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    Us .... 
 
      
 
    Sean looked around the dining area as he stopped in for a moment to get some lunch while taking a break from enchanting in his workshop. It was positively packed.  
 
    He had a hundred and seventy-seven people living in the building now, not counting him and the girls. The empty shop space on the first floor had been turned into temporary living quarters, and another forty some-odd had moved onto the third floor, along with the four dark elves, who were all living in a room together.  
 
    They'd even bought some tents and moved a few people up onto the roof until they were able to figure things out. 
 
    To say Oak was overwhelmed as the building manager was an understatement. Roxy had stepped up and taken control of everything, enlisting Daelyn's aid immediately. Sean had to admit he wasn't all that surprised by how quickly Roxy had stepped up and taken over. She hadn't hesitated to step up back when he'd first been bit by Sampson; Roxy was a very headstrong and capable young woman, as more than a few of the new werewolves were now discovering. 
 
    Sean was a little surprised at first that Roxy had appointed Daelyn her second, but then Daelyn was really the only one who'd stand up to Roxy and speak her mind. Considering that they'd just picked up an additional hundred plus lycans who were all different levels of shell-shocked, obviously Roxy wanted someone who wouldn't be afraid to stand up and read the riot act to any that needed it. 
 
    "Master Sean, it's good to see you!" 
 
    Sighing Sean turned to see Deidre and Cali, the older two of the four dark elves he'd rescued yesterday from the Ascendant's, standing behind him. 
 
    They were both incredibly gorgeous. Deidre was about five foot eight, with long white hair that came down past her shoulders, red eyes, and the darkest skin Sean had ever seen in his life. She was tall and slender with a nice bust and a lovely fine featured face, her long hair easily obscuring her ears that were pointed, but thankfully not as long as the elves in the online games Sean used to play. Age wise she looked to be late twenties, early thirties, but Sean knew she was actually about a hundred. 
 
    Cali was the same height as Deidre, and possessed of the same slender build, but that was where the similarities ended. Cali's hair was red, a deep dark red, which while it was a color Sean had seen on women before, made her even more striking because of her black skin and green eyes. Cali was also a little bustier than Deidre, as in Victoria's Secret model busty. Her face was as beautiful as Deidre's, honestly all four of them were drop-dead gorgeous, but Cali looked to be in her late teens, appearance wise. Sean knew that she was actually over eighteen, if only barely, which made her young for an elf. 
 
    "Deidre, Cali," Sean smiled and took a moment to look them both over, they were both wearing jeans and t-shirts, the later of which was doing nothing to hide what was under the fabric that was stretched thin by their chests, as neither one was wearing a bra. All in all, they were very much worth looking at. He'd have to talk to Jolene or Peg, and get them to take the girls shopping, seeing as they'd come here with absolutely nothing, not even clothing, and had been reduced to whatever they could borrow. 
 
    "I trust that things are going well for the both of you?" 
 
    Deidre nodded and Cali blushed, noticing his frank assessment of their outfits. 
 
    "Much better that I had hoped for a couple of days ago," Deidre smiled attractively at him with a nod as she stepped forward into his personal space and put her hand on his arm. 
 
    "I'd really like to thank you, personally, for saving the four of us," she continued in that lovely voice of hers. 
 
    "Oh, you're more than welcome," Sean said and smiled at both of them. 
 
    "I was thinking perhaps of a more personal welcome? Perhaps later this evening?" Deidre said with a winning smile. 
 
    "You don't have to do that," Sean told her. 
 
    "Which is all the more reason why I'd like to," Deidre smiled. 
 
    Sean smiled back; the idea of a romp in bed with her was definitely an attractive one.  
 
    "I just might take you up on that, Deidre," Sean chuckled, "if things ever settle down around here and I have the time." 
 
    Deidre cocked her head to the side and looked at him curiously, "The time, Master Sean?" 
 
    Still smiling Sean rolled his eyes, "It's just Sean, really." 
 
    "Of course, Master Sean," Deidre said with a wink, "but I was inquiring as to what took up so much of your time?" 
 
    "Well, there's all of this of course," Sean waved at the crowd of people. 
 
    "I thought your wives were taking care of that?" 
 
    "Organizing everyone? Yeah. The paperwork? No." 
 
    "Paperwork?" Deidre blinked at him, "What paperwork?" 
 
    Sean sighed, "I'm making them all employees, so I can give them jobs, real jobs, and pay them money so they can become more independent and have an actual legal existence. I'm going to open up a restaurant, and I already have a car detailing business. So that means accounting, tax forms, legal paperwork, paychecks. The whole nine yards." 
 
    "Oh!" Deidre looked around at all the people, and Sean noticed a subtle shift in her expression, "So you need a bookkeeper, as well as someone to deal with the regulatory paperwork." 
 
    "Exactly," Sean said with a nod. 
 
    "Have I mentioned that I'm a trained accountant, and that I kept the books for my family's three shops back in the Netherlands?" 
 
    Sean blinked, surprised. "I had no idea," he admitted, "and if you want the job, I'd be very grateful if you'd take it." 
 
    "Oh? Just how grateful?" Deidre asked, curious. 
 
    "You won't have to sleep with me to guarantee that you won't ever be kicked out?" Sean said with a smile. "You'd get a salary, a place to live, and you wouldn't have to call me 'Master' anymore." 
 
    "Maybe I want to sleep with you," Deidre teased. 
 
    "After you've spent a couple of days doing my paperwork and dealing with all the government regulations, I'm sure that feeling will pass!" Sean laughed. 
 
    Deidre snorted, but she was still smiling, "You may have a point. So, where is all of this paperwork?" 
 
    "Upstairs, in my desk. Let's go up and I'll show you. Once we get all of this mess under control, I'll even see if we can get you an office." 
 
    Both of the women followed him upstairs and Sean got all of the paperwork out of the drawer he had it stuffed in, then pulled out his laptop and opened up the folder with all of the spreadsheets he was using as well. 
 
    "Hmmm," Deidre said looking over the papers as she rifled through the stack of papers. "This really is quite the mess, Master Sean, if you don't mind my saying." 
 
    "I have no idea what I'm doing, I'm not an accountant," Sean agreed. "So, do you think you can help me with this?" 
 
    Deidre looked up at him and smiled, "Of course, Master Sean. For you, I'd do anything," and she winked at him saucily. 
 
    "Then it's all yours," Sean motioned to the desk. 
 
    "I'll need my own laptop eventually." 
 
    "Talk to Roxy or Oak, let them know what you need. I really need to get some food and get back to my workshop." 
 
    "Workshop?" Deidre asked, "What are you working on?" 
 
    "More magic items, like the protection from scrying amulets you're both wearing, as well as more of the protection from silver tags." 
 
    Deidre's eyes widen a little, and he heard Cali gasp in surprise. 
 
    "You're an enchanter?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Among other things, yes, and an extremely overworked one right now as well." 
 
    Deidre turned to Cali, "Go get Master Sean his lunch, and make sure you get a lot of it. Then bring it down to his workshop." 
 
    "Ja, hoor," Cali said and nodding she quickly left the room. 
 
    "I'm perfectly capable of getting my own food," Sean sighed. 
 
    Deidre patted his arm, "Of course you are, but you have work to do, and she doesn't. So why not let her help you?" 
 
    "You do have a point, I guess." 
 
    Deidre smiled, "Of course I do. Now, back to work with you, this is going to take all of my attention." 
 
    Smiling as he was dismissed, Sean went back down into the basement where his workshop was. Thankfully it was walled off from the rest of the basement, which now had quite a few people living in it as well. He'd have to figure out something to deal with that, but it could wait until later. Right now he had to start making more of those protective amulets, along with some of the other magical protections and other devices he'd been providing to his people. 
 
    At least he didn't have to worry about the bookkeeping anymore! 
 
    Cali came down about twenty minutes later with a large tray of food and a pitcher of water for him to drink. 
 
    "Thanks! I'm famished!" He told her as she set the tray down and smiled a little shyly at him. 
 
    "You're very welcome, Master Sean." 
 
    Sean again rolled his eyes at the 'Master' bit, but he was too hungry, and too busy eating to bother trying to correct her. He hadn't even realized that she'd sat on the edge of one of the tables in his workshop and was watching him, until he'd finished eating. 
 
    "Do you mind if I watch you work?" Cali asked in that soft melodic voice of hers. 
 
    Sean looked at her perched on the edge of the table, the t-shirt was stretched a bit tighter across her chest than before, he noticed, leaving nothing to the imagination.  
 
    "As long as you don't mind me getting naked," he told her. 
 
    "Naked?" Cali asked, looking at him with her head cocked slightly to the side. 
 
    "The technique I use has a tendency to set things on fire that are close to me and that includes my clothes." 
 
    "Oh," Cali said, and then blushed a little, which caused her facial features to darken. "Should I take off my clothing as well?" 
 
    Sean shook his head no. While he was just a tad bit tempted to say yes, he had seen her naked when they'd rescued her and the others yesterday. If she got naked now, he suspected he wouldn't be able to concentrate on his work, assuming that he even bothered doing it. 
 
    "That reminds me, don't come within three feet of me while I'm working, or you may get burned as well." 
 
    Cali nodded and Sean checked over the arrangement of items to be enchanted one last time, and then checked the spool of silver wire, his magical batteries, and the grounding rod. That done, he stripped naked and sitting down in the chair he nodded at Cali who was none too discreetly checking him out and got to work. 
 
    At this point in his life, the idea of being naked in the room with a beautiful exotic woman such as Cali didn't really bother him anymore. He had work to do, a lot of work. He needed to get back to enchanting that plate, and eventually back to building his machine to do all of the tag and collar enchanting without his having to be there. So while Cali or Deidre were rather lovely and even a bit tempting, with Roxy, Jolene, Daelyn, Peg and Roberta in his life, he wasn't sure he had time for yet another woman. 
 
    And that didn't even begin to take into account the conflict with the members of the council of Vestibulum, which was undoubtedly going to turn into a full-scale war soon. As much as he'd promised the dwarves to avoid starting one, the actions of the Vestibulum after his freeing of the lycans from the council of Ascendants' compound made it clear to Sean that they were a much more ruthless crowd than he had realized. 
 
    Knowing that now, he needed to make sure that the hundred some-odd people he'd just added to his group all had as much magical protection as he could provide them with, while Hunter and Sten, two of his team leads, went shopping for more weapons and body armor. Well, primarily body armor now. They'd at least liberated a lot of weapons along with the people. 
 
    Still, it was a daunting task and Sean didn't envy them in the least. 
 
    Dragging his attention back to what he was doing, lest he have an accident, Sean focused on his work. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ... And Them 
 
      
 
    Morgan looked around the council chambers; the other members were all looking rather somber. But for all of that, the mood was still rather positive. Morgan suspected the only reason they were trying to look so solemn and restrained was because in this day and age one just didn't stand up and cheer after killing your enemies. 
 
    Morgan almost smiled at that, forty years ago, he'd bet they'd be having a party to celebrate. 
 
    "Gentlemen," Morgan said while doing his best to look calm and settled, "I feel congratulations are in order for all of us. While the raid on the Ascendants required us to do the sort of things that we are all very hesitant to do, we rose up as men, as the sons of our fathers, as the rightful heirs to the power that our forbearers secured for us, and we did what men do. We removed one of our most difficult opponents from our city, insuring once again our supremacy. 
 
    "At this time, the only council that even comes close to us in power, is the council of Sapientia, and as they have not been building up their forces, but instead have chosen to decrease them in light of the threats being made by the new leader of the lycans, we are now, more than ever, in an unquestionable position of power and authority." 
 
    Morgan paused as the other members smiled and nodded their heads in agreement. 
 
    "So, buoyed by this unqualified success, I think it is time for us to begin planning for the neutralization and removal of this new annoyance that has come to light.  
 
    "I'm speaking of course of the young Sean Valens. While he hasn't done anything against us yet, I think it's a fair assumption that he will come after us next?" 
 
    Morgan looked at the men at the table in turn as they all nodded. 
 
    "Good, I see that we're all in agreement," Morgan noticed that Jeffries had lifted his hand off of the table and now had a finger raised in question. 
 
    "Yes, Jeffries?" 
 
    "Considering the time and effort we put into framing the lycans for the pruning of the local Ascendants, wouldn't we be better served by waiting for that affair to play out, before launching our own assault?" 
 
    Morgan gave a small shake of his head, "Everyone now knows how deadly and dangerous the lycan threat is. That we need to cull their numbers once more and get them firmly back under our control. As the leaders of the magical community, I'm sure they'll expect us to take the lead." 
 
    Jeffries nodded, "I'm willing to concede that, Morgan, however I think you and the others may wish to consider this: We know that they are currently well armed and have high morale after their latest success. I submit that if say the national organization for the Ascendants was to be made aware of the attack, they would surely send people here to respond." 
 
    "I'm not sure I follow your suggestion," Morgan said frowning slightly. "I can't say that I like the idea of more Ascendants showing up in our city after we just reduced their numbers." 
 
    Jeffries nodded, "Yes, I understand. However, consider this: whoever engages the lycans first is going to have the most difficult battle and lose the most resources and people. Especially in the counterattacks that will undoubtedly follow.  
 
    "Now myself, I'd rather see someone else suffer those losses. Then we can simply clean up the remaining survivors on both sides, with far less risk to our own people, while reducing the numbers of the Ascendants even further." 
 
    Morgan leaned back in his chair as several of the council members nodded slowly in agreement, as they considered Jeffries' words. Morgan had to admit that Jeffries' plan made sense. He also realized that perhaps it was time for him to start keeping a closer eye on Jeffries. Someone capable of such ideas may also be capable of challenging him. 
 
    "I like it," Morgan said nodding and smiling at Jeffries. "However, how do we ensure that the national leadership discovers what happened, and responds?" 
 
    Jeffries smiled then and gave the rest of them a look of feigned innocence, "Well, I may have accidentally let it slip, when I was talking to my mother-in-law last night." 
 
    "Your mother-in-law?" 
 
    Jeffries snorted, "The woman has a tongue that will not stop flapping and anything she knows, the whole magical community in Queens knows within minutes. Trust me, if they're not talking about it in their national conclave by now, I'll resign my spot and go back to teaching children." 
 
    Jeffries looked around the room, "And you all know just how much I hate teaching children." 
 
    Morgan had to laugh, and the rest of the men at the table joined him. 
 
    "Okay, well in that case, I'd say we don't need to strike immediately, however we do need to start planning our campaign, and we need to be on the lookout for whoever they send. Our people are going to expect us to do something, and so we want to be seen doing just that. Also, if the opportunity arises for a decisive attack, we will take it." 
 
    "I have a question," Nick, at the far end of the table spoke up. 
 
    "Yes, Nick?" 
 
    "Does anyone even know where this kid is? As far as I've been able to tell, he's been constantly changing his location, moving from place to place." 
 
    "That may have been the case before, but our young friend has made a small mistake." 
 
    "And that mistake is?" Nick asked. 
 
    "He bought a building in Sparks. It was brought to my attention by one of the non-aligned local mages who is concerned that he may end up losing some of his better prostitutes. I'm not sure just how he learned about it, but a simple search of the city's titles and deeds found our young foe." 
 
    "So just how do we make sure that whoever the Ascendants send, assuming that they do of course, find out?" 
 
    "Leave that to me," Jerry, who sat on Morgan's left, spoke up, "I'll have my sources keeping an eye out for them; I'll make sure that they get the address, one way or the other." Jerry turned to look at Morgan, "With your permission of course." 
 
    Morgan nodded to Jerry, "Yes, take care of it." 
 
    Looking back at the others Morgan got back on track with his meeting. 
 
    "I want to thank Nick and Mike for their work at the compound. Their lycans performed very well in dealing with the situation." 
 
    "Thank you," Nick said. 
 
    "Yes, thank you," Mike agreed, "Though in all fairness, I think our handlers deserve most of the credit. They trained our wolves extremely well, and were quick to deal with any issues." 
 
    "Yes," Nick agreed, "they did a fantastic job, and Mike and I have made sure to personally reward all of them." 
 
    Morgan nodded, "How many did we lose?" 
 
    "Only three," Mike said. "However, the house to house exercise did not go off as well as we would have liked." 
 
    Morgan noticed that several of the men at the table winced at that. Nick and Mike had been assigned to the attack on the Ascendant's compound, as that was where they had expected to have the most difficulty, as both men were in charge of the council's lycan forces. 
 
    So the attacks on the homes of those members who didn't live at the compound, which was most of them, had been divided among six of the other members. 
 
    Morgan sighed, "None of us expected that Valens' people would be going to the homes with lycans in them, to free them as well. At least we didn't lose any of you to them, even if we did lose two of our more junior members. I'll expect everyone to show up at their services tomorrow, we need to pay those young men our respect, they died in our service." 
 
    "Yes, Morgan," everyone responded with a nod. 
 
    Morgan gave another nod and then moved on to other business. He'd lecture them later about always being prepared for the unexpected; the loss of those two young men really was inexcusable. But now, after the success of their first council action in what had apparently been several decades, Morgan wasn't about to criticize anyone.  
 
    He'd wait until after the two dead men were in the ground, then he'd do it privately, discreetly, with just those who needed to hear it. By then he figured they'd be looking for the absolution of being taken to task for their failure. 
 
      
 
    "So, now what?" Al Summers, Morgan's right hand man asked, as both he and Jerry Whyte, Morgan's left hand man, sat down on the couch in his office. Morgan wasn't sure how the other councils did it, but in Vestibulum, your intelligence leader sat on your left, and your military leader sat on your right. 
 
    "We go right on with planning our attack," Morgan said, dropping into the overstuffed chair on the other side of the small coffee table. "I don't doubt that the Ascendants will send someone, I just don't expect them to succeed much." 
 
    "You know, we may want to stop them, preemptively," Al said, surprising him. 
 
    "Why?" Morgan asked. 
 
    "Yeah, Al," Jerry said. "Why? Jeffries had a good point there." 
 
    "Because we know where Valens is. If they strike, the kid's going to move on us. Then we have to find out just where the hell he's gone. Again." 
 
    Morgan nodded, "A fair point. However, how long will it be, before we're able to strike?" 
 
    "I could strike tomorrow," Al told him. "However, unless we take out Valens, there's not really much of a point. He's the key. We need to kill him. With him gone, the whole thing will start to fall apart. Once he's gone, we can deal with the rest of them at our leisure." 
 
    Morgan looked over at Jerry, "How long do you think it will take you to find him?" 
 
    Jerry shrugged, "With as many people as he has with him now? A couple of weeks at most. He's getting too big to simply go and hide in some hole somewhere. I've got a few people driving by that building once a day, to see if they can identify anybody. We know about Troy's niece, she's definitely with him, as well as that lycan sheriff's daughter. But, get this; apparently one of Sam Wilston's daughters is with him now too!" 
 
    "Really?" Al looked surprised. 
 
    "Well, I guess that explains why he went after Gradatim first," Morgan chuckled, "kid's thinking with his balls." 
 
    "Could be, I heard a rumor that she's a lycan now too. Apparently her older sister has thrown her out of the family and her new hubby, the council head, threw her out of the council as well." 
 
    "Interesting. What about the Sorceress Guild?" 
 
    Jerry shook his head, "The kid has ties there, what exactly, I don't know. After the failed attack by Harkins, which only failed because the kid was actually hiding out there at the time, he gave them a bunch of those silver amulets and then split." 
 
    "A bunch?" Al asked. 
 
    Jerry frowned, "Yeah, a bunch. Some how the kid acquired a decent stock of the things." 
 
    "You don't think he's making them himself?" 
 
    "How could he? He's been practicing magic for what, two months? I talked to Gus Hampton up in Incline Village about them. He's still pretty shocked that such a thing could even be made, from what I gather he's still trying to get his hands on one.  
 
    "Anyway, he told me that a thing like that would take months to make and a lot of experience. He doesn't see how one man, much less one inexperienced and very young man, could be cranking these things out in the numbers people are claiming." 
 
    "So, are people lying about it then?" Morgan asked. 
 
    Jerry shrugged, "I have no idea. We know they work, we've heard too much about it from other reliable sources to believe otherwise. However I find the claims of there being thousands of these things out there to be questionable. More than likely, he's got a couple dozen, maybe a hundred at most, and he just moves them around to make people think he's got more." 
 
    "Yeah," Al said, "but even if that's true, it still leaves the question of just where did he get them from?" 
 
    "My best guess is that either his father had made more of them before he died than we realized, or that his father hired someone else to make them before he died. Think about it, twelve or so years, two or three a year? That gives us anywhere from eighteen to forty of the things." 
 
    "Less," Morgan said, "Sawyer's sold at least a half-dozen from what I've heard." 
 
    "I don't know," Al said shaking his head. "If he's only got a handful, he wouldn't be selling them." 
 
    "Obviously he needs money," Morgan pointed out. "But we're getting off the subject. What's your plan for getting rid of the kid, Al?" 
 
    "I've already started on it. I've got a couple of my men in the area. They're going to follow anyone they recognize, discreetly of course. We think the kid's been riding in the back of a van, which is why we never see him leave that building.  
 
    "Once we track him to someplace away from the building and his forces there, I've got a strike team primed to go take him and everyone with him out." 
 
    "A strike team?" Morgan said, looking surprised. 
 
    "Yup. Machine guns, hand grenades, explosives, the whole kit. I'm not taking any chances on this. They're to kill him or die trying. No excuses." 
 
    "I don't know, Al," Jerry said. "That kind of action will bring the police in big time. We saw what happened after the attack on the mall by the Lithuanians." 
 
    "Hey, fortune favors the bold, Jerry. Besides, once the kid's dead, who cares? Let them crack down all they want. Without Valens to lead them, we won't have anything to fear anymore. I say it's worth the risk." 
 
    Morgan sat back in his chair and steepling his fingers before him he thought about it. Al's point was valid, without Valens driving this, without his magical medallions that protected lycans from the effects of silver, the entire revolt would collapse. 
 
    "Al's right," Morgan said looking up at the other two. "We go with that. As for the Ascendants? Let's wait and see what they do, but if the opportunity presents itself, I want you to take it, Al." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Logistics 
 
      
 
    "Damn, what a mess," Roxy sighed looking at the crowded accommodations on the second floor. 
 
    "You got that right," Daelyn agreed. "Obviously none of us thought this through." 
 
    Roxy snorted, "You'd think after the first time just one of us would have said 'hey, where are we going to put all of those people?'" 
 
    Daelyn laughed, "Well, we got what, sixty or so from the first raid? I don't think any of use expected twice that at the Ascendants' place." 
 
    "We need another building, maybe two," Roxy paused a moment and thought about that. "Yeah, at least two, because I'm sure we'll end up with twice this after we deal with the next group." 
 
    "Should we go talk to Sean?" 
 
    Roxy shook her head, "He's up to his eyes in making magic items. We can talk to him about it later, maybe tonight. But there is one thing I think you should deal with right now." 
 
    Daelyn looked at Roxy suspiciously, "Me? What do I need to do?" 
 
    "Go buy us three or four more vans," Roxy smiled, "I don't trust anyone else here to get a decent deal on one, much less three of them. We're going to need a way to move everyone around, and right now we've got what? Two vans and your car? And one of those vans is now full of equipment for the detailing business." 
 
    "Yeah, you got that right. What are you going to do?" 
 
    "See about setting up a schedule to feed everybody. That dinning room we have seats what, thirty? And we've got more than five times that many," Roxy sighed, "I think I'm going to have Oak double the size of the security patrols, just to keep the number of people sleeping in any one room below a dozen." 
 
    Daelyn laughed, "Good luck with that!" 
 
    "Take a couple of guys with you to drive the vans back. We don't need anything fancy, just dependable and roomy." 
 
    "Maybe I should buy a bus?" 
 
    "If someone here has a license to drive one, yeah, maybe you should," Roxy said looking at Daelyn thoughtfully. "If not, maybe we need to get some of the guys here licensed for it." 
 
    "Okay, I'll go grab some cash and snag three of the guys. I should be back by dinner." 
 
    "Thanks, Dae," Roxy smiled and gave her a hug, surprised that Daelyn returned it. Daelyn was finally starting to accept the affections of her sister wives, Roxy would have to thank Jolene for that. 
 
    As Daelyn left, Roxy squared her shoulders and went off to talk to the cooking staff, to find out just what they needed, and what their ideas were on dealing with feeding so many people. No doubt they'd be going food shopping a lot more now. Yet another reason for the extra vans. 
 
      
 
    Daelyn smiled as she pulled her 'cuda out of the back of Steve's repair shop. She'd been keeping it in the back under a nice cover she'd bought, to protect it from both the elements and any prying eyes. She had grabbed three of the wolves from Sten's group, Tomas, Richard, and Henry. They all knew how to drive, had driver's licenses, as well as concealed carry licenses, and they didn't get motion sick when she was driving.  
 
