before he could wreck my face I pulled sixty percent. With my pack the size it had become anything over fifty percent activated the slow time effect for a short time. It gave me the edge and I met his wrist with my hand. My fingers closed on his wrist, and I turned sending him flying over my shoulder. The maneuver was executed with brute force, not technique. I really needed to train. How much of a bad ass could I be if I had proper training and and the power of my pack?

The wolf slammed into his buddy. I was on them before they hit the ground. My fingers tangled in the fur on the back of their heads and I slammed them together like a couple of coconuts. A second slam sent them both to sleepy land.

The door opposite the one the brutes used slammed open. A group of hybrid wolves and one very sexy wereturtle hybrid rushed into the room. 

Snarls and growls became looks of wonder. “What?” I asked.

“We thought you were in trouble,” Izzy said.

“Turns out these wolves were the ones in need of help,” Dris added.

“Why did you rush off?” Izzy asked. She shifted back grabbing the shirt from her pocket and sliding it over her head. 

I don’t know if you have ever paid attention to a woman’s breast when they lift their arms over their head, but damn. The shape is changed in interesting ways and they still have plenty of giggle.

“Really?” Izzy asked as she tugged at the bottom of her shirt. “Your mind goes there at a time like this?”

“The zombie apocalypse could be happening at the same time as an extinction level meteor crashing down, and a supervolcano eruption, and it wouldn’t be enough to distract me from how hot you are.”

Izzy blinked at me, then turned red, and finally gigled. “Fucking Gringo,” she mumbled.

“What now?” Dris asked. 

The wolves with him turned took at me. I turned to look at Scarlet. The mage woman turned and looked at her Brother. Daryl stood at the back of the room with his mouth hanging open.

“Scar, what the hell?” Daryl asked.

“Darryl!” Scarlet said as she rushed her brother. The embraced and mumbled to each other while they hugged the plates on my skin receded. The timer on Shell ran out.

“Terry,” Scarlet said as she let her brother go. “This is Daryll, the most talented Hydro Mage in the world.”

“Stop it,” Daryll hissed. “He has to be a Mage Hunter. Can’t you feel it?”

“I don’t know about this Mage Hunter stuff,” I said stepping close and offering my hand. “I’m Terry. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Uh.”

Scarlet elbowed her brother in the ribs. “Don’t be rude. He just rescued you.”

“Same,” Daryll said as he took my hand and we shook. 

“About that whole rescuing thing.” Daryll dropped my hand. “If I leave they are going to hurt our parents.”

“I know, but I couldn’t let them have you. Mom and dad would want you freed.”

“What did my sister offer in exchange for saving me?” Daryll asked as he faced me.

“Information and the possibility of working for me if she feels we are on the up and up.”

“Is he on the up and up, sis?” 

“So far Terry has been nothing but nice to me. I was planning on offering my services to him,” Scarlet said.

“Okay, good enough for me. Mr. Terry, I would like to make a deal with you.”

“Please, call me Terry. And before we get into this, lets go get some food.”

“All ready?” Scarlet asked.

“Shifting burns calories,” Dris said. “Back to the next meeting place?”

“Sure?” I said.

An hour later we were back in town and sitting at a couple tables in a Village Inn. The server brought everyone pie and we finished our meals in style. 

“About that deal,” I said while looking around to make sure no one was close enough to hear. “What did you have in mind?”

“I agreed to work for the werewolf pack because they threatened to kill my family. Scarlet is safe, but if we don’t get to my parents soon, they are dead. Dead by your deeds. I feel like you owe us for putting them in danger.” He held up his hand stopping me from a very stern rebuttal. “Since Scar vouches for you I will offer my services as well ad Scar’s. On top of that, I’ll help her with the information stuff. Might parents might be willing to get in on the deal after we save them. What do you say?”

“Where are your parents being held?” Izzy asked.

“We’ll do it,” I said.

“What?” Izzy shot me a glare. “Are you trying to make me look bad at every turn?” My turtle’s voice was more than stern.

“I’m sorry, Izzy, but the gains here are too much to pass on. This Darryl guy made the cavern we now call home,” I thought back. “Sorry for stepping on your toes, but I have the entire pack to consider as well as a war with Arnold, and a probably war with Acashia.”

“I do what I do because I don’t want to see you hurt, idiot.”

I wasn’t sure how to react to that. Dealing with Izzy was the most confusing thing I’ve ever done. I’ve been making moves since this little adventure started. Why stop now?

I leaned over coming out of my seat and planted my lips on Izzy’s. Her posture became rigid, but she didn’t pull away. When I parted my lips her moved to allow my tongue entry. Her tongue entered my mouth as we kissed. 

My turtle pulled back suddenly and stood. “Fucking gringo,” she mumbled. Then she left.

I started to rise so I could give chase but a meaty hand landed on my shoulder stopping me.

“Best to give her time,” Dris said. “It’s clear she cares, but turtles are not big into groups. This has to be hard for her.”

“You’re right.” I sat back down.

“That was interesting,” Darryl said. 

“Glad I could amuse you. Tell me what we need to know in order yo save your parents,” I said.

“They aren’t far away. He wanted them close so he could kill them quick if I didn’t perform.”

Another hour passed while he told us everything he knew and we drove to the site. The site was a gun/paintball/dirt bike track place just east of town call The Dragon Ranch. 

We drove down a hard dirt road lined with junked cars painted in bright colors. Many held signs threatening trespassers and liberals. The sides were built up berms obscuring the view of the building that was our destination. The unnatural berms created a tunnel effect with the nose of the bikes making their loud rumble echo in my chest. When we rounded the last corner a half cylinder building painted a worn down olive drab green waited beyond a dirt lot. Izzy parked far from the building and the pack parked their bikes around us. The bikes shut down and the area became eerily quiet.

“What’s the plan, boss?” Dris asked as I left the vehicle.

“I want to say the front door, but I don’t think it’ll be as easy as the last stop. So, we go inside, and by we, I mean me. The rest of you fan out and see if there are other entrances.” I felt the rage building in my Tua so I figured the next request would help with that. “You Okay coming with me?” I asked. 

Izzy’s ire simmered to a low boil. “Yeah, that works for me.” She said. “Next time, talk with me first. I would have thought you placed me above your hobby pack.”

“Ouch. Sorry, I hadn’t that of it that way. You’re my Tua and you will always come before the pack or anyone else.”

“Anyone have anything to add?” I asked. No one answered. “Okay, let’s move.”

Izzy and I entered stepping onto a plywood floor. There was a counter made of glass that wrapped around sectioning off the front quarter of the building. Behind the counter shelves ran the length of the building. Onte shelves were more guns than I had ever seen in one place. Everything from hand guns, to shotgung, and up to all manner of rifles. In the open area beyond the counter to my right were big tripods with large weapons too big to be riffles.

The air smelled stale, but cleen, and where the light pierced the room from outside dust glowed a golden color. The air was stirred by a fan that caused the dust to race through the light.

“This place is creepy and awesome,” Izzy said. 

“I agree, but what do we do now?”

“You’re the big man on campus. You tell me,” Izzy said. 

“All right. We go behind the counter and see what else there is to this place.”

As I reached the counter I heard a faint sound. It was like someone were singing to band music. There was a board mounted the the counter between two sections and hinged on one side. I lifted the board and walked behind the counter. A part of me felt guilty about being there. Like my mother was going to walk in and catch me doing something I shouldn’t. 

A trap door at the far end of the counter was propped up by a two by four. Every step I took made the music a little bit louder and clear. It was old music from the twenties or thirties. What the music was didn’t matter as much as what it did, and that was mask the sound of our movements. 

“Let’s go down before they decide it's time to stop playing music,” I said.

My Tua nodded and waved me on. I led the way down a set of narrow steps made of raw boards. The sound of singing and horned instruments grew loud enough for my to not hear the boards creak under me. The floor teen feet down was cement matching the walls and ceiling. The passage we found ourselves in was wide enough for us to walk shoulder to shoulder with a few inches to spare on each side. The hallway curved to the left  and was long enough that we couldn’t see the end of it.

It only took five minutes to reach an opening. There was no door, just a narrow doorway capped off with a semicircle I would call an arch, but felt the cement wasn’t grandiose enough for that moniker. I slowed my pace even though the music was loud enough to render any other sound inert. I felt a hand on my shoulder as I walked and felt a little more secure for having Izzy at my back. Bringing her in was the right call for so many reasons.

The light on the other side was dimmer so I couldn’t see what waited for us. Once I stepped in my vision adjusted and I wished it hadn’t. A man and woman were chained to the far wall by their wrists high up on the wall. Both were naked revealing tanned skin with porcelain marking from their bathing suits. That was where the pleasantries ended.

The woman had a long gash running from under her left eye, down her cheek and neck t her chest. From there it continued downward bysecting her niple and cutting inter her breast tissue. The cut ended in the middle of her left thigh. A trail of blood continued down her leg and pooled at her feet. The man was far worse. 

He had a similar line that started just above his eye and ended about mid thigh. A second one adorned his right side making him blind from the damage. He also had cuts criss crossing his torso. A man walked over bouncing in time to the music. He wore blue jeans and a dark colored apron splashed with blood. His feet and torso were bare. When he reached the man he began slashing from side to side in time with the beat making new angry lines in his victim’s flesh. 





Chapter 15

 

I roared in rage as I charged the man murdering Scarlett’s parents and taking his sweet time doing it. He spun and I hesitated for a second. Where I was expecting the love child of Quasimodo and Rocky Denise there was the most ruggedly handsome man I had ever seen.  His face split into a wicked grin, then he shifted.

A twelve foot tall bear-man met my charge head on.

The chances of me beating him at the typical yen percent I hold were bexy to zero. I pulled sixty. Time slowed and I was treated to a paw the size of a dinner plate moving fast enough to still hit me in slow time. I sailed across the room. My body made leisurely trek as my perspective perceived everything moving at a snail's pace. At the top of my arching trajectory slow time wore off. An instant later I bounced on the unforgiving concrete floor. 

Izzy leapt over me covered in her natural armor. My eyes tracked her until she met up with the bear. His paw hit her, but she had expected the blow and took a defensive posture. The paw impacted. Izzy took a short flight. Blood arched out from wounds on the massive paw. 

The werebear roared as he clutched his wounded paw to his chest. I looked from him to my turtle. She wasn't moving. “Izzy?”  I sent through our mental link but she didn’t respond. 

Everything became red. I faved the bear and roared. My roar became a metallic screech which ended with a jet of flame. A beat of my wing brought me within striking range. My claws racked deep furrows into hairless charred skin. The scent of burnt hair filled the air mingling with the copper tange of blood. 

My most powerful ability, Dragonshift, reached its limit and I transformed back. Still my fingers slashed at the man that had been a bear. My finger bent like thew were tupped in claws and I roared until my vocal cords broke.

Strong arms wrapped around me and pulled me back while pinning my arms to my side. I wanted to tear into the newcomer and make everyone pay for hurting my turtle.

Only the connection I felt to the person behind me kept me from going ape shit. “He’s dead.” Dris’ cool baritone helped to settle and ground me. He held me while I panted and my senses returned. “I’m okay,” I said after a few minutes.

Dris released me and I turned to go check on my turtle. 

Izzy was on her feet leaning against the wall with one arm wrapped around her torso and the other hanging at her side. She stared at me with narrow calculating eyes. “What is going on with you?” She thought to me.

“I don’t know.”

Something was wrong, but I couldn’t place my finger on it. Rage burned through my veins like a toxic blaze. The murderous bear was dead but I still wanted to pound on it. I wanted the squish the creature into oblivion. Add in the the reckless behavior I’ve been exhibiting and it added up to some potentially dangerous decisions. 

“Mom!” Darryl shouted ashe ranint the room. 

“Dad!” Scarlet screamed. She ran to her father. My wolves helped free and lower both people to the ground.

The distraction of the siblings and their parents was enough to help me cool down. I went to Scarlet’s side wanting to know how the mutilated man fared. Turned out to be not so well. Scarlet cried out in denial at what Juan Carlos was telling her. Her father was dead. The military trained medic went to the woman Darryl held in his arms. I moved in taking his place next to Scarlet. I put an arm around her and she buried her face against my chest. As I held her she wept. Izzy came to me and knelt down placing her hand on my shoulder, she didn’t speak, outloud or mentally. Her presence helped me to cope with my own troubles and my failure to save Scarlett's father. Something I didn’t realize bothered me until Izzy came over. 

“We can’t stay,” Dris said. “Someone is going to come check on things here. We need to get the mage family up an out of here.”

“We can’t leave my dad!” Scarlett screamed. She tried pulling free of me but I held tight. When she couldn't get away she beat against me with hr small fists. I took the blows without comment.

“Make sure we take him with us,” I said. “I won’t leave him behind.” I didn’t add that I wasn’t willing to leave him in the hands of a necromancer. None of the dead troops Lassiter set against us showed any signs of wielding magic that I could see, but that didn’t change how I felt. It could simply be that he didn’t have a mage corpse to use, or it could be that he couldn’t activate a mage’s magic once he or she was dead. Too much of a risk to not take the man. Leaving him behind felt wrong as well. 

Scarlett settled down when she saw my pack wrap her father in a blanket and pick him up. I helped her to her feet and we followed Darryl and his other through the cement hallway. The smell of blood dwindled to nothing which I was grateful for. My temper settled more with the smell gone.

We made it up and out with no incidents. Scarlett, Darryl, and their mother were loaded into the backseat of Izzy’s car. Their father was set into the trunk as it was the only place we could put him without having him in the passenger area with him. We drove back to town with the only sounds anyone made were the soft cries from the back seat. 

Izzy pulled into a gas station on the outskirts of town. While she filled up Dris took my black card and bought a bunch of ice. I helped him pack the bags in the trunk around Scarlett’s father. Then I went inside and bought a bunch of food. Everything from roller grill hot dogs to chips and other bagged goodies. I issued food out the pack and brought the rest into the car. Izzy took a dog and I passed the rest behind me.

“No thank you,” The woman wrapped in a blanket said.

“I know this is hard, but all of you need to keep up our strength. Please eat something and get some rest. We have a long drive ahead of us.”

“Can I get some clothes? I don’t have any money on me so…”

“Yeah. Yeah, sorry. I soul have thought of that. Don’t worry about money. I’ll get you whatever you want.” I looked at Izzy who was inches away from me as I was turned toward the center of the car to speak to the mages. Her scent was intoxicating and I wanted to kiss her again. I held that impulse in check and spoke to her instead. “Can we stop at a mall or something?”

“Yeah, there is one not far from here.” She turned to look the woman. “Since your not exactly dressed for shopping, I’ll run in and grab you something. Any preferences?”

“Just something to over up, please.” 

Less than an hour later we had an outfit of jeans and a loose fitting t-shirt on the woman with a pair of sandals on her feet. The trip back to the underground facility in Amarillo was a long and silent one. I looked back at the mages frequently to find tear stained faces and the the mother holding her kids close. Not that two people around my age could be called kids. 

When we pulled into the warehouse where the guard would be stationed Darryl perked up. “Is this the facility I dug out?”

“That’s what I hear,” I said. 

“So you and Arnold…”

“No, and hell no. We took this place be force. It’s no longer Arnold’s facility. This place belongs to me and my pack.”

“Oh. So if you don’t need a facility to call home, what do you need from a mage?” Darryl asked.

“We will talk about that soon enough. For now, let’s get down below.”

The elevator started and the noise of it stopped all possibilities of having a conversation. Ten minutes later the platform stopped. Izzy pulled out f the warehouse and drove for the command center. 

“They really built this place up,” Darryl said. “I hadn’t expected all this when they had me make this hole.”

“Is this what you want with us?” His mom asked.

“I’m sorry ma’am, I didn’t introduce myself. My name is Terry, what’s yours?”

“I’m Monica. Nice to meet you, Terry. Back to my question, did you save me so you could exploit my kids?”

“No, we had an agreement to have your children answer some questions for for me and consider working with us. I don’t require they work for me, but I still want to have some questions answered,”I siad.

“All right. In that case, I’ll answer your questions. After that we need to find a new home.”

“I understand, ma’am.”

“Just Monica please.”

We settled into comfortable chairs around a conference table in the main command center building. All of my Tua sat around the table with my new mage guests except Andrea. She entered with a tray full of home made donuts. The meeting had officially begun.

“I guess my first question is about this Mage Hunter thing. What is it?” I asked.

“We don’t know a lot about them, you. A good number of us have met the woman known as Acashia. She doesn’t hunt and wanted to make it known that she would leacve us be if we returned the sentiment. Other than that there are myths of Mage Hunter wiping out whole Mage collonies with hordes of Lycans. That is all we now.” Monica said before taking a donut, then setting it down on a papertowel. 

“Damn. i was hoping for more on that subject,” I said. Can you tell me how magic works?”

“It’s simple really,” Scarlett said. “You already know that a mage has to fuse with an element. There are the elements of water, fire, earth, and life. There are also a few dark schools of magic most avoid like necromancy, and blood magic. Once fused the element and the mage share thier essence and gain power from eachother. The stronger the natural tallent, the stronger the fusion and the more powerful the mage.”

“That’s cool as shit. Can anyone learn magic?”

“I’m afraid not,” Monica said. “It’s a genetic trairt passed down through blood lines. That is ne of the reasons we fear Mage Hunters so much. Every death weakens s as a community. We can’t have kids as frequently as normal humans. It’s rare that mages have two kids, I’m one of the lucky few.”

“What were you doing in that basement shelter?” Izzy asked.

Monica’s eyes looked down and a tear rolled down her cheek. “My husband and I were taken fro our home. THe bear had  few wolves with hiim and they got to us before we could defend ourselves. The oone spell we managed slid right off the wolves we hit. We didn’t stand a chance.”

“What does Arnold want with water mages?” Miranda asked.

“Other than the large cavern I built, I don’t know,” Darryl answered. “He said there would be more work for me soon and that I was to hold up in the offices of the building you found me in. As long as I cooperated, my family was safe.”

“What about you going to see Lassiter?” Izzy asked Scarlet. “What was that about?”

“I didn’t know he was in league with Arnold. I thought I could get protection from the one person that had magic capable of harming Lycans. Had I known, I wouldn’t have gone to him.”

“I have an idea,” Tabitha said.  She looked to me for comformation that she could continue. I nodded trusting that whatever she said would work for me. “Why don’t you stay here with us until all of theis mess with Arnold is solved?”

That ook everyone by surprise including me. Nut I liked it. Not only did it give them a safe place it allowed me to have access to three mages. 

“I don’t know,” Monica said. “I have to bury my husband.”

“What if we bury him here?”I asked. “We could set asid a nice spot for him and have a nice little minutmetn made.”

“Why would you do this?” Monica asked. 

“I see how much you all cared for him, and it makes me think he was a good man. Also, I want to be in your good graces,a dn while I will not ask for anythiing in return, I hope it goes a long way toward a freindship between my pack and your family,”I said.

“Can I think about it?”Monica asked.

“Take all the time you need,” Andrea said. 




 


Chapter 16

 

Izzy and I sat in her car as the elevator platform raised up once more. Our biker escort was in tow along with Monica and Daryl in a separate car. Our mission was much the same as when we left the first time. Figure out who put Lassiter up tp attacking our last home.

This time we were also getting the water mages home so they could gather supplies before returning to the Amarillo compound. 

“I don’t know about these mages,” Izzy said. “Miranda and I talked, but neither of us could figure out your behavior. We need to be careful.”

The smile I wore from getting more time with Izzy faded. I knew that I was screwing up, but I didn’t like hearing about my Tua talking about it behind my back. The sensation of my blood boiling returned. Taking a deep breath, I held it for a five count then let it out slow. Repeating the same breathing technique, I did it probably fifty more times before I felt closer to normal. Whatever was wrong with me had me all kinds of fucked up. 

“We will figure this out,” Izzy said placing her hand on mine. 

My blood boiled once more, but for different reasons. Electricity surged through me at her touch. My senses sharpened and I could smell every nuance of her scent. She was a blend of rich earth and sweet natural perfume. Her tan skin looked brighter and more alive. Somehow, Wolf Sense activated without me willing it to. 

“You okay?” Izzy asked. 

“I think so,” I lied. It felt horrible to tell her something that wasn’t true, but I felt like I had to. If she knew I was losing control she would insist on going back. 

My turtle looked over at me, but she kept driving and didn’t say anything. The drive rushed by as my mind worked to puzzle out my issues. By the time we reached the Mage residence I was non closer to answers. When Izzy stopped the car at the curb out front I climbed out 

“Hey,” Izzy said following me to the front door. “This isn’t the plan. The wolves are supposed to go in first and make sure the place is safe.”

“I know, but I couldn’t just sit there while my pack tool on the risk. I’m damn near imortal. I should do this.”

“No, you shouldn’t,” Izzy replied.

I kicked the door open and walked in. Izzy cursed at me in spanish and walked back to her car while keeping up the unfamiliar litany.

The house wad cool and dark. I kept the lights off since Wolf Sense was active again. I hadn’t activated it again. But it was coming in handy, so I didn’t think much of it.

The place was a good size, but that is where the expectations ended. The house sat in a decent residential area, but the decorations and furniture spoke to the mages being rich. Everything looked like it cost more than the entire building my last apartment had been in. Maging must be a lucrative business. 

The first floor was clear so I took the stairs up. The second floor was just as lavish, but there were no people on the second floor. I went to the basement dior on the first floor as I approached the door opened and a woman with dark skin and close shaved head walked out. She looked at me and froze. I stopped mid step unsure of what to do.

“why are you hear,” she said in a thick accent that reminded me of accents used in movies set in Africa.

“Um,” with my blood boiling my brain would not function like it should.

“Are you him?” She asked.

“Him who?”

“The Tuatha. The man whose father is the snake my mistress seeks?”

“Your mistress being. .”

“Acashia the paragon of wisdom.” The title was a new one to me.

“I am,” I said ready to fight this woman and gain a small measure of relief through violence.

“I see. I have not come for you. I seek people to help my mistress with magical assistance. You should leave now.”

The tone of command in her voice set my rage from ten to twelve. I growled but she didn’t react. “No one tells me what I should be doing,” I snarled.

I rushed the woman. Set on putting her in her place. She stepped side at the last second. I pulled and used the extra strength to stop myself and lashed out. Rage blinded me and I wasn’t sure how much I pulled. Slow Time didn’t activate so I had hope that I hadn’t fucked up. Or a small part of me did. Most of my thought process was focused on causing pain. I wasn’t alone in that.

The woman struck faster than I could see. Two quick hits to my gut knocked the wind out of me. Another to the head staggered me. I stumbled back shaking my head. The haze didn’t immediately clear, but the woman didn’t capitalize either. 

“Terry, stop!” Izzy shouted. 

Having her tell me what to do once more set my blood from boil to full burn. I roared and ran at the woman like a brainless brute. My arms swung out at random in a series of uncoordinated attacks. She dodged or blocked every blow with ease.

“What is wrong with your man, turtle?” The woman shouted.

“I don’t know!” Izzy’s voice held a note of desperation I had never heard from her. It was enough to snap me out of my battle fugue.

The woman took advantage and hit me three times in the head. My knees buckled and I fell forward. She caught me keeping me from falling on my face. The blows dazed me and took my close to unconsciousness, but not all the way. 

“What is wrong with your Tuatha?” The woman said to an unseen figure. Izzy stepped up and took me from the unknown woman. “I don’t know.”

“How could you not know? Do you not share a bond with him?”

“I… Well, yeah, but…”

“You have not given him everything you are. You resist and therefore have not experienced the true power you both posses. I am not surprised. I have heard you turtles are like this. You must accept him and give him your all for him to achieve his potential. I any of his Tua resist he will lose himself in madness never knowing why.”

“How can you be sure?” Izzy asked. Fear and self doubt came to me from the link I shared with my turtle.

“It is the way f things. My Tuatha has been around for a very long time. My lion leadsw our pride, and he is tamed by a powerful and ancient Tuatha. But do not let her know I called her ancient.” The african woman laughed, and Izzy let out a nervous chuckle.

“Why are you telling me this?” Izzy asked.

“I know what this one’s father has done. I do not feel that a child must pay for the sins of the father. I would see him earn his own way in the world. There are not enough Tuatha as it is. I must go, but you will accept him and help each other grow strong, or he will fail as your Tuatha and your entire pride will fall. Do not let foolish arrogance and the ways f the turtle stop you from being his.”

The dark woman rose to her feet. My vision wasn't completely clear, but I thought I saw golden fur sprout from her skin and her face take on a feline shape She took off at a run quickly leaving the house. A few surprise shouts came from my wolves.

“We have to get you to the car,” Izzy said. “Can you walk?”

“I think so,” I replied.

Witht eh help of my Tua I rose on shaking legs. She put my arm over her shoulders and we made for the front door. Dris entered with the mages in following. “Was the hell was that?” He asked.

“Someone we don’t want to piss off. Help me get him to the car,” Izzy said.

“You feeling alright, Rodriguez?” Dris asked. “You look a little pale, and it’s not like you to need help with someone is weight.”

“I’m fine.” But she wasn’t. Whatever was affecting me wa starting to get to her as well.

“We need to get some rest,” I said.

“I think he’s right,” Izzy said.

:Damn, Rodriguez, you must be feelin off if you are agreeing with the boss man. I know a place not far.”

“Some place nice,” I said. I want a big comfy bed and a large sower,” I said. What’s the point of having this damn black card if I can’t use it?” I asked.

“Your the boss. We are going to escort the Hydros inside so they can get their things, ten we will leave. I know a place not too far from here,” Dris said.

Izzy helped me get settled into the backseat of her car. I leaned against the door watching as Dris and the mages went inside, or the Hydros ashe called them. It was a cool name and I think I would work to make it stick. The Hydros only took a few minutes to get a couple suitcases and come back out. 

Daryl led the way to the sedan they were using. Scarlet walked behind him with their mother in the rear. Scarlet was smiling until she looked up. A shadow flashed across the Hydros then Scarlet screamed and ran forward. She shoulder checked her brother knocking him to the ground. 

I went into autopilot, jumping from the car and running to the Hydros. Five feet from the car and e shadow fell from the sky. A large winged werewolf landed hard on Scarlet. The sound of several bones breaking was followed by her screams of pain. Claws dug into the woman cutting off her scream as one tore into the flesh just below her throat. Her eyes met mine for a second and I saw fear and hope there. 

The monster beat its wings and took off with Scarlet secure in its talons. I leapt into the air. Dragon wings tore themselves painfully from my back I reached up and took the wolf’s leg in my hand. Claws erupted from my fingers ripping oes in the monster’s calf. Hot pain shot down my arms from the explosive growth of claws. I climbed up his leg makng new holes as I went.

Warmth grew in my chest rapidly becoming an inferno. I had to let it go but I wanted to reach the creature’s head. I was in Dragonshift mode when I should have been able too. Whatever was affecting me had forced the skill to activate. As such, it wasn’t functioning properly. I was up to his waist when the fire exploded from my mouth and throat tearing a new breathing hole open below my jaw. The fire engulfed the monster, me and Scarlet. What remained of us fell to the ground as smoke billowed from our charred bodies.

All I could think about was that I had just killed Scarlet. I had to do something to save her, and there was one possibility. I reached out with my will, but it was difficult with every nerve ending in my body screaming from pain. The wind whipping by felt like razors being dragged across my burnt flesh. 

My need o save Scarlet overwrote the pain allowing me to focus and pull. The mage stood before me in all er nude glory. Her round breasts and curvy hips showed no sign of the damage I had done. She collapsed to her knees and she grew pale while I ran t her.

“Scarlet, I need you to accept me as your Tuatha. If you can do that I can save you, I promise. I’ll free you once you are safe. Do you accept me?”

A slight up and down was the only acknowledgment I received that she accepted me as Tuatha. A window appeared and I shut it down before I could read it. As I began to pull from my pack another window popped up. I dismissed it as well. I had to focus. With all the Lycan gates open to ninety percent I directed te flow to the newest gate, te mage gate. Scarlet shot up to her feet standing with her back arched and her head back. Light shot up from her eyes and mouth turning the darkness into white-bluelight. 

I felt pain along my back and heard a thumb. Unconsciousness claimed me and my final thought was hope that I was able to save Scarlet, my Hydro.






Chapter 17

 

I woke up in a soft bed. A blue light filled the room, it wasn’t bright, more light a night light. I stretched and felt a lot of pain originating from the skin on my arms. 

“That’s right, I burned myself pretty bad. And…” I sat up quickly causing another wave of pain from burned skin, I ignored it. “Scarlet,” I said.

“I’m okay,” came the voice of the pretty mage woman from my left.

I looked over and found the source of the blue glow, Scarlet. “You’re glowing.”

“I’ve been waiting for you to wake up. Any chance you can turn this off?” She asked.