    Honestly, the only one who really appreciated her driving was Roxy; then again, she'd seen Roxy running in full cheetah form. Being as she was a lycan, and not a 'normal' cheetah, she was even faster than one. Daelyn had clocked her at eighty while following her in this very car. Yeah, sure, they had their occasional moments of disagreement; when it came to Sean sometimes Roxy got a little over protective and got on his case about some of the risks he took. 
 
    Daelyn didn't mind that, Sean needed a good slap upside the head every so often; they were all agreed on that! Roxy's problem was she just didn't know when to let it go. Even Jolene, who it was obvious that Roxy had some pretty deep feelings for, had trouble talking sense into Roxy some times. 
 
    Daelyn was only now starting to realize that Roxy had feelings for her too, her speed at asking Daelyn for her help, and then that hug she got, was beginning to make that rather clear. She just wasn't quite sure how she felt about that yet, but after the last couple of months living as a family and sharing a husband, it didn't bother her as much as she might have once thought. 
 
    Turning down Virginia, she headed off for the used car lots. Hopefully she'd be able to use some of the business connections they were now developing among the car dealers due to their detailing business to get some better deals. With all the wolves they had now, maybe she should talk to Oak and Sean's friend Alex about a few more detailing vans for the business. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Ah, Joseph, I'm glad you could make it!" Arthur Troy said standing up and shaking hands with Joseph Harrison, the leader of the local Council of Eruditio. If ever there was a man who looked like a wizard, Arthur reflected that it was Joseph, with his long white hair, and long white beard. While Arthur's own hair was mostly white these days, he wore his much shorter, and limited himself to a simple goatee, looking more like an executive, than a magic user. 
 
    "Well, you said it was important, Arthur, so I hardly could stay away. Who is the attractive young lady?" 
 
    "Allow me to introduce you to my niece, Jolene Valens," Arthur said with a smile. 
 
    Jolene shook hands with Joseph who smiled politely at her and then looked back at Arthur.  
 
    "The fact that your niece is here, undoubtedly representing the interests of Sean Valens, leads me to believe that what we've been hearing of last night's events are not the whole truth?" 
 
    Arthur nodded and gestured to Joseph's seat as he sat down himself, Joseph and Jolene taking their seats as well. 
 
    "Sean's people approached me and the Council of Sapientia, to perform the rituals of silence, so as to keep the rest of the world unawares of what transpired. As far as we could observe, what loss of life took place during his attack, was limited solely to the lycans. None of the council members or other members of the Ascendants were harmed." 
 
    "Yet, they are all now dead," Joseph observed. "How did that come to pass?" 
 
    Jolene spoke up, "The council of Vestibulum attacked the compound while their members were still recovering from the effects of our attack. They went in and killed everyone. They also sent teams out to the homes of the other Ascendant members, killing them as well." 
 
    Joseph looked at Jolene in obvious concern, "And you can prove this?" 
 
    "We've given our permission to the members of the Council of Sapientia, who were there to perform the ritual on our behalf, permission to speak about everything that happened after our people left the scene, as well as what the condition of the compound was when we left it," Jolene replied, looking rather solemn. 
 
    "Does anyone at the Vestibulum know about this?" Joseph asked Arthur. 
 
    Arthur shook his head, "They didn't know that we were there, they made no agreements with us. While we will honor our agreements with the lycan fellowship and not speak of how their engagement proceeded, we had no such agreement with Morgan or anyone from the Vestibulum council." 
 
    Joseph nodded and turned back to Jolene, "How do you know about the attacks on the homes of those who were not at the compound?" 
 
    "We had teams going to each of the homes where we knew there were lycan slaves, in order to free them while their owners slept. At several of those homes we arrived at the same time as the Vestibulum teams. We ran them off, incidentally saving the lives of those Ascendants inside. When we got to the homes of those the Vesti's got to first, we found everyone dead, and they'd removed the bodies of the lycans living there. 
 
    "It is an obvious attempt to set us up to take the blame for their mass murder," Jolene said with a scowl. 
 
    Joseph nodded slowly, "One last question. Why did you go to Sapientia for the ritual, instead of coming to us?" 
 
    Jolene smiled, "Because as the keepers of the traditions, it's historically their role. Asking my uncle for his help shows that we're not presuming on friendships, but instead trying to follow the established traditions." 
 
    Joseph nodded and turned to Arthur, "Who else knows?" 
 
    "I haven't notified anyone else in Reno, so far," Arthur admitted. "However, word is spreading throughout the other Sapientia covens. I don't know if this is just the old conflict between the Vestibulum and the Ascendants re-igniting everywhere, or just Morgan using this old hatred as a weapon to incite a greater war against the lycans here in Reno, and perhaps elsewhere." 
 
    Joseph nodded slowly, considering it. 
 
    "Well," Joseph said after a minute of consideration, "we always suspected that Morgan murdered Royce, in order to take over the local council. A man capable of this kind of attack, in this day and age, would of course have had no problems with killing any of his own people who were standing in his way.  
 
    "I would like an official writ from your council, stating what they witnessed. I will then spread the word to the other covens in Eruditio. If you wish, I could also arrange for it to be leaked to the Gradatim and Ascendance covens. Discreetly of course." 
 
    Arthur nodded, smiling grimly, and pulling a scroll out of the briefcase he'd brought with him, he passed it across the table to Joseph. 
 
    "I anticipated your request, so I took the time to draft a writ this morning. I have others as well, should any of the surviving members of the local Ascendants request one, as well as one for Gradatim.  
 
    "However, I am concerned about this, Joseph. What will the other Ascendants' covens in the rest of the country do, on hearing about this?" 
 
    "They'll seek revenge, no doubt." 
 
    "Exactly, but will they come here to seek it? Or seek it where they live?" 
 
    "Oh, I see your point," Joseph grimaced, "if they come here, it could get quite, well, messy I guess would best describe it." 
 
    "Joseph," Jolene spoke up again, "I think it behooves all of us if you and my uncle take the time to convince the others to not let this get 'messy.'" 
 
    "Well, there is really only so much that we can do, Jolene. Your Sean may have to bide his time when it comes to the Vestibulum." 
 
    Jolene snorted, "After what they did last night, I think it's safe to say that Sean has no interest in cutting them any slack, or bidding his time, anymore. We're not the ones whose actions are going to break the silence, and please understand this: if we have to break it to defend ourselves and our people, we will. It's not like we ever agreed to it. We're only willing to follow the established traditions, as long as we're granted the same courtesies." 
 
    Arthur looked at his niece a little surprised by that declaration, "You agreed to it by being a member of our house." 
 
    Jolene turned and looked back at him, "I'm only in the house at this point because everyone thought I was dead, so they didn't take the time to throw me out of it, you know that, Uncle. If I have to pick sides, well I'm going to side with my husband and my family.  
 
    "And as for the whole 'ritual of silence' and the 'tradition of silence,' well," she looked at the both of them and her voice got a little heated, "if you all think it's so important, you need to get the lycans to agree to it, and they're not going to do that if they're not free. Right now the biggest threat to that silence isn't Sean, and it isn't the lycans. It's the Vesti's." 
 
    Jolene got up, "Now, I'm sorry to be rude, but I think it would be best for me to go." 
 
    Arthur and Joseph watched as Jolene left the room, two rather large men getting up and escorting her out. 
 
    "Very spirited niece you have there," Joseph said with a smile. 
 
    Arthur agreed, "Now you know why she's my favorite. She's right however." 
 
    Joseph nodded, "Yes, she is, and any attempt to try and rein in Sean or his lycans is most likely going to fail. Not that I'm all that willing to try, all things considered. Morgan really has put all of us in a lot more danger than I think even he realizes." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure he realizes it," Arthur sighed. "I suspect he believes that we'll all side with him, when push comes to shove, in order to maintain the infamous 'status quo' that the Vestibulum believe in so strongly, to help him keep the mundanes ignorant of our existence." 
 
    "Then the man is a fool and an idiot," Joseph said, shaking his head. "Up until now, the lions have never taken a hand in things. Now that one has, well, you can be sure that they all will. That famous 'status quo' of theirs is about to be broken." 
 
    Arthur frowned at Joseph, "What does a lion getting involved have to do with it? And why would the others become involved as well? Seriously, Joseph, I'm aware that they have special significance to the other lycans, but beyond that," Arthur spread his hands in a questioning gesture, "I don't see what all of the fuss is about. Which leads me to asking this: what do you know about them?" 
 
    Joseph shook his head, "Not nearly enough, and most of that is myth, or things other lycans have told us. They are the gods of the lycans, and their numbers are supposedly limited. Normally, they do not get involved in politics or magical power struggles for all that they are viewed as leaders. Sean has broken all of those rules." 
 
    "But he wasn't born one, he was bit and infected," Arthur pointed out. 
 
    "According to my sources, that doesn't matter. Most who are bit by a lion die, those who survive become one in all manner and ways. Some believe it has to do with lions being the first." 
 
    "The first?" 
 
    "The first of the shapeshifters. Legend says that the lions were the first, and that they created all of the other races of lycans." 
 
    Arthur gave a snort of disbelief, "Really, Joseph?" 
 
    "Did you know that a lion can impregnate any women of any race? Whomever they wish? That their offspring can be either the same race as the mother, or a lion?" 
 
    "I thought that was a myth?" 
 
    Joseph shook his head and chuckled, "No, I have talked to one young lady in the Sorceress Guild who experienced it. It's something that no other lycan is capable of, and there are other rumors surrounding lions as well. Everything from being able to grant or withhold a lycan's ability to shift; to their not being bound by the laws of magic or physics." 
 
    Arthur considered that a moment, "Well, that would explain why the others all believe that they're gods I guess, if they've got abilities that the others don't. But bending the laws of magic? Or physics?" Arthur shook his head, "I find that difficult to give any serious credence to." 
 
    "And yet our Mr. Valens is able to create magic items at a pace that no one else has ever witnessed before?" Joseph asked, raising an eyebrow. "Doesn't that concern you, Arthur?" 
 
    Arthur frowned, "How do you know about that?" 
 
    "Ah, so you admit it's true!" Joseph grinned, "We had assumed it based on the number of items that appear to be flowing out of the young man's workshop and into the hands of our local goblin fence." 
 
    Arthur sighed and smiled a little wanly at being caught out. Joseph looked so kindly most of the time that it was easy to forget just how shrewd of a man he really was. 
 
    "Yes, when I met with him to discuss the matter of our lycans, he dumped a bag of those amulets that protect them from silver onto the table. I daresay he's produced hundreds, if not thousands, of them by now." 
 
    Joseph nodded, "Exactly, and if that isn't enough to make you wonder about lions and their perceived abilities, consider this: It's believed that what one lion knows, sooner or later they all know." 
 
    Arthur sat back in his chair and stewed on that for a moment. 
 
    "If that's true, then even if someone does manage to kill Sean, it just means another will start producing those amulets, doesn't it?" 
 
    Joseph smiled and gave a slight nod, "That is our supposition." 
 
    "I think I'm going to be spending the rest of today in conference with the other covens of Sapientia," Arthur said thinking about just what that meant, along with what he'd witnessed the night before. Battle lines were most definitely being drawn, sooner or later the Vestibulum was going to fall and with the proper guidance, Sapientia would once again rise to prominence. Something he'd always hoped to see within his lifetime. 
 
    And, he almost had to smile as he considered it, the price to Sapientia would be very low, all that they had to do would be to grant Sean and the rest of the lycans what they wanted, their freedom. The lycans would bear the brunt of the costs in this conflict, and when the time was right, all Arthur had to do would be to get his compatriots to declare that the rules had changed. He frowned a moment then, they'd have to work to make sure that Morgan and his lot didn't force the lycans to break the silence, that would no doubt cause some issues. 
 
    "Problems?" Joseph asked as he saw Arthur frown. 
 
    "I suspect that keeping the silence is going to become a very difficult task over the next few months. I may even ask for Eruditio's help." Arthur looked at his watch and stood, "I really need to consult with the others, and my counterparts in the other cities. Thank you Joseph for coming, and please do make sure that word of Morgan's actions are spread to those that need to hear them." 
 
    Joseph nodded and standing up, shook hands with Arthur. Joseph had a fairly good idea of what had been going through Arthur's mind while the man had considered his words, but he was okay with that. Sapientia had ruled the other councils with a much lighter hand than the Vestibulum had been using. Because the Vestibulum with their philosophy of restricting change were now living in the past. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thievery Corporation 
 
      
 
    "You know," Sheila said in a very soft voice, "Sean isn't going to be very happy with us, if he finds out about what we're doing." 
 
    Peg smiled, "Well, I'll be sure not to tell him. Now, how about helping me with this window?" 
 
    Grumbling, Sheila pulled out a thin piece of metal and started working it between the thin gap in the window frame against the lock. 
 
    "Why me?" she asked. 
 
    "Because you're a fox, and foxes are sneaky," Peg said with a grin. "Plus I know just exactly what all of the training you went through involved. My dad just wasn't buying a sex toy; he was buying a hidden spy he could unleash on the other members of the council." 
 
    Sheila gave a little unconscious shiver, "Ugh, the idea of sleeping with all of those creepy old men on the council wasn't an appealing one, believe me," Sheila made a deft motion with her wrist, then withdrew the piece of metal she'd used to unlock the window and stuck it back into a pouch velcro'd to her thigh. 
 
    "Especially that Charles guy. I don't think I would have survived that encounter," and with that she slid the window open carefully, and the two of them, both clad in skintight black one-piece outfits, slipped into the house. 
 
    "What did you think of my father?" Peg asked, curious. 
 
    "I hated him," Sheila growled softly. "I was just a thing to him. You were the first mage to ever treat me like a person."  
 
    Peg almost jumped when Sheila turned and gave her a quick hug. Peg had learned from watching Sheila with her father that the fox was a master of faking her feelings towards people. Until she actually turned the real thing on you, you only thought you were experiencing the fox's true feelings.  
 
    But once Sheila and Peg had connected, that one night after her father had been particularly hard on Sheila, Peg could tell after that whenever Sheila was faking it. The whole scared and submissive young girl act was just that, an act. Sheila was actually a very confident and sure young woman.  
 
    Except around Sean. Peg had noticed that when Sheila was with him, she was exactly what she acted like. 
 
    "What about Sean?" Peg asked softly as they split up to quickly search the room they had entered. While this room wasn't their target, they were here, so they might as well see what it held.  
 
    "He scares me, just a little," Sheila admitted in a low voice. 
 
    Peg snorted, "With the way you play up to him? Why?" 
 
    "He's a lion. Hell, you married him; you know what he's like. You shouldn't even have to ask." 
 
    "I didn't exactly marry him," Peg giggled. 
 
    Sheila snorted, "You're his now, love. Don't think he won't enforce it, either. Lions are like that. They do what they do, and you don't ever go against one. They got the devil's own temper when they're having a snit." 
 
    Peg snorted as they finished checking the room and went to the door that led out into the hallway. Using a mirror they both peeked under the door. It was dark in the hallway, but then it was well after two in the morning. Everyone was asleep. 
 
    "He's just a young man, hardly more than a boy!" Peg smiled then a little shyly, "Though you're right about the 'being his' part. He's so single minded when he's focused on you. But still, he's sweet! I have no idea what you're so afraid of." 
 
    "What I'm afraid of," Sheila said, opening the door a crack and then carefully examining the hallway for any sort of security. "Is him finding out what you know and ordering me out to do the kinds of things that your father bought me for." 
 
    Peg snorted again, "He'd never do that." 
 
    "To you, no. You're his wife. To me?" Sheila turned and looked Peg in the eyes a moment. "I grew up in a monarchy. I've seen the history of kings and queens, the ruthlessness to get their way, to survive. Lions, love, they're our kings. Sure, we didn't elect 'em, but no one ever elects their king. Sean's still a young one; he's still finding his way. Us foxes, we're not exactly all that keen on being subjects, unlike say the wolves. But that's what I'll become, if I stay." 
 
    "Why are you still here then?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Because I care about you, love." Sheila said bluntly, making Peg blush. "Though now that you've hooked up with his majesty, perhaps I don't need to worry so much anymore." 
 
    Peg put her arms around Sheila and hugged her, kissing her.  
 
    "Sheila, I promise that if there's ever a problem, between you and Sean, I'll step in the middle of it, okay?" 
 
    Sheila smiled and gave Peg a kiss back, "Thanks, love. I already owe you more than I can say." 
 
    "You saved my life, we're even." 
 
    Sheila blushed, surprising Peg. "Time to be quiet. Now, follow me." 
 
    Peg thought about what Sheila had said to her about lions as they carefully, and quietly, made their way down the hallway. The room they wanted was at the other end, and most of the rooms to either side of the hallway they were going down, were occupied.  
 
    Peg had noticed that all of the wolves did in fact treat Sean as if he was their leader, but she figured that was because they did in fact work for him, and had also asked to follow him, after they'd been freed. She'd heard a few rumors about those on the council taking him seriously; for all that he was so young. But again, she figured that was because he was supplying everyone with that protection from silver. 
 
    This was just another one of those lycan things that she was going to have to investigate, now that she was one. At least she and her inner vixen were finally starting to get along. Hopefully she'd even achieve her hybrid form soon. Roxy had been very helpful in coaching her on how to cope with the change. 
 
    Now that she was listening to her advice that is. 
 
    They came to the door then, Sheila moving to the side and allowing Peg to examine it first. While the rest of the house didn't have any sort of magical wards or alarms, both of them suspected that this door would probably have some sort of ward on it. 
 
    Taking her time to inspect it, Peg cast several magical spells on herself that allowed her to see magical auras. The first two revealed nothing, but the third and final one did show her everything that was there.  
 
    Mind spells weren't common among the magic users; they were in fact fairly uncommon. Jolene was the only magic user that Peg knew who not only regularly used mind spells, but who specialized in them. Peg was rather happy that she had some small level of skill there, so she'd gotten Jolene to teach her the spell to view auras from mind type spells just this morning.  
 
    "It's got a ward on it," Peg whispered as she studied the spell. Whoever had cast it, which she suspected was the man inside the room; wasn't all that experienced with this type of work. So it didn't take her very long to figure it out. 
 
    "When we open the door, it will wake him up," Peg said turning to Sheila. "But only him. It won't alert anyone else to the door being opened." 
 
    Nodding, Sheila got out a small black flask and a rag, opening the flask she soaked the rag as both of them wrinkled their noses at the scent. 
 
    "Okay, open it." Sheila said, handing the flask to Peg, who quickly resealed it, and then opened the door. 
 
    Sheila bolted in, using her lycan reflexes to move across the room in a flash as Peg stepped in and closed the door quietly behind her.  
 
    The man in the bed quickly sat up, but before he could say a word, Sheila had the rag over his mouth and nose and held it there, as the man grabbed at her wrist and tried to pull it away. 
 
    A moment later, Sheila lowered him back down onto the bed, unconscious. The woman sleeping next to him never even stirred, it was over so quick. Peg was impressed, she would never have thought of using chloroform, but then like most magic users, her first thoughts were always towards using magic. But she knew using a sleep spell on this mage would never have worked. 
 
    It was truly amazing the things you could learn on the internet these days with the simple use of a google search. 
 
    A moment of applying the cloth to the face of the woman, and then she was out as well. 
 
    "Okay, let's get to it," Sheila said, and as they each pulled out a small black sack, Peg started to loot the room, while Sheila divested the unconscious mage of several fairly potent magical items. 
 
    There were two things that Peg was after. The first were the items that the man was wearing, or had on his desk. She figured she'd let Sean copy them with that strange technique he'd developed. Those would at the very least help her and Jolene improve their magical abilities. 
 
    The second was her mother's focusing necklace. Peg's mother had also been able to use mind magic, unlike Camellia, Peg's sister. So their mother had promised it to Peg, when she was older, but Camellia had refused to give it to her when she kicked her out of the house. 
 
    "So, that's it, huh?" Sheila said coming over and looking at the necklace with its pendant as Peg carefully put it in her bag, and then slung it on her back. 
 
    "Yup. Now, let's get out of here." 
 
    "What is it?"  
 
    "It's was my mother's, she promised me that it would one day be mine. My sister however," Peg nodded towards the bed, "had other ideas after she threw me out of the household and her husband tossed me out of the council." 
 
    Sheila stopped and took a second look at the woman in the bed, suddenly realizing just who it was. 
 
    "Camellia?" 
 
    "Oh come on, you saw the fuss Sorother was making over her. Course she married him, especially now he's the council head. She always was the social climber." 
 
    Sheila gave a little smile, "Well now I don't feel so bad about robbing them." 
 
    Peg rolled her eyes, "Oh please, like you cared before that." 
 
    "Guilty as charged!" Sheila giggled softly, "Now, let's go home." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stuck on the Chain Gang 
 
      
 
    Rufus looked around at the others as they rode in the back of the truck. It was pretty stuffy and dark back here, but at least it was still spring, and they were going through the mountains, so it wasn't too bad. 
 
    "So, any idea what we're supposed to be doing this time?" He asked Clem. 
 
    Clem shook his head and looked at one of the others. 
 
    "Jace, you're supposed to be in charge here. They tell you anything?" 
 
    Jace sighed and shrugged from where he was laying on the floor. The back of these small trucks wasn't very comfortable. You'd think they'd throw down a carpet, or even bolt a couple of chairs to the floor or something. Anything to make it a bit easier on the folks riding back here. But if there was one thing that Jace had learned in his eighteen years as one of the werewolves that was owned by the Sacramento Council of the Ascendants, they really didn't give two shits about their werewolves. Especially not when it came to their comfort. 
 
    You either did the job, or they killed you.  
 
    At least if you did a good job they fed you, and you got laid. Hell, some of the people actually treated them halfway decently.  
 
    But only some. 
 
    Still, he sighed, it beat the alternative. 
 
    "Well, Jace?" Rufus asked again, "They tell you anything?" 
 
    "Apparently there's a bunch of wolves holed up in a building in the middle of town and they killed all of the local chapter in Reno. Now we're off to kill them back." 
 
    Rufus and Clem looked at each other, as the other werewolves in the back of the truck all turned and looked at Jace. 
 
    "Really?"  
 
    "That's what they told me," Jace sighed. 
 
    "Wow," Rufus looked around; you never knew when they were snooping on you, so you always had to be careful about what you said. One wrong word and a painful death was a guarantee. 
 
    "How'd they manage that? I mean, why weren't they killed off?" 
 
    "Best I can figure it; they weren't from our council there. I guess they came from another council or something." 
 
    "Then why are they holed up in a building downtown?" Red, one of the other wolves asked. 
 
    Jace sighed and shrugged, "I don't know. Maybe because they don't want anyone to know who's behind it? They didn't tell me." 
 
    "So, just how are we supposed to do this, if they're in a building in the middle of town?" Clem asked. 
 
    "Beats me," Jace said. "But just a warning, we got silver ammo this time. That means lots of jamming and other issues. So be careful not to kill yourself with it." 
 
    Several of the wolves growled at that. Silver ammunition had to be made by hand, and they couldn't do it, because they couldn't easily handle the silver.  
 
    However the people in the council that did make it, really didn't care all that much if they did a good job or not, because they weren't going to be the ones shooting it. So misfires, jams, stovepipes, all sorts of problems could and did happen. And while touching silver was only uncomfortable, if it got beneath your skin, odds were good that you were a goner.  
 
    And during a firefight, if your gun blew up in your hands and threw shards of silver bullets into your face, or your buddy's face, well that could just ruin your whole day.  
 
    They felt the truck slow down, and then a minute later it came to a stop, only this time they heard the engine shut down. 
 
    "Guess we're here," Red said. 
 
    "Yup, I guess. Let's see how long until they let us out." 
 
      
 
    Allen leaned back in the seat after he turned the truck off and looked over at Stewart in the passenger's seat. 
 
    "Do you think this'll work?" Stewart asked. 
 
    Allen shrugged, "No idea. But Darrell said that Harris had lit a fire under his ass for us to do something, and to do it now. Apparently some folks higher up the food chain took offense at Harkins and his people getting wiped out like that." 
 
    Stewart shook his head, "You'd think they would have told everyone that a lycan revolt was going on, instead of keeping it to themselves." 
 
    "Yup, you'd think. But let's be honest, the council members don't like to look weak to anybody, especially each other." 
 
    Stewart had to agree with that, Harris, their own leader, was famous for trying to keep things in house as well. Then again, the Sacramento chapter had been pretty successful under Harris' leadership, so apparently had the Reno chapter under Harkins up until this point. 
 
    "Well," Allen said undoing his seatbelt and opening the door, "let's get Matt and Stan and see what they got for us." 
 
    "What about the guys in the back?" Stewart asked. 
 
    Allen shrugged, "What about them?" 
 
    "Shouldn't we let them out or something?" 
 
    "Nah, they'll probably just get in trouble if we do. Besides, it's not hot out, so I don't think anyone will complain about us leaving our dogs in the car," Allen joked. 
 
    Stewart snorted, "I just don't want to screw up and have them unable to fight. I've never been out with one of our strike teams before." 
 
    "Just pay attention to what I do, they all know better than to act up when on a mission." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "Because if anyone acts up, we'll put 'em down on the spot. But if they behave themselves, we'll lock a couple of the females in their rooms when we get back home. Now come on, let's see what those two came up with." 
 
    Stewart nodded and followed Allen across the parking lot and inside the restaurant they'd stopped at. They'd picked one with a lot of trucks parked around it, so they wouldn't stand out. He was feeling a bit nervous about this; it was his first time out on a mission. Allen, Matt, and Stan had all done this kind of thing before, and while Stewart wasn't keen on the idea of killing a bunch of people, they really were just a bunch of lycans so it wasn't like anyone would care, they were just animals, not people.  
 
    Well, maybe a little more useful than most animals and honestly some of their females were pretty damn cute.  
 
    Stewart smiled at that, they could be pretty wild in bed too. That was why he was here. His father had told him that if he did a good job on this mission, if he showed he knew how to handle lycans without someone watching over him, then his father would buy him one of those foxes from England that were all the rage now for his twenty-first birthday next week. 
 
    He was looking forward to that more than the BMW he'd gotten for this last one. 
 
    "Matt, Stan," Allen said as he and Stewart sat down at the table to join them. 
 
    "Nice to see you guys are on time," Stan said and motioned to the waitress. "Now at least we can have some food before we set out on all of this." 
 
    "Hey," Allen grinned, "I'm always on time, unlike some people," and he glanced over at Matt who just scowled a bit. 
 
    "So, you got the truck we need?" 
 
    Stan nodded, "Yeah, Matt boosted the rig and the driver." 
 
    "The driver?" Steward asked, looking a little surprised. 
 
    "Well, yeah," Matt said, "we're gonna need for the police to find a driver when all is said and done." 
 
    "What if he talks?"  
 
    Matt snorted, "His talking days are over." Matt noticed Stewart's shocked expression. "Hey, Stew, he was only a human, not a mage like the rest of us. They're not really any better than most of our wolves." 
 
    Stewart swallowed quietly and nodded, while he didn't think that way about the mundanes himself, the pathway to his birthday gift was clear, so he wasn't going to complain.  
 
    Besides which, he felt kind of honored to have been allowed to help out. Allen, Matt, and Stan were all a lot older than him, and carried a lot of weight with the council. If he became a regular member of their team, he knew it'd go a long way towards making his father proud of him. 
 
    "So," Stan picked back up, "I figure we'll make one pass by the place just before the sun sets, let Jace and Rufus get a good look at it, then explain the plan to them. They can then tell the others what they gotta do." 
 
    The others all nodded. 
 
    "So, Stew, excited?" Stan asked him. 
 
    Steward nodded, "Yeah, I am. A little worried about making a mistake, I've never been in a firefight before." 
 
    Stan chuckled, "You won't be this time, it's your first so we're not going to stick you in the middle of it. Keep your wits about ya' and remember to not take any lip from the wolves and you'll be fine." 
 
    "Thanks, Stan." 
 
    "Don't mention it." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Look up 
 
      
 
    Sean blew out his breath and stretching he leaned back in the chair in his basement lab.  
 
    "How many is that, Dae?" he asked her as he let the last of the excess energy bleed off into the batteries. He preferred to keep them about a quarter charged now and hadn't had to bleed off any energy into the grounding rod since he'd built up twenty-four of the batteries. 
 
    "Five hundred tags and five hundred collars. You really need to stop pushing yourself so hard, Sean. You've been at this nearly all day and only took a few short breaks. You keep this up, and you're gonna make a mistake." 
 
    Sean nodded and standing up he stretched some more and started giving Daelyn the eye. He'd been doing this for over six hours now and really did need to work the kinks out. 
 
    "I need to get that plate enchanted," Sean said walking over to Daelyn. 
 
    "Yeah, well as long as you keep doing this instead of working on it, that's not gonna happen, now is it?" Daelyn said smiling up at him as he wrapped his arms around her, and pressed his naked body into hers. 
 
    Yesterday he'd burned up the wooden chair that he'd been sitting in, so clothing was still very much a hazard while doing this. Not that she minded, she enjoyed the view after all. At least Cali had been down here to help put it out before Sean had gotten burned. 
 
    "I know, I know," Sean grinned. "Trust me; Roxy has been getting on my case about it as well. But everyone needs those tags now, even Sawyer is having trouble keeping up with the demand, and he's still charging as much as Marx will let him." 
 
    "Yes, well after your working yourself until you were too tired to do anything more than eat and sleep yesterday, we've decided to put a limit on just how many of those you're going to do at a time." 
 
    "Oh?" Sean said and bending down he kissed Daelyn, enjoying the softness of her lips and the way her body pressed into his as he did. "And just how are you going to enforce it?" he asked after he'd finished kissing her. 
 
    "How do you think?" Daelyn chuckled and ran her hands down and over that nice well-muscled ass of his. "Lot's of kinky sex and good food!" 
 
    "Oh, I like the sound of that!" Sean laughed and let his own hands start exploring. 
 
    "Un-uh. Not down here. Upstairs, in the bedroom! Jo's already there and I'm sure Rox will be there shortly." 
 
    "Where's Peg?" 
 
    "Probably still asleep, if Jo hasn't woken her up yet, that is." 
 
    Sean scowled, "Why's she sleeping this late?" 
 
    Daelyn snorted and pinched Sean's ass, making him yelp a little in surprise. 
 
    "If you hadn't passed out last night at bedtime, you would have known that she and Sheila went out last night to go take care of some 'personal business' of hers." 
 
    "What?" Sean asked rubbing his butt with one hand as he let Daelyn lead him to the stairs. 
 
    "Aren't you going to get dressed first?" Daelyn asked. 
 
    "Why? I'll just have to get naked again!" Sean grinned. "But where'd she go?" 
 
    Daelyn shrugged, "No idea. You know, the wolf girls are all gonna whistle at you." 
 
    "Then we better move fast, hadn't we?" Sean grinned and sweeping Daelyn up into his arms he ran upstairs to their bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Laughing, Sean tossed Daelyn onto the bed, the sounds of the women whistling and hooting at him still echoing from outside of their room.  
 
    "I told you!" Daelyn chuckled. 
 
    "Umm hmm," Sean said as he started in on removing Daelyn's shoes, thankfully she was wearing ones that came off quickly, and she was stripping off her top with a smile as he quickly peeled her out of her pants.  
 
    Jolene came over and started to rub and caress Sean's back as he started to run his own hands as well as his lips over Daelyn's naked body, enjoying the smooth soft flesh with the surprisingly strong muscles underneath. Crawling up onto the bed, he laid on his side, with Daelyn before him, and Jolene behind as he started to kiss Daelyn, while Jolene kissed the back of his neck and started her own explorations along his equally naked body. 
 
    When Sean broke off kissing Daelyn and started to work his way down to that magnificent chest of hers, he could feel Jolene starting to draw off just a little of the essence that she used for her own magic as she continued her way down his back. It wasn't much longer before he could tell that Daelyn was contributing to Jolene's 'feeding' as well. Sean would have to ask Jolene later just what she was doing that her magical reserves were apparently so low, but that could wait.  
 
    Letting one hand dip down to tease at Daelyn's sex, Sean continued to worship her breasts with his lips and tongue, along with teasing nips using his teeth. Meanwhile Daelyn's own hands were equally busy, caressing and stroking his hair with one hand as she reached down to tease him with the other. Jolene's hands were also rather busy down between Sean's legs, as she administered playful little bites of her own to his butt and the backs of his thighs. 
 
    When Sean finally rolled over on top of Daelyn as he moved up to mount her, Jolene's hands guided him in as she started to use her talented fingers on the two of them, along with the skillful application of her own talented mouth. 
 
    Daelyn shivered and Sean groaned as he started to slowly move in and out of Daelyn's heat and lowering his head to hers, he kissed her deeply, his tongue sliding into her mouth to duel with hers as they looked into each other's eyes. Sliding his arms around her, he pulled her closer and breaking their kiss he lowered his lips to her ear and took a moment to tickle her ear with his tongue as Daelyn squirmed and gasped beneath him. 
 
    Breaking off his brief torture of Daelyn's ear, Sean lowered his head to the bed besides hers and panting heavily he began to pick up speed. Daelyn was moaning rather loudly now and was shivering and shaking enough that he had to hold her tight as he thrust harder and deeper, her legs coming up to grab as his hips as she starting to buck her own hips back against him, her fingernails leaving red trails across his sweaty back. All while Jolene continued to tease and torment the two of them with unexpected pleasures, spurring them onward, making both Sean and Daelyn give little surprised gasps as things started to quickly spiral out of control. 
 
    When Sean finally reached his own peak, Daelyn joined him and they both just held each other tightly as they shuddered through their release, taking the time to savor each other as they then caught their breath, enjoying that special moment of sharing the afterglow with someone you love. 
 
    After a couple of minutes, Sean felt a new pair of hands starting to rub along his neck and then run their fingers up through his hair from behind. Giving Daelyn a last kiss, Sean untangled himself from her and slowly rolled onto his back as Roxy came into his arms and started kissing him. Then she shifted to one side and Jolene was there kissing him as well, the two of them switching back and forth taking turns with him and each other.  
 
    Sean all but purred when he felt their hands starting to explore his body and breaking off the kisses, they started to their own little trip down his torso until they came to his sex, which was starting to revive. Using their lips and tongues together, they sped his recovery, and then shifting their bodies around once more, Roxy planted herself firmly over his head, her knees to either side, while Jolene mounted his once again erect shaft and the two of them started to kiss and fondle each other above him.  
 
    Taking the hint, Sean used his own lips on Roxy, his hands reaching up to tease and caress the two of them, as they rode his body. Sean could feel Jolene's draining of their essence increasing and it wasn't long before both of the girls hit their first peak, after which they switched positions and then went right back to loving him as well as each other. When they hit their peaks a second time, they switched again, and then again the third time. 
 
    When Roxy had finally claimed his orgasm, after he'd lost track of how many times they'd switched positions, Sean soon found himself covering Peg from behind while she and Roxy kissed. Sean rode Peg to several rather vocal orgasms before he joined with her, as both Roxy and Jolene teased Peg unrelentingly with their fingers and alternated between kissing him and kissing her. Sean noted dimly that Peg definitely hadn't needed much persuading when it came to accepting the attentions of Jolene or Roxy, but then Peg wasn't exactly the shy type when it came to sex. 
 
    When Sean had finished with Peg, he kissed her warmly and then grabbed Daelyn who was looking a little lost and pulled her back over to him, he put her in the same position in which he'd had Peg. He happily started to make love to her, and giving Jolene and Roxy each a wink, they came over and started in slowly on loving Daelyn as well, though not as salaciously perhaps as they had with Peg, both of them knew that Daelyn was much more reserved than Peg. 
 
     When Daelyn started a bit at their joining in, Sean gave her a love bite on the back of the neck, and wrapped an arm around her tightly, pulling her back against him.  
 
    "Relax, Dae," he whispered, "we all love you. We'll be careful." 
 
    Daelyn relaxed slowly under him as neither of the girls did to Daelyn the kinds of things they'd done to each other or to Peg, but their attentions were being enjoyed perhaps just as much. When Sean finally finished inside her, he had a very pleased and exhausted Daelyn panting sweatily beneath him. 
 
      
 
    Sean took the time to make love to Jolene then, much more languidly than before, after which he made love to Roxy, and finally Peg. When he'd finished with Peg he rolled onto his back, hot, sweaty, and panting. It was late; Sean wasn't sure exactly what time it was, just that it was dark out and they'd come to bed many hours ago. Apparently the girls really had been just more than a little bit annoyed at his falling into such a deep sleep last night. He'd have to be careful not to overwork himself so heavily again. 
 
    Besides, he felt good. After a workout like that, he couldn't feel anything but good. He loved them, considerably, and there was nothing better then holding them close and making love to them and sharing himself with each of them as they'd shared themselves with him. 
 
    "I got you a few things," Peg said as she rolled over and grabbed a bag beside the bed on the floor and set it on his legs. 
 
    Sean didn't miss the fact that it jingled a little bit. 
 
    "What's that?" he asked sitting up. 
 
    "Magic items!" Peg smiled. 
 
    Taking hold of the bag, Sean looked inside. There were several rings, bracelets, and other pieces of jewelry inside. 
 
    "I figured you could use that spell of yours to copy them, and then give Jo and I each a set." 
 
    "Should I ask where you got these?" Sean sighed. 
 
    "Probably not," Peg replied with a smirk. 
 
    Reaching into the bag, Sean pulled out the necklace first. Calling up his enchanter's framework he examined it, eyes getting wide. 
 
    "This is a battery with a shield and healing spells!" 
 
    "Well, you don't think I'd be wasting your time with just garbage, do you?" Peg laughed. 
 
    "Can I see that?" Jolene asked. 
 
    Sean nodded, and tarring it quickly he passed it over to her. The rest of the assortment, and it was quite an assortment, were all equally high level and expensive kinds of items. The two wristbands were multipliers, something he'd heard mentioned in his texts, but had never seen before. He tarred those immediately as well. Anything that improved your ability to cast was a must have item for any magic user; he'd even be able to use them.  
 
    He was pondering one of the earrings in the bag when the whole building shook and there was a sudden loud explosion! 
 
    "What the hell!" Roxy yelled, jumping out of the bed. 
 
    "Dammit, I thought we were done with this shit!" Daelyn swore. 
 
    Leaping out of bed himself, Sean ran for the window to see what was going on outside as the fire alarm went off and the sounds of suppressed gunfire filled the air. 
 
    "Everyone, get dressed, grab your things!" Jolene yelled as Sean looked down into the street below.  
 
    There was a tanker-truck, and it was crashed into the building, and fuel was pouring out of it. There were also over a dozen men now encircling the building with weapons and firing into it.  
 
    As Sean watched one of them lit a flare and threw it over the truck into the pool of quickly expanding gasoline. Stepping back from the window, Sean grabbed his pants and put them on as a loud WOOSH was heard outside and flames were suddenly up past the windows. 
 
    "What's going on out there?" Roxy asked. 
 
    "Someone crashed a fuel truck into the building and just set it on fire. I guess the explosion we felt was them blowing a hole in the building to drive it into. Right now, I think they're planning on shooting anyone who tries to escape." 
 
    Roxy nodded. "Dae, evacuate as many as you can through the tunnel to Steve's place, before the way is blocked by the fire, then seal it behind you. Then take them to the bunker. Jo, help her." 
 
    Roxy then pulled out her phone and started dialing. 
 
    "Who are you calling?" Sean asked as Daelyn and Jolene ran out of the room, half dressed with whatever stuff of theirs they could grab. 
 
    "Claudia first. We may need her helicopters to get out of here. My dad next. This is going to attract the police pretty damn quickly." 
 
    Sean nodded and calling up his combat framework, he strapped on his pistol and shifted into his hybrid form, then ran out of the room and downstairs to find out just what was going on. 
 
    When he got to the ground floor, it was quickly turning into an inferno. Burning gas was pouring into the building and lighting everything on fire as it did. To make matters worse, the sprinkler system was going full bore, so what wasn't on fire was wet and slippery, and steam was starting to mix with the smoke. 
 
    Oak and a dozen other werewolves where doing what they could to try and slow the flow of the burning liquid, but the heat and smoke coming off of the fire was relentlessly driving them back. Meanwhile the people outside were firing into the building, at the defenders. 
 
    "Oak, tell one of the teams on the second floor to return fire!" Sean yelled at him. 
 
    "What about the civilians?" Oak yelled back. 
 
    "Fuck that! Just do it!" 
 
    Sean saw Oak key his radio and give the orders. He noticed that the shields on the wolves being shot were hardening, which meant the attackers where using silver bullets. However, the wolves realized that their shields were now repelling almost everything, so linking up hands they quickly formed a wall in front of the gasoline, slowing it considerably. 
 
    Targeting one of the shooters, Sean hit him with a fireball and smiled when the man suddenly ignited as a human torch. A second man moved to douse the burning man with a fire extinguisher, so Sean lit him up as well, and then pulling out his pistol he started to return fire until he ran out of bullets. 
 
    By now the fire was halfway into the building, and the gasoline was starting to pour into the basement through a hole that had burned through the floor. 
 
    "Oak! How's the evacuation going?" Sean yelled. Between the fire alarm, the flames, and gunfire, and the sounds of sirens outside, he could barely hear himself now. 
 
    "It's blocked now; we got out the women, children, and about half of the men." 
 
    "Pull back!" Sean yelled at the wolves who had been trying to stop the flames advances, just as one of them had his shield collapse and was suddenly overwhelmed by flames as the burning gasoline, no longer held back by anything, rolled forward. 
 
    Screaming, the werewolf ran away from the fire and dropped to the ground rolling around as several others tried to put him out. 
 
    "Everyone upstairs!" Roxy yelled from the foot of the stairway. 
 
    "You heard her! Upstairs!" Sean yelled. 
 
    Two more wolves suddenly went down, from the amount of blood coming out of both of them, Sean could only guess that the gunmen were now concentrating their fire. Sean was able to grab one of them and drag them away from the burning gas, but the other one was quickly engulfed in flames and started to burn to death. 
 
    Casting a heal spell into the one he was dragging, Sean followed the other's up the stairs. 
 
    "I can't believe they'd attack us like this in the middle of town!" Oak said, surprised. 
 
    "So much for their 'code of silence' I guess," Sean growled and looked around. "How long until the helicopters get here?" he asked Roxy. 
 
    "Ten minutes. Can you do anything to buy us more time?" 
 
    Sean shook his head and looked at Peg, who was standing there in her fox hybrid form. Sean would have to congratulate her later on finally achieving it. 
 
    "Any ideas, Peg?" 
 
    "Ice spells, wind spells. Come on!" she said and took off back down the stairs with Sean following. 
 
    Running back down into the stifling heat, Sean started to cast what few ice spells he knew into the center of the fire. 
 
    "Hit the ceiling!" Peg yelled. 
 
    Sean nodded and changed his aim, using up almost all of his remaining mana on cooling off the ceiling. It appeared to be working, in that the ceiling was still holding up. He noticed that Peg was casting some sort of wind or force spell, trying to slow the gasoline still pouring into the building and forcing it back towards the street.  
 
    He also noticed that she was wearing most of the items that had been in the bag.  
 
    "I'm out!" He yelled. 
 
    "Back upstairs!" she yelled back, and Sean turned and followed, taking time to note that the red, black, and white tipped foxtail really did compliment her butt. He shook his head as they circled the staircase and started up for the third floor. Here he was, running for his life, again, and he's taking the time to admire one of his wives' butts.  
 
    Obviously he was getting too used to this, which wasn't a good thing.  
 
    "Go up to the roof, I'll be there shortly!" He told Peg, and then ducked back into the bedroom. He grabbed his laptop, cellphones, shirt, the box of necklaces and tags from earlier today that were sitting there, and tossed them on the bed. 
 
    Grabbing a few more clothes, a couple of boxes of ammo, and anything else that looked important, he added them to the pile, then wrapped them up in the blanket and picking it all up he ran up to the roof. 
 
    Up on the rooftop he could see Hunter's and Oak's men lined up around the roof, shooting down into the street below. Roxy was set up with something that looked like a sniper's rifle, while Sheila was scanning the area with a pair of binoculars looking for targets. Sean was a bit surprised to see Deidre, Cali, and the two twins there as well. They had blankets wrapped around them and were shivering in the cold night air. Then again, Daelyn had said that moving them to the bunker might not be a good idea. 
 
    "They're lycans," Oak called from over where he was returning fire with the others. 
 
    Sean swore, "So the bullets aren't working?"  
 
    "Oh, they're working, we switched to silver," Oak growled nastily. 
 
    "Ha!" Roxy called out, "Headshot! Try to get up from that one, sucker!" 
 
    "I think that was one of their mages," Sheila said, "he's not moving." 
 
    "Great! Let's see if we can find another one!" Roxy laughed. 
 
    "They're pulling out!" Hunter yelled suddenly, and looking over the edge of the roof, Sean could see that they were running off towards what looked like a truck the next block over. 
 
    "Fire department's almost here," Oak said. 
 
    "How far out are Claudia's helicopters?" Sean turned to Roxy. 
 
    Peg was pointing off to the east, "I see them!" 
 
    Sean squinted and looked off the way she was pointing. Sure enough, they were out there, and coming fast. 
 
    "How many we got up here?" Sean asked looking around. 
 
    "Thirty-one." 
 
    "I don't think we're all gonna fit," Sean said looking around. 
 
    "If you all shift back to your human forms, you'll fit," Roxy told him. "Now, everybody!" She yelled, "Clear a space for the first one to land! Then form a line. Load as many as they'll let you!"  
 
    Everyone quickly moved to comply with Roxy's instructions, breaking down the tents and tossing them to the sides. 
 
    "Do you know if Dae and Jo got away?" Sean asked her, as they moved to the side of the roof. 
 
    Roxy nodded, "They're hiding in Steve's place. They're not going to head out until they're sure that there aren't any people watching for them." 
 
    Sean nodded and watched as the first helicopter came in and lightly touched its skids to the roof, blowing all of the tents off of it and down into the streets below. A man in the back opened up the door and started waving people onboard.  
 
    Once it was packed full, he closed the door and they took off, the second one landing as soon as it was clear. 
 
    Shifting back to his human form, Sean joined the others as they climbed into the back of the second one, and then took off. Looking out the window, he could see the fire trucks below had already gotten to work on the fire, and were pouring water into the building, as more fire trucks and police cars raced to the scene. 
 
    "Well, so much for that place," Sean sighed. He could see flames were now coming out of the second story windows on the west side. 
 
    "Any idea who did it?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Take your pick," Roxy growled. 
 
    "I'm betting on the Vesti's," Sean said looking out at the burning building. 
 
    "We don't know that for sure," Roxy said. 
 
    "They're the only ones in town with any lycans left." 
 
    "You're assuming that these folks were local." 
 
    "Too bad we couldn't grab any of them, to make them talk." 
 
    "Excuse me, Sir?" The man who had opened the door was looking at Sean. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "Where do you want us to take you?" 
 
    Sean looked at Roxy who shrugged. 
 
    "Might as well take us back to your base. Wherever that is." 
 
    "Okay, Sir. Will you be wishing to talk to Claudia?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Yeah, sure, that sounds like a good idea." 
 
    Ten minutes later, they landed at a small field that was on the other side of the hills to the east of Reno. This was the first time Sean had seen their actual base of operations, having been picked up just prior to the assault the last time he'd been in one of the helicopters. 
 
    Getting out, they all moved clear of the helicopters as the pilots shut them down. There were several large pole barns on the edge of the small field, which was were Sean suspected they parked the machines when not in use. 
 
    "Sean!"  
 
    Looking up, Sean saw Claudia striding over towards where he was standing with the others, as he tried to decide what their next move was. 
 
    "Claudia," Sean said greeting her. 
 
    "What happened?" 
 
    "We were attacked, they set our building on fire, and tried to kill us," Sean shrugged, "Or as I like to call it, 'Tuesday.'" 
 
    Claudia smiled, "Well, at least your sense of humor is intact." 
 
    "Oh trust me, I'm only being glib because I have no clue as to just who I'm going to murder over all of this," Sean growled. "I saw some of my people burn to death. Trust me when I say that." 
 
    Claudia grimaced, "I better warn everybody that things are heating up. So, what are your plans now? And where is everyone else?" she asked, looking over the small group of people, clearly worried. "I thought you were over a hundred people now?" 
 
    "Most of them got away through one of the tunnels I had the dwarves dig us. Unfortunately we all couldn't go that way," Sean sighed. 
 
    "Where are they now?" 
 
    "Heading someplace safe, and undoubtedly crowded. As for what I'm going to do next?" Sean shook his head, "I don't even know where I'm going to put these folks," Sean gestured to the rest of his people, "much less what I'm going to do once the sun comes up." 
 
    "Well, one thing we've got around here is room," Claudia said. "I can put you up for a few days." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Thanks. Did you get the tags and collars we sent out yesterday?" 
 
    Claudia nodded. 
 
    "I have a few more," Sean hefted the blanket that was being used now as a sack, "to thank you for coming to get us." 
 
    "Oh, you don't need to do that," Claudia said. 
 
    Sean smiled, "I know. But I'm going to do it anyway. Now if you could show us to someplace to bed down for the rest of the night, I'd be grateful." 
 
      
 
    "So, now what?" Silver asked Daelyn as they all waited out of sight in Steve's garage. One of the advantages to having the security contract was that the guards had the keys to the building. 
 
    "How many do we have with us?" 
 
    "One hundred and thirty-four," Jolene sighed, "I counted them twice, to be sure, and we've got what? One van we can use here?" 
 
    "That many? Wow, I had no idea! We have two actually, plus my car. But I don't think Steve will mind if we borrow the shop car we used last time," Daelyn said considering her options. 
 