“Off?” Before she could answer I understood. I was channeling massive amounts of power to her. I dropped the pull from my Tua to ten percent and closed the Mage gate. A tickle of pain made me rethink my power pull. Looking down I saw that I was naked and my skin was a charred mess of blacks and reds. In some places I looked like a lava monster with black skin cracked fro. Moving and showing red between the black. Upping the draw to forty percent caused an itch signalling the beginning of the healing process.

Scarlet’s glow faded. It had come from her entire body. The light no longer eliminated from her skin, but a soft glow came from her eyes and it wasn’t fading away.

“Thank you,” she said. “All that power was crazy. She unfolded legs that had been covering her and stood. “Can I lay down next to you?”

“Um, sure,” I said.

I hadn’t been able to see thw damage done due to the explosion of dragon fire, but it had to be bad. Now though, she looked whole and healthy with pale skin that had a pink tint to it. She was nude like she had been in the dark mindspace. Her dark red hair was much shorter now, almost a bob cut, but uneven and wrong. The patch of soft looking curly hair between her legs was a light brown. Her breast swayed and jiggled as she walked in an enticing way. She slid on the bed and pulled the sheet up. 

Her warm body pressed against my side causing pain. Sex would be out of the question until I healed. That was fine. 

“I’ve surpassed my brother,” Scarlet said. “Even with the power flow cut off I am much stronger than him. What you did to me was amazing.”

“About that, I’m sorry to have made you do that. It was the only way I could think of to save you. If you are all healed up, you can sever our connection so you won’t be tied to me,” I said.

“What if I want to be connected to you?”

“Why?” I asked curious as to what would make a mage want to be part of a Lycan pack.

“There is security in this pack. I feel safe surrounded by shapeshifters that have the benefit of an massive increase in their power. As a Hydro-mage I am alone. I have my mother and brother, but they are busy doing their thing. I didn’t have a thing so I spent a lot of time doing nothing of consequence. I was more like a kept bird than a person. I would like this to be my thing, if that is alright with you?”

“That’s fine with me. I just wanted to make sure you were a part of the pack by choice,” I replied.

“I am, Terry. I really am.” A dark shadow came over her features. “There is… I need to tell you everything.”

The room door creaked open letting more light in. Izzy came in and stood over the bed. She didn’t react to Scarlet being in the bed which surprised me. “Are feeling okay,” Izzy asked.

“Yeah, almost back to normal “

My turtle looked at my newest Tua. “Would you leave us alone for a while?”

“Of course,” Scarlet replied.

“I have some clothes for you in the next room. They should fit, and there is food in the kitchen.”

“Thank you, Izzy.” Then we were alone.

“I understand what is happening with you,” Izzy said. She began stripping off jer clothes as she spoke. “The werelion told me befire the wolf-ybrid attacked.”

“Izzy, you don’t…”

“Quiet, gringo. I’m doing what I feel is the right thing. Don’t ruin it.”

I kept my fool mouth shut and enjoyed the lovely vision before me. Izzy bent to peel hwr tight jeans off. Then she crawled in the bed and pulled the sheet off of me. The damage to my skin was healing, but not yet gone. That didn’t stop my dick from getting hard. My turtle laid on me and pressed her lips to mine. We kissed for a few seconds before she sat up and guided my shaft into her. As she slowly slid down my length I moaned. She sat on my pelvis moving her hips back and forth. I grabebd her shoulders and pulled her down. I kissed her and slid myself in and out. My body wanted to move fast adn hard, to fill my turtle with my seed as quickly as possible. I didn’t give in. I longed for this fo so long that I wasn’t going to let it finish quickly.

However, she felt wonderfull wrapped around my shaft, her breasts pressed against my chest, her tongue dancing with mine. I flipped up us over and moved down sliding slowly out of her warmth. My lips traced kisses down her torso going between her breasts adn down her flat belly.  I stopped when my body was between her legs and mymouth was over her sex. I carressed, and licked her folds and clit until her back arched and she grabbed my head pulling my face against her slick folds. I licked while she ground her sex against me. 

When she finished I moved back up her body kissing back up the trail intil I was between her breasts. I moved to her right breast and took her nipple in my mouth. Izzy moaned and ran her hand through my hair. The feel of her hard nipple in my mouth and the taste of her skin caused my dick to throb. I moved to her other nipple ignoring the deep born desire to enter her and fill her. It had to last longer, had to make her feel good about this decision. I needed my turtle, my Izzy to feel no regrets about this decision. 

I moved up and slid the tip into her. Slow as I possibly could, I slid into my Tua until I was all the way in. I ground my hips against hers enjoying the feel of being inside of her. She wrapped her arms around me and whispered in my ear. “Fuck me.”

it was like a switch was flipped in me. I positioned myself and gave her what she wanted. We moved in time with each other, me thrusting and her rocking back and forth.  We gradually increased our pace until Izzy was moaning loud and an orgasm hit her. The sounds she made, the feel of her, and the increased pressure around my shaft was too much and I joined her.

We laid next to each other while our bodies cooled from the exertion. Being with Izzy felt right, more than right. The anger and confusion plaguing me melted away. Well, most of it. There was a bit of it left, but I figured it would drain away.

“Do the burns still hurt?” Izzy asked.

“Not too much, and they are getting better every second.”

“Good. I’m hungry.”

I watched my turtle stand, dress and leave without another word. I was once more confused, but not for reasons I didn’t understand. This time it stemmed from the peculiar behavior of my Tua. My expectation was a little cuddling before we did anything else. Not the cold shoulder as she left. What was happening? Why couldn’t Izzy be as easy as his other Tua. 

“No, don’t think like that,” I said to myself. “Izzy is her own person with her own personality. I appreciate her for who she is.” And I meant it.

I dressed anf gound my turtke in the kitchen area of our large hotwl suite. The mages sat at the table chatting amongst themelves. Izzy quietly ate her meal of spagetti and meatballs. 

“Hello, Terry,” Monica said. “How are you feeling?”

“Much better, thank you. Where did the grub come from?” I asked pointing to the plate in front of Izzy.

“Room service,” Scarlet said. “I hope you don’t mind?”

“No, not at all. Is it good?”

“Very much so,” Darryl said. “Have a seat and I will grab you some.”

As I sat, Darryl stood. He went to the counter and removed a stainless steel dome shaped cover from a large platter. He pulled a plate from the cabinet and scooped a good sized helping of noodles and meat on the plate and smothered it in red sauce.

“Do you mind if I ask some questions while you eat?” Monica asked.

“Not at all,” I said. This conversatuon wasbound to happen and I welcomed it. Monica seemed like a woman who cared deeply for her kids , and would be curious about Scarlet and I.

“How does this bond between you and Scarlet work?” 

I spared a glance for Izzy ad Monica asked. My expectation was rage, or  about building a harem. She stared off into space and mechanically shoveled a fork full of food in her mouth.

“Basically, it allows us to share energy. I did it so I could borrow energy from my pack and funnel it to her.”

“To what end?” Monica asked.

“To facilitate faster healing.”

“That makes sense considering what I witnessed. What about the glow?”

“I don’t know, that one is new to me. I would guess that her being a mage means she utilizes the power I send her differently from the Lycans.”

“That makes sense.”

“Here it comes,” Scarlet sent to my mind. “I asked her not to go here, but she is going to. No matter what. I’m sorry.”

“What about the fiery explosion? Do I have to worry about that happening again and killing one of my children?” Her expression was cold and I knew the foundation of our relationship was being poured.

“No, that was unexpected and I will not let that happen again. I am sorry for hurting Scarlet. I don’t know how it was possible with that ability still being on a cooldown. Either way, I think I have the issue worked out now.”

Izzy looked at me briefly, but said nothing. We would have to talk when she waa as up for it.

“Please see that it doesn’t. What’s this about a cooldown?”

Taking a few minutes, I explained to her how the game system the bracelets created worked and what I meant by there being a cooldown. She took it in strides and seemed to grasp the concept quickly.

“What happens next?” Scarlet asked.

“Back to the original plan, I guess. The wolves will escort you home and Izzy and I will continue our mission.”

“Can I come?” Scarlet asked.

“Scar!” Darryl shouted. “No way, it’s not safe.”

Scarlet didn’t say a word. She raised her right hand and it took on a blue glow. Water surged from the faucet and flew across the room like a thin tencicle. Another came from the bathroom down the hall, then another from the master bath. The tendrils circled Scarlet and covered her from head to toe. The water took on the shape of thick armor from a fantasy video game then froze. The blue and white of the ice obscured her underneath. Every inch was covered except for  thin layer of ice over here eyes that was crystal clear.

“As long as I pump power into this armor it will hold up against anything,” Scarlet said.






Chapter 18

 

Izzy drove her car with Scarlet in the front passenger seat and me sitting behind the mage. My turtle hadn’t objected to the mage coming, nor had she agreed. She shrugged and we left. 

“Are you alright?” I sent to Izzy.

“Yeah. Focus on the mission. I’m fine.”

Growing up, my neighbor told me more than once that if a woman said she was fine, then she wasn’t. But, she probably needed time to work things out. Let her have that time and ask again later if she doesn’t bring up the issue. Since he was married for almost seventy years before he passed away, I thought he might know what he was talking about.

While we drove, there was something useful, I could do. I opened my character screen and went to work seeing what having a mage Tua would do for me.

Opening my windows for my abilities and my Tua’s skills came with an unexpected surprise. A notification flashed over the other windows. 




Warning!

You have tamed a non lycan Tua. The effects may be catastrophic, or fantastic depending on the variety of human tamed.




I felt a little fear at my decision and considered dropping Scarlett right then. I let that thought go when I remembered seeing her glow like a night light. Something new and strange was happening, but I couldn't say for sure it was bad. With my decision made, I closed the notification and was greeted by another that gave me hope that I was making the correct decision.




A Hydro-Mage has been added to you pack. As a result, all of your Tua take on the aspect of water. The results of the water aspect are listed below:


	The body is 70% water, healing is improved by 60%.


Your Tua gain the ability to filter oxygen out of water when submerged.


Your Tua are impervious to extreme cold.


Your Tua have a fifth tree unlocked giving them access to limited Hydro abilities.







That rocked me. Not only were my Tua enhanced just from being Tua, now they were uber Tua. For the first time I felt like we really had a chance of winning this unofficial war. It was time to get stronger starting with Scarlet.

When I opened the Tua window there was a Hydro-Mage tab which I expected. What I didn’t expect were a completely different set of skills.




Hydro-Mage skill at the bottom of the trees from left to right.




Water Manipulation School:

Unlock the water Manipulation School giving you Hydro-Mage greater control over the form of water. Unlocks Water blade specialty.

Cost Already Purchased




Frost Adept School:

Unlock the Frost Adept School giving your Hydro-Mage the power of ice. Unlocks the Ice Defense specialty.

Cost: Already Purchased




Vapor Adept School:

Unlock the Vapor Adept School giving your Hydro-Mage the power of water vapor. Unlocks the Vapor Form specialty.

Cost 1 Point.




Blood Manipulation School:

Unlock the Blood Manipulation School giving your Hydro-mage control of their blood and the blood of others. Unlock the Blood Control specialty.

Cost 1 Point.




Game changer. Scarlett was already stronger than her brother and he was a powerhouse according to her. I guessed it had something to do with her already having points spent. That was great, but I was only left with one point to allocate. Vapor Adept School it was. Blood Manipulation felt a little too dark side. 

Unlike my Lycan Tua, there was a block to the right of the skill trees. I checked it out.




List of know spells:




Water Manipulation:




Water Blades.

Caster can create blades of any shape or size. Caster is limited by their imagination and the water available.




Hydro Beam.

Caster creates a beam of compressed like a laser beam thay does water and pressure damage.




Frost Adept School:




Ice Armor.

Caster can surround themselves in ice armor. Armor is limited by the caster’s imagination and the amount of available water.




Frozen Touch.

Caster can slow the molecules of anything they touch reducing its temperature drastically. Has a chance to freeze the target solid.




Vapor Adept School:




Vapor Form.

Casted can turn their body into vapor and manipulate their form to move where they wish.




Vapor Defense.

Castor can activate an automatic Vapor Form that is triggered by damage taken reducing the amount of damage taken to zero.




Scarlett is a badass. I needed her to level up so we could see what else she could do. There was one thing I didn’t understand. The second tier skills above those already purchased was not open to view like with my other Tua. I figured time would tell.

It was time to see what I could purchase for myself with a Hydro-Mage as my Tua. There was a sphere for the Hydro-Mage which was a relief. I half expected there to not be one. I selected it and it opened like a four petal flower. Each petal was an ability I could purchase.




Hydro-Mage 




The Healing Effect:

All healing, weather magical or natural, is increased by 40%.

Cost 1 AP. 

Next level Cost 2 AP 60%

Do you wish to purchase The Healing Effect?

Yes/No




Frost Effect:

All special abilities have a frost effect increasing their effectiveness by 30%.

Cost 1 AP. 

Next level Cost 2 AP 40%

Do you wish to purchase The Healing Effect?

Yes/No




Vapor Effect:

Auto activation upon damage taken. The area of the body hit becomes insubstantial for the duration of the attack. 30% chance of activating when struck.

Cost 1 AP. 

Next level Cost 2 AP 50%

Do you wish to purchase The Healing Effect?

Yes/No




Blood Effect

When your blood is spilled i will lash out like a solid bar and pierce the attacker. 30% chance to activate.

Cost 1 AP. 

Next level Cost 2 AP 50%

Do you wish to purchase The Healing Effect?

Yes/No




The Choice was an easy one with 3 points to spend. I purchased healing effect, Frost effect, And vapor effect.  Maybe I was conditioned from Years of fantasy novels, But blood magic just seem wrong. That didn't matter now since my points were gone and I had none left to spend.

I closed the windows to find Scarlett turned around in her seat facing me. “What the hell was that,”  She asked.

“Remember me talking about the the game like system that allows me to manage my powers, and that of my Tua?”

“Yeah?” She said by way of question.

“Well, I just allocated your points. Strangely enough, two had already been spent. I think that is how you were able to call the water to you and form the armor.”

“Reall? That’s fascinating. Tell me more.”

I began to tell her about the skills she possessed. A few words in and he unbuckled herself then crawled ver the center console and into the back seat. I paused giving her the time to get seated and comfortable before continuing. She ate it up like I was feeding her strawberry shortcake. After describing her spells she used them all in a small scale giving me a brief demonstration. With water from a bottle she carried she made a knife then froze it. After, she liquified the knife and shot a small blue beam at the empty bottle on the floor.  She clapped and laughed when the plastic cylinder jumped as if it had been hit by a bullet. Thespent water pooled at our feet so she recalled it and formed a gauntlet around her forearms that hardened into ice. Sheheld up her left arm and caused it to become mist then solidify. 

“This is so, cool. I thought I was stronger than my brother before, but this, this is amazing.”

“I’m glad you like it,” I said.

Izzy looked at me through the rearview mirror and I thought I saw worry in her eyes. As her eyes were all I could see, I wasn’t sure. A moment to concentrate on her and I had my answer, she was worried,

“What’s wrong?” I sent to Izzy through our link.

“Nothing. Just keep an eye on her. I don’t much trust mages.”

“I’ll promise  keep an eye on her if you promise to fill me in on why you don’t trust them later. Deal?”

“Fine,” she thought back.

There was that word again. The one that signaled she was not fine, but did the same hold true in this context? I left her alone since she didn’t seem to want to talk.

“Were you talking to Izzy just now?” Scarlett asked through our mental link. 

“I was.”

“About me?”

“Yes.”  I wasn’t sure if sharing that was a good idea, but I wanted to be honest with all my Tua, and part of me felt like it was my place to say what I wanted, when I wanted. No, that wasn’t right.

“I know she doesn’t trust me. There is history between mages and Lycans. Not a pleasant one at that. Most of them distrust us, and for god reason.”

“Why?” I asked.

“It goes back to the Mage Hunter thing. Some got it in their heads that all Lycans were Mage Hunters. That wasn’t true, and now we know that you weren’t Mage Hunters at all. Your kind was just better suited to the task.”

“Did the Lycans retaliate?” I asked. None of the Lycans I knew seemed like the type to let wholesale slaughter go unchallenged.

“They sure did. There was a small war for a while. Acasha stopped it, if I’m not mistaken. Mage history is not a subject taught in school. You have to have the right book, or know someone willing to tell all. My Father knew some of what happened and shared it with me.” I felt a current of sadness from Scarlett after mentioning her Father. I didn’t blame her. The loss of her Father was not old and she had to be feeling a lot of pain from it. What really surprised me was how well she handled it. Scarlett was stronger than I knew, and maybe stronger than she knew.

“How did she stop it?” I sent through our link to hopefully get her mind off her Father.

“From what he told me, she made a pact with some high level mages. That pact led to peace, or maybe a truce, between Lycans and Mages.” She fell silent for amoment then met my gaze.”There is something else you should know, Terry.”

“What is that?”

“The history of the Hydro-Mages and why my family is the last of them.”

“You should share this story out loud so Izzz can hear. I think it will go a long way toward earning her trust.”

“The history of the mages, as I kow it, goes like this,” Scarlett said gaining Izzy’s attention. “There was a time when mages were ruled by a group of Mages that considered themselves to be above all the rest. That group ran our society like a cast system. All like them were nobles and rulers. The rest were minor nobles and surfs, with the majority being surfs.”

Scarlett took a deep breath, then continued. “Those who thought themselves to be above the rest ruled with an iron fist. Any who opposed them were put down vuolently and publicly.”

She took another deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. “The ruling class were all Hydro-Mages. Our power over the body and our sheer strength gave us an edge. It wasn’t until the Mages of all the other schools banded together and made a deal with a Mage Hunter that the rule of the Hydros ended. It’s one of the reasons We remaining Hydros fear Mage Hunters so much. It is the reason there are only three Hydro-Mages left.”















Chapter 19

 

The rest of the trip was uneventful and quiet. We arrived at Lassiter Securities headquarters and parked in the front. We were done playing it safe.

The front doors opened into a large reception area. One man sat behind the desk looking straight ahead and not moving. His chest didn’t expand and contract and he was too still.

“Zombie,” I said.

The thing’s mouth fell open and Lassiters southern draw fell out. “I prefer to think of my reanimated men as flesh golems. They have no will or desires, where zombies desire flesh. I’m sure you can grasp the distinction.”

“Come out and face us,” I said. “We have a few questions for you.”

“I bet you do, Terry. I tell you what…” doors on both sides of the room burst open and dozens of zombie golem troops marched out. Their mouths were open and Lassiter’s voice came from them all. “...you defat my army, and I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. Deal?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. The horde rushed forward. I activated shell and was pleasantly surprised by a layer of ice that covered the keratin shell on my arms. A whip of water lashed out hitting several troops and knocking them back. Izzy dove into the press of bodies back first letting her sharp plated do damage.

Following my turtle’s example I leapt high using my enhanced jumping ability. Thank you Werekangaroo. I landed on several heads near the center of the cluster like a wrecking ball. Bodies collapsed under me with tier heads crushed in. jumping I I went in for some more.

My fist lashed out as I upped my pull to forty percent. My movements became quicker, deadlier. More zombies fell with their roten brains spilling on the ground. 

I heard a gunt and cry of pain to my left. I spared  glance and saw my turtle in hybrid Tua form. She screamed in rage and pain while she struck out with fists hardened by her Clubbed Fists skill. Every second she knocked another zombie down for the count.

Lassiter took advantage of my distraction and hit me with three zombies bent low like football lineman. They knocked me ot the ground and knocked the wind out of me. The zombies stomped down on me with vicious kicks. Lassiter laughed through them while they did their gruesome work. 

I pulled another ten percent. A kick booted heal dropping toward my face slowed to a crawl. I grabbed the foot and twisted sending the leg on a new trajectory. Then I swept the legs the other two and smashed their skulls as they hit the ground. I jumped up meeting the first one as hit foot hit the ground. LAssiter still laughed. I grabbed the zombie’s head with both hands and twisted so hard he head faced backwards. That stopped him from laughing. My hands were still holding his head so I yanked up pulling the melon sized head free of he body. I heafted it up and roared.

“That is so dark,” Lassiter said  through a zombie to my right. Using the head in my hands I swung it down into the skull of te Zombie that spoke. Letting the ruined head fall I moved to the next target. 

A scream and the feeling of great fear ht me at the same instant. Both the scream and fear came from Scarlett. I leapt gong in the direction my Tua was. My feet touched down behind a group of zombies too busy beating on something with their fists to notice me. My Hydro-Mage was on the other side of the wall of dead meat. She was what they were hitting over and over. 

I tossed bodies like they were weightless. More than one hit the wall hard enough to break something making them useless. In a few seconds I cleared out the dead and found my Tua curled up in the fetal position on the floor. Her ice armor was cracked and had large chunks missing. I lifted her up in my arms. 

“Scarlett?” 

“Terry?” He moved her arms away from her face letting me see the bruises she suffered on her left eyes and right cheek. 

“Terry!” She threw her arms around my neck and wept. 

“Are you alright?” I asked. Rage flooded me. Anger from seeing my Tua hurt and anger ather for having been hurt. It took a couple seconds to remind myself that she wasn’t used to fighting like this. 

“Can you cover us in blades?” I asked.

“I’m out of power. I sued it all trying to stop them from killing. Me,” Scarlett said.

I pulled upping my draw to eighty percent. I then routed fourty of it to Izzy and Scarlett. My Hydro-Mage took on the blue glow from before. Her back arched almost causing me to drop her. She threw her arms out and gathered tendrils of water. They tore through the building answering Scarlett’s call. 

The water slammed into me forming long curved blades making me look like a porcupine ice sculpture. Holding my Tua tight to my chest I ran into the still growing mass of zombies. The power flowing through me, and the strength granted my legs from the Werekangaroo leaping ability allowed me to blow through the zombies leaving chopped up zombies in my wake. I stopped when I reached a surprised looking Izzy.

“Hold her,” I said while holding Scarlett out. My turtle took Scarlett from me.without a word. “Scarlett, can you keep the blades on me from a distance?”

“I think so.” 

“Good. It’s time to end this shit.”

I spun and ran headlong into the closest group. The blades sprouting from me tore into their flesh pinning them to me. My forward movement tore pieces from them, too many pieces for them to function. Body parts hit the ground behind me and black blood rained down like a rainstorm from hell was overhead. 

I ran back and forth tearing zombies to pieces. A steady stream of water chased me constantly replacing the water lost when the blades broke of shattered.I don’t know how much time passed, all I knew was run, stop, turn, and run. 

“Terry!” Izzy shouted. I stopped and looked over at her. The blades fell from my body to shatter on the floor. “It’s over, Terry. They are all dead.”

I looked around and saw nothing but the sliced up chunks of people mixed with black fabric. All the zombies were nothing more than chum for the sharks now. Assuming the sharks could stomach the nasty black goo oozing from the rotting flesh.

“Let’s get out of this room and find Lassier,” I said.

“Let’s do that,” Izzy said. I’m going to be sick if I have to stay in here any longer.”

Scarlett did get sick. Leaning forward while still in Izzy’s grasp she hurled. 

“Oh damn it!” Izzy shouted. She set the Hydro-Mage down and turned away emptying her stomach as well. The sight and sound of my Tua emptying their stomachs coupled with the smell was…

I bent retching. “We gotta get outa here,” I said between dry heaves.

The three of us walked hunched over as our bodies randomly tried expelling their contents. We finally made it out of the room and managed to straighten. The smell was still awful in the side room, but not as pungent. 

“We need to go up,” I said.

Scarlett smiled. She opened her hand and water rushed to her from a sink in the corner of what turned out to be a break room. When the tendril reached her hand it changed directions going straight up. The tendril narrowed and the end froze over becoming a blade. It slammed into the ceiling and moved in a wide circle. Once the tendril reached the starting point it yanked the ceiling and part of the second floor down. Scarlett. Redirected the stream again to the floor below the hole. She sprayed it back and forth building up the ice until we had a spiral staircase.

“That is a neat trick,” Izzy said.

“Yeah, good job,” I added.

The room on the second floor was an office complete with a desk, chair, and filing cabinet. That was all though. The office was not and a layer of dust testified to that assumption.

“His office is on this floor,” Scarlett said.

“Good, let's go find Lassiter and fucking murder him,” I snarled. 

The man himself was in the office seated behind a large desk. Two large men wearing overcoats that went to their knees and hats pulled low to cover most of their faces stood with the desk sandwiched between them. Lassiter smiled as we walked.

“I suppose it is almost boss battle time. You do realize that there is always another challenge to face right before the boss, righ?”  Lassiter asked.

“Who hired you to to attack us?” I asked. “Was it Arnold?”

“Hm, who indeed? I’m sure you can guess that there are confidentialities signed and agreed upon when my services are employed? Yes? Well, that means I can not, in good conscious divulge that information.” He leaned forward and placed his hands on the desk. “I am willing to play a little game, however, since you will probably not survive the next hour. Let’s call it, twenty questions with a twist.”

“How about I pound the answers out of you?” I asked.

Izzy stepped up next to me and raised her hands up showing her Clubbed Fists skill active. Scarlett took her place on my other side with her hands glowing and tendrils of water circling her closed fists. 

Lassiter’s smile widened. He stood and tore open his shirt. A network of scare and fresh wounds covered the majority of his exposed torso. “Necromancy is demanding discipline. I have grown to enjoy the subtle pleasure of pain, and doubt you could harm me enough to make me talk. Now,” he sat as he spoke, “if you play along, I may divulge the information you desire without you beating me. Though I doubt you will survive, if you do, you will have what you came for. What do you say?”

The man’s voice, face, calm manner, and existence pissed me off. I wanted nothing more than to tear him apart. A growl built in my throat and took a step forward. Red tinted everything I saw. Lassiter was going to feel the wrath of…

Izzy’s fingers wrapped around my forearm. “Let’s play along for now. We get what we came for, then deal with him,” She sent me through our mental link.

My Tua was correct. We needed this information. I relaxed my clenched fists and took a couple deep breaths.

“We’re game,” Izz said. “Let’s play.”

“I see wisdom in your choice of companions. I am plagued with the problem of not having any good counsel. Kudos, Terry. Now for the rules. You have twenty questions. I will answer yes or no, nothing else. I suggest you think hard about what you want to ask.”

“Did Arnold send you to destroy our home?” I asked.

“No.”

“You lie!” I stepped forward.

“Wile I do admit to not having said I wouldn’t lie, I didn’t say I would either. Tell you what, lies are not a part of the game. You may start over at one.” 

“Did Arnold hire you to attack us,” Izzy asked.

“No,” Lassiter said with a big smile.

I opened my mouth to ask another question and tell him where to go stick the proverbial it.

“Were you hired to attack us?” Izzy asked interrupting me. She shot me a nasty glare.

“No.”

“Did Acashia hire you?” I asked.

“No.”

That answer stumped me. If not Arnold or Acashia, who would be attacking us?

“Was it someone working for Arnold?” Izzy asked. Not for the first time I was glad to have her around.

“No.”

And the answer still confused me.

“Was it someone that worked for Acashia?” Izzy asked.

“No.”

As far as I knew, those were my enemies. No one else knew what I was, or had any ill will toward me and my pack. I thought back to all of my adventures and the events leading up to gaining my Tua. They all involved Arnold, and to some small degree Acashia. Except…

“Was it my father that hired you?” I asked.

“Yes.”






Chapter 20

 

“No way!” Scarlett said. “Your dad? Really?”

“Long story, but the short of it is that he is a real asshole,” I said.

“Well, I guess twenty questions os over,” Lassiter said. As he spoke the two brutes dropped their coats to the floor and their hats followed. 

They were a patchwork of human parts. Their faces sported and extra set of eyes above the originals, but spread farther apart. Two extra sets of arms were wrapped around their torsos. They spread the additional appendages wide showing off four long knives in each hand. In unison, they opened their mouths showing off rows of sharp teeth and let out a raspy scream. 

“Time for the complications before facing the boss fight,” Lassiter said.

The brutes dashed forward slashing knives like crazed Ginsu knife salesman. I activated shell allowing the ice covered turtle shell to cover my skin then met the charge of the closest one.

“You two take the other one,” I told my Tua through our mental link.

I ducted the top set of blades and blocked the lower set with my forearms. Ice chips flew, but I remained unscathed. As I jumped up to strike the zombie in the head one of its lower blades bit ino my side. A moment of pain passed as the Vapor Effect activated and the blade passed through the majority of my with almost no damage done. The initial cut left a small mark on my skin.

I pulled sixty percent from my pack, and time slowed. The top knives were swung in to take my head off like a pair of scissors. Jumping back, I kicked out hitting one of the hands. I expected the blade to drop, but all that happened was the hand was knocked off course. It was a reminder that the enemy I faced was no longer a living being. Its nerve endings didn’t send the pain signals to its brain.

As soon as my feet hit the floor I bent my knees and pushed off flying forward like a rocket. The arms closed in too slow and I hit the monster in the chest with both fists. I fell back landing on it’s ass, and I bounced off landing on my feet. 