    "We're going to the bunker, right?" Roy, the leader of what had been beta team three asked. 
 
    Daelyn nodded, "That's the plan." 
 
    "All six of us on my team have been there; we can each lead a group there, in wolf form." 
 
    Jolene snorted, "Don't you think that people will notice a hundred wolves running through town?" 
 
    Roy shook his head, "No, Ma'am. Not if we split up and stagger our leaving from here. It's still dark out, and sunrise isn't for several hours." 
 
    "Several of the women know where it's at as well," Silver piped up. "They could each lead a group to help keep the size of the groups down." 
 
    Daelyn nodded, "Fine. Roy, make it happen. You're in charge. Get them moving out as soon as possible and use your best judgment." 
 
    "Yes, Ma'am!" Roy nodded and trotted off to gather up his team. 
 
    "I better get the women organized," Silver said, and walked off as well. 
 
    Jolene gave Daelyn a hug then, surprising her. 
 
    "What was that for?" Daelyn said, looking at Jolene in surprise. 
 
    "For figuring out what to do! I would have had no idea of how to handle this many people." 
 
    "Um, Daelyn?" one of the wolves came up, looking a little unsure. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "What about those of us on guard duty here at the shop?" 
 
    "Stay, we have an obligation to Steve. I'll have someone come back later with one of the vans and pick you all up. Make sure you tell Steve everything that happened, when he shows up in the morning." 
 
    He nodded, "Okay, thanks!" 
 
    "Now, let's see how many we're left with, and how many trips with the vans we're going to have to make." 
 
    "I'll call Rox," Jolene said, "and let her know how many we've got with us, so they can do a head count." 
 
    "Thanks, Jo. I just wonder what we're going to do when we get to the bunker. That place is full with fifty, and we're bringing almost three times that many." 
 
    "Sean will figure out something," Jolene smiled, "he always does!" 
 
    Daelyn nodded, "Thank the earth and stone for that!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    An Unexpected Turn of Events 
 
      
 
    "What do you want me to do with the bodies?" Jace asked Stewart, who was just standing there, looking stunned. 
 
    "Stewart," Jace said again, a little louder this time, the sound of the sirens starting to echo off the other buildings as the fire trucks drew near, "what do you want me to do with the bodies?" 
 
    "Bu... bodies?" Stewart asked looking up from Allen's body. Allen had been shot in the head; actually he'd been shot in the right eye. Somebody who was a very good shot had taken him out, and he'd been a block away from the actual firefight. 
 
    "Yes, Steward. The bodies. While I am sure that Misters Matt and Stan will wish to take Allen's body home, I doubt they want to take the ten dead from my team back, especially not Clem or Jocko, who both burned to death and now smell rather strongly." 
 
    "Wh... what do you normally do with the bodies?" 
 
    Jace shrugged, "Most of the time we just strip 'em and dump 'em. They don't have any records, so they're just logged as homeless, that is if they're even found. But with the way Clem and Jocko burned to death, I don't know if it's wise for us to leave them to the police. So we probably should bury them somewhere." 
 
    "Where are the others?" Stewart said looking around in obvious shock, "Where did Matt and Stan go?" 
 
    "Matt and Stan ran back to their car and drove off someplace. The rest of my team, living and dead are in the back of the truck, ready to leave. I think we should clean up Mr. Allen, put him back there as well, and leave before the police find us here." 
 
    Stewart suddenly became aware of the sounds of the sirens on the next block over. The wolves must have pulled back as fire department showed up. 
 
    "Ye... yes, let's do that," Stewart nodded, and then watched as Jace grabbed Allen's body by the belt, and dragged it over to the back of the truck and then just tossed it inside, like it was a bag of laundry. 
 
    "Okay, button up guys!" Jace called and walked back over to where Stewart was.  
 
    "How about I drive?" Jace told him, leading Stewart back to the front of the truck and helping him up inside. "You can tell me where to go. Okay?" 
 
    Stewart nodded dumbly as Jace closed the door, and then trotted around to the other side. Climbing up into the driver's seat, Jace started up the truck and putting it in gear, slowly drove off down the street, heading north. 
 
    "What do you suggest?" Stewart asked, the image of the surprised expression locked on Allen's now dead face still fresh in his mind. He'd been standing next to Allen when he'd been hit. It could have been him! 
 
    "I suggest we go north, out of town, find a nice deserted area to dig a deep hole for the bodies, and then after we get rid of them we go home," Jace told him, and thinking that perhaps after they tossed in the dead members of his pack, that perhaps Stewart could join them. Seeing as the others had apparently fled. 
 
    Stewart nodded and swallowed, "That, that sounds like a good idea." 
 
    They spent the next hour driving in complete silence. Jace had to refer to the map a few times, but eventually he found a good spot and pulling off the road he shut the truck down. 
 
    "You can wait here, Mr. Stewart," Jace told him. "Most of the corpses aren't very pretty." 
 
    "Doesn't it bother you?" Stewart asked him. 
 
    Jace shrugged, "I got over it when I was fourteen. For us, it's just a part of life. We don't ask questions, we just do as we're told," 'if we want to keep living,' Jace finished silently to himself. 
 
    Stewart nodded quickly. He really didn't want to look at any of the bodies. He watched as Jace slipped out of the driver's seat, and just before he closed the door, a thought crossed his mind. 
 
    "How old are you, Jace?"  
 
    "Eighteen, I'm the old man of the group now with Clem and Kirk gone," and with that Jace closed the door and walked around the back. As he hadn't locked the rollup door, it was already open and the others were piling out with the two shovels that were always brought along. 
 
    "How's he taking it?" Rufus asked as Red and Beck found a spot off the road and started digging quickly. 
 
    "Eh, he's still in shock," Jace sighed. "Seeing his dad's friend getting his brains blown out appears to have upset him." 
 
    "We hauling the body back?" 
 
    "Umm," Jace eyed the mirror on the side of the truck. Stewart was still staring off into space. "I'm thinking we could fit twelve in that grave as easily as ten." 
 
    Rufus chuckled, and the four who were stacking the dead bodies along side the truck stopped and smiled at him. 
 
    "You know, we kill him, and we've only got a few hours until they pull the plug on us." 
 
    "We're too far away," Jace told him. 
 
    "Did you see the lion that was with them?" Gray, one of the four who had stacked the dead bodies of their pack said. 
 
    Jace looked at him and shook his head, "No, I didn't. Are you sure about that?" 
 
    "Oh yeah, I'm sure. Just as sure as I am that our silver bullets weren't having any effect." 
 
    Jace swore, "Yeah, I'd noticed that as well. Apparently someone's discovered a cure for what ails us." 
 
    "Maybe after we cap the kid, we should go and try and find them?" Rufus said. "Then it won't matter how close we are, they won't be able to pull our plugs and kill us." 
 
    Jace shook his head, "We just burned down their house and killed several of their people. Do you really think they're gonna want to talk to us? They'll probably just shoot us all on sight!" 
 
    "They have to know that we were forced to do it," Rufus said, raising his hands in a shrug. 
 
    "I'm not so sure about that," Jace said shaking his head. "We'd just be a bunch of rogue wolves at that point." 
 
    "You know," Gray said, lowering his voice to a whisper, "Maybe if we brought them a peace offering?" 
 
    All six of them slowly turned and looked at the cab, where Stewart was sitting, oblivious to the world around him. 
 
    Jace smiled slowly, "Now that's the best idea I've heard all week." 
 
    Red came trotting up then, "We got the hole dug, how many are going in it?" 
 
    "Allen and those over there," Jace nodded. 
 
    "Not the kid?" 
 
    Jace snorted, "He's three years older than me, five more than you, he's not a 'kid.' But no, Gray had a better idea. Just make sure he doesn't see you putting Allen's body with the rest." 
 
    Red nodded, "You're the boss!" 
 
    "The rest of you give him a hand, Rufus, come with me. We need to have a little discussion with our Mr. Stewart." 
 
    Rufus smiled, "It'll be my pleasure, Jace." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Back to Square One 
 
      
 
    Sean grumbled to himself and pulled out his cellphone, the one John had tricked for him. It was almost seven, time to make some phone calls. He was sitting at a picnic table out in front of the bunkhouse that Claudia had put his people up in. She had several of them on her property, though why she had them, he could only guess. He'd talk to her later about it. He could feel his lion's uneasiness with the situation. Like it or not, someone was going to have to take the reins, he could see it coming. 
 
    And that someone was going to be him. He'd gotten enough jabs from his lion to know that this was another burden he was going to have to shoulder.  
 
    "Hello?" Steve's voice came over the phone as he picked up. 
 
    "It's Sean." 
 
    "Damn, what happened?" 
 
    "How do you know something happened?" Sean asked, curious. 
 
    "Because you never call someone this early in the morning unless something bad has happened. So, what happened?" 
 
    "We were attacked last night; the building is probably a total ruin at this point." 
 
    "What! Are you alright? What happened to the place?" 
 
    "They drove a gas tanker into it. Set the whole place on fire." Sean sighed, "I don't know yet how many we lost, most of us got out. But they engaged us in a firefight after lighting the place up. We got out as the fire department showed up, but I want you to be aware of the situation when you show up at work." 
 
    "Damn, I thought they didn't want to draw this kind of attention?"  
 
    "Yeah, I thought so too." 
 
    "So what are you going to do now?" 
 
    "Find a new place to live I guess," Sean sighed again. "I'm gonna call my lawyer here in a few. I don't know what's going to happen next, or how any of this is going to be explained. But keep your eyes open." 
 
    "Yeah, sure thing. Thanks for the head's up." 
 
    "Bye, Steve." 
 
    Sean hung up and dialed Chad next. 
 
    "Hello?"  
 
    Sean smiled, it was Max's voice. 
 
    "It's Sean. Wake up sleepyhead and put him on." 
 
    "What makes you think he's here?" Max asked coyly. 
 
    "Because you answered his phone, now wake him up. We got hit last night." 
 
    "What!" Max said loudly, "How bad?" 
 
    "Very." 
 
    Sean heard some grumbling, and then Chad came on the line. "What's so important that you are calling before seven?" 
 
    "Looks like we're at war, warn everybody. We got hit hard last night, the building is probably gone by now, they dumped a couple tons of gasoline into it and lit it all up on fire." 
 
    "Well, damn. There goes my morning," Chad grumbled. "What are you doing for a place to live?" 
 
    "Right now, some of us are holed up at Claudia's. The rest are in that bunker we have. But I'm going to have to start looking for a new place, and soon." 
 
    "Get something remote, so you can set up some defenses in depth. Get some heavy weapons." 
 
    "Where the hell am I going to get those?"  
 
    "Sawyer, where else?" Chad grunted. "Call your father-in-law; let him know what's going on. Do you think the Vesti's did it?" 
 
    Sean snorted, "Who else?" 
 
    "While I admit they're the most likely candidate, don't go off half-cocked on this, Sean. There are other groups out there which might be playing their hand and hoping to misdirect you, just like the Vesti's are trying to do to everyone else." 
 
    "Okay, I'll keep that in mind, but I'm just getting so damn tired of this!" Sean growled. "This is like the fourth time I've been forced out of my home now! I need to start making people pay for this!" 
 
    "Sean, you've been attacking them in their homes as well, you know," Chad pointed out. 
 
    "That's different." 
 
    "How?" 
 
    "I'm freeing our people, and I'm not trying to kill anyone." 
 
    "They see it as you stealing their property, and may I remind you about what happened at Gradatim?" 
 
    "Chad," Sean growled. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "I watched people burn to death last night; this isn't the time for rhetorical games and fancy dialectic. Your job is to get your packs in order, plan our next attack, and get ready for whatever the hell is coming our way next. Right?" 
 
    "Yeah, Yeah. I hear you," Chad grumbled unhappily, "I'll start calling my people and see if anyone knows what's going on while I'm planning the next attack on the Vesti's. I'll see if I can come up with any thoughts on what they might do next, but you may as well tell Claudia to spread the word as well." 
 
    Sean sighed, "She's already doing it. Thanks, Chad." 
 
    "Go deal, I'll be in touch." 
 
    Sean hung up and pulling out his own cellphone he powered that up and called his lawyer. 
 
    "Sean? Why are you calling me this early?" Anthony said. 
 
    "A truck crashed into my building last night. A gas tanker truck. Some of my people died in the fire, the rest of us got out before the fire department showed up. I need you to deal with the police I guess." 
 
    "Have you talked to anyone about this?" Anthony asked carefully. 
 
    "I was too upset over what had happened, and too worried about everyone to stay and talk to the fire department or the police. I took everyone to a place out of town," Sean said carefully. 
 
    "Okay, I'll deal with it. Goodbye." 
 
    "Thanks," Sean said and hung up the phone. Checking to be sure he didn't have any messages, he turned his own phone back off and pulled the battery. While John had tricked the replacement for his phone just like the burner phone he now used to talk to the girls and his friends, he was still warned to use it as little as possible as the number for that phone was known to be his. 
 
    Going back to the burner phone, he made another phone call. 
 
    "Chief Channing," the phone was answered. 
 
    "It's Sean." 
 
    He heard Roxy's father sigh, "How are you managing, Son? Roxy called me when it all started, but other than a text telling me you were all okay, I haven't heard from her." 
 
    "I'm getting by. I know we lost some people last night, but the girls and I are all okay at least." Sean then gave him a quick rundown on what had happened. 
 
    "Damn, that's pretty bad. But if they cleaned up their own bodies before the fire department or police got there, they can just claim it as a simple accident with the truck. So what are you going to do?" 
 
    "Something nasty and over the top," Sean growled. "I just need to know who the guilty party is." 
 
    "So you're not jumping to any conclusions, good," Bill replied. "What about a place to live? You've got a lot of people with you now." 
 
    "Yeah, I know. At least I got the money from the fellowship for those collars I've been giving them. By the way, there aren't going to be anymore for a while. I need to replace the stock I lost last night for making them, and I need a new lab." 
 
    "Where were you getting the stock?" 
 
    "One of Dae's relatives made them." 
 
    "I'll call Samis, I'll get the fellowship to pay for it." 
 
    "Thanks, Dad." Sean said and heaved a sigh of relief. He wasn't broke, far from it. But his first concern had to be his people at this point. 
 
    "I'll be calling in some favors, see what I can find out. I didn't get a call from the governor's office, so apparently they don't think this was terrorism. I'll call them in a little while and say that I heard about it on the news and start digging for information. I'll call you back when I know what's going on. Take care of my daughter and the others as well. Bye." 
 
    "Bye."  
 
    Sean hung up and looked up as Claudia came walking over to him. 
 
    "Early riser?" she asked. 
 
    "Hardly, still up from the night before. You know of any good real estate agents?" 
 
    "There's several in my packs out here, what are you looking for?" 
 
    "Something large, remote, easily defensible. The next time someone comes calling, I want to be able to stand my ground and fight." 
 
    Claudia nodded, "I know just the person, when do you want to start looking?" 
 
    "An hour ago," Sean grumbled, "and I want to borrow one of your helicopters to go check the places out." 
 
    "Those aren't cheap to run you know," Claudia said. 
 
    "Oh, I almost forgot," Sean handed her a bag. "This is for last night." 
 
    "You don't have to do that." 
 
    "Right, I don't. Take it," Sean said and looked her in the eye, "and I still want to borrow the helicopter." 
 
    Claudia took the bag and looked inside. There was a bunch of necklaces and a pile of tags in the bottom. 
 
    "There's twenty in there. I got a bunch more, but I'm afraid I'm going to have to sell them for cash." 
 
    "Didn't we just give you two million?" 
 
    "I suspect I'll be spending at least that on whatever I buy. Then probably twice that on weapons and defenses. Plus I have two hundred people to feed who just lost all their personal belongings." 
 
    Claudia nodded, "I'll call Gloria and go roust one of the pilots," Claudia looked him over with a critical eye, "and I'll show you were the kitchen is, you need to eat some food." 
 
    Nodding, Sean got up from the picnic table and walked with her as she took him over to the house. 
 
    "Why all the bunkhouses?" he asked, motioning to them as they headed over to the main house. 
 
    "I make each of my packs come out here at least one week a year." 
 
    "Like the reserves?" Sean chuckled. 
 
    "Yup. I run a tight outfit. Everyone knows their place, and they know what they have to do. Unlike Michael, I don't let any of my people run wild or do whatever they want. Wolves need a leader, and they need order." 
 
    "So you give it to them," Sean said glancing over at her as they walked. 
 
    "Damn right I do. If you hadn't stuck your friend in charge of the western packs, I'd be adding them to mine as we speak. Good move on that one, by the by. You made it clear to everyone who the real power in Reno is." 
 
    "So, not mad that I kept you from that position?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Maybe a little annoyed, I'd been trying to figure out how to move on Michael for years now." 
 
    Sean gave her a bit of a dour look when she said that, one that came totally from his lion side. 
 
    Claudia noticed his expression and shrugged with a wry grin, "I gotta be what I am, and that's the alpha bitch. Michael had it coming, you wouldn't have tossed his ass out if he didn't, and you know it." 
 
    "Point made," he agreed. 
 
    "But it's okay, I like your friend, he's smart and definitely ruthless. And from the way he and my daughter have latched on to one another, I suspect he'll be my son-in-law soon enough." 
 
    Sean snorted, "I suspect he already is, they just haven't realized it yet." 
 
    Claudia laughed at that. 
 
    "So," Sean asked, "just how do you pay for all of this?" 
 
    "Tithe, how else?" 
 
    "You make your wolves pay a tithe?" Sean looked at her, impressed. 
 
    "Damn right I do. It's a pack, not a social club, and membership is not optional. You live in our territory, you're a member. You pay your fair share and take up your share of the work. For that we make sure you're protected from the mages, and taken care of during any hard times. If worse comes to worse, any member of the pack always has a place here." 
 
    "Tithe, huh?" Sean said, rubbing his chin and thinking about that. He could tell his lion liked that idea as well. 
 
    "I'm not paying you any money, Sean." 
 
    Sean looked at her and gave him one of his best smiles, "I'm not asking." 
 
    "Yet," Claudia growled. 
 
    "And when I do, if I do?" Sean asked as he stopped smiling and turned serious. 
 
    "Sampson was so much easier to deal with," Claudia grumbled. 
 
    Sean laughed at that as she showed him into the kitchen, where the two cooks were already putting out food. 
 
    "I'm sure he was," Sean agreed, "but he had a different job, and now it's my turn." 
 
    Claudia gave him a strange look then, but she didn't comment on it. 
 
    "Well, I'll go get things ready," she told him instead. 
 
    "Thanks," Sean said and grabbing two plates he got one of the cooks to pile them both up, then went and found a place to sit and eat. 
 
    Pulling his phone back out he called Daelyn's number. 
 
    "It's about time you called!" Daelyn grumbled at him as soon as she answered. 
 
    "Sorry, Dae. It's just been busy. How is everything over there?" 
 
    "Packed to the rafters," she sighed. "At least in wolf form they don't take up as much space and can all sleep on the floor. Which of course is now covered wall to wall in dog." 
 
    "They're wolves, not dogs," Sean chuckled. 
 
    "We're going to need a new place, and soon, Sean." 
 
    "Yeah, I know. I'm going to start shopping here as soon as I finish eating. Do you have a list of names on who's there?" 
 
    "Not yet, but I can get one. Did Roxy tell you how many we have here?" 
 
    "Yeah," Sean sighed heavily, "we've got twelve unaccounted for, which is why I need the list of names, so we can figure out who died." 
 
    Daelyn swore softly, "What do you want me to do with it?" 
 
    "Have Granite, or whoever is in charge there send it to Oak. He can figure out exactly who we lost. I want you to go to your uncle's and see if he has anyone he can send out to inspect the building and find out what it'll take to get it fixed." 
 
    "Do you think they'll let us do that?" 
 
    "I don't know," Sean admitted. "I called our lawyer; you may want to have Samis talk to him. I also want to make sure that anybody whose body is there gets treated properly." 
 
    "Okay, then what?" 
 
    "Then maybe we can meet over at Sawyer's or maybe Chad's and see if we can figure out just who did this to us." 
 
    "Wasn't it the Vestibulum?" 
 
    "I don't know, Dae, I really don't. Yeah, they're the leading contenders right now, but I've been warned not to jump to conclusions. Apparently playing vicious backstabbing games is typical with these people. Oh! Roxy's dad says he'll see about picking up the cost to replace the stock we lost for making the tags and collars. I'll call you when I know more. Love you, and tell Jo I love her too." 
 
    "Got it! Love you! Bye!" 
 
    Sean put the phone back in his pocket and dug in to the food. He had a lot to think about. 
 
      
 
    "So now what?" Jolene asked Daelyn as she came out of the shower. 
 
    "Sean called, he sends his love. We need to go visit my uncle Samis." 
 
    "Why do we want to see him?" 
 
    "We're gonna need to get a work crew over to our place as soon as possible to start cleaning it up and rebuilding it." 
 
    "I'm pretty sure there are some dead people in there, Dae," Jolene sighed with an unpleasant look on her face. 
 
    "Yeah, I know," Daelyn agreed with a sad look of her own, "Sean wants to make sure that they're taken care of. I'm betting that they'll probably call it an accident, because of the truck crash. So hopefully they won't have it blocked as a crime scene, which definitely means we need to get someone over there sooner, rather than later. 
 
    "After that," Daelyn sighed as they picked their way around all the wolves that were sleeping on the floor. "We need to get to work on finding another place for all of these people to stay." 
 
    "Hoping your uncle knows of another abandoned bunker?" Jolene chuckled. 
 
    "That, or see if we can talk him into letting some of these people stay in the dwarven town for a little while. Sean said he's going to start looking for a new place today, but who knows how long that'll take?" 
 
    "Well, I definitely want to stop by a few spots and talk to a few of my friends, to see if anyone knows anything about what happened last night." 
 
    "I guess we can stop by Sawyers," Daelyn chuckled. 
 
    "I said friends," Jolene laughed. 
 
    "Oh come off it, you two have the whole 'arguing friends' routine down pat. If you two were any louder, people would think you're related or something." 
 
    Jolene rolled her eyes. 
 
    "So, when do we meet back up with the others?" 
 
    "Probably sometime this afternoon, Sean wasn't sure. Let me talk with Granite a moment, then we can get out of here," Daelyn made a bit of a face. 
 
    "Yeah, with all these wolves, it is getting kind of stinky in here, isn't it?" Jolene laughed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two Steps Forward 
 
      
 
    Sean looked out at the house as they circled it from above, it was the tenth place they'd flown over so far, the previous ones had either been too close to town, too close to other houses, or just looked like complete dumps. The place was pretty large and looked to be fairly well made, with a large detached garage as well as plenty of space for bunkhouses like the ones Claudia had, as well as a few large hangers. Flying around in the helicopter was definitely giving Sean ideas. 
 
    He just needed the money to go with them. 
 
    "How much did you say that place was?" He asked Gloria, the realtor that Claudia had rousted for him. Sean was surprised, for all that she'd shown up within the hour, she was immaculately dressed and her makeup was perfect. She looked every inch like she was the kind of person who dealt with extremely rich clients. 
 
    "Seven hundred and fifty," she told him over the headset. She was sitting in the back with Roxy and Peg, Sean was up front with the pilot. "It's over fifty acres, and as you can see, has a commanding view of the area." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Cool. George, find a place to land us." 
 
    "They see you coming in a helicopter; they're not going to give you any kind of deal!" Gloria warned. 
 
    "If they can be out by the end of the day, I'll give them a fifty-kay bonus," Sean told her. "I need a place, and I need it now. I got over two million in the bank. I want to have work crews up here by tomorrow to start building bunkhouses, and all that other stuff, just like what Claudia has at her place." 
 
    Their pilot George landed them about a hundred yards from the house, and getting out, they all trotted over to the front door as he waited for them. 
 
    "Huh, nobody home," Gloria said after they'd knocked on the door and peeked in the windows. So using her phone to open the lockbox with the keys for the house in it, they went inside and looked around. 
 
    Sean was impressed, the place was actually pretty nice, and whoever owned it had already moved out. 
 
    "Well, call whoever the listing agent is, and tell them it's sold. Your buyer has cash and wants to move on the deal immediately," Sean said, looking around. 
 
    "We'll have to go back towards town," Gloria told him, holding up her phone, "no service." 
 
    "The phone in the kitchen works!" Roxy called out. 
 
    "Well, in that case, let me go make some phone calls," Gloria said. 
 
    "So, this is the place then?" Roxy asked, coming back into the living room where Sean was standing, looking out the window. 
 
    "Yeah. It's got three ways in, either through Lemmon Valley, Sun Valley, or Spanish Springs. It's close enough to Reno that you can probably get there in thirty minutes, and with all the space here, I'm thinking we can build up a pretty serious compound with a lot of defenses." 
 
    "What about our building downtown?" 
 
    Sean shrugged, "It could be months before we can move back there. Up here, we'll see them coming, and we can defend ourselves a lot more aggressively." 
 
    Roxy nodded, "True." 
 
    "What do you mean by 'aggressively?'" Peg asked. 
 
    "Machine guns, land mines," Sean said. 
 
    "Mortars, artillery, flame throwers," Roxy added with a grin. 
 
    "Sharks with lasers," Sean smirked. 
 
    "How about a stick, with a nail in it?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Ah! The ultimate weapon!" Roxy grinned. 
 
    "Okay," Gloria said coming back into the room. "They're very receptive to your cash offer and want to move on it immediately. Apparently the house has been on the market for a lot longer than they expected. The current owners had to move out last month to their new home." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Awesome. I'll give you my lawyer's name and number when we get back to Claudia's. Do you need cash, or will a check do?" 
 
    "Your lawyer can handle that. Now, shall we get back? I have a pretty good idea of just how much gas that machine out there burns, and I honestly don't want to hear Claudia bitching to me about it." 
 
    Roxy snorted, "Why would she do that?" 
 
    "Because she'll expect me to pay for it out of my commission," Gloria sighed. "Why else?" 
 
    "See if we can take possession immediately, on say a rental agreement while they work through the whole closing bit, okay?" 
 
    Gloria nodded. 
 
    "Great, now let's get out of here," Sean said and took the keys from the lock box and put them in his pocket so he could get back in later without having to break any windows.  
 
    As they started to fly back towards Claudia's compound, Sean started thinking about what he needed to do next, he'd have to get someone out there to do all the building he needed, maybe he'd have to ask Samis about that, or perhaps Claudia?  
 
    Taking off the headset he pulled out his phone, and after casting a silence spell on the helicopter to keep the noise down he dialed Jolene's number. 
 
    "Hi, Sean!" 
 
    "Hi, where are you two?" 
 
    "We just left the dwarven town and we're heading up to the building with Samis and some of his men." 
 
    "Why there?" 
 
    "Dae figured we should be there in case there are any issues. Near as we can figure it out, the police have ruled it an accident. They do want to talk to you however." 
 
    "They can talk to my lawyer," Sean sighed. "I guess we'll meet you there." 
 
    "Okay! Bye!"  
 
    Sean put his phone away and put the headset back on. 
 
    "How close you can land us to our building, without anyone knowing that you're dropping us off, George?" 
 
    "With us being quiet now, I can make it look like I went to the Nugget, but you're all gonna have to get out pretty quick." 
 
    "Thanks. After you drop us off, take Gloria back to Claudia's, or wherever she needs to go. Tell Claudia that I'm looking to hire some contractors to do a lot of building and work on the new place, and I need them to start in the morning." 
 
    "Got it!" 
 
    "Gloria, call me or Roxy if you need anything," 
 
    "Okay, Sean." 
 
      
 
    They all hopped out of the helicopter before George even touched down with the skids, then ducking down low, they ran off as he rose back up and headed off to the east. 
 
    Ten minutes later they were at the building where Daelyn and Samis were arguing with somebody. Sean took a good long look at the building as he walked up to them. The ground floor was completely gutted, and there was water everywhere. He could see the burned out remains of the shop, the shop's van, and one of the vans that Daelyn had only just bought. 
 
    The second floor was a mess on this side as well; however the third floor looked okay from here. 
 
    "Okay, what's the problem?" Sean asked coming up to the building. 
 
    "Who are you?" the man asked as Sean walked up. 
 
    "Sean Valens, I own the building. Now, who are you?" Sean said, staring down at the man. 
 
    "I'm with the fire marshal's office; we're still investigating the fire." 
 
    "Why? I thought at this point the cause was that jackass who drove his truck into my building." 
 
    "Several bodies were found in the basement, as well as on the main floor," the man said as Sean grimaced. 
 
    "Damn," Sean swore, "I was hoping they'd just gone to a different motel. Has the coroner's office taken the bodies away?" 
 
    "Yes, they were cleared out of here an hour ago. Why weren't you here last night, Mr. Valens? The firemen I talked to last night said that the building was deserted, yet we can see signs that people were obviously living here!" 
 
    "Once I got everyone out, I was a lot more concerned with taking care of them, than with staying and talking to the fire department," Sean said, still staring down at the man. "It was cold out and I was worried about everyone. I didn't even know anyone was missing until people told me about it this morning.  
 
    "Now, what are you investigating, and why are you preventing the man I contracted from going inside and assessing the damage?" 
 
    "We're still wondering just how a gas truck got over on this side of town," the man said, looking at Sean accusingly. 
 
    "Yeah, well I've been wondering about that myself. Maybe you should go talk to the police about that?" 
 
    "Oh, we have been, Mr. Valens. Perhaps you should be a part of that conversation as well?" 
 
    "My lawyer is already talking to them, Mr.?" 
 
    "Vasquez, Fire Investigator Vasquez." 
 
    "Mr. Vasquez, just what are you investigating at this point that is preventing us from starting on rebuilding?" 
 
    "We have concerns about insurance fraud, Mr. Valens. As we understand it, you only moved in a month ago." 
 
    Sean rolled his eyes, "Well let me put an end to that speculation right now, Mr. Vasquez. There's no insurance on the building, so there's no possibility of insurance fraud." 
 
    Sean heard Roxy snicker as Vasquez looked at him. "No insurance? What about the mortgage company?" 
 
    "There isn't one. I hadn't had the chance yet to arrange for a mortgage to free my equity up. Right now, you're costing me a fortune by blocking the contractor I hired from getting in there and giving me an estimate, so I can decide just what I have to do. 
 
    "So, unless you have some kind of legal power to arrest us, call my lawyer and please get out of the way," Sean growled and stepped around the fire inspector. 
 
    "Come on, Samis, I need to see how bad this is." 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, smelling of smoke, gas, and soot, Sean sat on the curb talking to Samis.  
 
    "All of the flooring for the first and second floors, including that what's left unburnt, that has to be replaced. The fire destroyed the structural integrity of that which it didn't burn outright. 
 
    "Then there's the supports. The west wall is going to need to be torn down and replaced, that'll be a bit tricky, but we can do it. Only three of the supporting beams in it have been damaged, though one of them has been severely so." 
 
    "And the rest?" 
 
    "The rest is mostly smoke and water damage. The insides of the basement and the first two floors will have to be gutted and rebuilt. The top floor mainly just needs to be cleaned and repainted." 
 
    Sean nodded, "How long?" 
 
    "Three, maybe four, months. That's once they allow us to start work on it of course." 
 
    Sean nodded and sighed, "Fine. Put together the paperwork and I'll sign it. I'll call my lawyer and see if he can find out when they'll let you start." 
 
    Samis blinked, "Don't you want to know how much it's going to cost?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, "Not really. Dae can deal with the money issues. Right now, I have to go over to the morgue and see about claiming the bodies of the folks we lost." Sean sighed and shook his head again, "They only found eleven bodies, Samis. Warn your crew that when they find whosever missing that I want the remains gathered up so I can claim them. 
 
    "I'll have one of our clerics down here during the cleanout," Samis assured him. 
 
    "Thanks." Sean stood up and walked over to where the girls were waiting. Roxy and Daelyn had gone through the place with him, they'd even gathered up a few things from their room that hadn't been damaged. 
 
    "I called Oak and arranged to put some security on the building to keep any looters out," Roxy told him as he came over. 
 
    "Thanks, Rox. I guess we need to go see about claiming the bodies." 
 
    "I already talked to Anthony about that," Daelyn said. 
 
    "Oh? What did he say?" 
 
    "That as you're not next of kin on any of them, they're balking." 
 
    Sean swore, "So what happens to them?" 
 
    "He's working with some of our wolves; they're going to go down and claim to be siblings. He said not to worry about it, but it will take a few days." 
 
    Sean sighed and nodded, "Well, let's go head over to Sawyer's and see if he's got anything for us. Then I guess it's back to Claudia's for now."  
 
    Sean looked around, "Who's got my backpack?" 
 
    "Here," Peg said and handed it to him. 
 
    "Thanks, I think I'm gonna give Sawyer most of this to sell." 
 
    "You sure about that?" Jolene asked. 
 
    Sean nodded, "We're going to need a lot of stuff to help us defend the new place, and I doubt any of it is going to be cheap." 
 
      
 
    Jacob took the binoculars away from his face and turned to look at Chris, "That's him alright! He's sitting on the curb there talking to somebody, looks like a dwarf. Call the team, tell them to suit up and get ready." 
 
    "We're not going to deal with him here, are we?" Chris said. "There's still some firemen and cops in the area!" 
 
    Jacob shook his head and started looking through his binoculars again, "No, of course not. We'll follow him and see where he goes." 
 
    "What if he goes and rejoins his people?" 
 
    "Then at least we know where the hell he's staying. Now shut up and call the others. Ah, he's getting up and heading towards a car across the street! Oh! An old car! That'll stand out! This is gonna be easy." 
 
    Setting the binoculars back down, Jacob started the car up and put it in gear. When the other car pulled away from the curb, he pulled out as well and started to follow, staying back about a hundred feet or so. Thankfully it was a weekday, so there were quite a few cars on the street, and being in a late-model sedan, they wouldn't stand out at all. 
 
    "Okay," Chris said, "Dave's getting them geared up and into the vans. They'll be on the road in a minute; they just need to know where to go." 
 
    "Damn, the girl driving that thing needs to slow the hell down! Tell them we're heading north." 
 
    "Got it!" 
 
    "Oh! Just turned west," Jacob blinked as the car shot down the road suddenly, jumping way ahead, then cut into an industrial park. 
 
    "Damn! They're going to Sawyers!" Chris said. 
 
    "What?"  
 
    "Sawyers! A goblin fence, his place is in there." 
 
    "You sure?" Jacob asked. 
 
    "Course I'm sure! I was part of the stakeout for weeks. We know Sawyer sells the kid's stuff, but the kid's never gone there. Guess he's desperate or something to be going there now." 
 
    "Well, at least it's off the street," Jacob muttered, "so we'll draw less attention." 
 
    Chris snorted, "It's an industrial park, it's not a back alley. There's a lot of people working in there. Don't pull in," Chris said as the approached the entrance, "just park further down along the road." 
 
    Jacob did as Chris directed. 
 
    "Say, is there anybody staking out the place now?" 
 
    Chris shrugged, "Not from us, Al pulled everyone off to watch the other place." 
 
    "Well I hope the team gets here before they leave." 
 
      
 
    Sean stretched after they got out of Daelyn's 'cuda. Roxy had been sitting in his lap; the back seat really wasn't big enough for three, even if it was Jolene, Peg, and Roxy. Or at least Roxy claimed that. Sean figured she just wanted to sit in the front while Daelyn drove, and honestly, he was perfectly fine with having that nice tight butt of hers parked in his lap. 
 
    Daelyn parked the car in a concealed spot around the back of the row of buildings that Sawyer's place occupied. For all that it looked like there were five different companies there, all of the spaces actually belonged to him, they were just fronts for other aspects of the goblin's businesses. 
 
    Slipping in the back door, after making sure no one was watching, they made their way down to Sawyer's office. 
 
    "So, to what do I owe this unprecedented pleasure?" Sawyer grumbled, meeting them in the hallway outside his office. 
 
    "I need weapons," Sean told him. 
 
    Sawyer snorted, "This is Nevada, there are gun stores everywhere!" 
 
    "Heavy weapons," Sean said. 
 
    "Just how heavy we talking?" Sawyer asked, giving Sean a shrewd look. 
 
    "Heavy machine guns, light artillery," Roxy told him. 
 
    "Mortars?" 
 
    "Maybe a few of the lightweight ones, if you got 'em," Roxy grinned. 
 
    Sawyer nodded, "I can do that. Let's go in my office and sit down."  
 
    Sawyer led them inside then and while Roxy and Sean took the seats on the other side of his desk from him, Peg, Jolene and Daelyn all plopped down on the couch. 
 
    "Heard about what happened to your place, glad to see you're still alive. You're not planning on putting any of this artillery there, are you?" 
 
    Sean and Roxy both shook their heads. 
 
    "No," Sean told him, "we just bought a place up in the hills a bit north of here. Next time someone comes calling, I want to be able to stop them long before they come anywhere near us." 
 
    Sawyer nodded, "I think I have a few things that will fit the bill, both magical and none magical. But it's gonna cost you, it's gonna cost you a lot!" 
 
    Sean nodded and handed Sawyer his backpack, he'd pulled twenty-five of the necklaces and tags out, and had given five each to each of the girls and stuck another five in his own pockets. The rest that he'd grabbed were all in the pack. 
 
    "I think that'll cover it," 
 
    "I don't think a few necklaces are going to...." 
 
    "Boss! We got trouble!" Marx yelled from the front of the building. 
 
    They all looked up at the monitor on the far wall that showed the showroom floor, Marx was running towards the back, just as the front door disappeared and the sounds of a loud explosion filled the building. 
 
    "Shit," Sawyer swore and as they watched, a squad of heavily armed werewolves in armor came in through the door. 
 
      
 
    Sean shifted as he ran out of the office heading towards the front room. As he came into the room, from behind Sawyer's imposing counter, Marx was taking cover behind the counter with a large rifle of some kind in his hands. Just as Sean ducked down to slide up next to him, Marx slung the weapon over the counter, while keeping his head down and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Sean's ears went down at the sound; apparently it was some big bad machinegun, because it ran for what seemed like an eternity, before it ran out of bullets. Ears ringing, Sean popped up and with his pistol in his hand; he started to shoot at the attackers.  
 
    Two had been torn almost to pieces by Marx's weapon and were lying on the floor twitching; the only thing that had saved them from being torn to pieces was apparently the heavy body armor they were wearing. Sean didn't think they'd be back up any time soon. 
 
    Four more were on the floor, also apparently down, but definitely not out, Sean could see that they were healing quickly as they dragged themselves out of the line of fire. Six more were spreading out at the far end of the room, in defensive postures behind the merchandise, and more were still coming through the door. 
 
    Sean shot four of them in the head, two shots a piece, dropping them, but not killing them. They'd be back up in a few minutes he was sure. For his troubles he got shot twice himself. Surprisingly none of the bullets that hit him were silver. Dropping back down into cover he changed magazines on the pistol, reloading it while calling up his defense and offense framework.  
 
    "Someone must have followed you here," Marx grumbled at him. 
 
    "Ya' think?" Sean growled back. "What the hell are you using, anyway?" 
 
    "M two-forty-nine," Marx said and handed Sean something that looked like an overgrown ar-15. 
 
    "What's this?" 
 
    "Shotgun, it's got sliver in it!" 
 
    Sean swore, "I'm trying to save these people, not kill them!" 
 
    "Yeah, well, I don't think they're listening right now!" 
 
    And with that Marx stood up and started to hose down the shop with the machine gun again. 
 
    Sean swore to himself, what the hell was he going to do? 
 
    'I could use some ideas here!' he thought at his lion. 
 
    'I can stop them all, for a few moments, once. But if you don't overwhelm them in that time, they'll keep coming.' 
 
    'You stopped them at the compound.' 
 
    'You took away the reason they were fighting.' 
 
    Sean grumbled, there was no way to overwhelm them, and he had no idea who was driving them. He needed to get his hands on one of them. 
 
    "Pull back," he told Marx. 
 
    "What? Why would I do that?" Marx said as he took cover behind the counter once more.  
 
    Sean looked at Marx and snarled, "Because I ordered you to, that's why!" 
 
    "You're not the boss of...." Marx stopped and noticed the look in Sean's leonine eyes. "Unn, sure, Boss," and slipping out he started down the hallway.  
 
    Peeking up over the counter and firing the shotgun, which was obviously fully automatic, if slow, over the heads of the attackers, Sean tried to figure out just what the hell he was going to do. 
 
    Three grenades came sailing towards him as he considered that, so he cast a force wall and knocked them down, and took cover behind the counter as they went off. 
 
    He could see that there were over a dozen in the room now and suspected that there were more outside, just waiting to come in once the others had advanced. There was no way to take them all out at once, even if he wanted to kill them, which he didn't. 
 
    He'd need to isolate them, and grab them individually. Then he could dominate them separately and maybe just figure out how to go about this without killing them. 
 
    Backing out quickly, he moved out into the hallway, Marx was about halfway down the hall. 
 
    "What are we doing, Boss?" Marx asked. 
 
    "We need to start picking them off, individually," Sean growled, "And by picking them off, I don't mean killing them, got it?" 
 
    "You sure about that, Boss?" 
 
    "I'm getting awfully tired of all the killing," Sean growled, "either help or get the hell out!" 
 
    Sean ducked into one of the doorways on the side of the hallway, Sawyers office was at the end other end from the showroom. 
 
    "Rox, you still here?" He called out. 
 
    "Yeah, we're here. Sawyer's bitching about money, but he's here too." 
 
    "Great! Now let's see if we can't grab a few and find out just what the hell is going on." 
 
    Two grenades sailed out into the hallway then, and Sean ducked back inside, taking cover as they went off. Looking around the room, he noticed that there was a door in the wall to his right, that either led to a closet, or the room further down the hall.  
 
    Just then, Marx opened up for a moment, and looking back out into the hallway, a werewolf fell just outside the doorway. 
 
    Another grenade game from the showroom into the hallway, and swearing, Sean grabbed the shot up werewolf and pulled him into the room. 
 
    The guy was a mess, he had been hit at least twenty times and his armor had already been chopped up from taking fire in the previous room. But he was still alive. 
 
    He saw Sean standing looking down at him, and coughed, growling.  
 
    "Behave," Sean growled back and smacked him lightly across the face. 
 
    'Silver pellets.' 
 
    'What about them?' Sean asked. 
 
    'He's got one in him I bet.' 
 
    Swearing loudly Sean pulled out a necklace and put it on the wolf that was gasping and struggling weakly beneath him. Then grabbing his hand he put a tag in it, and then forced his hand up until the tag clicked against the collar just as the grenade outside the door went off, peppering Sean with shrapnel. 
 
    The wolf convulsed under him and then lay still, not dead thankfully, but unconscious.  
 
    It only took a moment to find the protective medallion that the werewolf was wearing, and pulling it off; Sean dragged him behind a table and cast a sleep spell on him. 
 
    "One down," he grumbled and then ran for the door he'd spied earlier as gunfire erupted down the hallway from the direction of the attackers. 
 
    The door led into a closet, but the walls were plaster, so a few well placed kicks and punches and Sean was in the next room, which apparently was a storeroom of some type. Opening the door that led out into the hallway, he saw three fairly bloody werewolves coming down the hall. They immediately started shooting as they saw him, forcing him back into the room.  
 
    "What's the plan?" 
 
    Sean started and looked to see Roxy was standing behind him, in her hybrid form. There was a hole in the wall where she'd obviously come through it, just as he had. 
 
    "Isolate them; knock 'em out, put collars on them." 
 
    "How am I supposed to knock them out?" Roxy growled. 
 
    "Take off the medallion that they're wearing, and get Peg or Jolene to sleep them." 
 
    "Why the collars and the tags?" 
 
    "Silver pellets, why else?" 
 
    Roxy's eyes widened for a moment, "Let me tell the others," and she streaked back out through the hole she'd made. 
 
    Sean had a moment's thought and then did the same, going back the way he'd come, leading with the shotgun. 
 
    One of the three coming down the hallway had popped into the room as Sean came out of the closet he'd busted through. The werewolf started shooting immediately and Sean pulled the trigger without even thinking about it, knocking the werewolf down as he screamed in utter pain. 
 
    "Shit!" Sean swore, he'd forgotten that there was silver in the damn shot! 
 
    Dropping the shotgun, Sean ran forward and quickly took out another necklace as the werewolf convulsed on the floor and wrapped it around his neck. Then digging out a tag he used the wolf's hand to attach the tag to the now unconscious wolf.  
 
    Grabbing the body by the scruff of the neck, as the sounds of more gunfire and Marx's machinegun rang out, Sean dragged him along with him as he cast a couple of cure spells into the dying wolf, then left the body in the closet. Hopefully it would be enough; he didn't have time to do anymore than that. 
 
    Back in the storeroom, Sean could see that there was a lot of blood on the floor, but peeking out into the hallway, there weren't any bodies, however there were more of the werewolves entering from the showroom. They all opened fire again as soon as they saw Sean, so ducking back into the room, Sean went through the hole in the wall Roxy had made, after widening it a little and then through that room to the next, which was Sawyer's office.  
 
    Peg, in hybrid form, was just finishing up with a very dazed looking female werewolf, who quickly fell asleep as Peg cast on her. 
 
    "Where is everybody?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Follow me!" Peg said and ducked out a side door that led to another room, where Roxy was keeping watch out of the door.  
 
    "They haven't come around the corner yet," Roxy said, looking back at Sean. 
 
    Sean nodded, "You two go on, I'll see if I can't grab another one when they get here. Where's Jo?" 
 
    "She's with Marx and Sawyer. Marx is gonna subdue them, and then either she or Sawyer will sleep them." 
 
    "Sawyer can do magic?" Sean said, surprised. 
 
    "He's got about a dozen wands on him. He's also said that he's gonna bill ya' for all the damage." 
 
    Sean snorted, "He would, now go! Both of you." 
 
    The girls took off down the hallway, running fast. 
 
    "There they go!" Sean heard someone yell, and gunfire followed the girls as they ducked around another corner.  
 
    Sean just waited until they ran by him, then he reached out into the hall as a group ran by, and grabbing the last two by their tails, he dragged them into the room and kicked the door closed as they both screamed in surprise. 
 
    Slamming them into the wall, Sean attacked. While Sean was not a very experienced fighter, he had two things going for him. The first was that he was a lot bigger, heavier, and stronger in his hybrid form than the werewolves. 
 
    The second was that his lion was a very experienced fighter and was more than happy to guide Sean's moves and strikes. 
 
    It ended when Sean grabbed them both by the neck and knocked their heads together, several times. Then yanking off their medallions, he slept them both, and put collars and tags on the both of them, both were apparently female, which surprised Sean. 
 
    Going back to Sawyer's office, Sean saw another werewolf bending over the one Peg had slept. 
 
    "I found Eileen!" he called out into the hallway, "She's not dead!"  
 
    "Where are you?" Sean heard someone call from the hallway. 
 
    "I'm...." 
 
    Their voice trailed off with a "yipe!" as Sean's hand closed around their throat and he dragged them back against him and whispered in their ear. 
 
    "What the hell are you doing?" He growled. 
 
    The wolf started to struggle harder against Sean then. 
 
    Sean pulled out the last collar. 
 
    "Put this on," He held it out in front of the wolves' face, but instead they pulled out a knife and stabbed him in the side with it, while flailing behind themselves. 
 
    'A little help?' 
 
    Sean felt his lion rise up, and growl, "Put. It. On!" 
 
    Shaking, the wolf dropped the knife and seizing the necklace put it on immediately. 
 
    "Great, now take this and touch it to the collar," Sean said and held out his last tag. 
 
    Still trembling, they did it, and then convulsed in pain, as Sean eased his grip so they could breathe again. 
 
    "What did you do to me?" The wolf gasped. 
 
    "I got rid of all the silver in your body," Sean whispered in his ear. "Now, you go get your friends and tell them to surrender so we can do that to all of them." 
 
    "But, they'll kill us!" 
 
    "Who will kill you?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Our masters! They told us that if we didn't kill you, they'd kill all of us!" 
 
    "You belong to me now," Sean growled, "and you will do as I say. Understand?" 
 
    Sean felt the wolf shudder and then suddenly smelled the acrid scent of urine as the wolf pissed himself. 
 
    'You're learning,' his lion sent with a laugh. 
 
    "Go," Sean said and pushed him out the door. "I haven't killed anyone, yet. Tell them to lay down their arms and get the rest of them in here." 
 
    "Uh, guys," Sean heard the werewolf say as he stumbled out into the hallway. "I umm, I think you should all put your guns down and come in here." 
 
    "Why? And what the hell happened to you?" 
 
    "He's in there, and he's pissed." 
 
    "He's in there! Why didn't you say so!" 
 
    Sean heard what sounded like four pairs of boots running towards the door. 
 
    "Guys!" The wolf suddenly yelled, "He put one of those necklaces on me! Stop!" 
 
    Sean watched as four werewolves ran into the room, guns at the ready. They saw Eileen on the floor and then looking up, they noticed him. 
 
    "Drop. Your. Weapons!" Sean's lion spoke up again. 
 
    Wide-eyed, they did just that. 
 
    "Damn, I love this mystical shit," Sean said with a grin. 
 
    Raising his voice he pointed to the couch, "Sit!"  
 
    Apparently they were still under the effects, they sat. 
 
    Going over to his backpack, which was still on the desk, Sean dug out four necklaces and tossed them to the four werewolves, three of which were females. 
 
    "Put those on." 
 
    "What are they?" The male asked. 
 
    "Lycan collars. You have to wear them to put these on," Sean held out four tags. 
 
    "Are those?" 
 