A quick glance showed Izzy standing toe to toe with her opponent. She was sifted into her Wereturtle Tua hybrid form and a blade bounced of her side. A layer of ice covered her from the neck down. It took the form of overlapping plates that allowed a full range of motion while still protecting her. Scarlet stood a few feet behind sending shards of ice like projectiles at the monster. It was beginning to look like a porcupine. My help wasn’t needed.

“It would seem, my special troops need to step up their game,” Lassiter said.

My opponent stood while the other monster jumped back. Both reached behind their backs with their top sets of arms.They pulled out two submachine guns each. The kind I often saw used in first person shooters. If the games were right, these things were full auto and we were in trouble.

I was right, and I wish I hadn’t been. The goon pulled both triggers and sent a spraw of projectiles from each weapon. My response was to dash and put myself between my Tua and the Monsters. Shell was still active and there was a coat of ice covering the turtle shell on my skin. The bullets quickly ate away at the ice send chunks and tiny shards into the air.

“We need a plan,” I shouted over the loud thudding of the repeated fire of the weapons. 

All four weapons clicked on empty chambers. 

I let out a sigh of relief. Things were about to get better for us. It was time to pull more and end this thing. I wished I could use Dragonshift, but the cooldown for it was a long way from being ready. There was always brute force,and the power of my pack. I pulled until I was pulling ninety percent power from everyone except, Izzy and Scarlett. I kept them where they were and used the rest for myself. 

The power of my pack flooded my system. Red rage followed it through my veins and I threw my head back and howled. When I looked back at my target it was loading fresh magazines into its weapons. I kicked off leaving the floor and flying at it. 

The submachine guns fired two rounds each before I slammed into him. One round hit me in the left shoulder turning me slightly. My right shoulder hit him square in the center of his chest. The big guy fell back and his lowest set of arms wrapped around my waist. 

As soon as its back hit the floor it flipped over binning me beneath the big zombie. I squirmed trying to get free and only managed to move my head out from under him enough to the two bladed on his right plunged into the floor. He shifted and something hard dug into my side. 

“Terry!” Scarlet screamed just before the loudest boom I had ever heard. Then there was pain. 

Fire erupted in my side where I had been poked and I knew what it was. One of the submachine guns was pressed to my side and now a bullet was in me. Something in me broke. 

Another boom and impact to my side. Pain wormed its way into my core. I raised an arm fighting against the bulk pressing me down and planted my hand. Another boom and more pain causing me to cough up blood. I raised my other arm shifting the bulk then planted my hand. The gun snt a continuous stream of ammunition into my body. I heaved with all I had and roared.

Rage consumed me fed by pain and… and something I couldn’t figure out.

I lifted myself up taking the hulk of a zombie with me. I shrugged sending the thing off to the side and took my feet. Before it hit the floor I grabbed one of the arms holding the submachine guns and swung the beast up and over slamming it into the floor. Another boom sounded as the beast impacted with the ground. Another roar tore free from my mouth this one more primal.

“Calm down, Terry,” Izzy sent through our link. Her words enraged me triggering a catastrophic series of events.

First, I grabbed the zombie I downed by the head and ripped it off. I threw the head at the second creature and flung myself at it. The zombie struck with four arms bearing blades and tow submachine guns. I absorbed the bullets without  a care and slapped the blades away with the back of my hands. The zombie hit me in the chest sending me flying back. I planted my feet sna skidded to a stop. I flung my arms out wide and roared. The sound was the deepest,most bestial sound I had ever made. 

“Terry?” Scarlett sent with fear evident in her thoughts.

Crouching, I stepped sideways keeping my prey in sight. It wanted a fight. It wanted to be the top of the food chain. It wanted to best me. It had another thing coming. The zombie matched me side step for side step. Each move took us a little closer to one another. 

The creature had a good feel for its reach which it showed by swinging it’s knives when I was in range. Ducking under the attack left it open. Grabbing the forearms of the lower arms I stopped them from moving. Then I squeezed and snapped the bones of the forearms and swung the hands up slicing off the middle arms. Dropping the arms I held I caught the falling arms before they hit the ground and spun. Centrifugal force sent he blades out wide slicing into the zombie’s torso over and over. I stopped facing the brute and crouched. Using the werekangaroo ability I leapt up dragging the blade through the zombie slicing off all of its arms and most of its shoulders. As I came down I slammed both arms blade first into the brute’s skull. What was left of it stopped moving, then fell over a second later.

A sound to my right caused me to dash over and hit the source with my shoulder knocking it to the ground.

“Terry!” Both of my Tua shouted. 

Looking down, I saw the person I hit was Scarlett. She looked up at me with terror in her eyes. Izzy stepped between us holding her gun barrel pointed toward the floor. 

“Step the fuck off, gringo,” Izzy said. “This is my fault. If you have to take it out on someone it will be me.”

Taking a step back, the rage dwindled. “What?” I asked confused by her words. “I wouldn’t…” But I had. Scarlett laid out on her back was proof. “I’m sorry,” I said as tears filled my eyes. “Scarlett…”

“It would seem that the boss battle is at hand,” Lassiter said. “I see you may not be in the right frame of mind, Terry. Am I reading this right?” 

I faced the man trying to clear my head and get ready for another fight. It wasn’t working. I wanted to beg my Hydro-Mage to forgive me, not deal with this asshole.

“Tell you what, Terry. If you don’t get your shit together, I’ll kill your two bitches and reanimate them making them my little undead sex toys.”

The bastard hit the right trigger. I stepped forward with my vision narrowing down so all I saw was him. Red colored the little of the world I could see. A low growl built in my throat as i took another step. 

The bastard had the nerve to smile as I stalked closer. He wa really asking for me to tear him to pieces. As i drew closer his clothes began to writh like he had a thousand snakes under his shirt trying to get out. His smile became a chuckle. None of it scared me or made me want to rethink my head long rush into combat.

Boom.

A red dot appeared in the middle of his forehead. I stopped. Lassiter blinked a couple times.

“Shit,” He said. Then the bastard fell froward, bounced off his desk, and finally hit the floor. 

I looked back and saw Izzy holding her gun up with a wisp of smoke coming from the barrel. Then I walked around the desk and in time to see the movement under his clothing stop. As I watched all movement stopped. I knelt next to him ready to strike in case he was playing possum while I checked to see if e was dead.

“Is he done?” Izzy asked.

“Dead as a doornail,” I growled.  Heat still flowed in my veins and I wanted to fight.

I stood and my Turtle walked up to me holding her gun muzzle down. She looked at me with a mix of emotions on her face. Then she set her gun on the desk and wrapped her arms around me. I went rigid expecting an attack, but none came.

“I’m so sorry, Terry. Your problems are all my fault. If I had been stronger you would be the man I know you are and not be turning into the monster I saw fighting just now. Can you forgive me?” 

Her words coupled with the matching emotions i felt from her softened my posture. I wrapped my arms around my turtle and tears fell freely from both of us.

“Do something for me,” I said.

“What do you want me to do?” Izzy asked.

“If I lose control and might hurt you, or Scarlett, orn anyone that doesn’t deserve it, stop me. Please?”

A window appeared in my field of vision with a surprising message.




 

 


Chapter 21

 

"You better check on Scarlett," Izzy said.  

"I bet I have a lot of apologizing to do." 

I went to my Hydro mage and found her cowering in the corner. As I drew closer her eyes widened more and she moved back as if trying to push yourself through the wall. I held my hands out and made cooing sounds trying to relax her. While Scarlett didn't seem too impressed with my attempts to get her calm she did stop trying to push herself against the wall. 

"I'm so sorry Scarlett. Please, please forgive me. I didn't mean to push you like that. I don't know what came over me and I'm not sure I know what's wrong, but I promise that I will never lay a hand on you again." My pleading didn't seem to work. The only thing that got Scarlett to stand and leave the corner with Izzy coming to her side and helping her to stand. My turtle led Scarlett out of the room and down the hall. Before leaving I went to Lassiter's desk and rifled through the files. Inside I found a lot paperwork for various clients and decided to take it all. With Lassiter dead I didn't know if his zombies would remain inert or come to life as some sort of a failsafe mechanism or dead man switch. 

I found Izzy and Scarlett waiting for me in Izzy's car and I took my place in the backseat. Scarlett sat up front and refuse to turn back and look at me which I understood. Once again, I found myself wondering what was causing me to behave this way. Being so aggressive was not in my nature and not behavior I had ever exhibited before. So why now, what was causing me to be this way and how do I stop it. Willpower alone wasn’t doing the trick, so I had to figure something out before someone I cared about was hurt. 

While we drove, I went through all the files I took from Lassiter's office. Several of them were invoices or requests for jobs from Arnold and his pack. What surprised me was that none of those pertaining to me in any way. The only jobs that were specifically tailored to affect me were the one to kidnap me and the one to destroy my home. Akash had hired Lassiter to kidnap me and according to the paperwork my father had hired Lassiter to destroy my home. I didn't know if my father was retaliating for me having stolen his Tua, or if he had another reason for what he did. One thing was certain I was going to find the answer.  

As I looked through his paperwork, I also found something else very interesting. There were numerous jobs for various tasks everything from various tasks from providing security to acquiring a target and all of them were from a client simply known as mage. This brought up the question if mage was one person or many people. From the story Scarlett had told me I got the sense that there were many mages running around and that I had barely even scratched the surface. It seemed like every time I gained new information, I end up with more questions than answers. I hope that one day I would come to a satisfying conclusion with these mysteries and I could enjoy life with my pack. As things stood now, I doubted that would ever be possible, but I was going to work hard to make it happen. As we drove, and my thoughts wandered, I realized I had no idea where we were heading. "Hey Izzy, where we heading?"  

"I figured since we killed the Lassiter and we knew who was behind the attack but not where to find him we would have to back home. If anyone knows where your father is, it’s Roo and Riley." 

"Maybe we should call," I said. "That would be a lot faster and prevent us from having to backtrack if we have to come back this way to find my father."  

"I suppose that wouldn’t hurt, though I was looking forward to getting back." I could tell from the feelings coming from Izzy that she wanted to get back because she was done being around me.  

I had a feeling that if we made it back to our new home I would be going alone on the next leg of my journey, or someone else would be coming with me. Considering the fact that I had made love with Izzy, I thought it was important to keep her around.  

"Let's find a spot to grab some food and make the call." I said.  

My turtle let out a long sigh before agreeing with me. Soon after we found ourselves sitting inside of a Denny's waiting for our food to be delivered. Scarlett still wouldn't look at me or speak to me as we sat there in awkward silence none of my Tua wanted to speak. It was an unsettling realization that I was slowly alienating my Tua. If this continued, I might find myself with no pack. I needed Scarlett to talk to me and I knew there was only one way I can get her undivided attention and she couldn't turn away. 

What used to be darkness that filled my mind space was lights. Blue light with white and purple swirls surrounded me much as it had done when I invited Scarlett to join me. I didn't take long to marvel at the new change instead I pulled my Hydro mage into my mind space with me. 

Scarlett shrieked and backed away from me. "What are you going to do to me?" "Scarlett, I'm not going to do anything to you." 

I dropped to my knees in front of my Hydro mage and lowered my head. After the way I made her feel I couldn't look her in the eyes. With the pain and fear that I felt radiating from her I felt less deserving.  

Through our link I could feel a kind of person Scarlett was. I knew that she was a good person with a big heart and that she would never harm a fly unless provoked first. I also got the sense that forgiveness was not easily earned from my Hydro mage. Even though that was the case, I had to try.  

"Scarlet, I'm so sorry for what I did. I know that this is a big ask but can you find it in your heart to forgive me." I looked up to see anger in her face as she stared down at me. I thought I was better than fear, and I hoped I would find out I was right. 

"Something is wrong with me, and I don't know what it is. I'm going to do whatever it takes to figure it out and fix it. I don't expect you to forgive me anytime soon, but I promise that I'm going to do everything in my power to show you that I'm sincere and that I will never do anything like that again."  

"what you did was bad, but I understand the situation," Scarlett said. "That being said, I am going to be a little more wary around. I can't help it. Not only did you hurt me physically, but you scared me and made me doubt joining your pack. I don't know what it'll take for this doubt to go away, but as long as it's here I don't know if I can fully be a part of your back." 

"I understand that. Like I said I will do everything I can to change the way you feel right now." 

"Izzy told me that you gave her the power to stop you if you lose control. As long as she's around I'll be here and do what it takes to help you find answers. But, if she goes I go."  

"I understand. Thank you, Scarlett, thank you for giving me a chance. I promise I won’t let you down."  

Izzy appeared next to Scarlet. "Our food is here." 

"Thank you, Izzy," I said.  

"so, are we finally going to let Terry off the hook and stick around for little while?" Izzy asked.  

"I've decided that as long as you're here I’ll stick around," Scarlett said. "But I let Terry know that if it happens again, I'm gone. I've also told him that if you leave, I'm not sticking around. As long as he's like this, without checks and balances."  

"yeah that makes sense. I considered going back to the house and letting someone else come out here to help Terry, but I decided against it. When I accepted our agreement, I took the responsibility for Terry's actions, and I'm taking that responsibility seriously." Then Izzy looked away from me "This is my father for all. If I would've accepted him as readily as his other Tua, none of this would be happening." 

"What do you mean?" I asked. "How could any of this be your fault, Izzy. I'm the one raging out of control, not you. I'm the one putting you and Scarlet at risk, not you. These are my actions and no one else can be held responsible for them." 

"Not true Terry. When you were out, the werelioness and I had a talk. She told me that if a Lycan accepts an invitation and becomes Tua but does not accept him into her heart there will be a conflict inside Tuatha which can lead to very dark places. She told me that the last Tuatha, before you and your father, had this happen and was ultimately responsible for the rise of the Nazis. So yes, this is my fault." Izzy looked up meeting my eyes and I saw the tears running down her face. "I know what the problem is, and I know what's supposed to fix it, but I don't know how. I've been alone for so long that I don't know how to be with anyone else. Being with you and your Tua has been a wonderful experience, but it also scares the shit out of me. I worry every day that you all are going to decide that I'm not worthy and throw me out on my ass." 

I stepped up and took my turtle by the shoulders looking directly into her eyes. "That's not going to happen. Not as long as I'm alive, not as long as this is my pack. You are mine and I am yours, that's the long and short of it. If you need time, then I'll give you as much as you need. But know this, I will never turn my back on you. I know that having you in my pack means that I have someone special and worthwhile that's not only a part of my pack, but a part of my life. No force on this planet is strong enough to tear you away from me, not without the fight of its life. I know you don't want to hear this and that it scares you for some reason, but I love you Izzy. I love you with everything I am, and I will not let you go." 

"Should I be here for this?" Scarlett asked.  

Both Izzy and I looked over at the Hydro mage. "you're part of us now," I said. "Our problems are your problems our joys are your joys; our victories are your victories. You have every right to be here.” 

"you have every right to be here to see how our Tuatha handles the situation," Izzy said. "If I'm going to be the pack member that all of you deserve, I need to learn to be open and honest with. That means I want you to hear so you know and understand what I'm feeling," Izzy said. 

Scarlett smiled a sad little smile and placed her hand on Izzy's arm. "Thank you for sharing this. This goes a long way to showing me who Terry is and what he might be willing to do for us. I think I needed this." 


Chapter 22

 

I held the phone against my ear while writing. I decided to make the call myself because I wanted my Tua to hear what was happening directly from me. Hopefully, Scarlett seeing me be direct and honest with my pack would help regain her trust, and that it might build a little more trust in Izzy. New "hello," came Andrea's voice from the other side of the phone. "Hey wolf lady it's me Terry. Are the rest of my Tua close?" 

"Yeah, they're all not far from here I can have them by the phone in a couple minutes, is that what you want?"  

"yes please, I have some things that I need to share, and I think it best if you're all together," I said. 

Five minutes passed as I waited for Andrea to gather the rest of the pack. In that time, I put together what I would say. My palms grew sweaty as my nerves started get the best of me. My greatest fear was that my Tua would want nothing to do with me after hearing about the way I was acting. 

"We’re all here," Andrea said.  

"Hi, Terry," Riley's cheery voice came over the phone.  

"Hey handsome," Miranda said. 

"Hi, Terry," Tabitha said. "How are things going out there, did you do what needed to be done?" 

"Hey guys, that's part of why I'm calling. I have some things I need tell you and I don't think you guys will like it. Hell, I don't think you guys will like me." 

"I don't think that's going to be the case," Miranda said. 

I took a deep breath to steady myself before beginning. All my Tua remained quiet while I recounted the tale of our adventures up until that point. I told them of the issues that I was having with my anger and losing control and what Izzy said. My turtle chimed in from time to time clarifying details that I wasn't sure about either from having been unconscious or not in my right mind. After it was all done there was a long silence. 

"It's a hell of a story," Andrea said. 

"It'll be okay, Terry. We are going to find a way to get through this don't worry, we have your back." Tabitha said. 

"Thank you, I really appreciate that. I don't know what I would do without all of you in my life. Now we have to figure out what our next step is going to be. That brings me to the next reason that I called. Riley and Roo, do you guys have any idea where my father might be.?" 

There was silence on the line for a minute and then the mumbling as my Aussie Lycans whispered to each other. Somehow, they managed to make a whisper sound sexy in their native accent. "We’re not entirely sure, Terry, but if he still here he has to be in the Doubletree Hotel. He likes excess more than any man should and would not sully himself by staying in someplace cheap or inexpensive. I think that's going to be your best bet," Roo said. 

"Thanks Roo, that's a big help. At the very least we have a starting point. Maybe if he's not there we can find some clues to where he is. Riley, thank you too for your help, I'm pretty sure that you had a hand in figuring out where he might be," I said. 

"You're so welcome, Terry," Riley said in her cheery voice. Hearing the happy-go-lucky weredropbear brought a smile to my face. 

"Andrea, have the wolves arrived with the mages?" Izzy asked. 

"No, they have not, but I talked to Dris, and he says they'll be here probably within the hour," Andrea said. "Did you want me to send reinforcements back after they arrive?" 

"That would be perfect?," Izzy said. "If you can have them bring some additional weapons with them that would also be perfect." 

"I think I can do that, Izzy. I'll make sure we have them bring you something nice to go along with the new shoes." 

"We're going to get going is there anything else you guys need from us?" I asked 

"I think we’re good here," Andrea said. 

"Stay safe out there, Terry," Miranda said. 

"I'll try," I said. After rounds of goodbyes were said I hung up the phone and handed it back to Izzy. 

"Anywhere we go before we had Doubletree?" I asked. 

"I think I think we should focus more water bottles and maybe disguises," Scarlett said. 

"Water bottles are good idea, but I don't think we need to disguises," Izzy said. She shifted in her seat to look back at me with a frown on her face. "Anything you need before we head out?" 

"We definitely need the water, other than that I'm ready to go." 

"I am to soldier of the water and get going," Izzy said. She sighed and turned to face for for starting the vehicle. "I hope this works out the way we hope." She said before day before's drive driving down the road. 

Once again we were driving in silence and I got the impression that my two were still very upset with me. We stopped at a convenience store close to the Doubletree Hotel and load up on three cases of water. From there we drove to the hotel and parked in the parking lot but before Izzy shut the engine off she picked up the phone and dial another number. 

"What gives?" I asked knew. 

"Calling in a favor," Izzy said. "If we just go in there asking for answers than I give it to us, but if we go in there with what was working the desk knowing were coming and having given I am having been given the green light to tell us what we know there are getting a further lot faster." 

"Should I go energy guys want me to wait in year," Scarlett asked. 

"You come in Mexico bottles water and hang out near the back," Izzy said. "I'm thinking Terry should hang out in here until we find out what room his father is in and then we can come back and make a plan." 

"I don't think I like that very much," I said. "I'd rather be there in case something goes wrong you might need me." 

"We won't be that far away and if we need you we can contact you through our mental link and let you know it's going on," Izzy said Izzy said. 

"I guess, if you're sure." 

"I'm sure." Izzy open the door and left the vehicles limited her behind her. Scarlett jumped at the noise than rushed out and followed Izzy. 

I waited for five minutes before I saw a black SUV pull up in front of the hotel and three people exited the vehicle. I was already bored so watching them was about the most exciting thing I can I had going on at the time and that's how I saw my father step out of the vehicle and into the hotel. I didn't know if you knew what Izzy looked like and I was pretty sure that Scarlett was a unknown was an unknown quantity to him but I was not going to take any chances. I left the vehicle and ran up to the front of the hotel then stopped outside of the doors looking inside the glass to see where my father went. 

My father and his escort of three females didn't go near the front desk instead they took the state of the elevator waited for a few minutes for the doors open and climbed inside. Once they were out of sight I entered and watched as the elevator numbers rose until the number stopped the top floor. From there I looked around finding the staircase stairway entrance and briskly walked to it then entered will no option always looking. Running as fast as I could I made my way to the top in just a few short moments and stopped at the top landing to catch my breath. Once my breathing was under control I listened at the door to here to see if I could hear anything outside that might pose a problem. I heard nothing so I grabbed the handle and opened the door. 

 


Chapter 23

 

The hallway was empty. I could see the elevator that my father and his entourage used to come up to the floor. There were two other doors in the hallway one of them had to be the room that he was in. 

I crept forward staying as quiet as I could and ready for anything. I glanced back to see the door closing on its own and I reached back, grabbing it before slam shut, and eased it closed. There was barely an audible click as the door locked in place, and I let out the breath I'd been holding. I turned back waiting and listened, after a few seconds when no one came out I realized I was clear. I stepped to the first door and press my ear against it, listening and heard nothing. 

I went to the next-door and listened hearing voices. I couldn’t make out of what they were saying through the thick door, but this had to be the room. 

"Well, you are a curious one aren't you?"  

I jumped out of my skin as I spun around to see who was talking. A woman with fiery orange hair stood in the door of the stairwell looking down at me with intense green eyes. She was just as gorgeous as any of my Tua which didn't surprise me considering how attractive Roo and Riley were. I figured my father was all about gathering as many attractive Tua as he could while he built his pack. "So, you must be Terry? We thought you might make it here eventually. That's why we stuck around. Did you come here seeking help against the forces allied to rally against you?"  

I faced the woman before answering. "No, that's not it at all. I figured out what my father is up to. You can walk away from this. All you have to do is turn around, go back downstairs, and act like you never saw me."  

"And if I decide to stay?" 

"If you decide to stay, I’ll take that act of aggression and I will act accordingly. I'm guessing you're going to stay and fight. That right?" I asked. 

"Call that a fair assumption. I’ll do you one better and let you see what I am before I stop you." 

The woman stepped in the hallway and as she did, she shifted. In just a few seconds she went from being a beautiful woman to being a tall creature covered in white and gray fur with large ram horns on her head. She stomped her hoof one time and bleated before charging at me. I pulled, taking 40% from my pack, which I figured was more than enough to deal with this. 

I grabbed her horns when she was in striking distance and planted my feet. We skidded to a stop at the end of the hall where a window was overlooking the parking lot. The woman was strong and even though I stopped our momentum she pressed my back against the glass. She let out a bleating cry then charged forward with everything she had causing the glass against my back to crack. I had to pull an additional 10% to keep from falling out the window, and then another 10% to push her back. 

My father didn't have the Wolf medallion so his Tua were not able to transform into a hybrid form, but they were still strong judging by this one. He did have both bracelets, and was able to advance the levels of his  

Tua make them stronger than average Lycans. But it wasn’t enough to help her.  

“One last chance," I said. "You can still walk away from this without being hurt. Turn around now and walk away like this never happened." 

The woman smiled as she tried yanking her head back but couldn’t get free of me. She rolled onto her back and kicked up with her legs sending me flying over and slamming to the floor behind her. The blow wasn’t too hard, but it was enough to knock the breath out of me. My grip loosened and she capitalized and jumped to her feet. She jumped up in the air and landed on my chest. Then she proceeded to do what she promised and started stomping on me. 

I was no stranger to pain, but that didn't mean I liked it. She stomped down cracking a rib causing fresh pain. Not only that, but as she stomped down the rage reared its ugly head. 

My vision narrowed until I saw only the woman. I pulled more going from 40% to 90%. Time slowed as a hoof descended toward my face. I was able to slap the leg away so that when it landed it missed me. I spun kicking her legs out from under and then flipped on to my front running forward on all fours. I crawled on top of her and began pummeling her with my fists. 

The noise drew attention from the room and the hotel door burst open. Two people left the room both were shifted in their Lycan forms. One of the newcomers was a tall menacing black wolf, the other was feline sporting the black and orange stripes of a tiger. Both moved at once the wolf howled and dashed while the tiger leapt and pounced. The wolf’s clawed foot met my chin with a vicious kick while claws dug into my back and the weight of a massive weretiger press down on me slamming me onto the woman below me. Claws raked my back as the wolf took up the goat’s job and began to stomp on me as if she wanted to make me into her own personal mud pit. 

Another door burst open, this one from the direction of stairs. Right after there was a scream, a gunshot, and the sound of something slicing through the air. Water fell on my back and the weight fell away. The stomps no longer descended in their attempts to grind me into oblivion. 

"Terry!" Scarlett shouted. "Oh God, Terry, are you okay." My Hydro-Mage shouted as she slid to a stop on her knees and began patting me down to see if she could find any obvious damage. 

Scarlett turned out to be really good at finding damage and causing fresh pain as each touch landed on a bruised muscle or broken bone and cause me to groan with pain. "Stop," I groaned. "I’ll be okay as long as you stop hitting my sore broken body."  

Scarlett pulled back. "I'm so sorry, Terry, I didn't realize I was hurting you. Are you going to be okay? Is anything I can do to help?" 

“I'll be …" Blood erupted from my mouth cutting off my words. The coughing continued for a good solid minute before I was able to speak. "I'll be fine," I said. 

“Enough!” My father shouted from the doorway of the room he was renting. “I’ll not have you hurt my Tua anymore. I traveled far and wide to collect them and I don’t want to lose another. Bad enough I have to go back to Australia to replace the Tua you poached from me.” He turned to walk back in the room, then stopped and stuck his head out far enough to see us. “Don’t lay around all night. Get up and get in here. We can discuss any slight you feel I committed like civilized people.” 

My turtle came to stand next to my right side opposite my Hydro-mage. She knelt while keeping her gun pointed toward the room the Lycans entered. “Should we follow him in?” She asked. 

“I think we should, but we need to be ready for anything. I’ll take a second to heal up then we go.” 

Closing my eyes, I pulled eighty percent from my pack while not sharing any of it with Izzy or Scarlett. My broken bones popped and slid back into place before fusing back together. My pulped muscles healed becoming stronger as a result of being torn and damaged then healing. In under a minute I was ready for round two.  

Izzy remained where she was ready for any threat to walk out and make a move. Scarlett grabbed my arm and helped me to my feet.  

Before going in I reduced my draw to sixty percent and split that. Fifteen percent I sent to Izzy and fifteen to Scarlet. The Hydro-Mage’s eyes took on a slight blue glow as a result of the power I shared. She smiled at me and twisted the top off of a bottle of water. That was a good as Izzy being locked and loaded. 

“Let’s go,” I said. 

The room was huge and decorated with modern expensive furniture. It was set off by white rugs and walls and black countertops and cabinets in the open kitchen just to the right of the entrance. It was a nicer place then the one Miranda rented for us after the serpent compound was destroyed. 

The vast space was not empty. Beautiful women occupied every piece of furniture and stood around in groups. I assumed they had been talking, but no one spoke. Every eye was on us except for the fiery red head from the hallway and two women with her. They nursed their wounds on a couch far from the door. My father sat in a recliner sipping on a dark liquid in a glass tumbler.   

A tall thin woman with a wide pleasant smile left a back room and came right at us. She had the exotic looks that would be at home on a fashion runway. 

“You must be, Terry,” She said. “I’m Antionette, the first of this group of troublemakers.” 

“Hey!” One of the women shouted at Antionette. 

“Don’t mind them. They don’t like when I reveal their flaws. Anyway, I’m glad you came. Please, follow me and we will get down to business.” She turned and walked to the Livingroom area where my father was seated. She dropped on his lap and kissed him. 

As we approached three women seated across the coffee table from Antionette and my father stood and walked across the room.  

Izzy, Scarlett and I took the vacant seats. We waited while Antionette whispered something to my father. Izzy kept her head in constant motion looking for an ambush. I didn’t blame her. 

“I have heard about Lassiter. I assume you are here because of the compound you called a home being destroyed?” 


Chapter 24

 

For the first time in my life I had a sit down chat with my father, and I hated it. He smiled his smug little smile like nothing was wrong and I wanted to smash my fist into his face until he was too disfigured to smile.

All of my Tua could hear the thoughts at the top of my mind which is why both Izzy and Scarlett placed a hand on my forearms. Their touch helped to soothe the anger in me. Of not for us being outnumber at least twenty to one, I would have made a move.