    "Yup, and it's gonna hurt when it gets rid of the silver pellet." 
 
    Sean noticed they all put the collars on rather quickly then and grabbed the tags and put those on as well. 
 
    "Will you protect us?" the one from the door asked, apparently unaware of his wet pants. 
 
    "Of course I will. Now strip off all your gear, all of you. I want to be sure that there's nothing on you that your former master's control. Then round up your friends and do the same," Sean told them. 
 
    Sean was rather shocked at how quickly they all shed their clothing, and then went in search of the rest of their brethren. 
 
      
 
    "What the hell is that smell?" Sawyer asked when he came back to his office. Marx had taken charge of the prisoners, there were twenty of them. Surprisingly they were evenly split, ten males, ten females. Sean was surprised by that. Up until now, none of the teams he'd seen used by the mages from the other covens used females in combat positions. 
 
    "One of the wolves pissed himself," Sean shrugged, "I think I was a little overwhelming." 
 
    "Ugh, I'll add that to your bill. How are you gonna pay for all of this, kid? Your building is gone, and they really trashed my place. It's gonna take days to clean this mess up!" 
 
    Sean picked up the backpack and handed it to Sawyer.  
 
    "As I was about to tell you before we were so rudely interrupted, there's four hundred and fifty tags and the collars to go with them in here." 
 
    Sawyer's eyes got wide and he grabbed the pack and looked inside it 
 
    "Did you say four hundred and fifty?" 
 
    "Well, a few less now, I pulled twelve sets out." 
 
    Sawyer looked up at him and smiled, "Just where do you want those weapons delivered? I can have them there tonight." 
 
    Sean laughed, "That's what I like about you, Sawyer, you can be bought." 
 
    Sawyer shrugged, but was stilling smiling, "That may be, but at least I'm not cheap!" 
 
    "Well in that case, think you could front me a couple hundred thousand, in cash?" 
 
    "For you kid, it's not a problem!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Vanished 
 
      
 
      "What do you mean that they're gone?" Al yelled angrily and slammed the table with his open hand making both Jacob and Chris jump. 
 
    "It's just that, Al, they're gone!" Jacob said. 
 
    "How the hell does a strike team of twenty wolves, their gear, and two vans just disappear? Did you even go look?" 
 
    "Of course we looked! We drove in there ourselves! There was nothing! No vans, no bodies! Nothing!" 
 
    "What about Sawyer's shop?" 
 
    Chris waved his hands in the air, "That's just it! It was just like it always was! There wasn't a mark on the place!" 
 
    "Did you go inside?" 
 
    "No, the police were starting to show up, so we left." 
 
    "The police?" 
 
    Jacob nodded, "It was pretty noisy for a while there. We heard the first explosion, followed by what sounded like a machinegun, then some more shots, then a few loud bangs. It started to get quieter after that, but," Jacob shrugged, "we figured they were working their way into the building." 
 
    "What about their trackers?" 
 
    Chris spoke up again, "We called Dave and he told us that he couldn't find them, nothing." 
 
    "Did he cast the kill spell on them?" 
 
    Both Jacob and Chris nodded, "Yeah, he did that as soon as we told him that they were missing." 
 
    Al shook his head and swore, "What a waste, though I suspect they were probably dead already, anyway. Damn, what am I going to tell Morgan?" 
 
    "That this Sean guy is stronger than we thought?" 
 
    Al snorted, "Come off it. It's more likely that Sawyer has a lot better defenses than we realized. Morgan's going to tell me that we should have waited, that we should have picked the kid off someplace else."  
 
    Al looked over both of the men, "And he'll be right! We just lost one of our best teams and we've got nothing at all to show for it! Nothing! Trying to take him at Sawyer's place was a stupid move!" 
 
    Jacob and Chris both paled at that, being on Morgan's bad side wasn't something that anybody wanted. 
 
    "Now get out of here, the both of you, and I don't want to see or hear from either of you again until you can tell me where Sean Valens is hiding out now." 
 
    "Yes, Al!" They both said and nodding they tried not to bow and scrape as they left the room and closed the door behind them. 
 
    Al swore and banged his hand on the table again, who the hell knew that Sawyer would have mounted so much in the way of defenses? When he'd heard that Valens had gone in there he figured not only would they get him, but they'd be able to clean out Sawyer's place as well! It was a safe bet that that bastard greedy goblin was sitting on a fortune in cash and magical items! 
 
    Apparently Sawyer wasn't greedy enough to have skimped on his defenses. 
 
    Al sighed and shook his head, bad enough he had to explain this failure to Morgan, but Jerry would undoubtedly take advantage over it as well. 
 
    At least he could pass some of the blame on to Jacob and Chris. Normally he would have expected Jacob at least to have known better! 
 
    Oh well, time to go face the music. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "That was a pretty cool idea, covering up the front of the shop with an illusion," Jolene said to Peg as they all drove back to Claudia's. Sean had sent the werewolves in their two vans out to the new place, after removing all of the silver in their bodies and destroying the tracking devices that had been planted on them. Seeing as they had no replacement clothing for them yet, he didn't think it would be wise to send them anyplace else. 
 
    Peg smiled and preened at the compliment. "If it appears that they all just vanished without a trace, the folks at Vestibulum are gonna freak! Think about it, you could hear the firefight far enough away that the police came loaded for bear, and when everyone gets there, nothing? 
 
    "Oh yeah, the magical community is going to be terrified of Sawyer from this day forward. They're gonna think he's got some pretty serious defenses surrounding that place." 
 
    Jolene laughed, "I've never seen Sawyer so impressed with someone else's ability for deceit. You just may have a new best friend there, Peg." 
 
    "Eww," Peg said sticking out her tongue. 
 
    "Oh, don't worry," Roxy laughed, "he knows your Sean's wife, and that Sean'd kill him if he ever even made a pass at you." 
 
    "Would he?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Yes," Sean growled from the front seat, where Roxy was once again sitting on his lap, causing Roxy to giggle, Daelyn to laugh, and Jolene to smile as Peg blushed. 
 
    "He's very possessive," Roxy purred leaning back and rubbing her head back against Sean's, "but then again, most male cats are. Lion's are just the most aggressive about it." 
 
    "You say that like it's a bad thing," Sean teased. 
 
    Roxy laughed again, "Hardly. I knew the moment I saw you start beating up Dean that if I got you alone, you'd be all over me like white on rice! With all the times I caught you giving me the eye?" Roxy purred and shivered in Sean's lap, surprising him. "Oh yeah, I knew what I was getting into." 
 
    "Damn, I had no idea," Sean chuckled. 
 
    "Yeah, Rox is a kinky one alright," Jolene teased. 
 
    "Pot, meet kettle," Sean said, and looking back at Jolene, he winked at her. 
 
    "Well, I had no idea, until it was too late," Jolene sighed. 
 
    "Bullshit!" Roxy giggled, "I warned her, twice! She knew what she wanted just as much as I did." 
 
    Sean looked back at Jolene, who was suddenly biting her lip and blushing. 
 
    "What about you, Dae?" Peg asked. 
 
    Daelyn looked back from the driver's seat for a moment with a grin on her face. "What can I say? I like 'em young!" 
 
    "You're older than him?" 
 
    "By about a year," Sean chuckled. 
 
    "Well," Peg sighed with a smile, "at least I'm not the only one who threw themselves at you." 
 
    "I didn't exactly 'throw' myself," Jolene corrected, still blushing but she was smirking as well now. "It was more like a blatant sexual offering." 
 
    They all got a good laugh out of that, and Sean reached back to pat Jolene on the knee as they pulled into Claudia's place. 
 
    "So, what next?" Daelyn asked. 
 
    "I talk to Claudia to see if she has any recommendations on people to build the bunkhouses and stuff I need, then we start shuttling people up to the new place. Sawyer's going to start delivering stuff tonight, so we need to be ready for him." 
 
    "What about the Vesti's?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, "Not a lot we can do about them right now. We need to take care of our own first." 
 
    "Still think they were the ones who attacked us last night?" Peg asked. 
 
    Sean frowned a moment, "No. From what Travis and the others on the team told me, they'd been waiting for days to find out where I was, so they could attack me. He also said that their handler was surprised by the attack. So no, I don't think the Vesti's did it." 
 
    "Who did then?" 
 
    Sean shrugged, "I guess we'll just have to wait and see." 
 
    Daelyn parked the car then, and getting out of it, Sean went and found Claudia with the girls following along. 
 
    "So, Gloria tells me that you found a place?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Yeah, we're gonna start moving in tonight." 
 
    "Tonight? What's the rush?" 
 
    "We stopped by Sawyers and ordered some heavy armaments and they're going to start showing up tonight," Sean told her, "plus I don't want my problems following me here. I suspect you have enough of your own already." 
 
    Claudia thought about that a moment and nodded, "It would make life difficult, I admit, but I don't think they have the balls to attack this place." 
 
    Roxy spoke up, "Also we have a lot of people that need to be moved, and stuff to buy, it'll probably take a few days to get everyone there, so the sooner we start...." 
 
    "The sooner you finish," Claudia agreed. "Now, Gloria told me that you want to hire some folks to build you some bunkhouses like I have here?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Yeah, as well as a few shops, more garages, and a lab for me. Also I'm going to need to build some defenses and mounts for the weapons I'm getting." 
 
    Claudia nodded, "And let me guess, you want them to start work yesterday, right?" 
 
    Sean chuckled, "Right." 
 
    "Well, the company I use is owned by one of my pack members, and he only employs pack members, so you don't have to worry about anyone asking any questions you don't feel like answering. Problem is, he told me that he's got a few jobs that he can't walk away from right now. So best he can do would be two of his smaller teams." 
 
    "Is there anything we can do to improve that?" Sean asked 
 
    "How about we send him about fifty of our own wolves?" Daelyn asked. "He could stick them in low end jobs and free up more of his people to work on our place. If there's one thing we ain't lacking right now, it's bodies." 
 
    "I don't know if he'd want to add anyone to his payroll," Claudia confessed. 
 
    "They can work for free," Sean told her. "We need to get this done, and I'm sure a lot of them wouldn't mind learning some new skills beyond the few that they have." 
 
    "Sounds good, I'll have him come out to the place tomorrow and talk with you." 
 
    "Great, now any chance we can borrow a couple of vehicles?" 
 
    "What for?" 
 
    "I need to send some of my people out to buy a ton of camping gear so they have a place to sleep and I need to move the ones here out to the new place." 
 
    Claudia sighed and nodded, "Fine. At least you're asking and not ordering." 
 
    Sean turned to the girls, "Dae, you and Jo start moving the guys at the bunker out. Leave the women and children for now. Oh, and see if you can't score a couple more vans or a truck. 
 
    "Peg, go find Oak and take him to Cabella's or Walmart and buy up all the camping goods that you can. Rox and I will go hit a couple of food stores and stock up as much as we can get our hands on so people can eat." 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    Sean gave each of them a stack of cash, "If you need more, let me know." 
 
    Peg looked at the wad of money and giggled, "Oh man, I definitely made the right choice!" 
 
    "Don't make me start asking for receipts," Sean grumbled. 
 
    Peg kissed him, "Don't worry, I'll hide it all real well!" 
 
    "Peg," Daelyn said with a smirk, "you're his wife now; you don't have to hide a damn thing from him." 
 
    "Oooo!" Peg said with an evil grin. "I like that even more!" 
 
    "Just don't go overboard, Please?" Sean said with a grimace, "We're on a budget until I get the new lab going." 
 
    "I'll be good!" Peg said and skipped off. 
 
    "I'd say I've heard that before, but so far, that's the one thing none of you have promised," Sean complained. 
 
    "Well, that sounds like our cue to get going," Jo said and grabbing Daelyn's arm they started back to her car. "We should probably grab a few of the boys if we're going car shopping." 
 
    "Vans are in the barn over there," Claudia pointed, "keys are in 'em. See you later I guess." 
 
    Sean nodded and grabbing Roxy he started for the bunkhouse following Peg. 
 
    "We might as well grab a few of the guys to help carry stuff as well." 
 
    Roxy nodded, "One of them can drive the van back to start ferrying the rest of the people up there for us." 
 
    "Good idea." 
 
    Going inside, Sean confirmed with Oak what he'd told Peg, and after grabbing Hunter and a few others Peg and Oak headed out to go shopping. 
 
    As he and Roxy were getting ready to go, Sean was surprised to see Alex there with Demon, they were just coming in from outside. 
 
    "Alex! What're you doing up here?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Oh! Hi, Sean. Demon called and told me what happened, so I came up here to see how everything was." 
 
    Sean noticed that Demon had his arm on Alex's shoulder; apparently they really were getting on well. 
 
    Sean nodded, "We lost the shop, and I think we lost the van we were setting up as well?" 
 
    Alex sighed and nodded, "Yeah, I stopped by and looked at the place, total write off." 
 
    "Well, do you think you and Demon there could go hit the stores and pick up replacements for the gear we lost? I just sent Dae out to see about some replacement vans, so maybe in a day or two we could at least start taking care of all those dealerships we signed up again?" 
 
    Alex blinked and looked at Demon, who just smiled at him. 
 
    "What about money?" 
 
    Sean pulled out the remainder of the cash, and counted out fifty grand. 
 
    "Is that enough?" 
 
    "More than enough!" 
 
    "Great, take care of it! Demon, keep him out of trouble, okay?" 
 
    "Oh, definitely, wouldn't think of allowing anything at all to ever happen to Alex here!" 
 
    Sean noticed Alex blushing then, and Demon was grinning at him rather widely. Whatever it was, it wasn't his business. At least Demon and Alex seemed to be getting along. 
 
    "Great! See ya' all later," and grabbing Roxy and a couple of the wolves they headed off to the barn to grab a van. 
 
    "Nice to see that Alex has found a friend," Sean sighed. 
 
    "A friend?" Roxy giggled and looked at him. 
 
    "Yeah, he's always hanging out with Demon these days. I was pretty worried when he took over the detailing shop for me, I wasn't sure if the wolves would accept him. But apparently Demon's taken him under his wing." 
 
    Roxy giggled, "Oh, that's not all that Demon's 'taken him under!'" 
 
    "Huh?" Sean stopped and looked at Roxy, "I don't get it." 
 
    "They're boyfriends." 
 
    "Boyfriends?" 
 
    "Yeah, you know, they're sleeping together?" 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "Alex is gay, and apparently Demon is either gay, or bi. They're a couple now! Have been for weeks! Geez, Hon! Haven't you noticed?" 
 
    Sean looked back at the bunkhouse, Alex and Demon were heading off towards Alex's car, and they did look rather comfortable together. 
 
    "Wow, I had no idea." 
 
    "You've known Alex for how many years, and you didn't know he was gay?" Roxy said, surprised. 
 
    Sean shrugged, "Never really thought it was my business, not like I was dating enough myself to notice who anyone else was dating. Honestly? I really don't care, I got too many problems of my own to worry about other people's business. 
 
    "Now, let's go shopping, and then head to our new home." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Stewart groaned as his head throbbed. The last thing he remembered was being in the truck, leaning against the door, and thinking about his witnessing Allen's brains getting blown out the back of his head as the got shot in the eye. 
 
    He must have leaned too hard against the door and it opened and dumped him out on the ground! Reaching up to rub his head was when he started to realize that something was wrong. 
 
    He couldn't move! 
 
    He started to flail around then and quickly realized that his hands had been tied behind his back, his legs had been tied together, he was tied to a chair or something and he was both blindfolded and gagged! 
 
    "Ah! I see you're awake at last!" someone, whose voice he didn't recognize said. "Just a minute and I'll go get Jace." 
 
    Stewart started at that! Jace! Had he been betrayed? What the hell had happened? 
 
    Stewart heard someone come into the room, and from the sounds of it, they sat down somewhere nearby. Then he felt the fabric covering his head slide up and suddenly he could see!  
 
    Blinking at the suddenly light, he quickly saw it was indeed Jace, in his human form, sitting on another chair directly across from him! He started to yell something, but the gag prevented him from speaking. 
 
    Jace just looked at him and shook his head, then held up a sawed off shotgun, with a wire loop at the end with the barrels. 
 
    "Okay," Jace said, looking at Stewart. "You know what this is, right?" 
 
    Stewart could feel his face going pale and started to struggle harder. 
 
    "We're not going to kill you, Stew. Not as long as you don't force us to, that is." 
 
    Jace passed the shotgun to whoever was sitting behind Stewart, and after a moment the wire came down past his eyes, and he could feel it being pulled taught, as the barrels poked into the back of his head. 
 
    "Okay, listen up, Stew. If anyone of us suddenly falls dead, the person holding the shotgun will pull the trigger and you'll die. If they die, the rubber band that their finger is keeping from pulling the trigger won't be blocked anymore, and you'll die. 
 
    "Do you understand this?" 
 
    Stewart shivered in his seat; they were going to kill him! 
 
    "Stewart," Jace sighed, "Do you understand what I just told you?" 
 
    Stewart nodded. He had to play it cool and wait for his chance, if he didn't they'd just kill him, he was sure of it! 
 
    Jace smiled, "Good boy. Now, as you've probably figured out, things have changed, just a bit. I want you to understand; we could have just killed you and thrown you in that hole with our brothers and your friend Allen. 
 
    "Oh, we probably should have; after all, you didn't think twice about those ten people dying, none of you or your friends did. But then, you never do. However, lucky for you, we're not mean vindictive bastards like your father, or Harris, or the rest of the people back home. 
 
    "So, we decided we're going to trade you to some people who probably want to ask you a few questions. What they do with you, well that's going to be between you and them. You weren't in charge of what happened last night, so hopefully they won't hold you to blame. 
 
    "I'd say it's nothing personal, but honestly, Stew, it's very personal. We're not the dogs you treat us like, we're people, and we sure as hell don't like being slaves or being disposable. Now, are you hungry or thirsty?" 
 
    Stewart realized then that he was both, he was dying for a drink and his belly was empty. He nodded his head. 
 
    "Hey! Not so hard!" someone said behind him, he thought it was the first voice, "Ya' don't want my finger to slip off this trigger! Trust me on that!" 
 
    Jace smiled, "I'm going to undo the gag, if you try to trigger any of our kill devices, you'll be dead in an instant. Understand?" 
 
    Stewart nodded. 
 
    "Good." 
 
    Jace leaned in and reached around his head with both hand and removed the gag. 
 
    "You can't do this to me!" Stewart gasped. 
 
    Jace laughed at him, "One of my brothers said that to your father once, you know what your father did?" 
 
    Stewart gave a small careful shake of his head. 
 
    "Popped his silver pellet. Killed him. Took a whole minute for him to die. In front of me, my younger brother, and our mom. Please don't tell me what I can and cannot do to you, Stew. You just don't have that right anymore." 
 
    Jace took a bottle of water off of the table behind him. Stewart noticed suddenly that they were in a room of some kind. Obviously a motel. 
 
    "Drink it slow, you don't want to make a mess," Jace said and held the bottle up to his lips and let him drink it slowly while he thought about what Jace had said to him. He didn't doubt that what Jace had said was true, he'd seen his father kill a lycan before; his father always told him that they were just animals, they weren't human, and they didn't matter at all.  
 
    When Stewart had enough he tilted his head back a little and Jace took the bottle away. 
 
    "Good boy," Jace said with a grin. "We'll see if we can't get you some food as well. 
 
    "I'm sorry," Stewart said. 
 
    "It's too late to be sorry," Jace told him and leaning forward he put the gag in his mouth again. "Just understand, I would love to kill you and send your head in a box to your father with a note telling him that I did it to pay him back for murdering my brother. But unlike your father, I'm not an animal." 
 
    With that Jace picked up the heavy black hood and put it back over Stewart's head. 
 
    "Think I should tell him about how his dad raped my sister?" the voice from behind him asked. 
 
    "I think he's had enough for now," Jace chuckled. "Besides which, I doubt he really cares." 
 
    "Well, he did say he was 'sorry,'" the voice chuckled. 
 
    "Yeah, it's easy to say you're sorry, it's a lot harder to mean it." 
 
    Stewart felt the loop of the shotgun loosened and then pulled up off of him. 
 
    And that was it. He couldn't tell if they were still behind him, if they were still in the room, or if anyone else was there. He realized then that he couldn't even hear any of the background noise he'd heard while Jace had been talking to him! 
 
    Obviously they'd been trained on how to deal with a magic user; they'd taken away his sight, his hearing, and his ability to talk, as well as his ability to use his hands to gesture.  
 
    He might be able to try something, maybe. However with the way he was tied, he wouldn't doubt that there were other things on him that would block his abilities, and no doubt they were just waiting for the excuse to shoot him. The only reason he figured he was really still alive is because they'd been trained not to kill mages without orders.  
 
    So as long as he behaved himself, he should be okay. 
 
    It wasn't a very comforting thought, sitting there, but there wasn't much he could do beyond that, except maybe sleep. 
 
    But he'd get out of this, he was sure that he would. They were only lycans, they just weren't as smart as people were, especially not as smart as a mage like him. And once he did, they'd pay; oh he was sure about that, too. 
 
      
 
    Jace closed the door behind him, leaving Red in the room to keep an eye on Stewart. 
 
    "So, now what? We've got a nice little bargaining chip. The only problem is that we have no idea where the people we can bargain him to are." 
 
    "Maybe when Rufus and the others get back from downtown we'll know something?" Beck replied. "It's not like we can go driving around in the truck. All we need is for Stan or Matt to see that truck and one of us driving it. It'd be all over then." 
 
    Jace nodded, "Yeah, I guess it was a good idea to get rid of it. Too bad we need the guy, or we could just run around town until we picked up somebody's scent and then get set up with who's who around here running things." 
 
    "Well, the rumors always said that there are a lot of free wolves in this town. Hopefully we'll find one of them, eventually." 
 
    "Yeah, but we don't have eventually," Jace sighed. "Sooner or later, someone from Sacramento is going to come here looking for Stewart and the rest of us. All they need to do is be close enough when they cast the spell, and we're all dead." 
 
    "Then why are we waiting around here?" 
 
    "Because I don't like the idea of having that silver pellet stuck inside me, if there is the slightest chance of it getting removed. Also, who knows what kinds of things they may have to track us with? At least if we're immune to silver, we'll have a fighting chance if they ever catch up with us." 
 
    "Hopefully they'll just tell everyone else that we're dead and forget about us," Beck said. 
 
    "Yeah, there is that," Jace said, but then grinned, "but just how much sweeter would it be to go back there and have a few words with them our self?" 
 
    "I don't see that ending well, for anybody, Jace," Beck warned. 
 
    "As long as I kill a lot more of them then they do me, I can die a happy wolf," Jace growled, "and maybe rape a few of their daughters while killing a few of their sons." 
 
      
 
    Sean wandered through the house with Roxy in tow; they'd sent the wolves back in the van to start ferrying people from Claudia's place up here.  
 
    The house was really incredibly nice. It was a huge single story ranch with a lot of very large bedrooms, a huge living room, den, and even an office. Stopping in the master bedroom, Sean closed the door and smiled at Roxy. 
 
    "What, couldn't wait until tonight?" Roxy laughed as she walked up to him and leaned against him as he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her nice and long. 
 
    Sean let his fingers start to explore her body, then pulling her shirt out he tugged it up until she stepped back a little and raised her hands over her head. 
 
    "It's not just that," Sean smiled as he pulled her shirt off and she undid her sports bra. 
 
    "Oh?" Roxy looked at him in curiosity. "What else is it?" 
 
    "We're home Rox. Home. This is it, this is the place. I'm done with hiding. We're digging in here, and we're going to hold it against all comers. This is our home, and I'll be dammed if I ever move again." 
 
    Pulling his own shirt off, he pulled her close and kissed her. 
 
    "Oh," Roxy purred, "I like the sound of that!" 
 
    Sean smirked slowly, looking into her eyes. 
 
    "Sean, Hon, what are you thinking?" Roxy asked a little warily. She'd never seen him giving her the kind of look he was giving her now. 
 
    "We have a home," he growled. 
 
    Roxy nodded slowly, "Yes, you said that." 
 
    "I seem to remember you saying something about 'not until we have a home,' Riiiiight?" Sean growled lustily and pulling her close he kissed her again. 
 
    Roxy purred at that growl and the possessive way Sean had grabbed her. It was obvious that her Sean wanted something, and the way his hands were grabbing at her ass, and he was grinding his pants clad erection against her. She tried to recall when she'd ever told him he'd have to wait on some.... 
 
    Roxy's eyes got wide and reaching down to his waistband she literally ripped his pants off! 
 
    "Somebody want something?" Sean growled and would have laughed as she desperately got out of her own pants if he didn't want this so badly as well. 
 
    "Now dammit! I want it Now!" Roxy growled right back at him. "Bad enough I'm not gonna have your first, but I sure as hell am gonna have your second!"  
 
    Pulling her down to the carpeted floor, Sean was almost overwhelmed by the scent of her need. But Roxy hadn't been shy about letting him know that she wanted his child, and after Roberta he had realized that he very much wanted a child with her as well. Yes, there was a war on, but it didn't matter.  
 
    Right now, only one thing mattered, and he was going to spend the rest of the afternoon and the evening taking care of it.  
 
    "I love you Rox, I want this, I want you, I want us to have children." 
 
    Roxy grabbed his head and kissed him, then reached down and smacked him on the butt, "Get to work stud! You got some breedin' to do!" she growled. 
 
    Grinning down at her, Sean moved between her spread legs. He could tell that she meant business. Apparently she really wanted his child. 
 
    'As senior, she gets to chose,' his lion suddenly spoke up, shocking the hell out of him. 
 
    'Choose what?' 
 
    'She can have a cheetah, or she can have a lion,' came the matter of fact reply. 
 
    'You can do that?' 
 
    'We can do that,' came the humorous reply. 
 
    "What's he want now?" Roxy growled. 
 
    Sean looked down at her. "Do you want a cheetah, or a lion?" 
 
    "I want your son! Now!" 
 
    'Lion,' Sean and his lion both agreed. 
 
    Sean didn't hold back, he just plunged in to the hilt, Roxy wrapping her arms and legs around him as soon as he did and they made love rather frantically there on the floor. They didn't last terribly long, and when they both hit their peak together, Sean felt something magical happening to the two of them. He didn't have to ask his lion, he knew what had happened. Roxy hadn't been in heat, but she sure as hell was now, and the scent of it filled the room and his head. 
 
    "Damn," Roxy panted, "lions really can breed you out of season!" 
 
    "Was there ever any doubt?" Sean chuckled, between pants. 
 
    "Now, how about we do that again, only this time, not so fast?" Roxy giggled. 
 
    Sean snickered and kissed her, "Are cheetah's always so pushy?" 
 
    "Only when they want something," Roxy purred and Sean started to kiss his way down her neck to that lovely chest of hers, his fingers stroking her smooth skin. 
 
    "Well," he murmured between nibbles and kisses as he reached her breasts, "I want something too." 
 
    "I'm gonna be a mom," Roxy sighed, and then gasped as he bit a nipple. 
 
    "Yup," Sean looked up at her and smiled, what had happened with Roberta had been a spur of the moment thing, an unexpected moment that had taken him by surprise. Not that he regretted it in the slightest of course. Roberta was definitely meant to be his, as far as he was concerned. 
 
    But Roxy, Roxy had been first, and he'd wanted her for so long because she was sexy, she was hot, and she had always been nice and friendly to the geeky quite guy in the room next door. When he'd finally gotten her, made her his, he knew in the back of his head one day that this would be coming, and now that it was, nothing else in the world mattered.  
 
    Just Roxy. 
 
    Rolling over onto his back and pulling her with him, he sat up then, her legs bending and sliding to either side of his as she sat in his lap and he continued to nuzzle, lick, and nibble at her breasts with the occasional nip or tug on a nipple as she panted, her head above his. All the time he was doing that, she was slowly grinding back against him, her elbows braced on his shoulders as her hands ran through his hair. 
 
    When Sean finally felt himself recovered enough for the next round, he kissed his way back up to those delectable lips while his hands slid down to grab her hips. Lifting her up he slotted himself back inside, then just let go, smiling as Roxy gasped in surprise, then grinned at her as she smiled back and wrapped her arms and legs around him, as they started to slowly rock back and forth. 
 
    Roxy purred, she was in seventh heaven, she was being bred. Her big sexy lion was having his way with her, putting his son in her, and right now they were just rocking back and forth, making slow and passionate love as he kissed his way down her neck and she relaxed, leaning back from him, letting his strong hands hold her. 
 
    Damn, if Sampson were still alive, she'd have to send him a thank you card for biting Sean! She always had a feeling that there was more depth to him than he let on, that there was something buried under that quiet unassuming exterior, and sure enough, once his beast had blown all of that away, he'd turned into quite the dominant, strong, and demanding lover, just the kind of male that Roxy had always wanted. That first time he'd taken her, and he really had taken, it had been wonderful, there hadn't been any question or doubts, he'd made her his. 
 
    Her body clenched down on him and she shivered in his lap as she thought about that, drenching him again with her fluids. She liked big dominant guys, but the few she'd met thought they were owed sex and you should be thankful they'd graced your bed. 
 
    But not Sean, oh hells no! When Sean made love to you, he was worshipping your body and thanking you for the opportunity! You could tell that you were the center of his world and that the only thing he was focused on was making you happy.  
 
    When he told you he loved you, you knew he wasn't saying it just to get in your pants, you knew that he meant it. A wonderful sweet guy with a huge tough beast who knew how to be nice and loving, and also knew how to kill his enemies; Roxy shivered again, God must really love her and Sean was the proof. 
 
    "I love you, Sean," she moaned, "I love you and I want your son, give him to me, Baby." 
 
    He raised up onto his knees, grabbing her ass tightly with one hand as he pushed in all the way, and then leaning forward he spilled her onto the bed, on her back, his other hand stopping his body from slamming down onto hers as he braced it on the bed besides her head. Roxy smiled up at him as her Sean began to take her hard once more, driving himself on to his own peak, she could only reach up and stroke the side of his face. They were making a family; she was going to be a mother. 
 
    Sean drove himself on panting in absolute ecstasy until he finally emptied himself into his love, his Roxy, once more.  
 
    And all he wanted to do was to do it again. This was so much better than the last time; even his lion wanted this with Roxy. Sean doubted that there was anything in life more fulfilling than making a child with the woman you loved. 
 
      
 
    "Damn," Sean heard Daelyn's voice as the door opened many hours later, "no wonder they sent us off! Do we always smell that strong?" 
 
    "Yeah, it does reek," Jolene agreed, tossing the bags with the blankets and other things they'd bought on the floor. "I kinda like it." 
 
    "Um, Jo, Dae," Peg said, depositing her bags as well. "Maybe we should give them a little space?" 
 
    Daelyn snorted, "Nothing here we haven't joined them in before!" 
 
    Sean opened his eyes and pulled Roxy against him cupping her breasts with his hands while she started to purr loudly and squirm back against him. 
 
    "They're not having sex," Peg giggled. 
 
    "Sure looks like it to me!" 
 
    "Wait a moment," Jolene gasped, "You mean they're?" 
 
    "Yup, breeding," Peg said, nodding. 
 
    "Congrats! Both of you!" Daelyn said happily. 
 
    "Yes, congratulations," Jolene agreed, "I know how much you wanted this, Rox." 
 
    "So, um?" Peg asked and motioned towards the door. 
 
    "Oh, hells no! I'm watching!" Daelyn laughed and plopped down on her butt. 
 
    "You can't be serious?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Close the damn door," Roxy growled and rolled over to face Sean, "I'm pretty sure I'm pregnant, so if you want to get naked and join us, feel free, Sisters." 
 
    "You don't want to be alone?" Peg said, surprised. 
 
    "Course not, we're a family, and family shares," Roxy growled lustily as Sean started to nuzzle her. He'd lost count of just how many times they'd had sex in the last four or five hours. 
 
    "This isn't a ploy to get me pregnant too, is it?" Jolene asked, a little worried. 
 
    "That comes later," Sean growled, "After I get you to beg me for it." 
 
    "Honestly?" Peg confessed and started to undress, "The way this room smells I almost feel like begging for it. My vixen just wants to roll around in the wet spot!" 
 
    "Ewww!" Daelyn said. 
 
    "TMI," Jolene laughed. 
 
    "Un-huh," Peg snickered, "yet your both still thinking about it, aren't you?" 
 
    "The breeding or the rolling?" 
 
    "Both!" 
 
    "Maybe just a little," Jolene blushed. 
 
      
 
    § 
 
      
 
    Sean opened his eyes, he was in lion form and he was lying on the side of a mountain and not curled up with Roxy and the girls. Sitting up he looked around, it wasn't quite the same as the mountain from his last dream, the one where his lion had finished explaining to him just who and what he was.  
 
    Looking to his left, there was a throne, of sorts. It was more of an arrangement of rocks, but it was notable by being the only thing like it on the mountainside. And sitting on it, looking out across the assemblage of lions, was his lion, or to put it a little more distinctly, the lion entity that had taken up residence in his mind when Sampson had bit him. 
 
    As Sean watched, one of the lions would pad up to the 'throne' and sit down and converse with his lion, then with a duck of its head, it would get up and pad off. Several lionesses also came and went, one of them going so far as to look him over and give him a wink. 
 
    "What's the purpose of this memory?" Sean asked after that, unclear on just what the message was supposed to be. 
 
    "Ah! You're awake! I must say, this is an interesting surprise." 
 
    Sean turned and looked at his lion, who had a bemused expression on his face. Part of Sean found it interesting that he could interpret leonine expressions so readily now, but the other part asked, "What do you mean awake? This is a dream." 
 
    Sean's lion held up a paw, to stop the lioness that was talking to him, the one that had winked actually. 
 
    "Yes you are asleep, your body that is. This however isn't a dream; it's a place that only we lions can come to, where we exist when we're dead while we await the chance to live again. Sometimes I come here while you're asleep, to talk to the others while they wait, or sleep themselves." 
 
    "The others?" 
 
    "The other lions. This is my youngest sister, she currently lives in Beijing." 
 
    "There are werelions in China?" Sean said, looking at her in surprise. 
 
    "We're everywhere, Sean. We may not be the masters of the world that we once were, but we still like to keep an eye on things." 
 
    "Okay," Sean gave a leonine shrug, "by why are you sitting on what looks like a throne?" 
 
    "Because he's the first," his lion's younger sister spoke up. "He's the oldest of all of us, he achieved sentience first, and he discovered the problems we faced before the rest of us." 
 
    "So if you're the youngest, where does that put you?" 
 
    "Fourteenth," she smiled at him, and Sean had to smile back, she was kind of cute actually. Too bad she was in China. 
 
    "Fourteenth?" He asked. 
 
    "We had a large and successful pride," his lion chuckled. "My younger siblings and some of our eldest children make up a council of sorts, so that we might better focus our efforts." 
 
    Sean nodded absently, "So, why are you surprised?" 
 
    "Because it's very rare for one in your position to join me here." 
 
    "My position?" 
 
    "The owner of the body I've joined with, most just aren't strong enough mentally, they don't have the will." 
 
    "Isn't that because you crushed them, and took them over?" Sean asked and then immediately felt embarrassed for saying it. 
 
    His lion however just nodded, "Yes, that was true of those that I destroyed. Don't feel too embarrassed about it," he said noticing Sean's discomfort. "I realize now that it was wrong of me, as I told you before. However I don't feel bad about it." 
 
    "We tend not to feel bad about anything we've done," the lioness chuckled, "being gods and all that." 
 
    "I thought you said you realized you weren't gods?" Sean said looking at the two of them. 
 
    "Well, not gods in the sense of what some would say a god is perhaps, but we did hold the power of life, death, and creation, for many thousands of years," she told him. 
 
    "Sean," his lion said, "less than a handful of those I've joined with have ever come here with me. Once again, it tells me that I was right not to take you over, but instead to take a back seat and guide you as you grow." 
 
    "Why? Not that I'm complaining, mind you, the idea of being destroyed wasn't one I was terribly pleased to hear." 
 
    "Because it means you're becoming one of us," the lioness said and winked at him again. "Which is nice, because you are rather cute." 
 
    "One of you?" 
 
    "A lion, Sean. Most of those who get infected later in life are only one of us for as long as they shall live. When they die their spirit and that of the lion who infected them go their separate ways. Your spirit however is becoming one of ours." 
 
    Sean looked at the two of them, and then looked out at the mass of lions spread out along the slopes. Some were sleeping, some were awake, some were talking, and some were engaging in other pursuits. 
 
    "Does that mean I get to do mystical shit too?" Sean asked looking back at his lion. 
 
    His lion laughed, "In time, perhaps. Only the senior most of us really have those abilities anymore." 
 
    "But," the lioness said with another wink, "as one of his children, that does make you one of us." 
 
    "His children?" Sean was having trouble following that, "But Sampson is the one who bit me." 
 
    "Yes, but your mind was shaped by the presence of the first, he's the one who awoke your consciousness. So as your physical body mimics that of Sampson who created it, your mental form will take after the one shaping it." 
 
    "That's a lot to take in," Sean admitted. 
 
    "Yes," his lion agreed, "it is. Now go back to sleep, I have much to do here tonight. We'll discuss this later, when you're older." 
 
    "Yes, Dad," Sean sighed and could hear the lioness laughing rather loudly as he fell back asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Family 
 
      
 
    Sean opened his eyes, there was somebody knocking at the door and it took him a minute to remember where he was, the ceiling he was looking up at being a new one. Roxy was tucked under his chin and was clinging to him rather tightly. Not that the same couldn't be said for him.  
 
    Looking around the room, Jolene, Daelyn, and Peg weren't there; he guessed that they must have gotten up earlier. Then again, Roxy had gotten him to 'make up' for the time he spent with each of the others, and had kept him up to the wee hours of the morning. He'd thought Roberta liked to breed; well Roxy definitely put her to shame. Of course there was no way that Sean was going to discourage her wanting to make 'sure,' even if his lion had told him hours ago that she was most definitely pregnant with their son. 
 
    "What!" he called out as someone knocked again. 
 
    The door opened and someone poked their head in. 
 
    "Sean?" 
 
    Sean sat bolt upright, "Mom!" he said and then just as suddenly remembered that both he and Roxy were naked. Wet, sticky and naked. Very naked. In front of his mother. And the blanket wasn't covering all that much. 
 
    "Maybe you should wash first, Son," she chuckled. 
 
    Sean sighed and shook his head, "They didn't warn you, did they?" 
 
    "Who's 'they?'" 
 
    "Whichever of my other wives you talked to obviously," Sean said with a smirk. 
 
    "Well, they said you were working on the future, and then giggled something fiercely." 
 
    Sean rolled his eyes, "They would. Now if you'll excuse me for a moment? Honestly, Mom, I can't believe you fell for that." 
 
    Sean's mother laughed, "Sorry, Sean, but there are just some things a mother wants to see with her own eyes. And from the looks of it, I guess I'm going to be a grandmother soon." 
 
    Sean could only shake his head and grin as his mother left, closing the door. Getting up he gave Roxy a shake. 
 
    "Whaaaa?" she grumbled. 
 
    "My mom's here. Time to meet the family." 
 
    "Eek!" Roxy said and she was halfway to the bathroom before the blanket she'd been under flattened back out. Cheetahs could definitely move when they wanted to! 
 
    By the time Sean got to the bathroom, the water was going full blast and Roxy was already soaping herself up. Joining her Sean took a look at her and decided 'what the hell' and started to run his hands over her slick body. 
 
    "Sean! Your mother's here!" Roxy growled at him. 
 
    "Yeah, and she already saw us lying under the covers," Sean grinned. 
 
    "Sean!" Roxy warned as he leaned in and starting to nibble on her ear. 
 
    "One more won't hurt," Sean whispered, "After all, we need to be sure!" 
 
    Roxy growled again, but pressed back against him, "Oh what the hell, why not?" and sighed. 
 
      
 
    Thirty or forty minutes later, they walked out into the living room and made their appearance. Sean was a bit surprised to see that there was now a couple of folding tables and chairs set up in the living room, along with the dining room and kitchen, and that the cooks were laying out food for him and Roxy, as his mom drank coffee. There were two men and a woman with his mother, as well as a giant rabbit wearing a fedora that someone had obviously cut ear holes in.  
 
    He'd ask about the rest of them later. 
 
    Walking over to his mother he hugged her and gave her a kiss on the cheek as she stood up and hugged him back.  
 
    "Mom! It's great to see you again! I was so worried about you!" 
 
    "And I was worried about you too, Sean. But it looks like my fears were unfounded." 
 
    "Oh no," Roxy laughed. "They were completely founded. Trust me on that!" 
 
    Sean smirked, "Mom, this is Roxy; you may remember me mentioning her two or three dozen times. She was the hot track star in the room next to mine." 
 
    "I seem to recall something of that," Sean's mother smiled and stepping around Sean she gave Roxy a hug. "Cheetah?"  
 
    Roxy nodded, and then patted her belly, "Pregnant cheetah." 
 
    "So I gathered from the others," she chuckled. 
 
    "Roxy, this is my mother, Louise." 
 
    "Call me Lou, please," his mother interrupted 
 
    Sean continued, "Roxy's my first, and I guess you could say, 'senior' wife," Sean smiled, and looked over at Jolene and Peg who both came into the room then. 
 
    "This is Jolene, my second wife, who is also a tantric witch, and this is Peg, my newest wife, she's a magic user and a werefox." 
 
    "We've met," Sean's mother smiled. 
 
    "Where's Dae?" Sean asked Jolene. 
 
    "Outside dealing with the construction crew. She's laying out the plans for everything." 
 
    Sean nodded and went to the door, opening it he leaned out looking around until he spotted her with a couple of men at a worktable with a lot of paper on it. 
 
    "Dae! Get in here for a minute!" 
 
    "Give me a few, I'm busy!"  
 
    "My mom's here, Dae, whatever it is, it can wait!" 
 
    Sean could have thought he heard her swear, and a minute later she came running up in one of her coveralls, the ones that Sean liked so much because she always went naked under them. 
 
    "Damn! I forgot! Sorry, Hon! Let me go change!" 
 
    "It's my mom, you can come as you are," Sean said and steered her into the living room. 
 
    "Mom, this is Daelyn, she's Samis's niece." 
 
    Sean's mother blinked in surprise, "Samis's niece? I bet your father would be pleased! It's a pleasure to meet you Daelyn," Sean's mother gave Daelyn a hug. 
 
    "Umm, it's great to meet you too," Daelyn turned to Sean, "I really need to get back to supervising Charles's team. I'm literally drawing up the plans right now for everything so they can start building tomorrow." 
 
    Sean gave Daelyn a hug and a kiss, "Thanks, Dae. We can catch up later, I'm sure." 
 
    "So, four wives?" Sean's mother said looking around as Daelyn ran back outside. 
 
    "Five actually," Roxy said with a grin. 
 
    "Oh? Where's she at?" Louise asked, looking around. 
 
    "She's at the Sorceress Guild," Sean sighed. "And yes, she's also pregnant. Once things get settled down and this little war has been settled, I'll bring her back here." 
 
    "So, five then?"  
 
    "So far," Jolene laughed, while winking teasingly Sean. 
 
    "You think he's going to get more?" his mother asked looking over at Jolene in surprise. 
 
    "Let's just say your son has huge growth potential," Jolene said and giggled some more. 
 
    Sean sighed, "Let me guess, Jo's the one who told you I was making the future?" 
 
    "No, that was Peg there." 
 
    Peg grinned, and giggled as well. 
 
    "So, Mom," Sean said, changing the subject, "how about introducing me to your companions? You said you were bringing family with you?" 
 
    "Yes!" his mother smiled, and motioned to the others who all stood up, well except the rabbit, he hadn't been sitting. 
 
    "This is my brother, Philo."  
 
    Sean shook hands with his uncle. Best he could tell, he was younger than his mother, but he wasn't sure that meant much. 
 
    "Uncle," Sean smiled. 
 
    "Sean," Philo said with a smile. 
 
    "This is my Uncle Maitland." 
 
    "Would that be 'great uncle?'" Sean asked as they shook hands. Sean could definitely feel something different as they shook hands too. 
 
    'Faerie,' his lion warned him. 
 
    "It would," his great uncle confirmed, sounding a bit more formally than Sean expected. "However, Maitland will suffice for now." 
 
    "And this is my cousin Ruthelma," his mother said introducing him to the woman who came over and surprised Sean by giving him a hug and a kiss, that sent a hot fire through his body and he found himself giving her a hug back as well. 
 
    "Please, call me Ruth," she said in a soft and seductive voice." 
 
    'Don't even think about it!' his lion warned him. 
 
    'Why not?' Sean replied, because he was thinking about it. 
 
    'Because she's related and she's a Faerie and the others will kill you. Roxy's about to start sharpening her claws on your hide as we talk!' 
 
    "Nice to meet you, Ruth," Sean said with a strained smile and quickly disengaged himself from her grasp and stepping backwards he put an arm around Roxy and literally pulled her against him to keep from saying or doing anything that might embarrass his mom. He noticed that Maitland gave a snort, his uncle snickered, and his mother gave Ruthelma one of 'those' looks that Sean had grown up with, while Ruth just smiled slowly and gave a small shrug of her shoulders. 
 
    Roxy however had her arm around him and her fingers were dug into his side so much that it actually hurt, and was growling softly. Jolene looked a little cross, and Peg just bewildered. 
 
    'What the hell just happened?' 
 
    'She tried to glamour you. She's a faerie, and you're the lord here. She made the mistake of thinking you were a mortal.' 
 
    'I am a mortal,' Sean protested. 
 
    'I'm not.' 
 
    Sean turned and gave Roxy a kiss, which settled her immediately. 
 
    "Well, now that introductions are done, how about we eat? I can tell Rox here is starving... Oh! Almost forgot! Who's the giant rabbit?" Sean asked and motioned towards him. 
 
    "Huh?" Roxy said looking around.  
 
    Sean noticed that everyone else was looking around, except for Maitland, while his mom looked a little upset and his uncle Philo just looked embarrassed. 
 
    "That's my friend, Markey," Philo said. 
 
    "You brought your pooka friend along?" Sean's mother Louise sighed. 
 
    Philo shrugged, "He's my friend, if he wants to come, that's his decision." 
 
    Sean nodded to the giant rabbit, who just smiled. 
 
    "Doesn't bother me none," Sean said recalling what little he'd heard about pooka's. "Just understand that everyone here has been through a rather rough time the last several weeks, so please don't go making it any rougher." 
 
    Sitting down he picked up his fork and remembering Deidre and the others he looked at his mom, his relatives, and their friend, "There are four dark elves with us now as well. I don't know if you all get along or not, however they're members of my household and under my protection. They've been through a lot, so please don't give them any grief either, okay?" 
 
    Sean noticed that the Pooka looked a little disappointed, Maitland scowled a bit, and Ruthelma was pouting. 
 
    "Dark elves?" his mother asked, looking a little surprised. "Just how did they end up here?" 
 
    "We rescued them from the Ascendants while rescuing our people," Sean said between bites. He was starving, and he really didn't like to talk much while eating when he was this hungry. Roxy, he'd noticed, had also set about eating with a will, and while her hand had let go of him, she was still sitting pretty close. So he rubbed his leg up against hers under the table and gave her a wink when she looked over at him. 
 
    "So, you are a lion-were then?" Maitland asked giving Sean an appraising look. 
 
    Sean looked back at him and smirked, "I'm not 'a lion,' Maitland." 
 
    "Oh? But you just said 'your people' when referring to the other lycans." 
 
    "Ah, I can see how you may have gotten confused," Sean looked at all of them, and gave Jolene and Peg a wink, "I'm the lion." 
 
    Maitland snorted, "Preposterous, you are not the first lion I have met young man." 
 
    Sean nodded, "I don't doubt it. Feel free to ask 'em." 
 
    "So, Sean," his mother Louise broke in with a look at her uncle. "What are your plans?" 
 
    "Well, first and foremost is to finish breakfast," he said with a smile, "but after that, I need to make sure my people are settled and cared for and check on the progress of our defenses. Once I'm sure we're secure and that we can't be pushed off of this mountain," Sean took another bite and took a moment to chew it before swallowing, "I'm going to talk to my generals and see about paying back whoever it was that attacked us Monday night, while preparing to take on the Vesti's and disabusing them of the notion that they can keep anybody as slaves." 
 
    "That's some pretty big talk, Sean," Philo said. 
 
    Sean shrugged, "You know what they say: Go big, or go home." 
 
    Sean noticed his mother smiled at that, as well as his uncle Philo, while Maitland scowled a little. 
 
    "Yes, I do believe that I've heard them say that as well," Philo agreed. 
 
    "Well, you definitely have your father's spunk," Maitland said. 
 
    Sean looked up from his breakfast and smiled, "Why thank you, that's quite the compliment." 
 
    "Well just remember, it wasn't enough to save him," Maitland warned. 
 
    Sean sighed and nodded, "Unfortunately, my father was a very kind and forgiving man." 
 
    "And just as fortunately," Roxy growled, smiling, "You're not!" 
 
    Sean laughed, "No, I'm most definitely not!" 
 
    Sean spent the rest of breakfast filling his mother and the others in on what had happened since he'd last talked to her, and she caught him up on some more of their family history. 
 
    "So you met dad while he was traveling overseas?"  
 
    "Yes," she nodded, "your father had a very magnetic personality, and my father and mother were quite taken with him, as well as I. When he left to return home, I went with him." She shrugged, "I don't regret any of it, Sean, and I most certainly am very happy that we had you." 
 
    "Thanks, Mom," Sean said setting down his fork. "I think I need to go check in with Daelyn and see just how much all of this is costing me." 
 