“I understand your anger,” Antoinette said. “Your father is a difficult and stubborn man. As his first, I manage all affairs of his pack, and I can assure you that we did not arraigned the attack on your compound. Did you manage to find proof that we did?” 

“Yes, as a matter of fact we did,” I growled. 

“May I see it, Terry?” Even though I was visibly upset this woman kept a smile on her gave and a pleasant tone in her voice.

Izzy passed the three stapled together papers to Antoinette. “This was recovered from the office of Lassiter Security.”

“Thank you,” Antoinette said while taking the forms.

“What fo you mean by recovered from Lassiter Security?” My father asked.

“We went there seeking answers and had to kill John Lassiter to get them,” Izzy said. 

The smug smile on his stupid face vanished. Fear flashed across his features for a split second and was replaced by rage. “We had contracts in place with them. Now I have to find another agency for my security needs.”

“Not my problem,” I snapped.

“It is unfortunate,” Antoinette said while placing her hand on my father’s arm. “But we will find the services we need. As for this form, there is a discrepancy. It has a signature close to your my Tuatha’s. Therein lies the problem. I am the one who signs all of the contracts with the entities we deal. No one else has the authority over the funds from your father’s companies.”

“Then who would do this?” I asked.

“We have many enemies, as do you. You don’t know it yet, but just being a Tuatha comes with the burden of being hated. I’m sorry for that, truly I am. As for who may have done this, I have my suspicions, but I can’t substantiate anything yet,” Antoinette said. She snapped her fingers and held the paper up. A dark skinned woman with an athletic build took the form and left the room. 

“Maybe you can explain to me why I should believe you,” I said.

“We don’t owe you an explanation, or anything else,” my father snapped.

“We will provide you with all the proof we can must. We,” she gave my father a mean glare, “feel that an alliance with you would be in both of our interests. Ah, here we are,” Antoinette said. 

The dark skinned woman returned carrying a manila folder which she handed to me. 

“You will find the documents you brought, along with copies of contracts we held with Lassiter Security. There are also a few documents that you gather had to sign so you can have the signatures analyzed.” Antoinette looked at Izzy. “I assume your police force connections would be willing?”

“Probably,” Izzy replied. “How do you know I am no longer employed by the department?”

“The life of a Tuatha doesn’t mesh well with our lives as. Most of us have to leave our employers for this to work. It harkens back to this being a dangerous life we live. Simple deduction, we have not dug into your life, or that of your sister Tua.”

“Don’t let me find out otherwise,” Izzy said. “I have no qualms about cutting a bitch.”

Our hostess laughed and waved her hands in front of her face. “That is rich. My dearest, Izzy, I have no intention of putting you in a position to cut me. Quite the opposite. I propose an alliance to find the guilt party and make them pay.” Antoinette’s smile widened. “I can supply you with a few heavy hitting Lycans, and a few untamed Lycans for you to add to your pack, should you choose to. If not, hey will still fight for the cause.”

“Why will they fight?” I asked. The idea of selling off Lycan’ didn’t sit right with me. I wanted to make sure I wasn’t part of some Lycan Trafficking scheme.

“Probably not for the reasons you think. We have a powerful pack which has drawn a lot of attention. The Lycans I offer didn’t make the cut.” Antoinette raised her hand to keep anyone else from talking. “This doesn’t mean they are subpar, it simply means they would not be a good fit with our pack. Maybe they will with yours, and maybe they won’t. Either way, we are paying them a large sum to fight. Think of them as mercinarries with a possibility of making them Tua should you like them.”

“That better be the case, or I will walk from this deal and take them with me,” I said.

“Good, I would hate to think I was working with a man that could deal in Lycan flesh as if it were a commodity. I’m not one to brag about myself or feel the need to impress upon you the type of person I am, but this you should know about me. I love my kind, and i want to see us doing well as a species. Let the humans have welfare programs and homeless people while we live in high rises and have plenty.”

“That’s great and all, but I don’t trust him.” I pointed to my father ensuring it was clear whom I meant. “So why should I trust you?”

“That is understandable. I’m aware of your history, and I know the roadblock before us. I also know that trust freely given is easily broken. We can take it slow and build up a mutually trust. I feel going after the imposter is the best way to achieve that goal,” Antoinette said.

Izzy leaned forward and placed her elbows on her knees letting her gun dangle from her fingers between her legs. “You have an idea of who this imposter is, don’t you?”

“We do indeed. This isn’t the first time we have been setup to take the fall for heinous actions. It probably won’t be the last. We believe the culprits are members of the Mage Senate. They believe Tuatha are put here to hunt them. Due to the peace brokered with Acashia they will not attack outright. But they plot and scheme to take us down. That is where we feel the search should begin,” Antoinette said.

“You have to excuse my ignorance, but I don’t know any thing about the Mages or thier Senate,” I said.

“Hence the need to send some of our people with you. Our people know where to find the local Mages and have an idea of who it might be. The Mage in question is not far from here. I have the teams going with you prepped, and ready with gear for the three of you.”

Izzy stood. “When do we leave?” She asked as she holstered her pistol.

“I thought the teams, all of you, and I would break bread first. Is that acceptable?” Antoinette asked.

“I like that idea,” I said. 

I stood and waited for Antoinette. To show us the way. None of the Lycans in the room moved while we walked by. Antoinette opened a door and held it for us. I side we found a large dining room table with eight woman, four on each side. 

“Terry, please sit here,” she waved to the seat at the head by the door. “Would you ladies accompany me to the far end? I would like to get to know you better.”

“I guess, that’s okay,” Scarlett said. 

Izzy gave the woman a rather nasty glare and placed her hand on her pistol. To her credit, she did follow the woman and took a seat next to the other head of the table. Scarlet sat across from Izzy and Antoinette took her place across from me. Our hostess clapped her hands and two Lycan women dressed like waiters in black slacks and white button up shirts brought out trays of food. Every woman tamed, or employed, by my father was gorgeous. Considering my Tua were beautiful women, I had no room to talk. It was that he had so many that felt wrong to me.

“Hi,” A cute brunette with a button nose said. She sat to my right and held her hand out to me. “I’m Chloe, one of the possible Tuas for you to tame.”

“Oh.” I didn’t know what to say. She wasn’t the first Lycan to every offer herself up like she was auditioning to be in my pack. It was far stranger than when Andrea approached me.

“She can be a little blunt,” The woman across from Chloe said. She had bronze skin and a strong Roman nose, but she was still an attractive woman. “I’m Tula, the leader of Antoinette’s strike team. I’ll be your go between for my team. Anything you need, let me know and we will see about making it happen.”

“Nice to meet you, Tula.” 

“I’m Porshia,” the raven haired woman next to Chloe said. “Chloe doesn’t mean to be rude, but she often times doesn’t think. This is Reina, and Lauren. We are all here to help and become pack, if you feel we would be a good fit.”

“Oh.”

“It’s alright to be uncomfortable with this arrangement,” Tula said. “It does seem a bit creepy and rapey.”

“Wait,” My eyes went wide. “I’m not going too…”

“I know,” Tula interrupted. “I didn’t mean to say yo were. It’s just that this is all kinds of fucked. Don’t mind me.”

“I’m not too big on it either,” I said. “Is it always like this here?” I asked.

Tula looked around then leaned forward all conspiratorial like. I leaned closer ready to hear a secret I hoped would help me in dealing with my father. I wasn’t sure what dealing with him meant to me just yet, but it wouldn’t hurt to be prepared.

“Between you and me, something has Miss A over there and your old man spooked. You being his kid, I figure I can be candid. Whatever this mission is, I think it’s more than we are being told. Stay on your toes and keep your head on a swivel. Pass that on to your Tua,” She said.

“What about the offering of Lycans thing?” I asked.

“It’s one of the reasons I think this is serious shit. They have never done that before. Could be, it’s cause you’re the son and they want to see you grow and get strong. A parenting thing.”

“I doubt that,” I said. She was giving me valuable info, so I didn’t finish by saying he abandoned my mom and I and I wanted him to burn in hell.

“Either way, it’s strange and i don’t like it.” Tula leaned back and dug into the pile of food on her plate.

“Hey, Terry. It is Terry right?” Chloe asked.

“That’s right,” I said.

“You ever see a Werebadger?”

“No,” I said wide eyed. I should have figured they would be a thing, but it hadn’t crossed my mind before.

“Cool, cause that’s what I am. It’s going to be so sweet when I shift and you can see me in action.”

“I don’t doubt that.”

As we ate the other women spoke up telling me what they were and asking questions about my pack. It was a nice little dinner and I enjoyed meeting all the new Lycans.









Chapter 25

 

We rode in a caravan of four black SUVs with blacked out windows. My Tua and I sat in the third vehicle. Antoinette’s team were split between the first and fourth, while the merc girls, as I came  to calling them, were in the second. 

Our target was a mage, which had me all kinds of worried. Lassiter was the only mage I fought, but he was different from the rest. He controlled flesh, adn flesh I could destroy easily. A mage that controlled fire, or earth, that was a different story. How do you fight fire? The easy answer was with fire, but I still couldn’t use Dragonshift.

The truck slowed to a stop and I took stock of our situation. We were parked on the street in front of a YMCA. The place looked abandoned, which wasn’t a surprise considering it was nine o’clock at night. The fewer witnesses the better. 

One thing that still bothered me was the plan. I didn’t know what it was and I wouldn’t until it was underway. I agree to that stipulation because doing so meant I would get the merc girls on a permanent basis regardless of me making them Tua. Antoinette said she would continue to pay them for a s long as I wanted to have them around, or until I accepted them as pack. It seemed like a good deal at the time. Once we fought a battle and I could see what they were capable of, I would know if I was right, or if I was duped.

The doors opened on the lead vehicle and Tula came over. She rapped on the passenger window and I rolled it down. For once, my Tua let me ride in the front seat.

“We go on foot from here. We can’t all go together though, or it will look suspicious. Terry, you come with me and I will have my girls, and the mercs split up with your Tua. We will meet up at the planned attack points. Good?”

“I guess so,” I said. Her attitude about keeping me in the dark was starting to get to me. Rage trickled into my bloodstream and the world took on a darker redder hue. It took a few deep breaths to keep from losing my shit. 

“You okay?” Tula asked as I left the vehicle.

“Yeah, just anxious.”

“Keep it together, Terry,” Izzy thought to me. “We don’t need to make more enemies. These people seem to want to help you, let’s keep it that way.”

“I’m sorry, Izzy. I don’t think I’m back to normal yet.” I thought back.

“I know. Just try, for me, please.”

“I will, for you.”

“You and I are going in the front,” Tula said. 

“The front of what?” I asked.

“That.” She pointed to a building surrounded by a tall green line of hedge bushes.

“What is that?” I asked as we walked closer. 

“It’s a mansion. Most Mage communities hide in large houses like this. It looks like a mansion on the outside, but the inside will be more like a self contained village.”

“How many Mages are we talking?” I asked. “And what about kids? I won’t help murder kids, Mages or no.”

Tula laughed. “Nothing like that is going to happen. We are going to walk in like we own the place and head up to the third floor. The leader will be there. If we’re lucky, he will spill the moment we pop a claw. If not, we beat him and any guards he has. It will probably be tough, but we can handle it. There is a reason these fuckers fear us,” Tula said.

“And what is that reason?” I asked.

“Let’s hope you don’t find out. Here we go.”

We crossed the line of bushed onto the grounds. The path morhed from concrete to cobblestones and the surrounding landscape was an immaculate portrait of green grass and strategically placed flowers of reds and yellows.

No one stopped us as we made our way down the long walk to the door. It was unlocked and we walked in. Inside, no one so much as looked at us while we strolled by to the stairs. The house was not what I expected. When Tula described the way life would be inside I pictured tents spread out and clothes lines hanging everywhere. Instead, there was a vast amount of sitting furniture and lots of people occupying them. There were a lot of doors, and the floor plan was weird. Like the place had too many rooms. The second floor was much the same, but we didn’t stick around to find out for sure. 

The third floor was more in line with the appearance of the outside. The floor was a rich dark wood and the walls were maroon with gold trim. The walls held paintings and large colorful vases stood next to small half circle tables with flowers in smaller matching vases. The flowers gave the hall a nice floral scent. 

A guard in a black suit stood by a door at the end of the hall. Tula turned right leading m toward him. 

“What’s your business with the Grand Ember?” The guard asked as he moved to stand directly between us and the door.

“We need to ask him a few questions,” Tula said. 

“How nice for you. Please show yourselves out.”

“Not happening,” I said.

“Last chance,” the guard said as he stepped forward. 

His little act of aggression set me off. I pulled forty percent from my pack as I stepped forward. My fingers closed around the lapels of his coat and I spun sending him flying. The man hit the window at the end ot the hallway and passed through in a storm of glass shards. I turned to the door ready to smash it in.

“Wait,” Tula said. “Let’s try the door knob. If things work out and we don’t have to resort to violence then we will want to refrain from doing damage. Or, anymore damage. You should think about some anger management courses.”

“Just open it,” I growled. She had a point though, so I dropped the power draw back to my normal ten percent.

The door knob spun and the door opened inward. The room beyond was a big office with two more doors along the wall we entered from. The far wall sported floor to ceiling windows that spanned the length of the room. With large expensive looking cherry wood furniture the room felt like money.

“I guess he’s not home,” Tula said. 

“I bet he is through one of those doors. My guess is this is a horseshoe shaped floor plan and those doors lead to living spaces. I’m getting the idea that this guy doesn’t want to live below with the common folk.”

“Valid point.” Tula turned to face the three doors. “Left or right?”

“I think left first. It should be a shorter leg since it’s cut of by the stairs.”

The woman, who hadn’t told me what type of Lycan she was, opened the door. Beyond it we found a large bathroom with a walk in shower big enough for five. There was a door in the far wall which turned out to be a linen closet full of towels and bathrobes.

Having not found our quarry, we backtracked and Tula opened the right door. Together, we stepped into a kitchen that was all stainless steel and white tile. It sickened me to see the opulence while those below lived like refuges. The kitchen was empty, so we continued through to the next door. 

This one opened into a living room pregnant with comfy looking furniture and entertainment gadgets. Once again, this one was empty. The next door opened into a bedroom.

A poster bed dominated the large room. A figure under sheet moved up and down in a steady rhythm and the mattress squeaked from the motion. It seemed the mage had company and was entertaining at the moment.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Tula said, and I liked her a little more because of it.

A woman screamed and the man jumped from the bed. Her stomped around the bed naked as the day he was born and red faced. The woman scrambled to cover herself.

“What is the meaning of this intrusion?” The man spoke in a deep raspy voice.

“We needed to speak to you,” I said before Tula could answer. “I am under the impression that you had my home destroyed, and blamed it on a fellow Lycan. I want to know why?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he replied.

I activated wolf sense before speaking. He stank of sex, but surprising little sweat. That worked in my favor. He must not have been going at it long. “Say that again.”

“Why should I?” He asked. 

“Because I might find it hard to control myself if you don’t. The way I feel right now, you wouldn’t want to piss me off.”

“I could care less about your mood swings. I want you out now.”

“I tell you what. You answer the question once more then we will go. If not, I’ll get comfortable and hang around for a while. I don’t see too many of those hippies downstairs coming up to fight.”

“Fine, I didn’t do it.”

The sound of his heartbeat picked up and the stink of sweat became more prominent. “Lier!”

I ran at him shoved hard. The mage fell back landing on his ass and sliding across the carpet until he hit the wall hard.

“You fucker!” The woman on the bed shouted as she jumped up. Her modesty was no longer a concern since I escalated the situation. She threw her hands out and a ball of fire formed 8n from of her palms.

Seeing a mage create a real life ball of flame mesmerized me. If not for Tula tackling me at the last second I would have been bar-b-que.

We hit the ground with me acting as her soft landing apparatus. Tula rolled off and sprung to her feet. I rolled over and stood just in time to see another ball of flaming death streaking toward me. I had to lean hard to the left to keep from being hit and felt the heat of the attack as it passed. 

I took one step in the direction of the woman when a new lightsource flickered on. The mage on the ground had his hands out and flames grew. As I watched, instead of becoming a fireball the flames condensed into a swirling ball of red and orange. I had a bad feeling all of a sudden. 

The ball didn’t fly at me like I expected. A thin red beam shot out which I barely managed to dodge. The beam grazed me left side and I moved, but it followed. Ten feet is how far I had to move before the spell ran out of juice. “Did you really just shoot a laser at me?” I asked with venom in my voice. 

“Fuck you!” Another flame burst to like before his outstretched hands. 

One thing I expected was mire fire from the woman. I spared her a glance and saw Tula standing behind the woman with a knife to her throat. Instead of casting, she was crying.

The flames in front of the mage dude condensed. I pulled sisxty percent from my pack and time slowed. The shrinking ball slowed and looked really fucking cool as the swirls barely moved, or that’s how I precieved it. 

Waiting for thebattack was not a viable option. In the blink of an eye I was next to the mage. A hard blow to his head knocked him unconscious and the ball fizzled out. In hindsight, I probably should have let him fire and expell the energy. For all I knew the ball would blow up once he was no longer able to control it.

“Let’s get these two tied up so we can be better prepared to deal with them when he wakes up,” Tula said.






Chapter 26

 

Twenty minutes after I knocked the mage out he woke up finding himself tied to a chair next to his girlfriend. I assumed they were dating since neither had a ring on. Both were still nude.

The woman was an attractive one, with tan skin and features that made me think she was a latina. I wondered how she felt about being in a pack and becoming much more powerful? I had to see what she was like before thinking of offering that to her.

“Hey, buddy, how ya doing?” Tula asked. While tieing them up, she asked me to let her do the talking. “Now, I know this looks bad from your vantage, but trust me when I say it could get worse.” She leaned over putting her face close to his. “It can also end on a high note, if you agree to cooperate. Your choice.”

Tula stood and stepped back. The man glared at us both but didn’t respond. Wolf sense was still running so I smelled the scent of something burning and I knew exactly what he was doing. 

“If you don’t stop trying to burn through your ropes, I’ll be forced to fuck you up. Then all bets are off. No more Mr. and Mrs. nice guys. Things will get painful and bloody, starting with your woman friend,” I said. 

“Don’t touch her!” He screamed in a high pitch voice. 

“And we won’t,” Tula said. “As long as you cooperate. That’s all were asking for. Cooperate with us, and we walk away. No harm no foul. Don’t cooperate, and well…” she shrugged letting the rest go unsaid.

“Fine. What do you want from me.”

“Why did you have Lassiter Security attack my people and make it look like the work of another Lycan?” I asked.

“I was ordered to do so by the Mage Senate. The thinking was one Mage Hunter could kill the other. If we were lucky, both would die. After some research they discovered the Tuatha in question was your estranged father. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out there was already bad blood.”

“You guys really think we want to hunt you?” I asked. “Because I don’t. I want to learn as much as I can about magic. I just found out it’s a thing and I think it’s cool as fuck.”

“But you’re Tuatha. Everything we know about your kind says you hunt Mages.”

“Everything I know about this mage hunting this is that Mages started it, and a Tuatha was more than happy to end it. That doesn’t mean I want you dead,” I said.

“Truly?” He asked. 

“No bullshit.”

“Where do we go from here?” He asked.

“Let’s start with your name,” Tula said.

“Ah yes, I’m Michael Geoff, and this is Solara my significant other.”

“My name is Tula, and I represent the other Tuatha. This is Terry.”

“I wish I could say it was a pleasure meeting you,” Michael said.

“Same here, buddy. How about we change that. I thinking have a fire mage as a friend would be awesome. Do you think we could work that out?” I asked.

“This isn’t what we agreed to,” Tula hissed. 

“I have to do what’s best for my pack,” I said. “Powerful allies are good for my pack.”

“And they are good for my house. I would like to enter into an agreement we could both benefit from.”

Things were moving up the right direction for once. I walked around the couple and un-tied them.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Tula said.

“If we are going to have a relationship then I want one based on something other than fear. I need this to be as much of a friendship as it is an alliance,” I said.

“Well put. Do you mind if we dress?” 

“Not at all. Can I trust you to not do anything if we wait in the living room?” It was a test. If they dressed then came out to talk, I knew this might be the right decision. If he came out guns blazing, then he would die. Five minutes later he entered the living room alone. 

“Solara will join us momentarily. She wanted to put on her face, as she put it. I tell her how beautiful she is without makeup, but she won’t believe me. What can you do?”

“Not worry about the little things,” I said. “Traditionally, how do alliances like this work?” I asked figuring that Tula could shed light on any untruths.

“Alliances are a common practice among Mage communities. We usually send a representative to work with our ally, almost like the kings of old marrying off their daughters to another kingdom. We don’t believe in marriage so it doesn’t get that label.”

“I don’t think I like that very much,” I said.

“I have a proposal,” Michael said. 

“Sorry for taking so long,” Solara said as she entered. “You’ve seen me looking my worst, so I wanted you to seem me looking my best.”

“If that was your worst, then I’m impressed,” I said. “You are a beautiful woman, with or without the makeup.”

“Thank you, that’s sweet of you.”

“I was just about to make a proposal to our new friend,” Michael said. “You are right on time, dear.”

“Excellent,” she replied.

“As you may have guessed, we discussed it as we dressed, so Solara knows what I am going to say.”

“Good, let’s hear it,” Tula said.

“I have a rival in this city, one of  different house and school. He has killed several of my mages in unprovocted attacks. I am asking you to eliminate the threat.”

“And what do I get out of this deal?” I asked. 

“I have valuable information regarding Lassiter that I think you lack. Also, my daughter will accompany you and assist. She is a powerful and gifted Mage. If the mission goes well, then I offer her to you as my emissary. I know a little about how your kind works. You may tame her if it suits you.”

“That sounds too much like an arranged marriage to me,” I said. “I don’t really like that idea much.”

“One thing Mages and Mage, excuse me, Tuatha, share is the lack of monogamy. Having her join your pack, is up to you. She can function as my emissary without being a Tua. I do know that you and your pack, I believe, gain much in the way of power when you have Mage Tua. The choice is yours though. Get to know my daughter while you go after Morgan, then decide. Is this acceptable?”

“Almost, I want a little more. Killing your enemy and taking in your emissary look more like victories for you than mutual benefit. I will agree to this, if you agree to help me gain more alliances in the mage community.”

“Done.” Solara said.

“As she said. It is late now, would you like to rest and go in the morning? I will have you, and your people, fed and given proper quarters to sleep in.”

“Not me, Tula said. “My unit is done here. Terry, you still get the untamed as agreed upon, but I’m not part of this deal. Cool?”

“That’s fine,” I replied. “Thanks for the help.”

“You’re welcome.” She turned to face Michael. “I am sure you will be receiving a visitor soon from my Tuahta. We need as many friends as we can get, just as much as Terry does.”

“I believe I have an idea of the size of your pack. I doubt you need us as friends, but I am willing to talk. I look forward to your diplomat.”

Tula noded to the Mage then to me before leaving. We waited for her to be far out of earshot before talking. Considering she was an unknown Lycan, I thought ten minutes would be best. 

“This thing about your daughter kind of freaks me out,” I said.

“That is surprising considering you are Lycan. This is a common enough practice,” Michael said.

“I bet it is, but I wasn’t aware of being a Lycan until just s short while ago. Everyday I learn something new.”

“Ah yes, the info we gathered said you lived a normal life until the the last PArty Arnold held. It makes sense you wouldn’t be used to this. To help this along, I will have her come to dinner. We will invite the Lycans that have stayed with you and make it a big affair. Casual thought, as I’m sure none of you have anything fancy readily available.”

“I know I don’t, and I’m sure none of the others do,” I said. “Can I ask you a question regarding your magic?”

“Certainly, what would you like to know?” He held up his index finger. “Before we get into it, let’s take a seat. What’s the point of having soft and comfortable furniture if we don’t use it.”

“That laser thing you did?” I asked once I was seated. “What is that?”

Michael smiled from his seat across the coffee table from me. “That is a higher level magic that few can do. It’s called infernal fire and is basically concentrated fire similar to how light is concentrated to produce a laser. It’s really cool, isn’t it.”

“Cool, and scary as fuck.” We both laughed at that, him more than me. “How does fire magic work? High level stuff, I don’t think I could comprehend the theory of it.”

Michael chuckled. “At its heart, fire magic is a manipulation of hot and cold. As young mages advance they learn to utilize combustible materials found in most things to create fire. For example, when we hold our hands out to form fireballs, we are using heat to draw the oils in our body out through our hands ten igniting it in the air. At that point we have enough control of fire to force it to dance in the air where we want or to shoot to like a rocket. And there is the higher level stuff, like Infernal Fire. Most of those spells are about manipulating the pressure affecting the fire or the explosmasive effects of the flammables. I’m better at the pressure compression stuff than the explosive stuff. Though, I can make some wicked explosives using pressure. Did that answer satisfy?”

“I would say so. Thank you. One more question,” I said.

“I bet I know the question and I can tell you right now that it's no. Magic can not be taught to just anyone. Its inherited and I can’t saw why or how. No studies I am aware of delve into the subject” Michael said.

“That’s unfortunate.”

“Yes, but as I understand it, you can pick up some forms of magic due to what you are. Have you gained any magic users in your pack?”

Telling him seed like giving away vital information. If not for hm having answered my questions I wouldn’t answer his. Two things helped me to decide to talk. One, his daughter would probably see Scarlett in action, and two,  I had a good feeling about the situation.

“I do, I am blessed to have a Hydro-Mage in my pack.”

“Really?” Michaels eyebrows rose in surprise. “That is amazing. Hydros are very rare.”

“As I understand it, the last three known Hydros are under my protection,” I said.

“That is fascinating. Maybe one day I could come to your home and meet them. I think a conversation with a Hydro would be truly incredible.”

“I’m sure we could arrange that assuming things go well between us.”





Chapter 27

 

Michael and I were the first ones at the dinner table. It wasn't hard considering it was one room over from the living room. Shortly after we sat down to his wife entered with my Tua and Antoinette’s people. 

"Terry, it's so good to see you," Scarlett said. My Hydro-Mage ran over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck squeezing tight. I wrapped my arms around her returning the hug and feeling much better for having her close. 

"Hey Terry, is everything OK with you?" Izzy asked. 

" I can't complain, just making new alliances and making new friends." 

"What, no bodies? That is a surprise," Izzy said. 

Izzy and Scarlett took seats directly to my right as I was at the foot of the table and the Mercs sat on my left. Then another woman entered one who looked a lot like Michael's woman only younger and with much shorter hair. She had green eyes that sparkled and were really set off by the short dark brown hair on her head. She came over and held her hand out and introduce yourself. 

"Hi, my name is Morgana. From what I hear I’m to be my father's emissary in your home, that's so exciting I can't wait to work with you." 

"Hi, Morgana, it's a pleasure to meet you. My name's Terry," I gestured toward my Tua, "this is Izzy, and Scarlett." 

Morgana walked around behind me to get to the other side where Izzy and Scarlett sat. She shook both their hands and exchanged pleasantries. Then she surprised me by asking if they would mind moving down one so that she could sit next to me and get to know me better. Izzy shot me a questioning look and I nodded so she nodded back and moved down so she was seated and seated on the other side of Scarlet. 

"Everyone is saying that when you first came here that you try to kill my father, is that true?" Morgana asked. 

"I wouldn't say that I tried to kill him more like had a very aggressive conversation with your father. In the end it all worked out, so I don't really think it's a big deal. This isn’t going to get in the way of us working together is it?" I asked. 

Morgana looked at me with a raised eyebrow for a moment then tilted her head to the right. After another moment she answered my question. "No, I don't think so. If you can get past so can I." 

"That's a relief. I really want this alliance between my pack and your house to work out. Starting with no animosity between us will make it so much easier." 

Our conversation was stopped when Morgan walked in followed by several other people carrying trays. The smells of cooked meats roasted vegetables and cool treats perked me right up. I sat up straighter waiting to see what culinary delights our hosts had for us. As always, I was hungry as hell. The server laid down the trays in front of each of us and remove the lid's revealing what looked to be roast beef smothered in gravy with a good helping of roast broccoli and brussel sprouts also smothered in gravy. I wasn't one to normally eat brussel sprouts but when they were roasted it made them absolutely amazing. 

All the Lycans quickly scarfed down the food presented but had to wait as the mages weren't as fast as we were. Morgana for her part stop eating halfway through her meal so she could continue talking with me. 

"I'm not really familiar with the Tuatha thing, do you think you could fill me in, Terry?" Morgana asked. 

I wiped my mouth with the folded napkin sitting next to my plate then set it on my lap. "I think I can do that. It's a little complicated though so maybe we could discuss it more when we’re on the road." 

"Yes, that's okay with me. So, my father has also told me that one of your pack members is a Hydro mage, is that true?" Morgana asked. 

"It is true," Scarlett said. 

My Hydro mage revealed her power to our servers and Morgana by coaxing the water in her glass out to rise up and take on the shape of the Washington Monument. Then she turn the water into a tentacle that thrashed around before finally raising completely out of the glass and forming a perfect sphere. For her final trick, she had a tendril of water move from the sphere to her mouth and she sucked down the sphere. 

"That is so amazing!" Morgana said. 

"You get used to it. I can't wait to see fire magic in action. That's something I've never seen but I've always wanted to see how it works. Do you think you could show me?" Scarlett asked. 

"I can but this really isn't the place or time. I'm not as skilled yet as my parents are and if I start casting fire now there's a good chance of setting the house on fire." That brought a laugh from everyone seated at the table. 

Michael and Morgana finish their meals then had servants clear away our plates. Soon after we were shown our rooms. Michael was more than eager for us to get some rest so we can begin our new quest early in the morning. Scarlet and Izzy both opted to stay in my room which surprised me as I was sure that Izzy would want her own. Instead my turtle asked if there was a possibility of getting a second bed in the room which she was told there was and one was brought. Izzy claimed the second bed for herself, but Scarlet insisted on sleeping with me. 

"Izzy this is kind of weird Scarlett wanting to sleep with me while you're in the next bed," I thought to my wereturtle. 

"It's not really that weird. You go ahead and do whatever you want, and I won't be bothered at all. In fact, I'm so tired I’ll probably sleep through everything, so knock yourself out." 

That shocked me more than Scarlet wanting to sleep in the same bed with me. And while she had given me the okay, I still didn't feel right about it. Not only that a big part of me wanted the person sleeping in the bed with me to be Izzy. I did want Scarlet, but I wanted to be intimate with the beautiful Hydro mage in a romantic setting. I still wanted Izzy more. I don't know if it was because she refused to give it up after having done it once. Or how wrong that one time felt. The best thing would be to set up an intimate situation just me and Izzy doing everything I could to make sure that our second time was something special. Knowing my turtle, rose petals and chocolates probably wouldn't do it. Maybe if I scattered bullet casings around and had a couple pistols on the bed laid out in the shape of a heart. 

Izzy settled in the bed after stripping down to her underwear. Then Scarlet turned the lights off and came over to the bed. The room was almost entirely devoid of light, but I didn’t use wolf sense. I felt when my Hydro mage crawled onto the bed and slid under the covers. 

I was used to sleeping in the buff so that's exactly what I was wearing when she slid in next to me, nothing. Turns out, Scarlet was wearing the same outfit. I felt her warm flesh pressed against mine instantly my cock reacted. 

"Is that for me?" Scarlett asked. 

I believe it is" 

My Hydro mage giggled as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft. Scarlet's touch ignited a fire in me. With the intimate contact our connection grew stronger and I suddenly had an overpowering urge. In that moment I needed Scarlet more than anything. At the same time, I felt more aggressive than usual and not only that I wanted her, but I wanted to fuck her hard. 

"I want it too, but please take it slow at first." Sometimes my Tua’s ability to read my thoughts paid off. 

I placed my hand between her legs and felt her slick warmth with my fingers. I rubbed her clit while she stroked my cock 

"Fuck me, fuck me now, Terry," Scarlett whispered. 

I didn't have to be told twice. I rolled over on top of my Tua and guided my length into her center. She moaned as I slowly slid my cock inside her. Since she asked, I kept myself in check and made sure to take it nice and slow. Through our bond I could feel that her need for me was just as strong as mine was for her and it wasn't long before we are fucking like animals. 

 

 


Chapter 28

 

The vehicle Michael gave us was a big SUV with third row seating. There was enough room for my Tua, Morgana, the Merc girls, and I. This allowed me to get to know the Merc girls a little better.

"Were you always mercs? Or is this a one off?" I asked the Merc Girls.

"The four of us have worked for Antoinette for a year. They decided we wouldn't make a good fit as Tua, but our skills were still valuable," the bubbly Merck girl said.

"What exactly are your skills?"

"All of us are proficient with pistols and rifles, and we each have our own special skill set," Mark girl to said. "For example, I'm a demolitions expert."

one of the Merck girls seated behind me tapped my shoulder getting my attention. "I'm really good with computers and security systems," Mark girl number three said.

"In my specialty is long-range weapons. Or what you might call a sniper," Merck girl number four said from her seat next to Merkel number three.

"In my specialty is hand-to-hand combat," said the bubbly Merck girl. "And being happy, being happy is also my specialty."

"You ladies sound like one hell of a team," I said. "And all of you are okay with being sold off to me decide whether to make you my two or just use your skills?"

"To be honest we're all hoping that you go ahead and make this Tua," Mark girl number two said. "We all think that the additional power and skills granted from being to will make us much more effective at our jobs. And there's the added benefit of being part of a group or a pack instead of having to hire our services out to the highest bidder."

"We hear that being Tua comes with some really sweet benefits," bubbling Merc girl said.

"I have to admit that I was worried that excepting your services felt a little too much like slave trade," I said. "Seeing as you are all okay with it, I feel it a lot better about the situation."

"Still seems little wrong to me," Izzy said.

"I'm cool with it," Scarlett said. "I get the feeling we're in for some serious trouble and I think all the help we can get we should take.

"Wise words to live by," Morgana said. "Which is also the reason I hope this endeavor works and that we can cement the relationship between my house and your pack. The possibility of setting up a small chapter of my house in your pack with increased abilities and power excites me to no end."

"So I know about the Chloe is a Werebadger, but what of the rest of you?" I asked.

"Well our sniper here, is a Werehawk, demo expert is the Werebore, and are electronics expert is a Werebat. And as you know our martial artist is the Werebadger," Porshia said.

"Hawking and a bat, no shit?" I asked.

"no Shit. We are a group of rare Lycans," said Porshia. "To top it off were also bad ass bitches, smart as fuck, and deadly as can be."

"I don't doubt that," I said.

"Over here," the Werehawk Merc girl said. "I think I see a good place to set up my rifle and provide overwatch."

Morgana, who is currently acting as a driver, pull the vehicle off to the right parking next to the curb. Porshia squeezed past the second row of seats and climbed out the driver side rear door. Before heading off to her perch of choice she opened the trunk and ruffled and rifled inside getting her gear and then disappeared from sight. When she was gone Morgana pulled his back out of the street and continued our journey. Five minutes later the fire mage pulled the vehicle over once more this time putting it in park and turning off the engine.

"We go on foot from here," Morgana said.

Another five minutes was spent exiting the vehicle, gathering our gear, and strapping everything on. Then we followed Morgana down the dirt road. Tall pine trees and aspens blocked our view on both sides in the hills to the front and rear kept us from seeing more than 100 yards in front of us. We walked for 300 yards cresting two hills for Morgana walked into the woods to our right.

Fire mage stopped just inside the tree line waiting for the rest of us to join her. Once we were all gathered, she spoke. "Past this next hill the house will be visible so we have to go through the woods from here or risk being seen by their centuries. That also means we have to stay quiet and keep our heads on swivels. We don't know if these woods are trapped or if it's gonna be a nice easy stroll, keep that in mind."

We found out pretty quick that the woods were booby-trapped when Porshia grabbed Morgana's arm after her first step and pointed down. Running across to trees was a thin wire barely visible. With a quick inspection we discovered that one end of the wire was nailed to one tree in the other and was attached to a grenade fastened to the other tree. None of us needed a second reminder keep our eyes open and look for traps.

Porshia took the lead followed by the Chloe. The last remaining Merc girl took up her position at the rear of our little formation. 12 more traps were pointed out as we made our way to the house. Thanks to the Merc girl's none of the traps were set off and we arrived safely at the tree line that led out to the side yard of the house.

Morgana and I joined Porshia at the tree line as she looked out over the yard. "Do you have any idea of what kind of defenses we can expect when we get to the house?" Porshia whispered.

"No," Morgana answered. "Every spy we sent was either found dead or never seen again. We have no intel on this place. all we know for sure is that it's called Stone Spire Keep and rumors of a earthen warrior. what the earthen warrior thing means is beyond me. probably not even real."

"Porshia, how should we proceed?" I asked. If the boasts she made were true, then she was probably qualified to come up with an effective strategy.

"Give me a second to figure something out," Porshia said.

While we waited, she stepped away from us and touched the device I had noticed her on her neck. The remaining two Merc girl's and Izzy scanned the yard and the house with their heads constantly moving back and forth. Scarlett Morgana and I watched Porshia as she talked and whispered tones. After just a minute she returned to the group with a smile her face.

"It looks like were clear all the way to the house."

"How did you figure that out?" I asked.

"Our sniper on overwatch has a couple different optical settings that allow her to see the most dangerous and it looks clear. It makes sense if they have children that play outside, would want those kids getting blown up."

"So, you're saying we’re good to move?" Izzy asked.

"Yeah, follow me," Porshia said.

She moved at a fast crouch with the other two marks right behind her. I was behind them mimicking their movements, with my two and Morgana behind me. We made it to the house without incident moving to stand in a line with their backs against the wall. The moment all of us were against the wall Porshia started moving again heading for the back door.

Just before she reached the door and opened and the man with a long white beard stepped out. Porshia reacted instantly. She dropped her weapon letting it fall on the sling then grabbed the man by his arm. She spun around and swung him out wide then headfirst into the wall. As he fell unconscious, she held onto him keeping him from making too much noise on his way down. She pointed to Reina slapped her wrist together twice and then pointed at the man before turning back around.

We waited at the door for five minutes waiting to see if anyone else will come out, or so I thought. No one did so Porshia grabbed the door handle given a twist and slowly opened the door. After a quick peek she waved us on and opened the door enough to slide inside. We filed in after her one by one with me moving to the side so that everyone else could go in first and I would be last.

The house reminded me a lot of Morgana's house. Tends to spin around the floor and clotheslines stretched across the room high enough to not have to duck to go underneath them. Unlike the other house there was no one around and all was quiet. Porshia stopped in the center of the room and waved his close.

"This doesn't feel right," she whispered.

"It's not right," Morgana said. "I've never heard of a mage house being empty. There are always people around always members of the community going about their day to day activities. This is freaking me out."

"With this house be laid out like your house with the top floor being the apartment for the man in charge?" I asked.

" That's the way it's been in all the major houses I've been to. I'm sure this one wouldn't be any different considering the reputation of the man in charge. Everyone seems to think is a bit of a megalomaniac," Morgana said.

"Then I think an excuse for the obvious. We had upstairs to see if we can find the man in charge," I said.

Merc girl two nodded then headed for the stairs. The rest was followed going up to the second floor and finding it just as deserted as the first. Since that was the case we moved on to the third floor.

The door the top of the stairs open into the big living room. Much like Michael's house the living room was packed with soft and expensive looking furniture. The differences came in the color and placement the furniture in this room all had earth tones as opposed to the warm resin yellows and Michael's house.

From what I could tell this floor was laid out in a straight line where Michaels was a horseshoe. There were two doors not counting the stairwell doors I want each side of the room indicating we were not one of the ends of the building.

"do we go left or right?" Porshia asked.

"Let's go to the right," I said. "I've got a good feeling about that direction."

Once again we followed Porshia to the door and threw it open. The room beyond was too dark to see into so the Merc girl's turned on the flash lights mounted on the rifles and rushed into the room. I was right behind them with Morgana and my two in tow.

As soon as we were all in the room the door slam shut behind us and the lights came on. The room was empty except for one thing, a large stone statue of a man standing in the center of the room. Laughter began to echo from all around us and the statues eyes glowed red.





Chapter 29

 

Glowing red eyes turned out to be the least of our worries. The statue came to life.

It pulled its feet free of the stone pedestal and stepped forward dripping off with a loud thump. Then it broke its arms free of its sides and held up the stone blade and shield it held.

The laughter stopped. “Morgana, my dear, did you think you could come into my home and do as you wished?” The voice was a raspy dry sound that came from everywhere. At first, I thought it was the statue, but that wasn’t the case. 

“You think you were cleaver by stopping far up the road and coming in on foot through the woods, is that right? Since you are about to die, let me clue you in. This entire area belongs to me. Everything in a five mile radius is bonded to me. Nothing moves on my land without the very earth letting me know.” He snickered.

“I suppose I should expect a fire whore to understand. Not only do we draw our power from the earth, but we become one with it. I am as much a part of this land as it is to me. You never stood a chance.”

The statue dropped into a low defensive stance. Since it stood well over eleven feet tall, it still towered over us.

The merc girls took that as their cue and opened fire. As the shot their rifles they spread put hitting it from different angles. The rounds bounced off the stone hide with a lucky shot sending a small chip flying here and there. It was clear bullets wouldn’t work.

I had an idea of what might work against the stone statue. I step back until I was between Izzy and Scarlett then looked at my mage.

"I think the only way we're gonna be this thing is if you water it up," I said. "Throughout time water is eroded rocks so I think this is our best bet. The bullets are doing Shit and I doubt clawes would either. Can you do this, Scarlett?"

My Hydro mage smiled as water streamed up from all the the canister she carried. "I think this is gonna be fun," she said.

Izzy place your hand on my shoulder. "I don't know what to do here. Bullets will stop that thing and nothing I can do will. But the hell do we do, Terry?"

I let my turtle and the eyes seeing fear. I understood how she felt because I knew she was right. On the other hand that doesn't mean we were gonna roll over and die we would fight to the end. "You're right about that, Izzy. But I don't think the fight is lost. You can do your part by keeping that thing distracted while we work on taking it down. Can you do that for me?"

my turtle Tua nodded. "I can."

My total step forward raising her pistol and firing off a couple shots. I felt relief, pride, and a sense of purpose from her as she moved away from us firing off shots at a leisurely pace.

"Be careful," I sent to her through our mental link. She didn't respond but I felt pleasure coming from her at my concern.

The Merc girl's continued their fire but I thought they too could be used in better ways. I waved to Porshia getting her attention as I ran towards her.

"Stop firing and shift," I said. "I need you girls to be more of a distraction and I think the best way to do that is if you're at your best."

Porshia nodded as she lowered her weapon. "I see your point, but that's not gonna be enough to beat this thing. I hope you have a plan?"

"I do have a plan, do your part and I'll make sure that that thing is taken down."

Porshia touched the device around her neck. "Cease fire and shift, cease fire and shift. We are to get that thing's attention so our Tuatha can deal with it."

All weapons fire stopped with the exception of the occasional shot from Izzy's pistol. I watched in amazement as the Merc girl's went from pretty women to towering beasts. The bore, the badger, and the hawk were impressive creatures. All of them stood taller than 8 feet and had the distinctive features of the animal they were akin to.

The badger began slashing at the stone statue with her long claws. Detected no damage but the statue immediately turned his attention to her. The hawk flapped her wings darting forward and raising her legs. She slashed at the statue with the talons on her feet as she passed over it. Once more the attack did no damage but the creature shifted its attention from the badger to the hawk. Then the bore hit the creature from behind tusks first. She ran her head up and down scraping her test against the stone back and pounded meaty fist against it. As before no damage was done but the creature's attention was changed so the board jumped back.

Izzy fired off shots while she ran towards the stone statue. She leapt and spun shifting while she was in the air. Her armored back slammed into the side of the statue causing it to stumble a little and then she rushed away. The stone warrior turned and made a step toward is the while the badger made another attack run. The Merc girls and Izzy continue to alternate their attacks while they waited for Scarlett and I to make our move.

While Izzy and the Merc girl's had been attacking Scarlett was busy gathering all the water on her person into a single sphere. Once the last drop joined the spear hovering above her head she lowered her stance and put her hands out in front of her with her thumbs and four fingers touching. A moment later a beam of white blue water shot out of the sphere striking the stone warrior in the chest. It was enough to make good statue stumble but I saw no visible damage as the water continued to stream at it. This fear shrunk in size until the water splashing off of the statue returned maintaining the size of the smaller sphere.

"it doesn't seem to be working," I whispered to Scarlett.

"We have to give it time. Rosen of stone doesn't work that way it needs time to work," Scarlett said with strain evident in her voice.

"Are you using Hydro beam?" I asked.

"Hydro what now?"

"Your mate skill Hydro beam. I unlocked it when I signed your skill points, you should have access to the skill."

"How do I use skills?" Scarlett asked.

"Focus on the words Hydro being activated in your mind. I think it's all you have to do."

Without dropping her current water spell her face took on the look of concentration. Then the water stopped, and rushed back to the sphere. The sphere shrunk and condensed until it was a quarter of the size. Where before it was translucent and see-through the other side now it was an opaque white blue. A short burst of a white blue beam shot out from the sphere hitting this statue in the chest and creating a crack. She had done it.

"That's so fucking awesome," I said. "You're doing it Scarlett, you're so fucking doing."

"We need to have a talk about the skills after this is all over," Scarlett said. "And yeah this is Fucking awesome."

"Can you do a continuous beam?" I asked while another short beam shot out.

"I don't know, let me… Oh."

A continuous blue white beam shot out from the sphere hitting the statue dead center in the chest boring a hole into it. While this was happening the Merc girl's and is the grabbed the statue holding it in place. The stone warrior struggle but was no match for the combined might of the four Lycan women.

Fat drops of water flew back from the warrior's chest condensing just before they joined the orb. I was happy to see that this attack also recycle the water meaning that it could go on for as long as Scarlett could keep it up. Then her beam burst through his back to hit the wall. Scarlett moved her hands slowly up and the beam followed. Once the beam penetrated all the way, cutting up through the body, neck, and head was like a hot knife through butter. 

Things de-escalated quickly after that. The Lycan women all shifted back to human form. Izzy, being one of my Tua had her clothes on but her shirt was torn along the sides. It still managed to cover up all the important stuff so she didn't bother to take it off. The Merc girl's on the other hand, shredded all their clothes and they shifted and now stood before me naked.

the woman standing before me made me realize I was in the wrong line of business. If I could bottle lycanthropy I'd make a fortune selling the greatest beauty products on the market. So far I have not seen one ugly or unattractive Lycan and I suspect it had something to do with whatever it was that made Lycans what they were. I supposed to the how and why of it didn't really matter as long as I got to enjoy the view.

"Had I realized this was gonna be how you would've ended up I probably would've asked you ship sooner," I said.

"I know right," Scarlett said. "These bitches are hot."

"Let's focus on the task at hand," Izzy said as she fingered her torn shirt. "We don't know what else the Dick has waiting for us so we need our heads in the game, all of us."

"She's right, sorry for getting distracted. If it was ready let's head out and find this guy. I'm anxious to get this over with that too much Shit to do to stay here for too long."

Merck girl number 2 Sashayed Her Way over to me with her bare hips swaying back and forth. "You know, if you accept the sum of the pack anything you want us to do, and I do mean anything," she ran a finger down my chest, "is yours for the asking."

I took her hand in the mind moving away from my body. She was crazy hot and way too much of a distraction, which I didn't need right then. "I appreciate the offer, I really do, and it's so tempting, but I can make this decision right now. I'm sorry. What makes you so sure that you even want to be part of my pack?"

"The fact that you're apologizing for this is more than enough from for me to know that I want to join with you," Merc girl two said.

"Same goes for me," the Chloe said.

"Same here," the third Merc girl said.

“That’s great, really it is. And tempting as hell, but now is not the time. We need to go back to the livingroom and try door number two.”

 


Chapter 30

 

Nothing jumped out to attack us in the living room, nor did we hear a disembodied voice. The only problem was the three naked women standing between me and the next door. They were all lean with athletic bodies varying shapes. 

Merc girls number two was thin with a small waist and hips as wide as her shoulders giving her a slight hourglass shape. The Chloe was the tallest of the three with a small bust and thick hips and thighs. She also had the best ass of them. Reina was in between bubbly and merc girl two with slightly bigger breasts then both and a sexy washboard stomach.

“You ready, or should we spin so you can get a better look?” Reina asked. 

“Sorry,” I said while giving them an apologetic smile. “It’s just hard not to look at you three. I mean, damn.”

“I suppose I can forgive that,” Reina said. “Still, we have a job to do, you ready?”

“Let’s do it. I’m eager for some action.” The last word came out as a growl. Seeing the merc nude and being so close to Izzy was making me crazy. 

My turtle was still a mystery to me. One I had to solve in order to get back to the old Terry. A part of me wished she would just tell me what she wanted. At the same time, I knew she was worth the work and I would do whatever it took. I just wish it didn’t have this effect on me.

Merc girl threw the door open and the Mercs rushedin. I followed behind Izzy with Scarlett and Morgana behind me. The next room was a kitchen just as shiney and immaculately clean as Michael's kitchen. 

We made it to the far end of the room when the voice came out to play once more. “I am impressed you survived mystone warrior. I am certain you will not live through this, however. Have fun.”

Something fell off a counter on the other end of the kitchen and we all jumped. The granite countertop melted and dripped onto the floor. Another item fell from the counter across the room from the first with a clatter. We moved our focus to the sound and watched the second countertop melt and spill onto the floor. The remaining two countertops made a splash as they hit the floor. By my estimate there was sixty feet or granite on the floor. The question was why?

And the answer came to us soon after. The first molten slab bunched up and rose on four pillars. It morphed taking on a dog shape. The other three followed suit make a pack of four granite dogs standing four feet tall. 

“This is bad,” Scarlett said. “Think the beam will work again?”

“I don’t know,” I growled. The clear and present danger posed by these living stone creatures had my hackles standing at attention. The mercs weren’t mine, but I felt responsible for placing them in danger and wanted them to be safe. That thought, along with my fear of my Tua and morgana being hurt spurred me into action. 

I jumped with kangaroo grace crossing the distance between myself and the pack in an instant. The closest dog leapt at me and I pulled fifty percent. Just enough to gain the slow time effect but not hinder Izzy and Scarlett too much.Stepping left let the rock mutt sail by without hitting me. I slammed both fists down on its back changing its trajectory to straight down. It hit the floor with a loud crack and slid along the tile.

“Terry!” Izzy shouted. Hearing her frantic voice brought her to the forefront of my attention and I felt the fear she had for me. I pushed her feelings aside. They wouldn’t help me in the fight, and I really wanted to fight. 

I jumped onto the back of the next closest dog and used him as a platform to kick the third dog out of the air as it tried jumping on me. Then I jumped straight up allowing dog number four to land on dog number two. They hit hard enough to shatter and send granite shards flying. More hen a couple pierced my skin or left cuts on exposed skin. 

That left one dog to deal with. The first three went down too fast and let me feeling unsatisfied. The last one had to be better, needed to be better. I ran at it and dropped to my kneed sliding under it as it snapped its jaws shut inches from my face. I set my hand on the ground and sprang up. He mutt turned and I hit it in the face with a right cross. Then it was on. The dog tried biting me and leaping in,but I dodged each attempt and punished the failed strike with a blow from my fists. Not long after we started my blood covered its head. Every hit against the stone split my skin and left a little red behind. I didn’t care. The pain fueled my rage and made me hit harder. The bones in my hands started to crack, then brake. I kept punching and dodging. 

The stone mutt got in a lucky strike and latched down on my left forearm. The pain was intense and sweet. The presser of its strong jaws shattered the bones in my arm. I screamed out as I hit it over and over with my right fist. Its gripe lessened when cracked appeared where I hit it. The sixth punch after the first crack appeared ended it. The dog’s head fell apart and the chunks hit the ground. A moment later the rest of the beast collapsed pulling me down with it. 

After an agonizing minute of pulling my arm came free. While I walked back to the women my bones reformed and the flesh wounds closed. I smiled, feeling good with the carnage left in my wake.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Izzy asked. “Because you were in the way, we weren’t able to fire a shot out of fear of hitting you. Are you insane?” Izzy asked.

Her words confused me. I threw myself into combat to keep her safe. After she pretty much rejected me day after day I made the sacrifice for her, and she had the nerve to give me shit for ding it?

“I did what I had to to keep you safe,” I snapped. “You’re welcome.”

Izzy looked away, but I felt her disappointment. It was a blow to my ego that cooled my temper. My first thought was to apologize, but that didn’t seem right. If I wanted her to believe I was sorry for what I’d done and said, I had to show her. 

Life has a funny way of helping out sometimes. For instance, when I needed to rectify my mistake of taking on the stone pack without help, the pack reformed and stood up. The fight I had won turned out to only be the first round.

“Um, guys. We have a problem,” I said while turning to look at the group of women. They were all focused on the next door and hadn’t seen the dogs. 

“What’s up, Chief?” Porshia asked.

“The dogs are back up,” I said.

Everyone turned to look. The four stone dogs padded closer and stopped fifteen feet from us. Their teeth pulled back and deep rumbling growls rolled out from them. As one, they rushed forward their stone paws banging against the tile floor. The Lycans rushed past me shifting as they moved. A tendril of water lashed out and a fireball flew by. Round two started.

The dogs dodged the water and fire attacks then rushed my Lycans. Izzy, the badger, and bore engaged one dog each. The bat flew up and dropped on the back of the fourth and slashed at it. When it twisted to try to bite her she jumped up again. 

Izzy alternated between slamming her fists into the creature, and shotting it. Her fists caused cracks that healed right away. The gunshots send chips of stone flying that liquified and rejoined the main body like a liquid metal terminator.

Porshia in her badger form was ferocious. She shashed at the dog with quick swipes and dodged each attack. She suffered from the same problem as my turtle. All the damage done corrected itsself.

The bat kept at her strategy and eas successful at remaining unscathed. She did minimal damage with her scratches and bites, so there was no hope of her having the key to winning. 

The bore was having the hardest time of all the Lycans. She was powerfull and ther tusks were deadly. The stone dog was fasyer, and just as capable of dealing out punishment. The dark matter fur spots on the bore was a testament to just how dangerous the dogs were. 

Through the fight, the mages kept up thier long range attacks. The wayer beam managed several hits. Just lile any other attack, they shrugged it off and healed. The fireballs moved too slow and were easily dodged. Not a one touched the stone dogs.

Try as I might to think of a strategy, I couldn’t. A fog slowly draped itself over my mind. Seeing Lycans, both my Tua and those I was responsible for, being hurt and failing eroded my reason. My breaths  came in deep and fast and left just as dramatically. My brow drew down over my eyes while my lips peeled back into a snarl. Everything became a blur except for the four stone dogs. They were hurting my Tua. They were hurting all of my Lycans and they would pay for it. 

I jumped forward pulling eighty percent. A dog was half turned to face the newest threat when time slowed. Hitting it with my shoulder the beast went flying across the room and shattered aga8nst the wall with a loud boom. As I dodged the strike the bore sent at the beast I just destroyed I heard the thumps and cracks of the pieces hitting the floor. 

I planted my left foot and kicked off the ground changing my direction to the mutt in line. Time returned to normal. Izzy saw me and her eyes went wide with fear. She jumped back just as I landed on her dog. My arms wrapped around its torso and I kicked my feet up and over doing a flip. The momentum of the movement lent strength to my through and the second one shattered against the wall. 

“Terry?” I barely registered Izzy’s voice.

Didn’t matter. There were two more to kill. The bat held one up in her toes while beating frantically at the air trying to get higher. I stopped at the dog’s side and smashed my first thought its body. Then I pulled my arm free and grabbed it by the head and tail. A quick jerk of my arms in opposite directions spit the mutt in half. The bat lost her grip and shot up while I spun and tossed the two halves to shatter against the wall. 

One left.

The badger had the dog pinned to the ground by putting her weight on its back. The stone mutt squirmed to no effect. She stabbed her claws down over and over at impressive speeds. I ran at them and punted the dog in the head. The came a ear splitting crack that made me think of arctic ice shelves breaking free. The head into the wall and shattered. The badger whooped and leapt to her feet then tossed the body against the wall where it too shattered. 

Satisfied, I turned around wearing a savage grin. My smile and joy faltered as I saw a dog creeping up on Morgana. I had just enough time to shout, “Dog!” The beast was already in the air on its way to the fire mage.

 

 

 


Chapter 31

 

Morgana saw the dog before it hit her and she fell to her side throwing her hand up. A wall of fire spring up between her and the stone mutt. The dog went into the fire head first but didn't come out the other side. It looked as if the fire was a portal and the dogs being transported to another location. As soon as the dog completely vanished the fired died away.

I made it to Morgana side just as the fire vanished and helped her to her feet. Where the fire had been now lay a black smoldering puddle. We watched with our breast held expecting the portal to form into a new dog, but it didn't.

"I think my fire killed it," Morgana said.

"Looks that way," I growled.

Though we had defeated one of the dogs I still felt the rage inside. It took all of my willpower to not stop on the puddle and beat with my fists.

"What are you waiting for Chica?" Izzy asked. "Make with the fire and kill all the fuckers."

"I can't, they keep dodging my fireballs."

"That just means we need a better plan," the badger said.

"I got this," I said.

The next dog in line was coming at us so I jump leaping on it and smashed it to the ground. Then I started pulling the dog up and holding up in front of me. "It is now, use a fireball now."

"what? No way, you'll get hit."

"Do it now dammit before I get jumped by the other two."

As if my words were prophecy a dog jumped on my back and bit into the back of my neck. The pain was intense but I held on and the second dog attacked. This one grabbed my ankle and bit in hard attempting to yank me from my feet.

"do it Morgana, just Fucking do it," I shouted.

The fire mage screamed as she let loose a fireball. The flame hit the dog in the chest and quickly engulfed it. The fire sings my arm so I dropped the loading of the dog hit the ground.

To deal with the other two I crouched and jumped up high landing on my back smashing one dog underneath me. For the other I kick my leg up and brought it down hard smashing that one's jaw and freeing my leg.

I rolled out of the way and two fireballs came flying each hit the shattered pieces of one of the dogs. The dog I had been holding was no longer on fire and became just a smoldering puddle. While I watched the other two dogs melted into the flag and blackened.

I rose and limped to the women. Still pulling 80% my wounds healed quickly and by the time I reached them I was walking normally.

As he stepped into my way before I reach them and looked up at me with a snarl on her face. "Why you keep having to do dumb Shit?"

"I do what I have to to keep you safe," I said.

"what you think I can take care of myself, or that none of them can?" She pointed back to the other females. "All your crazy antics did was temporarily inconvenienced the dogs. We might've been able to figure out sooner the effect the fire mage had on them if we do work together."

I step closer is he getting right in her face. As I was about to give her a piece of my mind her scent hit me in the rage I felt melted away. Instead of tearing my turtle a new ass hole I went with my next instinct.

I wrapped an arm around Izzy's waist and pulled her tight against me. She let out a little yelp which I cut short by pressing my mouth against hers. At first she was tense, and I wondered if I'd made a mistake, but then her arms went around me. Joined we share the pleasure of drinking each other in.

"Why can't it always be like this?" I asked. "Why do you always have to resist me?"

"I'm scared," she whispered. "I don't want you to hurt me, and I can't bear the thought of losing you. Each time you do something dumb like rush at those dogs my heart drops in my ass and I feel like I'm watching the last moments of your life. It pieces me often scares the Shit out of me at the same time. Why can't you just sit in our little bunker later buddy else do the work? You're the Fucking alpha you don't have to be so hands-on."

"Doing things for myself is the only way I know how to be. It's the way my life is always been, and I don't think I want to change it. I've seen the movies and read the stories were the commander since his people off to die and then he has to live with that decision. I can't be that guy, and I can lose any of you. If it means putting my life on the line to keep you safe that's what I'm gonna do each and every time, but on that."

"So how about those Bears?" The Chloe said.

"Plain to see you guys have some shit to work out, but this might not be the time," Porshia said.

"She's right," Izzy said. "We need to get moving. Once this is all over we can work our shit out."

I walked around Izzy and went to Morgana. "You okay?"

"I'm okay, just a little shook." Morgana ran her fingers through her hair let out a deep breath. "When that dog jumped I thought I was done for. It's a good thing I was able to help out."

"I'm glad you're okay, and I'm thinking maybe you underestimate yourself a little bit. For one, you throw fireballs and that's Fucking awesome. And I'm thinking you might be something like a badass."

"Don't sell yourself short, that's all I'm saying. Does anyone need to rest or should we keep going?" I asked.

"I think we should keep going," Merc girl said.

"I think we should take a break for a minute," Scarlett said. "As mages don't recharge as fast as you Lycans do."

"Break it is then," I said. "And while were in the kitchen let's find some to munch on, I'm starving."

Izzy was in the same spot but she had turned to face me as I talked to the mages. She no longer looked angry, but she did look concerned. That looks to get me passed me off. I didn't give the thought voice, because I didn't want to start a fight. But if she was right and the reason for my cost in agitation was her, then what right did she have to be upset?

One of the refrigerators I found a pot roast that was already cooked and had to weigh 2 pounds. I took it out and put it in the microwave setting it for five minutes. I was little concerned that it might get dry but at the size it was it needed the time to get warm. I leaned against the counter waiting for my food and Izzy walked up and leaned against the counter next to me.

"I'm sorry for giving you our time," she said.

Her scent was there again in my nose. And she placed her hand on mine as we both stood facing out into the kitchen. Smelling her and feeling her ignited my desire for the beautiful Latina. But I did want to have sex it was more than that. I wanted to always feel like my turtle was a big part of my life that she was not only my lover but also my best friend. While I did love her there was still so much we had to figure out.

"I get it," I said. "I can understand you being worried and afraid. I guess I feel that way when you are one of my other two are in danger. Or when I think that I'm gonna screw up so bad that one or all of your gonna leave me. Of course, it's mostly you or worry about leaving me."

"Do you know I'm still here?"

"I could say you're here because being with me gives you an edge. An advantage over most normal Lycans and power to be the best you that you can be. But I know you, kind of." I turn my head to look it my turtle from profile. It was a sight to behold since every side was her good side. "I know that you would rather make your way through the world on your own merits. I respect you and love you for that, and hope that you don't think being with me diminishes your own power. The reality is your power doesn't come from stupid little abilities that I give you or the ability to keep your clothes after shift. Your power comes from who you are. As it turns out I'm the one who has no power without you. Life without Tua, for me, is just a normal plain Jane life. But with you and everyone else, we have the power to be so much more."

Izzy didn't respond. We stood there, me looking at her, and her looking out into the kitchen while the microwave hummed behind us. We didn't move until the ding signaled the completion of the five minute cycle.

I turned and pulled the roast out while Izzy stayed where she was. "Would you like share this with me," I asked.

Izzy looked down at the meeting up at me and smile. "That sounds nice."

Neither of us spoke while we ate. The others stayed on the other end of the kitchen giving us some measure of privacy.

When the meat was gone Izzy took my hand. “Do you plan to make any of them pack?”

“I don’t know yet. I haven’t taken the time to think about it.” The question coming from her took me by surprise. More so when you factor in the feelings of contentment coming from Izzy.

“Did you have a thought on the subject?” I asked.

“I think you should.”

That was like being hit in the face with a cold trout. “You don’t think I’ll be a pig of a man for adding more women?”

“No, I never thought that. I was just… I don’t know. Fighting against the feelings I had. Turtles are not just slow when it comes to racing.”

We chuckled at that. “You sure they will fit in?” 

“No doubt about those three mercs. I imagine they will be part of the sisterhood right away. The fire mage though… she is a little reserved, so it’s hard to get a read on her. But if she were in your pervy space, I bet you could tell.”

I chuckled. “Damn pervy space. When do you think I should do all of this pack inviting?”

“I don’t see. Reason to wait,” Izzy said. “Actually, if you do it now, it gives you more power and makes them stronger.”

“Good point. Let’s go over and start the invites.”

“I’m going to wait here. Go ahead without me.”

I nodded and left her to be by herself. 

“Everything good?” Porshia asked.

“Yes, and I have an important question for all of you, except Scarlett.”

Chloe ran up to me with a wide grin and wide eyes. “You’re going to make us pack?”

I smiled at her enthusiasm. “If you agree to it. I’ll make you all pack if you like.” I looked at Morgana. “Same for you, Morgana. If you want it, it’s yours.”

“The abilities Scarlett has shown makes me want to be a part just to see where my power can go. I’m in.”

“I’m in!” The werehawk sniper said as she burst into the room. She rushed over breathing heavy. “I want in.”

“How did you…”

“Throat mics are on. I’ve heard everything.”

And the rest of you?” I looked first to Merc girl two, then to Merc girl three. Both nodded.

Then everything was white with blue swirls. The merc girls stood before me wearing nothing. The all dropped the their knees while looking around in awe.

“Is this some Mandela Effect shit?” Merc girl two asked.

“No,” I chuckled. “This is inside my head.” I stepped closer and looked down at the four amazing women. “Stand please. I’m not a dictator or a king I want you all standing with me for whatever may come. Is that acceptable?”

One by one they rose and raised the heads high. “We wouldn’t have it any other way,” Porshia said.

“Unless you wanted us to kneel,” Chloe said. “Then we probably would have.”

“That’s good to know. All it takes now is for you to accept me as your Tuatha.”

One by one I felt them become Tua. Once the last one had they rushed me buried me in a group hug. Then they were gone.

I reached out and pulled the fire mage. It was easier than it had been with Scarlett. 

She stood before me nude as the day she was born.

 

 


Chapter 32

 

"So how does this work?" Morgana asked.

"It's really simple, you just have to accept me as your Tuatha and its done."

"That seems rather mundane."

"It's way better than some crazy ass ritual takes forever."

"I won't argue that. But I do have to know what's up with us both being naked?"

I smiled, and not for the first time, was grateful that we didn't appear naked. Morgana was a stunning woman neither thin nor think. She didn't support the lines outlining muscle like so many a Lycan women did. She looked soft and curvy in all the right ways.

"I think it symbolizes coming before each other as we are. I used to be a skinny little guy, then your stick figure. But as my body changed and I adapted to this new lifestyle, my periods here also changed but not as fast."

"That is interesting. Would you mind allowing me to study magic to make this happen?" Morgana asked.

"I don't mind at all, in fact I encourage it. The more we know, the better informed we are, the stronger we can become."

Morgana came up to me and wrapped her arms around me placing her head against my chest. I pulled her into a tight hook and as I did I felt her become mine.

"Thank you," I whispered.

Then I was alone in my mind speaks. Looking down I saw a new marks on my chest representing the. Latest additions to my pack. There were the four symbols for the hawk, the bore, the bat, and the badger. There are also two more than I had expected. One circle held look like a small flame and the other an ocean wave. I couldn't wait to see what the fire badger hawk bore and that skills look like. 

I returned to the real world to find I returned the Merck girls shifted into their hybrid Tua forms. They marveled at how their bodies maintain their human shape and were covered in the hair of their beast form. Their faces were largely uncovered by for with the exception of small peaks the crowd rose up from their necks and touched their cheeks. The two mages, my two mages, stood off to the side talking amongst themselves.

"This is good," Izzy said. "This might give us the edge we need to get out of here in one piece."

"I agree. I think it was a good call on your part."

"So, don't you think you should do that whole skill tree thing and make everybody including yourself a little stronger?" Izzy asked

I chuckled "yeah I guess I should."

Curiosity made the decision of which of my new Tua to level up. Morgana was the first in line for the gamer mechanics treatment.

 

Insert Fire Mage stats

 

I couldn’t wait to see Morgana in action. Fortunately, or unfortunately depending on how you look at it, we would see her fight soon enough. It was time for my mercs to get stronger.

 

Insert Badger Skills

 

Insert Hawk Skills

 

Insert Bat Skills

 

Insert Bore Skills

 

My excitement grew tenfold after seeing the awesome skills the merc girls now had. It was time to see how adding them to my pack made me stronger.

 

Buy Abilities for Terry

 

Power flooded me as the abilities took hold. I breathed in deep and tried to clear my head. The energy wanted release and the rage in me wanted to help. Counting to ten and deep breaths didn’t reduce the need to hurt something. 

“You OK, boss?” Porshia asked. 

“I need to keep moving. Get my mind in the right place with a purpose.” I shook my head and held it between my hands for a second. Nothing helped.

“Let's open the door and move out,” Porshia said.

My mercs stood to both sides of the door with the hawk at the knob. She counted down with her fingers then threw open the door. When nothing jumped out to hit us they rushed in. Izzy followed with me coming in after her. 

The next room was a large space that may have been three quarters of the house long. This building was much larger than Michael’s house. Along the walls were little stations set up on counters that looked like a mad scientist’s playset. In the center of the large room was a circle of chrome colored tiles. Various symbols wrapped around the circle. 

“I must admit that I’m impressed you made it this far. Usually, the dogs are the end of anyone who dares challenge me here. Kudos to you, Tuatha.”

A man walked toward us from the far side of the room. He looked old and frail. He wore a blue suite that looked three sizes too big. His facial features were covered by a neat white beard that stopped just above his chest leaving his sunken eyes as the only clue to how gaunt his face must be.

“I suppose the question is, can you make it past the last boss?”

His eyes glowed a green color and he knelt placing his hand on the ground. The circle began to glow.

“I am feeling generous, Tuatha. I’ll offer you a chance to live. Leave now and leave those mage women behind. You will be unmolested and free to live your life. What say you?”

I looked at Izzy. “Did this dick just ask me to leave my Tua here for him to have?” I clenched my jaw while waiting for her response. 

“Sounds like it,” she said. Her face was a mask of concern. “Stay calm.”

“Fuck that,” I growled then looked back at the mage. “And fuck you!” I shouted.

“Very well.”

A tube of light shot up from the circle then flared out. A giant stood in the circle. It was a twisted mass of stone, dirt, vines, and trees. It’s presence created a scent of forests and wild z,flowers. The thing looked like something out of a nightmare designed by Gillermo Del Torro.

“This one has been waiting for a chance to come out and play. I suppose I owe you a debt of gratitude for that. Too bad you won’t be around to collect. Toodles.” Vines shot up from the ground and wrapped around the mage encasing him. The bundled up mage sunk into the ground and was gone. 

The earthen monstrosity let out a roar and raised its arms high. We waited as it stood there doing nothing. 

“Is that supposed to happen?” I asked. No one had an answer. 

“This might be a good time to head back,” Izzy said. 

“Yeah, what she said,” bubbly merc said.

“Uh, guys,” Scarlett said from behind us. “Where’s the door?”

We all turned to see a flat wall where the door had been. The mage really did set this up like a boss fight. The only question was why hadn’t the fight started?

A grinding noise overhead caused us all to look up. A section of the roof slide away revealing large panes of glass embedded in a black lattice framework. The sun shone down on the giant and it began to glow a soft gold. It was charging up, had to be. Once it was finished, the fight would be on, and we would probably be squashed flat.

“Take it down now!” I shouted.

The mercs ushed the giant while my mage’s hands glowed. Lauren was first as her wings gave her a huge speed advantage. She came to an abrupt stop against a shield that flared green where she hit. Lauren fell straight down in a tumble that caused the shield the light up green every time a part of her touched it. She hit the ground with a loud crunch.

Porshia shouted and poured on the speed. She slid to her knees and came close to sliding into the barrier. While she shook Lauren I reached out and felt that she was alive, but in bad shape.

There was only one option left to me, I pulled. The draw I took was eighty percent from all except Lauren. I routed the majority of that to her. She shot up to her feet with her back arched and her head back knocking Porshia away.

“What’s happening?” Chloe shouted. 

Then I closed the hawk gate and she collapsed. Porshia caught her and lowered Lauren to the ground while I joined them.

“She should be OK,” I said. 

“What was that?” Chloe asked while Reina stood next to her quiet with concern etched on her face.

“That was me,” I said. “I pumped a lot of power into her to ramp up her healing she should…”

“Hey,” Hawk girl said as she looked up at Porshia.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Like I stuck my hand on a power line. And good, really fucking good.”

Chloe turned to me with wide eyes. “You really healed her?” She asked with tears brimming in her eyes.

“I did.”

Both Chloe and Reina wrapped me up in a group hug and thanked me profusely.

“It’s no big deal,” I said.

“It is,” the Lauren said. “We used to be eight, but we lost half our number on various missions. We all thought one of these missions would be the end of us.”

“Everyone is happy to pay the mercs, but no one cares if we live or die, just that we do what we were paid to do,” Porshia said.

“You are my Tua. I care, and I will do everything I can to make sure you live. No deaths on my watch if I can help it.”

Izzy placed her hand on my shoulder and pointed at the statue. “What are we going to do about that?” As she spoke as pressed herself against my so that it ran down her torso between her breasts. 

I wanted to tell her we ignore it and fuck like beasts. I kept that to myself and tried to keep it from getting to my Tua, as they could read my thoughts. Since no one commented, I thought I succeed. “Have the mages hit it yet?”

“No,” Morgana said. The hawk hitting the barrier stunned us and we dropped our spells.”

“Let's move away and try,” I said. “If we can break the barrier, maybe we can finish this fight before that thing is charged up enough to fight.

I helped Lauren to her feet and walked with her. We moved to the far wall as that was the farthest distance we could manage. Once we were all leaning against it Scarlett and Morgana stepped forward. Their hands glowed once more.

A fire ball formed in front of Morgana and water streamed from the bottles on Scarlett’s belt. Both created balls that condensed to half their size. Two beams, one red and one blue shot out in a continuous stream. The beams hit the shield in a shower of multi colored sparks. The entire shield became an opaque green cylinder, but it didn’t break. Five minutes passed before Morgana, then Scarlett collapsed and their beams died. 

“Are you two OK?” I asked as I knelt between them. 

“I’m drained,” Scarlet said. 

“Me too,” Morgana added.

“I should have thought of this sooner, forgive me,” I said.

Once more, I opened the gates and directed energy flow to my mages. Both smiled wicked grins and rose to their feet. 

They formed their balls, Scarlet from the water returning to her, and Morgana from thin air. Morgana’s fireball was huge, but the water ball had a limit due to the amount of available water. Then glass containers all over the room shatter and water rushed to Scarlet. She couldn’t generate a ball as big and the car sized ball Morgana had.

When the balls compressed, Scarlett was able to get her ball much smaller and it shone like a sun. 

 

 

 

 


Chapter 33

 

Two beams shot out, one as big as my torso and the other as thick as my wrist.the smaller blue beam hit first with another splash of rainbow sparks. Then the red beam hit and the shield went opaque. 

As the beams continued to stream forth the shield grew brighter, but remained. The light from the shield became bright enough to hurt our eyes.

“Maybe they should stop,” Izzy said.

“I think your right,” I said.

My mouth opened to tell them to stop, but a loud explosion drowned me out. A wave of green energy shot out in all directions from the shield. The wave hit us knocking us all against the wall. I slid to the ground landing on my ass then passed out.

Bright light woke me from unconsciousness. My head fucking hurt and the light didn’t help. Cracking an eye open I saw everything blurry. The shield was gone but the giant was surrounded in swirling light.

“What the fuck?” I asked. Not understanding what I was seeing. Then it hit me as my mind cleared from the healing I received because I was still pulling eighty percent.

“Oh shit!” I shot up to my feet. “Wake up!”

Taking turns I sent each of my Tua a shot of energy. They gasped awake one at a time, until Izzy woke. 

“What’s happening?” Izzy asked climbing to her feet. 

“I think it’s time for the boss fight,” I said.

“What?” Porshia said as she rose. “Shit, we aren’t ready.”

“I don’t think…”

“Weapons ready!” Merc girl two shouted, interrupting me. “This thing going to blow at…”

A loud roar filled the room driving us to our knees with ear splitting pain. The world spun and pain thumped through my skull. The giant slammed it’s fists down and the shield shattered. If it could do that to the shield, what chance did we have?

Before I could give voice to my worry rifle fire range out. The mercs were up and moving. They ran a circle around the giant firing as they went. 

They were awesome, and I was glad to have them. “Everyone up!” I shouted. “Scarlett and Morgana, let’s get some beams going.”

I sent some power to my mages, but not all. I needed some to fight as well. 

In less than a minute two beams shot out hitting the giant in the back. It was spinning in an attempt to catch the mercs. The powerful beams sheared rock and dirt from it. The giant started to turn the opposite direction. 

“Shit,” I mumbled. “Stop. Just fire short bursts. Let the Lycan’s keep its attention.”

“We will,” Scarlett said.

“What are you going to do?” Morgana asked?

“Kickass.”

Running as fast as I could, which was fast, I caught up to merc girl two. “Are your shits having an effect?” I shouted over the stomps of the giant and the booms of the rifles.

“Doesn’t look like it. It just absorbs them. What are you going to do?”

“Find a way to hurt it. Not sure how though.”

“Try this.” Merc girl two reached over her shoulder and pulled a machete free then tossed it to me. 

I grinned like the chesser cat. “Thanks.”

With weapon in hand I changed course for the giant. It towered over me and had to be close to one hundred feet tall. From the ankles down, this fuck was mine.

Ten feet from him a massive arm swung down hitting me. One second I was running, and the next I was Superman. The flight through the room ended with ne being a crash test dummy as I hit the wall. I couldn't say how far up I was, but the long fall down the wall ended in a second painful crunch. 

I inhaled a sharp breath as my ribs reformed. The rest of my bones took their normal shape while agony gave me temporary amnesia.  The pain ebbed and I looked up confused for a second. The reality of the situation came back after a second. Then I jumped to my feet and looked around for my machete. It lay on the ground halfway between me and the giant. I scooped up my blade as I ran back to the fight.

“Are you alright, Terry?” Izzy sent through our mental link.

“Yeah. He rang my bell, but I have all of you. I’m never alone so he could never really hurt me”

Instead of answering, I felt confusion from her. A moment to replay what I said and I knew why. I stopped and looked down at my hands. The old me was back. The giant knocked some sense into me. Fucking awesome.

Jumping up, I whooped with delight. I was back, and I was going to kick giant ass. 

I ran, but slower. Last thing I wanted was to get swatted away again. When a blue and red beam hit the creature I made my move. I darted past its left leg taking a hard swipe. The blade hit tje creature and bounced back throwing my arm behind me. The vibration from the blow ran down the blade and hurt my hand. Even though my fingers felt like they were in a wasp nest being stung over and over, I kept hold of the blade. I reached the far wall and stopped. 

“Izzy, tell me you have an idea?”

“Sorry, I have nothing. This is so far out of my wheelhouse,” She sent back.

“Hey, Merc girl two.” I sent the first mental communications to her.

“What the fuck is happening right now?” She thought back.

“Mental communications. It’s a Tua to Tuatha thing.”

“Oh. So what’s up?”

“This thing is tough. We need a way to beat it. Do you have any ideas?” I sent.

“I wish I did. Kill it with fire?”

“That’s not… wait. You’re a genius. Thanks.”

“Sure?”

“Hey, Morgana,” I thought to my fire mage while watching the lycans run around the giant shooting.

“Ahh! What the hell are you and why are you in my head?”

“It’s me, Terry. This mental communications is a Tua and Tuatha thing.”

“You really need to give out a hand book for this.”

“Ha, nice. Can you switch to flames and try roasting this thing? And I have a tiny job for you.”

“I’ll try.”

Kicking off the wall, I took off at a sprint. In just a few minutes, I was on the other side of the massive chamber. Stopping next to my mages I had to catch my breath before speaking.

“Can you. Fire my. Blade?” I asked while holding up the machete.

“Huh?” She asked with confusion, then her face lit up. “Oh, yeah.”

Morgana touched thwb side of my blade and her hand began to glow read. After a second a fire burst to life around the blade. To my surprise and delight it didn’t burn my hand. 

I grinned. “A fire enchanted blade. This is awesome as fuck!”

“Great,” Izzy thought to me. “How about you use it?”

“Right.” I thought back.

“Morgana, run after me, but keep your distance. I’m going to get it’s attention while you roast his ass.”

Not waiting for her to respond I turned and ran. As I moved I sent a little power to Morgana to help her run the distance quickly. As far as I knew mages were like regular humans when it came to the physical stuff. There was more to learn than there was time to learn it.

The giant spotted me coming in with my flaming machete. It swiped down, but I was ready. A forward somersault but me under the atack and stopping on my knees next to its leg.  Slashed with the fire blade and the stink of burnt dirt and leaves hit me. Then I was off again running.

Needing the monster to stay focused on anything other than Morgana. I turned and ran across its path close enough for it to be drawn to my flames, but out of reach. It swung its massive arms with tree trunk finger inches from my head. The wind of the attack sent me forward into a tumble. I kept the roll going to get away as a enormous foot hit the ground where I had been. 

The giant roara and leaned forward with its arms spread wide. Flames wrapped around from the back hungrily eating the vegetation that partly composed it.

Not much changed in the battle after that, unless you count the hundred foot tall stone, dirt and flaming plant matter monster. The flames spread up its body and down. Then down its legs and arms. It must have been packed full of vegetation because the fires kept burning. 

When the arm swung down and missed me this time the flames caught my hair on fire. Stop rop and roll became the most important plan of the day. The fire seared my skull and hurt like a son of a bitch. I didn’t pull any power away from where it was going as doing so might weaken Morgana’s attack. I jumped back up once my hair was out and moved. 

“Keep going, Morgana,” I shouted. 

“I’m giving it all I’ve got,” Morgana shouted. She sounded strained. 

I ran away from the giant and it gave chase. So I turned around and ran at it. Fear stabbed into me while I ran. After facing werewolves and the army of mixed up lycans you would think I was beyond fear. Something about a giant minster on fire scared the shit out of me. 

There was something more important than my fear driving me on even though I wanted to run screaming. This monster was trapped in here with my Tua, and If I faltered, they died. 

It didn’t take a swing at me when I was close enough. So I kept on going until I was at its feet. Instead of swinging I stabbed at the ankle. The first hit clanged and bounced off stone. The second stab found a soft spot going half the length of the blade in. I twisted and pulled it free. 

The monster roared and raised its foot. I jumped back bumping into its right leg. I spun and plunged finding soft material again. Once more I twisted and pulled. The monster stumbled back.

“Coming through!” The werebore. She jumped and stepped on my shoulder. Using me as a springboard she pushed of and soared. Her head hit the giant right where his nuts would be, if he were in fact a he. It was enough to through it off balance. The giant fell back as a flaming werebore hit the ground. 

My heart soared with relief at seeing the monster fall. It then did a nose dive at feeling the pain my bre was in. I stepped toward her just as I heard a scream. Looking over, I saw between the giant’s legs. Morgana was there, right in the path of the falling monster.

 

 


Chapter 34

 

I took one step and froze. Rage spread, first from my eyes to my face heating my cheeks. Anger filled every part of me like a cancer. I took another step in Dragonshift activated.

My large wings propel me forward at breakneck speed. Burning plant matter popped and hissed above me is I spent underneath the giant. As I reached Morgana I felt the Giants burning body touch my wings. I shoved with everything I had.

Crushing weight fell on me. Pin me down trying to drive me through the floor. I futilely screamed in rage but I was unable to push the weight off. With rage smothering every thought pulled from my Tua, then I pushed with everything I had, and blacked out.

I drifted in a sea of white and blue. Faces drifted by muttering and screaming. Nothing was coherent. The faces became people with bodies. Women, all nude and all beautiful. The shouted and waved. All seemed to want my attention but I couldn’t hear them. I couldn’t reach out, or reply. All I could do was feel the rage. Feel the desire to destroy.

The earth above me shifted, the muscles in my back and arms tore. I pulled so much from my Tua that my damaged muscles healed as fast as they were destroyed. The more I pushed, moral weight shifted, and the lighter it became.

"Terry…"

"… Okay?"

"… You can…"

Words assaulted my rage addled mind, but I didn't understand them at all. It was all noise that threatened to distract me from the one and only goal that matter, to get free.

The weight lightened enough t0 break loose. I stood and roared in defiance punctuating it with a flame straight up.

Red letters flashed in front of me, but I couldn’t make them out. With long wicked claws I swiped at them and they vanished. People around me shouted and words filled my head again. In response I clutched my head and roared.

My wings beat and pulling me out of the carcass of my defeated foe. Then an arm as big around as I was tall swung around and hit me sending me on a flight path to the wall. I beat my wing and pain shot down from my right causing my to flinch to the side. At the same time I spun and my back hit the wall. I fell and stretched out my wings which sent another wave of pain from my right wing. I shouted a deep guttural sound and pulled the hurt wing in tight. The left wing was still out and sent me falling to my side. The ground met my right side and a pop sounded from my shoulder and a snap came from my already hurt wing. I roared in pain.

Rolling over I used my left arm to push up to my knees. The enemy wasn’t dead. It struck my and hurt me. It had to die. It threatened me, and mine. It would not, could not, be allowed to continue. I rose to my feet and looked up at the enemy. 

A green light surrounded it. Through the transparent wall, I saw pieces of the enemy floating in the air and spinning in a slow circle. The pieces slowly drifted back together.

I made my way toward the wall with my win dragging along the ground behind me and my arm dangling uselessly at my side. A group of women ran to me. The tried talking with me, but I couldn’t make out their words. They jumped and waved their arms, but I only had eyes for the enemy. 

One moved before my and placed her hands on my chest. I stopped and looked down at her. Her lips moved animatedly and she assailed. Me with her loud noises. She was mine, that much I knew, so hurting her was out of the question. I stepped in close to her and wrapped my good arm around her waist then lifted her. I moved her to the side and continued my march. The cost of moving her was a ripple of pain from my wing and shoulder. It didn’t deter me from what needed to be done.

I reached the transparent green wall and looked left and right. Seeing no way in I looked up and the shield went all the way up to the ceiling. There were still a couple options available. I sent a line of fire from my mouth with all the force and heat I could muster. The flames wrapped around the green cylinder causing it to glow and become opaque. It didn’t waiver though, so I cut the flames. It was time for my other weapon. Using my left arm, I slashed at the shield. Sparks flew and light flashed as green arcs of electricity ran down my arm. It hurt, but not enough to stop me. I slashed again with the same effect. The pain angered me more and I continued slashing again and again. Each strike enraged me more and before long I was roaring my defiance and slashing away with both arms. 

The shield became bright then sent a wave of energy out in all directions. The blast sent me flying across the room to slam on the floor and slide to a stop. I jumped back up and ran at it to continue my attack. 

As I slashed the wall of energy dropped before my claws conected. The atack put me off balance and I fell forward landing on my side. Looking up, I saw a tall slender creature made of stone and earth. It was around fifty feet tall and slender. Green glowng eyes in the clump of rocks that made up its head looked down at me. 

A large foot rose and fell much faster than the hundred foot tall monster was capable of. It narrowly missed as I rolled out of the way. An explosion of sound and light came from the women in the room as they attacked.

Before I could rise to my feet the giant dashed to a group of four Lycans and swipped its arm out knocking them down like bowling pins. The pain they felt hit me like a speeding truck and I stumbled. Then I roared as the rage in me grew to volcanic levels. I beat my wing and flew as swiftly as I could at it.

Slamming into the creature claws first caused it to fall forward. It arrested its fall using the wall and pushed off hard. The sudden change in direction launched me off of it. While I fell I felt the pain of another attack against the Lycans, my Lycans. 

Beating my wings in a frantic manner stooped my uncontrolled flight. I shifted my position and took off once more. As the creature raised its arm I flew under the arm and cane up along its front slashing with my claws. The giant changed the direction of irs attack to attempt to hit me. 

Dodging was difficult as it  moved quick when trying to nail me. Every ounce of strength I possesed went into powering my wings to get away from the creature and maneuver out of the way of its strikes. The sounds of gun fired picked back up while I flew a frantic pattern of zigging and zagging.

An explosion sent a wave of heat t me that disrupted the air current around me causing astounding turbulence. As I plummeted toward the ground the creature turned away. A large fireball slammed into it while I watched and another blast of warm air hit me. My wings beat furiously catching just enough for me to right myself and land hard on my feet. 

I fell to one knee then sprang back up. Wings extended I took a step and flew. Another hit wind sent me back down, so I ran pulling my wings in tight.

The giant being peppered by fire, water, and bullets couldn’t spare me a thought. I stopped behind its legs and slashed my claws against the back of its legs. Sparks flew and shallow grooves worn into the stone. I growled in frustration and let loose a blast of fire. The stone were my flames had hit was smooth and shiney. 

I tilted my head. There was something there. A half thought at the back of my mind that wanted to explain what I saw, but couldn't navigate around the rage and pain. 

I went back to slashing as I now had to redo the damage I did before blowing fire. My arms moved like well oiled tierless machines. The furrows in the stone grew by millimeters with each swipe, but I didn’t give up. 

The giant vanished, as did the room and everything in it. White swirled with blue was the only sight. Then a woman appeared. She was mine, but I couldn’t remember her name. I knew I should, but it was blocked, unimportant in the face of my rage. 

“You have to let the dragon’s power go,” she said. Her voice was pleading and concern flowed from her in great and terrible waves. “You have to come back to us, Terry. You have to come back to me, please?”

I felt what it was she wanted. I was to let go of my power and become weak. To give the enemy the break to needed to win. 

“What’s going on?” A familiar blond woman appeared next to the darker skinned one with dark hair. “What is this, Izzy?”

Concern cascaded off of them both threatening to wash me away. The effect it had was to cool my rage. The mind that was mind began to emerge. If I stayed, I would give in and become weak. The enemy would win, and hurt my…

I roared.

The women jumped and looked at me with fear in thier hearts. They could not be allowed to succeed. I had to protect what was mine and destroy the enemy, at all costs. 

I pulled away, using the force of my rage. The anger gave me the determination and will I needed to get free of the white blue space. 

My eyes snapped open in time to see the giant’s foot swing back. The stone that would be the heel hit me square in the chest. Once more, I was in flight and the wall was my landing zone with the floor being my secondary landing pad. 

As I rose, the woman who was mine from the white and blue space stood before me. She looked angered and worried. 

“Terry, you have to come back to us. I don’t want to do this, but I will if you force my hand. Come back!”

My response was a warning growl. She was mine and she needed to know her place.

“I know what you’re doing, but I won’t back down. I’m not a damn wolf willing to give in to my alpha. I’m a turtle. An independent creature ready to take it slow and come to a reasonable conclusion. I have concluded that I will have to enact the contract if you don’t back down now. Do you hear me?”

Another growl and a step forward to drive the point home. I didn’t want to use force to remind her of who was in charge, but I would do what it took to keep her from giv8ng the enemy the upper hand.

“Last chance, Terry. You have to let go of the anger and come back to us.” She stood taller and raised her head high. “Do it now, or else.”

My lips peeled back revealing the rows of sharp dragon teeth in my mouth. 

“So be it.”

A window appeared in front of me with flashing red letters. I sashed at it so it wouldn’t block my view of the woman or the enemy. The woman raised her hand and pointed as if she touched something. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





Chapter 35

 

White, blue, and green light hemorrhaged from my pores and streaked toward the woman. The energy circled her while I ssnk to my knees. Whatever this was, it weakened me. The swirling power collected around her until it stopped leaving me. Then it crashed into her and she screamed. 

A window opened in front of me and I realized it was the turtle skill tree. The energy leaving me bled away the rage that clouded me. The anger had been a tidal wave of misery that smothered me. Freedom from it was sweet and welcome. 

The skills already purchased for Izzy, for my turtle Tua, glowed a bright amber. Then the skills I hadn’t purchased began to glow. The bright light moved up the tree one tier at a time. So bright was the light that I couldn’t read the words. 

The last box, the lone one at top center lit up, but I could read the words. 

 

 

The window blinked out.

Izzy still screamed in pain. She grew taller and wider shredding her clothes. The shell on her back thickened and grew wider than her shoulders. Hwr face shifted causing the worst screams yet. The lovely head of my latina turtle became the long snout of an alligator, teeth and all. Her skin became the thick bumpy hide of a gator. When it was done she stood fifteen feet tall. 

Izzy stopped screaming and lowered her gaze to me. “Terry?” She sent through our mental link 

“I’m back, Izzy. You look fucking awesome!”

“Thanks. You going to be OK?”

“I think so. Can you destroy that giant?” I asked through our mental link.

“We’re about to find out.”

Izzy, the grand alligator turtle, turned away from me and made her way towards the giant. Though she was much bigger steps were slow instead. The stone and earth monstrosity heard the booming rumble of her steps and turned to face her.

When Izzy got closer I saw the size disparity and started to worry. The stone and earth giant towered over her. It rushed at her covering the distance between them in an instant. It swung a long arm at her and she turned slightly taking the blow on her shell. The edge of her rear shell still sported the sharpened edges of the skill Razor’s Edge. Some of the material making up the giant’s arm was sheared off by the Izzy’s shell. I cheered as the chunks hit the ground.

That wasn’t all my Tua had in store for the giant. As it went for a second swing she opened her mouth and clamped down on the arm. The sounds of stone grinding against stone meshed with the creaking of leather. Then the arm snapped off and she dropped it to the ground. 

Losing its arm caused the giant to go into berserker mode. It spun wildly throwing out its arm and stump. The moves were fast and unpredictable. Izzy dropped as her limbs and head were sucked into the shell.

“Izzy!” I sent to my turtle.

“I’m fine, just staying clear while that thing blows off steam. Don’t worry, I’ll have it beat before the timer is done.”

“OK, we’re counting on you.” 

While the giant continued to rage the mercs ran up to me. Their eyes went wide and they slowed before reaching me. I felt a stab of fear from each of them.

“Are you back to being you?” Poshia asked.

“I think I am. Why are you looking at me like that?” I asked.

“You haven’t changed back, not all the way,” Chloe said. “It looks badass.”

“What are you talking ab…” I stopped talking when I looked at my hand. It was the right size, but still covered in scales. Short talons tipped my fingers. The scales came to an end below my elbow. Looking over my shoulder I saw a wing. Willing them to spread I got a good look at them both. They were smaller than they were when I activated Dragonshift, but I thought they might due for flight. 

“Your face,” Porshia said. “It’s got scales going up your cheeks like our fur does after we shift now. And you feet look like your hands. What does it mean?”

“I don’t know, Porshia. It’s not supposed to last this long and it usually looks different. I’m kinda freaked out right now.”

“Can you shift back?” Reina asked.

Shifting back and forth wasn’t something I was used to so I hadn’t thought of it. Like everything else, I figured it was just a force of will thing. So I concentrated on become regular old Terry. Nothing happened.

“I don’t think I can,” I said.

“Maybe we can help?”Lauren asked. We do have experience with this. Well, not this situation exactly, but shifting back and forth at will.”

The ground shook as a loud boom and shock wave hit us. We all looked back to the fight in time to see the giant rain down another devastating blow on Izzy’s shell. She was still inside.

“Izzy?” I sent.

“Still good. No worries.”

Her head launched out of the chell and clamped down on one of the giant’s legs. Her arms and legs came out next. She dug her nails in the floor gaining purchase and pulled back. The giant was pulled off balance and pinwheeled its arms to try and stay upright. It didn't work and it fell onto its back. Izzy reversed course climbing up the long giants body. It beat against her shell with its good arm to no effect. The stump shot up and was shortened by the edge of her shell. 

When my turtle reached the head she bit down. The one arm continued to pound as she tore the head off. The pile of rubble that was its dome fell to the floor, but it kept hitting her. Izzy shifted her body down and took off a chunk of the torso with her powerful jaws. Still it fought. Three bites later she tore into the center of the giant’s torso and a green light flashed. The arm fell to the floor and the entire thing came apart. Whatever magic was animating it died with the light.

Izzy stood and walked toward us. As she came, the white, blue, and green light began leaving her. As it did she shrunk back down. The long alligator snout melted back into her face. The shell shrunk until it was normal Tua size. Her skin softened to her normal shifted turtle skin. When she next stood before us she was back to normal.

“You OK, Terry?” she asked with concern on her features. She had to be worried about the transformation. “You going to shift back?” She asked.

“I don’t know. I tried, but nothing I do works. I think I’m stuck like this. You think it might be from having forced the ability to activate when it was still in cooldown?” I asked.

“That seems as likely as any answer I could come up with. None of you have an answer I take it?” She looked from one merc to the next.

“No,” Poshia said. She looked back at me. “You have to stop thinking of us as mercs. We no longer work for Antoinette. We are your soldiers now.”

“That’s true. Should I call you a troop or something?” I asked unsure about all of the military lingo and what would be appropriate.

“No, just call us your Spec Ops team.”

“Spec Ops?” i asked.

“Special Operations,” Chloe said. “Like Navy Seals or Marine Raiders. Only, were much better cause none of them can kick as much ass as we can.”

“Assuming that ass isn't fifty feet off the ground,” Reina said.

“Are we going to go to the next room?” Izzy asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I think we should take a break and get a little rest first.”

Izzy looked at my Spec Ops team. “Would you mind giving us a few minutes?”

“Anything  for our sister-Tua,” Chloe said.

Izzy waited until the Spec Ops girls were far away before sitting down next to me. We watched in silence as the team of four approached the remains of the giant and began looking around.

“I realized something when I was fighting,” Izzy said. “Or, to be more specific, when you were fighting and you lost control.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I was really scared, Terry. I thought I was going to lose you, and that it was my fault.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I didn’t blame her for anything. None of us knew how this all worked and I couldn’t blame them if something didn’t go as planned due to our ignorance. I also realized that I might have to let Izzy go her own way if she couldn’t be in a relationship with me that satisfied this damned Tuatha magic crap.

“Pinche, Gringo,” Izzy mumbled. “I’m not going anywhere. Get that thought out of your head. I love you, Terry. I want to be a part of your weird and crazy life.” She looked down at the floor between her feet. “If you’ll have me. I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t want me. I screwed up and it almost cost you your sanity. Because of my you are stuck as a dragon thing. I won’t blame you, Terry.”

“You must have selective… um… thought hearing? Whatever. If you paid more attention to what I felt you would know that I would never push you away. I love you too, Izzy. All I ever wanted was for you to be happy and be in my life. I don’t care if we have sex. I just want to be around you, to spend time with you. Is that alright?”

Izzy shifted back to human. After having become the Grand Alligator Turtle her clothes were long gone. I swallowed a lump in my throat at the sight of her. She was a beautiful and sexy woman. I felt like the luckiest guy alive just to be able to see her without her clothes on. 

My Izzy looked at me and smiled. “Can I kiss you?”

I leaned over and our lips met. It was tentative at first as we sought to get comfortable with each other. After a few second Izzy pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then she pushed me down and rolled on top of me.

My hands ran down her back to her firm round ass. Instead of a rebuff she moaned. The sound of her pleasure and the fel of her soft skin made my cock swell. 

Izzy felt it and she reached between us. Her hands slid down what was left of my pants and found my dick. It was my turn to moan at her touch. Our kisses became frantic and hungry. Izzy unfastened my pants and slid them down as we continued to kiss.

I grabbed her shoulders and lifter her up enough to break the kiss. As I held her she slide her hands up and down the length of my cock. It was almost enough to make me lose my nerve and just go with it, but I couldn’t. :We don’t have to do this, Izzy. i will understand.”

“I want you, Terry. Not like last time. I thought I had to then. Now I want it. I want it as bad as you do.” She sat up giving me an interesting view of her perky breasts. “Is that alright with you?” She asked. 

“You know I want you,” I said.

She smiled. Raising up off of me she gripped my cock then lowed back down. Her hand guided my cock to her wet slit. She moved it back and forth along her pussy getting the tip slick, then she slid down. Slowly she lowered herself until I was all the way in. Then she rocked her hips back and forth, slow at first. 

We stayed that way for a long while. Not only did i enjoy the sensation of her pussy around my cock, but the joy I felt from her as well. My Izzy was enjoying this as much as I was, and that made me truly happy.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Chapter 36

 

My turtle and I laid on the hard floor in each others arms. We didn’t get up until the Spec Ops team came back.

“You two going to stay like that forever?” Porsha asked.

“We should get moving,” I said.

“We could,” Chloe said. “Or, you could let us have our turn.”

I looked up to see the Spec Ops team had shifted back to human. They were all naked with belts on containing the pouches with ammunition and who knew what else. The only other thing they wore were rifles slung across their bodies with the slings bisecting their breasts.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said thinking of how Izzy might take it.

“It’s fine,” Izzy said. “I’m in whole heartedly. I know what this is and that I have to share you. The only thing I ask is that you don’t try to get me to share you with someone else at the same time. When we do it, it’s just the two of us. Cool?”

“Yes, that’s perfect,” i said. Even though she agreed to it I still felt like a bit of a letch for having sex with the Spec Ops girls right after Izzy and I did.

“Don’t sweat it,” Izzy said with her face an inch from mine. Her breath was sweet and warm against my face. “This will keep you from going ape shit again. They need this and so do you. I love you.” She gave me a tender kiss on the lips.

“I love you too, Izzy.”

My turtle left going to where Scarlett and Morgana sat on the far side of the room. I rose to my elbows to watch her walk.

“Don’t bother getting up,” Lauren said. 

I looked up at the Spec Ops girls to see all of them unsling their weapons and taking off their equipment belts.Porsha straddled my hips and wasted no time sliding me into her warm channel. She went to work fucking me hard. 

Chloe stood over my head facing Porsha and looked down at me. “Do you mind?” she asked. 

I assumed she wanted to sit on my face which made me so excited that mu dick throbbed and Porshia squeaked.

“Please do,” I said.

I was right, thankfully. Chole lowered her glistening pussy to my mouth and I greedily lapped at it. While I worked her soft lips and clit Reina knelt next to Chloe and Fondled her breasts. Or so I thought. It was hard to see with Chloe’s ass in my face, not that I was complaining. 

Soon, Porshia’s hard fucking increased in termpo and she was cumming. The sensation of her tight warmth locking down on my dick was too much. I squirted my hot seed into her tight pussy. 

“My turn,” Lauren said while Porshia lifted off of me. I was about to protest when I realized that I was still hard. 

As Lauren slid me inside her pussy Chloe ground her sex against my face faster and faster until she came. Chloe was replaced by Reina who’s pussy had a slight watermelon taste. We continued to lick and fuck until I came another two times and all of the Spec Ops girls had an orgasm. 

“I didn’t think you had it in you,” Porshia said as she buckled her belt back on.

“I didn’t think fucking a dragon boy would be so much fun,” Chloe said.

“I second that,” Reina added.

“Hell,” i chuckled, “I didn’t think I could go that much either. Being a Tuatha fucking rocks!”

“So we get to be rocked again soon?” Lauren asked. 

“I would like that very much.” 

“You won’t mind doing all four of us again, right?” Porshia asked. “We a team. We live, die, and fuck as a team.”

“I think I can work with that.” 

“I bet you can,” Porshia said. “We leaving?”

“I think so,” I replied.

My spec Ops team shifted, covering their nudity with fur and feathers. In less then a second I missed the look of then without clothes or natural coverings. My dick stirred when the image of the four of them standing over me naked flashed in my head. 

I stood and pulled on the tattered remains of my pants. By the time I arrived at the door everyone was there. Izzy smiled at me, while my Spec Ops team took their positions in front of the door. Morgana looked me up and down like i was a prime rib on a butchers block. Her tongue running over her lip made my dick stiffen. Scarlett looked away when I looked at her with her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. I wondered what that meant.

“Everyone ready?” Porshia asked with her hand resting on the door handle. 

We all gave our affirmatives and she opened the door. My Spec ops team rushed in and I ran in after them.The room was an office bigger than the apartment I lived in before finding out I was Tuahta. In the center of the room was a large wooden desk with the thin frail looking mage sitting behind it.

“I’m impressed. No one, and I mean no one, has gotten past the golem before. It’s about time someone did.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

A gun went off and a green forcefield flared to life for a second around the desk. Every one looked over to see Izzy holding the still smoking gun. “Can’t blame me for trying.” She shrugged.

“I guess not,” The mage said. Smart move trying to get me while I was talking to your little man friend there. Kudos.”

“Why are you talking and not trying to kill us?” I asked.

“Like i said, no one has gotten this far. It gets lonely up here. Why not chat before you all die?”

“You saying you would answer a few questions?” I asked.

“Why not? Shoot.”

“Why did you have my base attacked and make it look like someone else did?” I asked.

“Ah, that whole business with Lassiter Security. Wasn’t me.” He shook his head. “In fact, it was someone you have met on this little journey of yours.”

“Why should I believe a word you say?” I asked while crossing my arms.

“You can believe whatever you wish. I would like to ask you a question, if I may?” 

“Why not?” I shrugged.

“We should kill him now,” Morgana sent me through our mental link 

“We will get there,” I replied.

“Keep him talking,” Izzy sent. “We can kill him after we get as much info from as he will give up then verify its authenticity after.”

“How did you get like this?” He asked.

“Before I answer, what is your name?” I asked.

“Ah yes, how rude of me. Please call me Anders.”

“Alright, Anders, this is the result of a skill and a lack of understanding of what I am.”

“Interesting, but please elaborate,” Anders said.

“Fine. First, there is an ability I have that allows me a partial transformation for a short period of time. I had some trouble building a proper bond with one of my Tua. The magic that bonds us didn’t like it and had some negative effects on my emotions. While I was thinking straight, I forced the transformation and now I’m stuck.”

“I see. That is fascinating. I am going to study Mage Hunters once this mess is over. I suppose it’s your turn to ask,” Anders said.

“Where are all of your people?” 

Anders mouth spread into a lascivious grin. “I have discovered a form of magic that requires sacrifice. My people, or what's left of them, are in the basement where they are more useful than they have ever been.”

“Useful how?” Morgana asked as she stepped forward.

“Hello, Morgana. Good to see you again.”

“Get bent.”

Anders sighed. “They are a part of a ritual that fuels my magic. When you killed the golem and statue several of my people died. I have enough left to deal with you, but I will have to find more mages. Regular people provide a boost, but not like the power granted from a mage.” 

Rage radiated off Morgana. I still needed answers so I cut in before she could attack. “Who ordered the attack?” I asked in a rush. “Porsha, see if you and the team can leave and find that basement. Cut off his power.”

“On it.”

“Very well. One of the abilities granted by my mage batteries is a temporary expansion of my territory. This allows me to see and hear everything in my sphere of influence.”

“How is this relevant?” I asked even though I had an idea that he might be watching everyone.

“As you might imagine,” Anders said while I heard the soft click of the door closing behind me. “I can also extend tendrils out that allow me to watch a small area indefinitely. As a Mage Hunter, I keep a close eye on your father, and his retinue. It seems the real power of that household is the lady Antoinette. She conspired with Lassiter to attack and make it seem like it was your father.”

“Why would she do that?” I asked.

“She said something about wanting you to come to her. Apparently, she has designs on you, Terry.”

That statement stunned me. Could that really be the case? Did the woman who connected me with my Spec Ops team and set me on the path that lead me here be behind all of it?

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know. She hadn’t shared that with anyone that I am aware of. I might ask when I lure her here and take her down. I can’t have a manipulated Mage Hunter this close to me. Not while I don’t understand the motivations of the manipulator.”

“I think the questions are done,” Anders said. “I have some entertainment for you though.” He pointed up to a large flat screen television mounted on the wall behind him. It snapped onto a blue screen for a moment, then a view of a hallway.

Porsha walked into the hallway with her rifle up to her shoulder. She was followed by Chloe, Lauren, and Reina. 

“What the fuck is this?” I shouted.

“Did you think I wouldn’t notice four very naked women leaving? You’re not that engaging, Terry.”

“Leave them alone,” I said between clenched teeth.

“Don’t lose it, Terry,” Izzy sent to me.

“I wont, but I’ll fuck this guy up if he hurts my Tua.”

“I’m with you.”

“Just watch.”

Something dropped from the ceiling behind my Spec Ops team. They all looked back as one. Reina opened fire on what took the form of a stone dog. The bullets bounced off and the dog slowly stalked forward like nothing was happening. 

The video had no audio, but I could make out the word run as Porsha yelled it. While they ran the dog took off and three more drops hit the ground. A moment later four stone dogs gave chase.

The lead dog caught up to Reina, but didn’t attack. It kept going passing her. Same with the second dog, then the third. 

My Tua looked down at the dogs running next to them and I felt thier fear and confusion. Other than running nothing crazy happened. My Tua shifted and ran faster. The dog picked up thier pace as well.

It wasn’t until each dog was beside a Tua that the attack happened. The dogs all jumped. Then spike shot out from them to both sides. One side slammed into the wall stopping thier forward momentum. The other side punched through my Tua in various places and pinned them to the other wall. The dogs had become small spheres with dozens of stone spike protruding from the sides. 

My women writhed and screamed, but were unabke to break free. Generous amounts of blood hit the floor bellow them. Then the screen went dark.

“You will let them go,” I snarled.

“You should have kept them here. Thier pain is your fault,” Anders said.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Chapter 37

 

I pulled from my pack, all except those present and the Spec Ops team. Considering I was shifted most of it went to the women with spikes running through their bodies. The majority of the rest went to the mages. I hoped it would be enough.

“Is this when you start your futile attempts to get through my barrier?” Anders asked.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” I said.

I made the first move dashing forward and slashing at the barrier with my claws. Green arcs of electricity danced down my arms causing great pain. It was nothing compared to the pain my Spec Ops team was going through. The shield flared and became opaque. I hoped the mage would be blinded by the wall, but wasn’t willing to put my money where my claws were.

"What do we do?" Morgana asked.

I wanted to shout for her to start firing at the shield, but I knew that would result in the shield exploding outward and probably killing us all. There was also the possibility of the mage hearing and countering. An idea came to me. Why can’t…

I sent a quick mental message to everyone in the area. Right away my mages moved to the wall and began charging up thier spheres for attack. It was good to be back to myself and come up with something better than just hack and slash, like I was doing just then. All part of the plan though.

A red and a blue beam shot out from my sides hitting the shield. In a couple seconds the barrier reached max. I stopped fighting and ran back to my mages. Izzy stood between them holding her pistol in her hand. I grabbed them all and held them close, then wrapped my wings around them. As an after thought, I popped the Shell ability. It didn’t activate. 

The wall of light exploded out and I was hit with a wave of energy. All at once it pupled my back muscles and seared the skin of my back as well as the membarane of my wings.

“Everyone OK?” I asked in a hushed tone. Talking louder would have required filling my lungs more. Not possible with the pain in my back.

“We are,” Izzy said. “Are you?”

“I’ll be fine,” I said.

I didn’t feel fine. My healing ability usually dulled the pain while fixing me. Not this time. Nor did I feel the usual sensation of my wounds being repaired. I couldn’t spare a thought for it now. There was too much to do. 

I let go of my Tua and lowered my wings. The burned skin on my back and wings crackle as I moved. Anders sat at his desk clearly visible. The fingers of his hands were intertwined and his palms rested on the desktop. The mage wore a smug smile, but didn’t speak or move, just watched.

I sent my next instructions to my Tua as I walked back to the desk. I found exactly what I thought I would, the shield intact. I went back to work at it with my claws.the sparks flew out from where my talons struck. Green arcs danced down my arms hurting much more than the last time. I kept at it though. When we could no longer see beyond the green wall, my mages went to work. Read and blue beams hit the ground. 

Scarlett went to my left while Morgana went right. They continued to hit the floor with their beams as they walked around the shield. They vanished from sight, but I could hear the thrum of their power in action. 

The light from the shield grew and I worried we wouldn’t make it in time. Scarlett returned first. She went to work in front of me joining the line she already cut to Morgana’s. Then my fire mage cane a round and added to her line. The floor creaked and groaned before the lined touched. 

There was a loud crash and the cylindrical shield fell straight down. When it hit the ground the energy exploded outward, but not up. We were untouched.

I didn’t waste time and dropped into the hole. My wings allowed my to glide down with lazy beats and I took in the new battlefield. The legs on one side broke and the desk listed to one side. The mage lay on his back over the remains of his chair. He groaned and began to stir as my feet hit the floor.

I rushed to him pleased to find my assumption was correct. The fall had thrown off his concentration and the shield was gone. I grabbed the front of the Anders’ shirt and spun tossing him away from the small section of his office. He landed on his side and rolled before coming to a stop in his back.

I walked and stopped when I stood over him. The way his limbs flopped around made me think he was suffering from several broken or shattered bones. He coughed and blood exploded from his mouth.

“That was a good move,” Anders’ said. His voice was a ragged approximation of what it had been. “It would seem I am broken and defeated. You’ve won, Mage Hunter. How about that?” 

While he spoke a green glow surrounded his right hand. Black ozzed through the green light. “Or am I?”

The light seeped into the ground and the mage let out a shuttering gasp. Then he was dead. But that black striped light?”

“Hey, Morgana, and Scarlett, something happened. I think he’s dead, but something happened!” I shouted without looking up.

There was a thump behind me, but I didn’t dare look away. I could tell it was Izzy as I felt her coming closer. 

“He looks dead,” Izzy said. 

“Yeah.” I spent the next few minutes describing what I saw to Izzy and my mages.

“It could be nothing,” Scarlett said.

“Or it could be everything,” Morgana said. “No way of knowing.”

“What do you think we should do?” Izzy asked. 

“Take the mages to find my Spec Ops team and see if they are OK,” I said.

“You really like saying Spec Ops, don’t you?” Izzy asked.

“I sure do,” I chuckled.

“Meet me at the stairs!” Izzy shouted up before leaving the room. 

Then I was alone with a dead mage. The room became quiet and still. Keeping my eyes on the body, I tried to shift back,  but nothing happened. Several attempts were made before I heard the mental message from Izzy.

“The spikes are gone and the Spec Ops team is doing alright. Seems you are pumping energy into them and their wounds are just about healed.”

“Thanks, Izzy.”

Laughing filled the room causing me to jump. I backed away from the corpse at a crouch looking around wildly. 

“That was a masterful plan, but you didn’t count on me,” Anders voice echoed through the room. “This place it truly mine now and I belong to it. Prepare to feel the wrath of my house.”

The room shook hard enough that I had to dig my toe claws in to stay up. That turned out to be a bad move as a section of wall flew at me becoming a long pillar. The post slammed into my side tearing me free of the floor and rocketing me across the room. I hit the wall with a crunch and a web of sharp pains. 

I struggled to get up while pain erased every other sensation I felt. A pillar shot up from the floor slamming me into the ceiling. It fell away faster then I dropped. I hit the ground and screamed. Another pullar shot up and I managed to roll to my right enough for it to clip me and send me rolling away. 

This was too much. How did I fight something I couldn’t see? How do you fight the environment when everything can be used to attack me?

“Terry, the girls are all healed up. Take the power back. We are on our…”

“Izzy?” I sent back, but no response came.

She was right, I had to take the power available to me and win. It was the only way to make sure they were OK.

I pulled eighty percent from my pack. Time slowed while two pillars came at me from the left and right. I jumped back using a flap of my wings to gain some distance and time.

My broken bones twisted and popped as they moved back i to place. I screamed again nearly passing out. Then the fire in my muscles and joints soothed with the cool sensation of mending. Before slow time ended my wounds were healed. 

More than that, there was a warmth in my chest. It grew becoming jotter and begging for release. A pillar came rushing head on at me, and I smiled. Fire blasted out of my mouth hitting the pillar and burning it to ash. 

“Damn you!” The house shouted.

The floor groaned then cracked and split forming squared along the length and width of the room.

The hundreds of squares quivere and undulated. They rose and fell like a wave starting at the far end and growing in size. At the rate it grew there was no doubt I would be squished against the ceiling if I stayed put. Time to see what my smaller wings could do.

Running toward the wave I jumped and beat my wings. Relief filled me when I left the ground and picked up speed. I whooped with delight and joy at being able to utilize my dragon abilities even though I was diminished.

Square posts a foot wide shot out from the walls. I had to dodge by shooting up or diving down. The room was tall, but there were limits to how much I could maneuver in the space. It was something I tried planning for, but  pillar shooting out high with three others below it caused me to go up. My wings hit the ceiling with a clatter of thuds. Without the lift they provided flight was impossible. The pillars running horizontally across the room that caused my dilemma were more than happy to help break my fall. 

Ribs snapped and my arms and legs broke as I bounced through a maze of pillars to hit the ground. 

At me current power draw, healing was a non issue. The pain really sucked though. It sapped my will to keep going. I wanted out of there and I wanted it now. 

That wasn’t an option though. I didn’t know if I was Anders sole focus, or if my Tua were fighting for their lives. With the walls and floors trying to kill me, I couldn't spare a moment to check on them. Even as I healed I had to roll sideways to keep from being squished. 

Anders gave me enough time to rise to my feet. Then I was hit from the sides by pillars squishing my torso. Everything went dark and I felt myself fall. The pain of my shattered back hitting the floor brought me back from the precipice of unconsciousness. I screamed.

The healing kicked in and I was good to go a few minutes later. During that time I had to keep rolling to not get splattered. 

“Fuck you!” I shouted as I stood up. “Fuck you!”

Anders laughed, the sound coming from everywhere. It really pissed me off.

“FUCK YOU!” Flames licked my tongue as I shouted. I let lose a roar full of fire. 

I pulled from my Tua as I did in a way unlike I had before. This was more like siphoning from a house then using the potential energy that we shared. The fire streamed out of me reaching farther than ever before. Areas of the floor, walls, and ceiling caught fire. 

Anders screamed, a sound equal parts ander and anguish. It felt good to hurt him for once.

The fires did two things. The obvious and expected consequence was destruction. The unintended consequence was the effect it had on the floor. Since Anders had sectioned off the floor into square pieces the magic holding those pieces up staryed to fail. Sections of charred floor fell away. From the groaning sound coming from what remained, I didn’t have long before there was no where to stand.

There was the issue of heat and smoke as well. Neither seemed to bother me, but my Tua would be affected. 

I ran for the door and left the burning room behind.

 


Chapter 38

 

While running through the house Anders kept up his assault and screams of pain. I answered the pillars of house material attacks with fire and claws. To keep hurting him, I sprayed intervals of fire.

My thinking was Anders’ body was dead. The house had become his new body and destroying it would kill him. That was my hope anyway. 

I came to a room full of plush looking furniture and smiled. I saw a news report once about the material that went into a couch being called solid gasoline by firefighters. They said it was so flammable, that a couch on fire was almost always going to burn to the ground and take everything around it along for the ride. I let lose a flame hitting the couch with a satisfactory fire erupting to life. 

Soon after I came to the stairs and headed up. My Tua were all up there. Izzy had probably come this way, and my mages would have gone from the floor above. The Spec Ops team didn’t get much time when Anders sicked is mutts on them, so I guessed they were above. Then I felt stupid and realized guessing wasn’t needed. I felt for them discovering my guess had been correct.

 One left turn after reaching third floor and I found my Tua. They jumped, duck, and dove to keep from being smashed by pillars from the floor and walls. The majors use their water and fire powers to destroy the pillars they came at them as they were nowhere near as agile as the Lycans.

Rushing forward, I use my claws and fire breath to clear a path. Once I reached them I continue to destroy pillars as they came at us.

"Everyone follow me," I said. "Mages at the rear destroy any pillars that come from behind."

Return back the stairs and went to work destroying everything in my path. In my wake the pillars lay broken in charred. The walls and ceiling were lit the fire and burning as we passed.

Anders continued to shriek and scream but the volume was much lower now. When we reached the stairs the house began to tremble. The thought of the old mage suffering brought joy to my heart and blood to my Dick. I hoped the burning felt like it would if it was his own flesh.

We made it to the first floor and found that some of my flames had burned their way through the ceiling and were starting on that floor. We made it all the way to the front door before Morgana stopped us.

"We have to go to the basement!" She shouted over the roar of the fire. "Those mages are still down there we have to save them."

"I don't know about that," Portia said. "We gonna risk our lives for them? For all we know they're just as bad as that Anders Douchebag."

"We don't know that for sure," I said. "So yeah, we are gonna go down there and find them. No scratch that, I'm going to go down there and find them. You guys are gonna get clear the building."

"We can't leave you," Scarlett said.

"Are any of you fireproof?"

"I am," Morgana said. "But I'll do as you say."

"Anyone else?" I looked everyone else in their eyes. When no one answered I had my answer. "Then go out and wait for me out there. I'll be back as soon as I can."

I turned and headed back into the building without waiting for a response. I felt all of my Tua getting farther away and knew they obeyed me.

I found two doors in the kitchen. The first one turned out to be the pantry, but the second open into a dark room with a set of stairs going down. I shot out of a small burst of flame to light the darkness and make sure there wasn't trouble waiting. It was clear so I descended.

The stairs went down to good ways to a landing then turned left and went down a few more feet. There was a slight stink of feces and rot. What I didn't find, was a light switch. Every couple of feet I let out a small brother flame to continue to give me brief snapshots of the area around me.

The space was mostly empty having a cement floor with periodic wooden support beams. Hundred yards away I caught a glimpse of the door and made for it. The stink I've noticed when reaching the basement grew stronger the closer I got to the door.

As I reached the door flickering light behind me caught my attention. I turned to look and saw fire working its way down the stairs. That might be a problem, but it was one I would have to deal with after I found the mages.

The door was padlocked should, but a swipe from my clause fix that issue. When I pulled the door open the stink hit me full on in the face. It was 10 times worse than with the door closed. Bile rose in my throat and I pushed it down. I let out a puff of fire hoping it would burn up the scent molecules, but it didn't give me any relief. Since there was no choice I moved forward doing my best to bare with the smell.

After two steps something small hit my forehead. I reached up feeling the cord close my fingers around the giving of yank. A bank of lights along the left and right flickered to life. In the center of the room was a round stone circle. Stacked on top of it were two more smaller circles each getting smaller the hire they went. Around the base level we raised platforms that protruded over the edge with bodies laying on the platforms. The closest person was dead and half rotten. My hopes of finding anyone alive dwindled quickly.

I drew closer and went to my right to go around the circle. The fourth person I came to was still but looks like they could just be unconscious. After a quick check I discovered he was dead, and continued on. The platforms were numerous and there had to be more than the couple dozen bodies. When I reached the platform farthest from the door I found a woman who was not only healthy looking but her chest rose.

I went to her and shook her shoulders. "Hey, hey, can you hear me?"

The woman stirred in strange markings around and under her body lit up with the green glow. Then she went still. I scooped her up in my arms turned and laid her down on the floor. Then I shook to get her attention once more.

This time when she stirred no glyphs lit up in her eyes fluttered open. "What… Who… Where…"

"There's not much time, but that Dick Anders stuck you on some sort of thing to drain your power. I have to see if there's anyone else alive and get you out of here. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

"Yeah, he tricked us. I remember. He tricked us and used us to gain more power. You have to save everyone."

"I'm sorry, but you're the only person I found a life so far. I still have half the circle to check, but it doesn't look good. It looks like you guys have been down here for a while and most of you didn't make it."

She let out a wail.then she curled into a ball and covered her face with her hands. She wept, and I felt really bad for. That didn't change the fact that time was running out and we had to move.

"I'm sorry, I really am, but we have to go. Can you walk?"

She didn't answer, but she did shake her head.

"I'll carry you, that's not a problem. Are you ready to go?"

She nodded and I had her in my arms before she finished the movement. It wasn't until we were three quarters of the way around the circle that I found another living person. Another woman, probably in her 40s was breathing but barely. I grabbed her and tossed her over my shoulder and then moved to the next person. This one was also life. A man, probably in his mid-20s. I said the two people I carried on the ground.

"Can you try to wake her up I found someone else I need to check and see how he is."

The woman nodded and reached over to the unconscious figure. I went back to the man and lifted him off of the platform then set them on the ground next to the two women. The second woman was already awake and sitting up. She looked around with fear in her eyes.

"No time to explain," I said. "The building is on fire and we have to get out of here as fast as we can. Can you walk?" I asked.

"I think I can." She stood and took a step then looked down to me and nodded.

"Hey buddy, are you okay?" I asked as I shook the man.

His eyes snapped open in his hand moved back as if he'd been hit. He looked around and when he saw the two women his face softened. "What's going on?"

"No time to explain," I said. "Can you walk?"

He nodded as he sat up. "I think I can."

Scooped up the first woman carried her as I continued around the circle. The man was the last living person I found. As we went around the man we followed and I heard them gasp and cry out every time we passed a new body.

Light danced through the door on the ground. There was so much of it that I knew the fire must to spread pretty far. My suspicions were confirmed when we made it to the door and I saw the stairs completely engulfed. Fire had spread to the ceiling as well in the trunk of burning wood fell in front of me.

"Fuck," I said.

"What's wrong?" The older woman asked.

I turned to face her putting my back to the door. "We can go that way, the fire is made stairs unsurpassable."

The woman looked for me to the man in back to me. "I can get us out of here, if you give me at least five minutes to rest."

"And I can help after five minutes," the man said.

"How does that work?" I asked.

"Simple. We command the power of the earth. to wall, and will make a way out," she said.

"Why not now?" I asked.

"That thing drained us," the man said. "We probably need more than five minutes to gather the energy, but we can push through and get it done. We need at least five minutes though to gain some strength back."

"Five minutes it is," I said.

The woman turned and walked away and the man followed her. I followed them both thinking of a good idea to get as far away from the fires we could. When they reached the far wall they sat down with their backs to it and leaned against it.

"Any chance you can tell us what's going on?" The woman asked.

It seemed like a reasonable request. So while we waited I told them about Michael having asked us to come here and deal with Anders. Then I described the fight, and his death, his rebirth into the house, and the events that led to me going into the basement.

"well that just sucks," the man said.

"That's not helping, John." The woman gave the man a dirty look. "Before Anders betrayed us we were on good terms with Michael and his house. I hope that he will remember that and take us in until we can get back on our feet. I do have another question though," she waved her hand at me up and down pointing to the whole of me. "What is the deal with all of that?"

I spent the next couple minutes telling her about being a Tuatha. I didn't go into too much detail as I did not know these people at all.

"I think I'm ready," the woman said.

"Let's do it then," the man said.

They remained where they were placing her hands on the ground in front of the green glow surrounded their hand in the basement began to rumble. The wall behind them melted away becoming a set of steps leading to the outside.

 


Chapter 39

 

We climbed the stairs with me holding the woman in woman and John and the other woman holding onto my right arm. Creating the exit had used up a lot of energy and the two mages could barely stand. 

I had to shield my eyes from the bright light the mages do the same. He stepped off the cement and stone stairs onto grass. After a quick look around I figured that we must be in the backyard. My Tua had when at the front door so we would have to go around.

"Hey, Izzy, I think I'm in the backyard and I have some friends can you come and help?" I sent through our mental link.

“On our way,” Izzy sent back.

While we waited the house groaned. A few windows blew out a d I heard Anders once more.

“Put them back!”

“Go fuck yourself!” I shouted. Then I looked at the woman. “Wait here. Help is coming. I’ll meet you at the front of the house.”

I leapt into the air and my wings carried me up and over the house. I strafed it over and over sending flames into the roof, and sides. Before I landed I made sure the entire thing was burning. 

The Spec Ops team helped the two women and John into a green minivan as I landed in front of the house.

“We liberated this from the garage,” Chloe said as she stood by the open door. “Thought we might need to use it to get these people out of here.”

“Good thinking,” I said. Chloe beamed up at me with her pretty smile and cute gap between her front teeth.

The black SUV we parked further up the road drove over the hill coming into view. It stopped behind the minivan and Reina stepped out of the driver’s door.

“I better ride in there so no one sees me,” I said.

“May I ride with you?” The mage woman asked.

“I don’t see why not,” I replied

Once we were all loaded in the two vehicles we left with the van in the lead. Lauren, and Izzy sat in the front seat of the SUV with the woman and I in the rear.

“What do I call you?” I asked.

“Oh, sorry. I’m Bethany-Ann,” she said while holding her hand out to me.

“Nice to meet you, Bethany-Ann,” I said while shacking her hand.

“The pleasure is all mine, Terry. Thank you for saving us. We would be dead soon without you.”

“All in a day’s work, Ma’am,” I said in my best cowboy accent.

“I want to offer you my services. As the senior member of our tiny house, I am in your debt.”

“No,” I said. “You are not. I did what I did because it was the right thing to do. I appreciate you thanks, but it’s not needed. I appreciate the offer for your services, but I don’t want you to feel indebted for doing something any decent person would do.”

“I see,” Bethany-Ann said. She looked out the window for a moment, then looked back at me with her lower lip between her teeth. 

She was a stunning woman with black hair and blue eyes. Her time on the stone slab left her a little too thin and her cheeks and eyes were sunken in. Hwr skin was so pale it almost glowed, and I figured the lack of sunlight in the basement was to blame for her complexion.

“I don’t want to take what’s left of us to Michael’s house. But we have nothing now. All of my house’s riches were in that house.”

“I’m sorry I burned it,” i said.

“Don’t be. Anything taken from it coyld have been used by Anders. Burning everything was the right move. I bring it up, because I hope you have room for the three of us. Atleast until we can get on our feet?”

The question took me by surprise. Having three earth mages was a good thing. That gave me access to earth, water, and fire magics. I couldn’t see how this wouldn’t be a win for team Terry.

“I have a place you can stay for as long as you need.” I said. “Actually I could use your help if you are willing?”

“Yes of course!” She leaned closer to me. “You have us for whatever you need.”

I chuckled. “I appreciate that, but you should hear what we are facing before agreeing to help. Either way, you have a place to stay.”

“Oh, OK. I’m all ears,” she said as she move back to sit upright.

I explained to her about Arnold and his pack wanting me dead and why. Then about the amalgamations that were made from kidnapped teens and about my dragon Cassie. I went on about my father and Antoinette being possible enemies we would have to face. Then I explained what I knew of Acashia and the threat she possessed.

“You certainly know how to make friends,” Bethany-Ann said which garnered a laugh from Izzy and I.

“True, but that's what I’m up against, and what you will be a part of should you join my forces.”

“That is a lot to think about. Do I have to answer now?”

“Not at all. Take all the time you need. Like I said, you three have a place to stay and working for me is not a required condition of your housing.”

“Thank you.” Bethany-Ann went back to looking out the window.

“Earth mages joining us would probably be a good thing,” Izzy thought to me.

“My thinking exactly, but I was serious about them having a choice.”

“I know.”

The rest of the ride to Michael’s house was silent, unless you count road noise. There was plenty of that.

“Welcome back,” Michael said as he walked out the front door to greet us. “I take it you were successful?” He asked. 

“I guess we were,” I said. 

Michael stepped back. “What happened to you, Terry?”

“It’s a long story, but it’s fine. I can tell you about it after we talk about the earth mages,” I said.

“Daddy!” Morgana shouted as she ran over and hugged her father.

“Hi sweety, I’m so glad to see you.”

“Wait till you hear what we’ve been through,” Morgana said.

“I’m looking forward to it. Lets go inside and enjoy some refreshments while we talk.”

“Michael, before we do, there is something you should know,” I said.

“He means us,” Bethany-Ann said as she stepped out of the SUV.

“You brought them here?” Michael asked as his brow furrowed in anger.

“It’s not what you think,” I said. “I wouldn’t bring danger to your door. Can we all enter and talk?” I asked.

“It’s alright, Daddy,” Morgana said. 

“Very well then. All may enter and be welcome.”

Michael was one hell of a host. He had a spread of all kinds of foods waiting along with a bevy of drinks. We chatted about this and that while we ate. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until the first steak hit my tongue. Everything was set out on a large round table that was low to the ground. We sat on large pillows around the table. Morgana was sandwiched between her father and me.

My fire mage leaned in and whispered something to her father, and his eyes went wide. He leaned forward to look passed Morgana at me. “You had Morgana join your pack?” He asked.

I choked on the piece of meat in my mouth. After coughing it up I spoke. “Yes, I did in order to give her the power she needed to fight and heal.”

“How is that even possible?” He asked.

“I can’t say for sure,” I said. “I think there is magic involved, but I don’t know the particulars. I sort of invite those I wish to join my pack into a wide open space in my mind. If they accept, they become members of my pack.”

“That is asstounding. You must let me study this, please?”

“I think we can work that out. I would like to know more about it.”

“I think we all would,” Izzy said. “We will have to work out a mutually beneficial arrangement.”

“Yes, I agree. Since Morgana has joined you, I think we can form an alliance. A relationship similar to the system kingdoms of old used by marrying into each others fiefdoms. I think this will work out well.”

“Would you be willing to come with us back to my compound and work out the details?” I asked.

“Yes, I think that is a splendid idea. For now, I would like to know about Anders and his house, if that is alright?”

“Yeah, that’s fine with me,” I said.

Michael listened while I recounted our adventure in the earth mage’s house. Morgana, Izzy, and the Spec Ops girls joined in to fill in the areas I wasn’t present for or not clear on. I took almost half an hour to get it all out.

“That was quite the adventure you had.” He looked at Bethany-Ann. “I am sorry to hear about the atrocity you suffered, and all those lost. I will do whatever I can to assist you three. I can’t imagine what you must be feeling right now.”

“Thank you, Michael. I plan to rebuild my house, and I hope that we can build a much stronger friendship between our houses then we had before,” Bethany-Ann said.

“I would like that. I’ve always thought we were better of united then seperate. There are always threats to mage communities and if we work together our chances of weathering the storms is much higher.”

“Agreed,” Bethany-Ann said. “We are going to Terry’s compound as well. Can we work out the details when you are there?” She asked.

“I find that to be an agreeable option. A peace summit of sorts between houses of fire and earth as well as the Mage Hunter Terry’s pack.”

“And the hydro mages,” Scarlett added. “I’m sure my mother would like us to be a part of this peace pact.”

“Oh yes,” Michael said with his face scrunching up in thought. “That hadn’t occurred to me. I like that idea very much.” He turned his head to look at me. “Might I invite some other like minded houses if they would be interested? I think we can form a large conglomerate of mage houses. This is exciting.”

I chuckled. “I can’t wait to see what comes from this.”

“Are we worried about other houses getting involved when they hear about hydro-mages being in the mix?” Bethany-Ann asked.

“I’m not,” I said. “The hydro-mages are with me. Anyone who has a problem with them, has a problem with me,and my pack. You saw what eight of us did to Anders’ house. Imagine what my entire pack could do.”

  

 


Chapter 40

 

One thought came to mind when the five vehicles pulled to a stop in the warehouse above my compound. It was good to be home.

My Tua waited for us in the command room of the command building. I hadn’t told them that I was stuck in the Dragonshift form because I didn’t want them to worry. It made me wonder what my reception would be like. Would they recoil at the sight of me, or embrace me?

“Terry!” Tabitha shouted as I walked in. She ran to me and wrapped her arms around me. “It’s so good to have you back.”

“It’s good to be back,” I said.

Miranda, Riley, and Andrea joined us in a big group hug. It was unexpected, but welcome. 

“I think we need to tak,” I said.

“Shush,” Miranda said. “Izzy called and told us everything. I think we need to go spend some time together. We talk about the rest later.” She turned to andrea. “Everything good here?”

“Sure is. Our pack can handle things here while we go take care of our boy here.”

We turned to leave when someone ran into me and threw her arms around my waist. I looked down to see brown hair in a pixie cut. She looked up and smiled.

“You?” I said recognizing the girl that transformed into the big rhino thing that beat the crap out of me a couple times.

“Hi, Mr. Terry. I’m so glad you’re back.”

“Me too, little one,” I said not knowing her name.

“This is Gwen, Terry,” Roo said. “She wanted to come up and say hi.”

“I’m sorry about fighting you before, Mr. Terry. I couldn't help myself. They made me.”

“I know, Gwen.” I held her shoulders and pushed her back enough to crouch down and look her in the eyes. “I don’t blame you. I blame the people that controlled you. I just want to keep you safe and make sure you get to live a happy life.”

“I know,” Gwen’s frown became a smile. “Miss Miranda told me the same. I just wanted to tell you I was sorry and that I’m glad you’re back.”

“Thank you, sweety.”

“Can I ask you a question?” Her head tilted to the side and she looked over my shoulder. I knew what she wanted to know.

“It’s a long story, but the short of it is, that I’m stuck like this for now,” I said.

“Oh, OK. But I wanted to know if you could take me flying sometime?”

I chuckled. “I think we can do that. For now, I’m going to get some rest. I’ll see you later, alright?”

“Uh huh,” She nodded.

My Tua led me to the elevator which we took up. While we rode, Miranda pressed herself against my side and slid her tongue along my ear. Tabitha grabbed my crotch and kissed me, while Roo licked my other ear. 

The door opened and I sucked in a a sharp breath. The room beyond was amazing. A thick maroon carpet covered the floor ad the space was full of large and luxurious looking furniture. A recessed circle in the center was also a couch and the biggest flat screen I’d ever seen was on the wall in front of the circle. 

“Ho. Ly. Shit,” I said. “This is spectacular.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Miranda said. “There is plenty of room for all of us up here. We have a room just for Izzy, and rooms for anyone else who might want some solitude. The fridge and pantry are fully stocked, and one of Andrea’s wolves is a master chef.”

“He makes the best food,” Riley said in a dreamy tone.

Miranda chuckled. “This way, dragon boy. We have a surprise for you.”

Miranda led me to a bedroom big enough to be ballroom and to another door off to the right. Inside was a bathroom that could double for a movie theatre.

Miranda stepped in front of me and placed a finger to my lips. “No one speaks until we're all done. Once we leave the bathroom we can talk all you want.” Then she stripped. 

My other Tua came in and were naked in a few minutes. They all strippped me of the clothes Michael had given me and pulled me into a shower with six shower heads and a rain shower system that covered the entire ceiling. I was washed by so many sets of hands it was hard to keep track. Their attention felt wonderful, even when it was directed to my wings and scales. Before they finished, the door opened and Cassie walked in. She stripped and joined us. The first things she did was take Tabitha by the back of the head and lead her mouth straight to my cock. While Tabitha blew me, my Tua washed each other. I leaned back against the wall and closed my eyes. I was clean, the water was warm, and Tabitha was a master of what she was doing.

I placed my hand on her head and tabbed letting her know I was close. Tabitha moaned the vibration on my balls taking me closer to the edge. I tabbed again. Tabitha squeezed her hand tight around my shaft and bobbed her head up and down my length faster. In a few short second I was blowing my load and she wasn’t stopping. Once every drp was suckedout of my shaft, Tabitha let me fall out of her mouth. She stood and moved back so Cassie could take her place.

My dragon smiled up at me while pulling a soapy washcloth from behind her back. Then she washed my cock nice and slow. Her sensual movements  caused me to get hard again. 

My Tua finished washing themselves and grabbed my arms. They took me out of the shower and dried me along with each other. Then they took my into the bedroom and lay me on a large bed.

Miranda climbed on next to me and kissed me. While she did hands wrapped around mycck and storked it. Miranda rose standing over my head. Se lowered her precious jewel to my mouth and I put my tongue to good use. The hands stopped while I licked Miranda’s pussy and someone’s slick warm pussy slid onto me. They rode me at a decent pace, not too fast, and not too slow. I couldn’t tell who it was because Miranda was on my face, and the mystery of it excited me. 

After a little while the rider got off and another pussy slid down my length. This one sat al the way down and ground her hips back and forth. It was heavenly.

Miranda began to grind her sex against my face and moan. Soon after she came. My wolf lifted her leg to dismount and I saw Roo sitting there smiling at me. Reaching up, I felt the magnificent weight of her heavy breast before fondling her nipples. She moved my hand and mounted my face, like Miranda had. I was so focused on Roo that I hadn’t seen who was on me. I got the sense that it was supposed to be that way. The thought of my Tua using me like this and not letting me see who was on my cock made my dick twitch with excitement. The woman on it let out a squeak.

I lost track of how many times the rider on my cock changed out. All that mattered was the feel of them and the clit on my tongue. Another of my Tua came on my dick then Miranda whispered in my ear. “I’m going to ride you again, Terry. Cum in me.”

As Miranda slid me inside of her Roo ground her sex against my face. The thought of all three of us have an orgasm at the same time was too much. My hips thrust up over and over while Miranda dropped onto my hips matching my pace. Roo moaned and gasped. I exploded in my wolf and Miranda slowed to a stop while she spasmed. “Oh fuck,” my wolf said.

When we were all spent, Miranda and Roo climbed off of me. Tabitha was ready with a warm washcloth to clean up my cock. Cassie handed another to Miranda who placed it between her legs and closed her thighs on it. She lay with her head next to me. Andrea took a spot on the other side with ehr head next to mine. All my Tua laid on the bed with the heads on or against me and their bodied pointed outward like human flower.

“Did you like that, my alpha?” Andrea asked.

“No,” I said. “I fuckin loved it.”

“Good,” Andrea said with a smile.

“What are we going to do about this dragon thing?” Miranda asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m wondering that myself.”

A knock came at the door and al heads rose up at once. “Come in,” I said.

The door opened wide enough for Izzy to poke her head in. She took a second to take in all the nude flesh. “Can I join you?” She asked taking me by surprise.

“Of course you can,” I said.

Izzy closed the door behind her and to my utter shock stripped. She went around the bed and crawled on above my head pressing her belly to the top of my skull. She started playing with my hair which felt really nice.

“I you keep that up, I’m going to fall asleep,” I said.

“That’s alright,” Miranda said. “I think you could use the rest.”

“What were you talking about when I came in?” Izzy asked. 

“We were discussing Terry’s current condition,” Miranda said. “I don’t think any of us know what to do about it.”

“Didn’t you say something about a friend that might be able to help figure out all this Tuatha stuff?” I asked.

“Yeah, Abbra. She might be able to help us find answers, and she wants to meet you.”

“How do we go about turning her?” I asked.

“First, she has to decide what she wants t be, then we find someone to infect her. We will have to keep her close as the change can be difficult, as well as getting control of your animal.”

“We will go se her tomorrow,” I said.

“I have an idea,” Tabitha said. “There is an order of Serpents that are said to have unlocked the secrets of Lycan kind. We could go see them.”

“Where are they?” I asked.

“I think they live in New Mexico somewhere. Deep in the desert.”

“They are not too far then. We can do that after seeing Abbra.

“We are supposed to start the talks with the mage houses tomorrow,” Andrea said.

“Can you handle that while we figure out the dragon situation?” I asked.

“I can. I’ll do whatever you want of me, my alpha,” Andrea said.

“Can we please not call it a dragon issue?” Cassie asked. “You guys make it sound like I gave Terry an STD.”

Everyone got a laugh from that one. 

“Let’s get some sleep, Ladies,” i said. “Tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

 

 

Hi Reader, 

I have some bad news for you. If you want to know when the newest book in the series releases Amazon won’t tell you. Sign up to my mailing list to receive all the latest news. 

 

Click HERE to join and receive an exclusive short story. 

 

If you enjoyed this book you may like others in the Harem and Gamelit genres. Check out the following Facebook groups to find more books. 

HaremLit 

HaremGameLit 

GameLitSociety 


Hi there,

So you may or may not know the launch of this book was rough. A lot of people received a copy that was all kinds of fucked up. For that I am truly sorry. My deepest wish is that you enjoy these books as much as I do when I write them. 

The reception for the first two was better than I thought it would be and probably better than I deserved. As I write this, or rewrite it, the first two books have been proffessionally edited, with only the first being the edited copy available. I have to go over the edits for book two, which I can do now that this book is done. That means a paperback for book two is coming out soon after. 

I have a lot more in store for Terry and his Tua in many more books. Expect more Tua, more magic, and a hell of a lot more ass kicking. 

 

Thanks for sticking with me, Terry, and his Tua for this long. I hope you enjoyed the ridre so far and will enjoy the next leg of the journey.

 

Linton Bowers
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