    "I've been meaning to ask you, Sean. Just where are you getting all of this money from?" 
 
    "Oh! That reminds me! You don't happen to have a large coin on you, do you? Gold works best, and well, silver tends to get destroyed around us." 
 
    "I have a large copper one," Philo said and tossed it over to Sean. 
 
    "Ah!" Sean said and catching it he untarred his anti-scrying spells into it, altering it in the process to look like all the other ones he'd made due to the way the spell worked. 
 
    "Here, Mom," he said and handed it to her, "Keep this on you at all times, wear it if you can." 
 
    Blinking his mother took it and looked at it, and then looked up at him, "Did you just make this?"  
 
    Sean smiled, "Yup. It's a protection against scrying, all scrying, as well as most mind spells. I make 'em for everybody." 
 
    "Do you do all of your enchanting that fast?" she asked looking stunned. 
 
    Sean nodded, "Once I've gotten the first one down, yeah." 
 
    "Well now I guess I know where you're getting all your money from! Oh, your father would be so proud of you, Sean!"  
 
    "Thanks, Mom," Sean said and bending over he gave her a hug, and then headed for the door to find Daelyn. 
 
    "I'll tell Oak to find all of you a place to stay," he said and then stepped outside with the girls right behind him. 
 
    "I like your mom," Roxy said. 
 
    "Yeah, she's nice," Jolene said. 
 
    "Yup," Peg agreed. "Not so sure about the others though." 
 
    "Nope, especially not that Ruth gal," Roxy growled. 
 
    Sean snorted as Jolene and Peg weighed in, agreeing with Roxy. 
 
    "Yeah, I don't like her much either," Sean admitted, "and," he lowered his voice, "I think my lion really dislikes her." 
 
    "Oh?" the others all said. 
 
    "He had words for me, when she tried to glamour me," Sean admitted, "thankfully he put an end to that too." 
 
    "Well good for him!" Roxy purred. 
 
    "I'll let him out later tonight and you can thank him personally," Sean laughed and could feel his lion liked that idea a lot. 
 
    "So," Peg asked. "Just what the hell is a pooka?" 
 
    "A capricious and whimsical spirit that appears in the form of a large animal. They are supposed to be pretty powerful, so don't go pissing him off," Jolene said. 
 
    "Why couldn't I see it?" 
 
    "Most people can't, unless it wants them to. I'm surprised it revealed itself to Sean." 
 
    "It was surprised too," Sean chuckled. "Now, let's catch Dae up and see what's going on out here." 
 
      
 
    "I like him," Philo said to his sister Louise after Sean and his wives had left the room. 
 
    "He's definitely not what I expected," Maitland agreed, and then turned towards his daughter, "And Ruthelma, that was quite rude of you, to do that to a family member." 
 
    Ruthelma smiled and shrugged, "Not like it worked, father." 
 
    Louise sighed and shook her head, "Ruth, you're my favorite cousin, but do anything even close to that again to my son and I will take up with you after he's done." 
 
    "Oh, my father would never do anything to me," Ruth laughed. 
 
    "I wasn't talking about your father, Ruth. I was talking about my Sean. He didn't like what you did, I could see it in the way he stepped back from you and grabbed his wife. He wasn't looking for protection; he was trying to keep anyone from seeing how angry he was. Sean has had to use a lot of restraint growing up, I know the signs." 
 
    Ruthelma sighed heavily and looked embarrassed, "I'm sorry, Lou. But you have to admit, he's one hell of a handsome young man, and obviously knows how to please a woman, or he wouldn't have so many of them at his beck and call! 
 
    "But, I promise, Lou, it won't happen again." 
 
    Louise smiled as Maitland, Ruthelma's father, shook his head. 
 
    "How come you'll listen to your cousin, but not me?" he grumbled. 
 
    "Because," Ruthelma smiled winningly, "you won't follow through on your threats, but Lou will. If she tells you something will cause you pain, it will. Even if she has to beat you over the head with it." 
 
    Philo laughed at that and Louise grinned. Ruthelma might be a royal pain in the ass at times, but she was still one of Louise's closest friends, even after all these years.  
 
    Plus annoying Uncle Maitland had been a favorite pastime of the two of them for decades. 
 
    "So," Philo asked, "is that amulet everything your son said it is?" 
 
    Louise pulled the coin back out of her pocket and looked at it. "It's encrypted, so I really can't tell all that much about it." 
 
    "Encrypted?" 
 
    "Ben figured out a way to scramble the spells on a device so that while they still worked fine, no other enchanter could copy them. Sean told me that Ben had left him clues to find where his spell book was hidden and that he has it now and read it. I know from experience that this is definitely one of Ben's spells." 
 
    "Do you think that's where he learned how to enchant an item so quickly?" 
 
    Louise shook her head, "No. Ben didn't know how to do that, it was the biggest obstacle in his quest." Louise smiled, "His father would be so proud of him discovering this! If only he were here to see it." 
 
    Maitland sighed, "Well, let's hope that it doesn't inflate your son's ego too much. Otherwise our helping him and protecting him isn't going to be easy." 
 
    "I'm not so sure he needs our protecting, Father," Ruthelma chuckled. 
 
    "Be that as it may, we're here, and he's family. Louise has asked for our help, and we all agreed to give it." 
 
    "Yes, Father." 
 
    "Yes, Uncle." 
 
    "Thank you," Louise smiled, "Uncle Maitland." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Not Responsible 
 
      
 
    "What the hell do you mean that you don't know where my son is!" 
 
    Harris tried not to flinch as Kurt yelled at Matt and Stan, both of whom were sitting there looking completely nonplussed. 
 
    "We left when the fire department showed up," Matt said with a shrug. "That was the plan. Allen, Stan, and me, we did what we could to keep the noise down. Allen must have messed up or something, because the spell failed sooner than expected." 
 
    "Maybe one of them called the fire department?" Stan said. 
 
    Matt nodded, "That or they had a fire alarm. Anyway, we left. They didn't show up at the rendezvous point, so we figured they just drove back here." 
 
    "My son's been missing since Monday night, when you last saw him, and that's all you can say?" Kurt yelled again, and then turned to Harris. 
 
    "You tell them!" 
 
    "Tell them what?" Harris said looking at him patiently, "Have you tried calling him? Or calling Allen?" 
 
    "Of course I've tried calling them!" Kurt yelled, "I've been trying to call them since Stewart didn't come home last night! We're talking about my son here, Harris. Not some dog and not some two-bit handler! I want to know what you're going to do about it!" 
 
    Harris sighed, "Okay, okay, Kurt. I'll have someone look into it. Now go home. For all we know they simply broke down in the mountains on the way back, and we all know how spotty the reception is up there. I'm sure they'll all turn up soon enough." 
 
    "You better do something! And soon!" Kurt said and storming out of Harris' office he slammed the door behind him as he went. 
 
    Sighing and shaking his head, Harris turned his focus on Matt and Stan, who were both sitting there, and waited until they both started to look nervous. They hadn't shown up until late last night, apparently they'd stopped and spent the night at a hotel before driving back. Knowing the two of them, Harris wouldn't be surprised to find out that they'd actually spent the night at a whorehouse and hadn't even realized that Allen and Stewart, as well as a truck full of werewolf soldiers had gone missing. 
 
    "What?" Stan finally asked. 
 
    "What happened? Where the hell is Allen, Stewart, and the rest of them?" 
 
    Stan shrugged, "How the hell should I know. When we left they were still tossing bodies into the back of the truck." 
 
    "Bodies?" Harris asked, taken aback. 
 
    "Well yeah, we lost quite a few. I mean, there's always some dead when we do one of these, this time there was just a bit more than normal." 
 
    "A bit more?" Harris said leaning forward and glaring at the two of them, "and just how many are a bit more?" 
 
    Stan shrugged, "I don't know, six? Seven? How many do you think we lost Matt?" 
 
    Matt shrugged, "At least seven, probably eight or nine." 
 
    "Eight or nine?" Harris looked at them aghast, "You lost at least half of the team and you didn't think it was important to make sure that Allen and Kurt's kid got out of there before you ran off to a whorehouse and spent the night banging hookers?" 
 
    Harris was pleased to see that Matt finally started to look at least a little bit uncomfortable. 
 
    "We went to the meet up point," Matt repeated. "They didn't show, they didn't call. We figured that they were still dealing with bodies and well, we didn't want to. So yeah, we left. They could have called us if they needed our help. They didn't. 
 
    "Look, Jace was in charge of the strike team, he's one of my best. I don't see what you're so worried about. He knows how to get back here." 
 
    "What I'm worried about, is that the son of one of our most important, and most volatile senior council members is missing, and might even be dead." 
 
    "So?" 
 
    "So, just what do you think is going to happen to the two of you if his son doesn't turn up?" 
 
    Matt shrugged, "I don't know, what?" 
 
    Stan gulped and looked at Harris, "Are you saying he'd kill us?" 
 
    Matt snorted, "He ain't got the balls." 
 
    "Actually," Harris sighed, "he not only has the balls, and the ability, but he's got the money and the connections to have the both of you painfully put to death." 
 
    Matt opened his mouth, then shut it again, then looked around the room a moment, then just threw his hands up in the air. 
 
    "Fine!" Matt sighed, "We'll go back to Reno and see if we can find them." 
 
    Harris smiled, a little frostily. Matt might be one of the better handlers that he had, but the guy had no sense of responsibility at all. Usually Allen was good at keeping him in line, but Allen had been riding herd on Kurt's son, so Stan and Matt had been paired up. Obviously that had been a bad choice. 
 
    "One thing, Matt, Stan." Harris told them. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "Don't come back without him. Don't just go drive around town a couple of times and then turnaround and come home. You find him, understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Harris," they both grumbled. 
 
    "And find out what the hell is up with Allen that he hasn't bothered to call in either. Now go!" 
 
    They went. 
 
      
 
    "So, now what?" Stan asked Matt as they headed back out to their car. 
 
    "Well, stop by the apartment, take a shower, pack a bag, and let's go see if we can find the kid I guess." 
 
    "Yeah, but what if we can't?" Stan said. 
 
    Matt shrugged, "Who cares? This long and I'm guessing both the kid and Allen are dead, maybe Jace and the rest of them too. That or they all just ran off." 
 
    "How can you say that?" Stan protested. 
 
    Matt shrugged again, "Hey, it happens. The guys all hate Stewart's dad, he treats them like shit. I wouldn't be surprised if they took the time to get even." 
 
    "You think they killed him?" 
 
    "Could happen." 
 
    "Well then, what happens to us?" 
 
    "Us?" Matt snorted, "If we don't find Jace and the guys, I'm going to Alaska. Always wanted to go to Alaska. Might as well go there now." Matt looked at him, "You can come too if you want. I hear that the covens up there are always looking for good handlers." 
 
    Stan sighed, shoulders drooping, "Dammit, I hate snow." 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Sean," Daelyn said, coming over to him, "Garth called me, he's got about a thousand tags and necklaces if we want to come pick'em up." 
 
    Sean blinked, "Already? Rox's dad only spoke to him yesterday!" 
 
    "These are left over from the first run, you said you'd be buying more, so they just produced until they ran out of raw materials and held on to the extra until you put the next order." 
 
    "Huh," Sean considered that a moment, "How long would it take you to whip together another one of those spool deals?" 
 
    Daelyn snorted, "Twenty minutes, tops. But you don't have a workshop." 
 
    "I could borrow Roberta's," Sean said, thinking. 
 
    "And introduce her to your mom?" Daelyn teased. 
 
    Sean blushed, "I hadn't considered that, but yeah, I guess I could. Course that means staying the night." 
 
    "Oh, of course," Daelyn teased. 
 
    "Hey, she's having my kid, I love her too you know. Isn't fair that she hardly ever gets to see me," Sean said looking at her. 
 
    "Ack! Sad cat eyes! Make it stop!" Daelyn said holding her hands up and laughing. 
 
    Sean sighed heavily. "The abuse I take." 
 
    "You been taking lessons from Roxy? Or is that just a natural ability?" Daelyn giggled. 
 
    "Come on, let's find the others, we need to figure this out." 
 
    "What's to figure out?"  
 
    "Who stays and who comes," Sean said. "I can't leave this place with no one in charge." 
 
    "Oak's in charge when you're gone, isn't he?" 
 
    "Do you see Oak standing up to my uncle, or the others?" 
 
    "Oh! Good point." 
 
    It took only ten minutes to find Roxy; she was going over the heavy machine guns that Sawyer had sent them, along with the two mortars and the several dozen remote controlled landmines. There were also several magic heavy weapons that Maitland was going over rather carefully. Sawyer had not skimped in the slightest and had promised to send over more gear tomorrow morning. 
 
    "What's up?" Roxy asked as he and Daelyn came over. 
 
    "I need to go to Garth's factory and pick up some necklaces and tags, then off to the guild to borrow their workshop." 
 
    Roxy nodded and then smiled, "You want to spend the night with Roberta, but you need me and the others to stay here and ride herd on things." 
 
    "That was quick!" Daelyn laughed. 
 
    "He has that long look on his face when he's going to ask for something he doesn't want to," Roxy teased. 
 
    "Am I that transparent?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Only to me, Hon. Only to me. Let Jo know that she's staying. You taking Peg?" 
 
    "I haven't decided, I guess I'll see what she wants to do. You figure out where you're going to set that stuff up yet?" 
 
    "Chad's coming out after lunch to go over Dae's plans and give us his opinion." 
 
    Sean snorted, "What'd Maitland say about that?" he asked in a soft voice. 
 
    "Surprisingly he was all for it. Said it's always good to have someone to argue with over where to place the fixed defenses." 
 
    "Really?" Sean said surprised, "Well, hopefully that's a good thing. Just remember, you're in charge and make sure they understand I'll kill anyone who doesn't listen to you, Love." 
 
    "Aww, you say the sweetest things!" Roxy laughed. 
 
    Sean kissed her and went and found Jolene and Peg to let them know what was going on. Peg elected to stay, surprisingly. 
 
    "She's probably planning another heist," Daelyn chuckled. 
 
    "Am I going to have to talk to her about that?" 
 
    "That depends on whether or not you want to be ignored!" Daelyn giggled. 
 
    "Let's get my mom and go," Sean said shaking his head. 
 
    A few minutes later they had gotten Sean's mom and were on their way. 
 
    "You don't know what happened to my car, do you Sean?" His mother asked as they headed south through Reno. 
 
    "Yeah, we left it in the garage for Jo's place. We didn't know if anyone knew about it, so I figured it would be safer to leave it there for now." 
 
    "So, I can just go get it, wherever her place is?" 
 
    "Umm," Sean thought about that, "I'll have Oak detail a team and go check it out. Make sure it's safe first." 
 
    "I'd use Sampson's car, but I left that in Sacramento." 
 
    "Actually, Mom, it's at Steve's place." 
 
    "How'd it get there?"  
 
    "I hired people to find it, how else?" Sean chuckled. "I was worried about you, Mom. I spent a fair amount of cash trying to track you down." 
 
    "Oh!" Sean felt his mother's hand patting him on the shoulder, "It's been a rough few months, I'm sorry about that, Sean." 
 
    "Actually, it's been a rough twelve years," Sean admitted. "But it's time to move on. Not like we can change the past." 
 
    "So where are we going?"  
 
    "To pick up the items I need to make the collar and the tag that dad invented." 
 
    "And then?" 
 
    "Then we're off to the Sorceress Guild, so I can introduce you to Roberta, borrow their workshop, and make a bunch more so we can sell them." 
 
    "And then?" 
 
    "Well, I'm spending the night with Roberta, then we'll all head back home and I'll start planning our next move." 
 
    "You make it sound easy," his mother laughed. 
 
    "The only thing easy was falling in love with Dae here," Sean said and put his hand on Daelyn's leg. 
 
    Louise noticed the way Daelyn's eyes softened and how she patted his hand for a moment as they drove. Not only had her son finally started pursuing women, but he was apparently catching them and obviously knew how to keep them happy once he had. 
 
    She'd have to take some time to get to know each of these women that her son had taken as his own. She had heard that lions did in fact take multiple mates, but Sampson was the only one she'd ever really known, and he hadn't done any of that.  
 
    Then again, she knew his history had some rather dark spots in it, so he might not have been the best example. 
 
    But her son had definitely become a lot more self-assured and confident. In the past he'd avoided fights, and avoided confrontations, because she'd always told him to. Now? Now he was very much his own man and a much stronger willed and forceful one. 
 
    "So, just how did my uncle Philo end up with a pooka for a friend?" Sean asked, rather curious. 
 
    "Your uncle Philo has a tendency to hang around in bars and give his money away to anyone who looks like they need it," his mother signed. 
 
    "And that got him a pooka?" 
 
    Louise smiled, "I really don't get it either. Markey doesn't speak to anyone really but him, from what I've gathered. I never met him before returning home this time. Apparently they've only been friends for the last eight years or so." 
 
    "Does his being half faerie have anything to do with it?" 
 
    "Possibly, but who knows? My family lived out in the sticks, and when my father died, mom returned to her people, and for the most part, it was just Philo on his own, though some of our mother's relatives, as well as our father's visit." 
 
    "So my grandmother was a faerie? Just how does that work?" 
 
    Louise sighed, "I have no idea. Dad was devoted to mother, and the fact that she never left him, well that says a lot. Usually a man who attracts one of the lake faeries only keeps her for a while. Maybe they have a child or two, but for one to stay his whole life?" Louise shook her head, "Apparently that's completely unheard of." 
 
    "Sorry I never got to meet him; he must have been someone very special." 
 
    "Uncle Maitland still can't figure it out, and well, mom's still mourning dad's passing, so she's not talking to anybody, not that I think she'll ever be able to explain it to Uncle Maitland." 
 
    "I hope you've warned his daughter off," Daelyn grumbled, as she turned off the highway and onto the back roads that led towards the dwarven hills. 
 
    "Yes, I talked with her, and she's promised to behave. She said she just couldn't help herself." 
 
    "Honestly, Mom, I don't even know why you brought them; I don't see how they can help." 
 
    "They're all very well trained and practiced in the art of using magic in combat, something that I'm not afraid to admit that I'm not. Life as a faerie in Ireland is not an easy one; the underhill where they live and spend most of their time is very contentious. Uncle Maitland and Ruth have both fought in several wars. Even my brother has fought in one of them, and if you're planning on taking on the Vestibulum and any of the surrounding areas, you'll be thankful for their help. 
 
    "Well, here's hoping," Sean said with a nod as they pulled into the factory parking lot. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Might Just Take Your Life 
 
      
 
    Chad noticed a wolf running along the side of the highway as he headed north out of town to Sean's new place. He'd taken the time to drive past the building Sean had been using before, the damage didn't look too bad, but then Chad didn't pretend to know anything about fixing buildings.  
 
    He debated pulling over and asking the wolf just who the hell was he and what the hell he was doing, but decided against it. He'd call Claudia and Ryan and find out if the idiot was one of his or not. He had better things to do than to crack the whip on the people at the bottom of the organization chart.  
 
    That was why he had the damn chart in the first place. 
 
    It didn't take him all that much longer to get to the place, Roxy hadn't been kidding about the location, it was way up high on the side of a hill, and it was remote, for all that it was close. You had to take a dirt road to get there, and while the road was obviously maintained, it was still dirt. 
 
    Pulling up next to the other cars and trucks, he could see that there was a lot going on. A survey team was putting down markers and boundary lines, while others were putting up what looked to be a tent city. There were a couple of porta-potties and two construction trailers were being set up as well. 
 
    He snagged one of the guys walking by, not surprisingly, he was a werewolf. 
 
    "Where's Sean?" 
 
    "Roxy is in the garage, Sir," he said and pointed. 
 
    "Thanks," Chad said and turning towards the garage, which had all three doors opened, he quickly saw Roxy working on what looked like a couple of browning M2's. 
 
    "Hi, Rox!" he called out as he got closer. 
 
    "Hi, Chad," Roxy nodded over towards another guy sitting in the back going over some sort of device that Chad had never seen before, "That's Maitland, he's Sean's mom's uncle, on the faerie side." 
 
    "What the hell is he working on?" 
 
    "Some sort of magical weapon. Sawyer sent us eight M2's with a promise of four more tonight, two short range sixty millimeter mortars, a couple dozen landmines with another two dozen coming soon, two anti-tank guns, six flame throwers!" Roxy laughed at that, "I think he sent us a couple of crates of RPG's as well." 
 
    Chad nodded and looked around, "Where's Sean?" 
 
    "He had to go deal with other business, so I'm in charge," Roxy said with a wink. 
 
    "I thought you were always in charge?" Chad said with a chuckle. "Well, introduce me to this great uncle of Sean's and after he explains to me just what the magical stuff does, we can grab your head wolf and start walking the property and get things set up. 
 
    "If nothing else, you need to get some sentries and start putting down some barbwire." 
 
    "Barbwire?" 
 
    "They're not going to wait for you guys to get dug in. As soon as they learn Sean's setting up here, they're gonna move on him." 
 
    Roxy stopped by Maitland and introduced Chad to him. 
 
    "So, what is that, and what does it do?" Chad asked. 
 
    "It's an undead shield," Maitland told him, "it has a radius of about a hundred meters. It's nice to see that this Sawyer gentleman of yours sent you one." 
 
    "So it'll keep out zombies and ghouls and such?" Roxy asked. 
 
    "And vampires," Maitland nodded, "they're the ones you really have to worry about, because they tend to sneak in when you're not looking." 
 
    "How do we turn it on?" Chad asked. 
 
    "Oh, it's on now. First thing I did when I found it was to activate it. Now this over here is a spell shield, it's not as big, it'll only cover one building and it has a lot of limitations on it." 
 
    Chad listened as Maitland went over the list of the shield's shortcomings, however Chad could see its uses. Maitland then showed him the rest of the gear. A lot of it was very impressive; the magical landmines would lock whoever was in their field effect in place for a short time. There were a number of non-lethal weapons that could be used to incapacitate or repeal attackers. The lethal weapons were pretty nasty, one of them shot lightning bolts fifty meters and would electrocute anyone in their area of effect. However once fired they took a long while to recharge, so there were only four of them. 
 
    All things considered, regular human weapons of war tended to be a lot nastier than their magical counterparts. 
 
    "Which is why most magical combats end up as close quarter fights with swords and other melee weapons," Maitland told Chad as they finished going over everything. 
 
    "What about rifles?" Chad asked, looking at Maitland. 
 
    "Firearms don't work in the faerie realms, which is all probably for the best. Otherwise we would most likely have slaughtered each other into extinction. We're a contentious lot at best, and wars are common. At least with swords we've managed to keep the actual killing to a minimum." 
 
    "So everybody just maims each other and goes home?" Chad asked with a chuckle. 
 
    "Wounds heal, death does not." 
 
    "True, but I like my enemies dead, they're a lot less trouble that way," Chad grinned. "Now, how about we survey the property and get an idea of what goes where, what our firing lines are going to be, and see if we can figure out how to sight those mortars in without upsetting the neighbors." 
 
      
 
    Roxy watched and listened to Chad and Maitland as they looked over the property and discussed the defenses. They disagreed on almost everything, no matter who started, the other one came up with an opposing opinion. They even started quoting events from historical battles and at one point got derailed into a discussion of just where some commander had messed up in a battle that took place at least a thousand years ago. 
 
    "Guys!" Roxy said, bringing them both up short, "Argue about the deployment of your pikemen's squares later! We need to finish this first!" 
 
    She was pleased to see that they both looked rather sheepish at that. Still, it was two more hours until they'd finally finished, drawn up a plan, and put everything on it. 
 
    "I must say, that was fun," Maitland said once they were done. 
 
    "I'm going to hold you to that promise to send me the histories of the wars in the Faerie realm," Chad replied smiling, "some of those battles sounded fascinating! It's one thing to speculate on the use of magical weapons and creatures in combat, another to read the actual results." 
 
    "I must say that it is refreshing to see that there are still people who appreciate the fine art of war," Maitland replied. "I'm really not at all pleased with all of this drive of modern man to replace it all with machines." 
 
    Chad snorted, "They've been singing that song for fifty years now, it'll never happen. The weapons will get better, and the warriors will need to be smarter, but the infantry will always be with us." 
 
    Roxy rolled her eyes, "If the mutual admiration society has finished, we still have weapons to check?" 
 
    "Unfortunately, I can't stay," Chad said, "I have my own problems to deal with. It was nice meeting you, Maitland. Hopefully we'll meet again soon." 
 
    "It was a pleasure meeting you as well, Chad. Be well." 
 
    "Later, Chad," Roxy said and gave him a hug. "Now I need to go track down Oak and have him start detailing the work crews for these plans and call John and get him up here to start laying down some security gear. Say hi to Max for me." 
 
    "Will do!" 
 
    Driving back, Chad saw another wolf running down along the side of the road and realized he'd forgotten to call either Ryan or Claudia. Slowing down he pulled out his cell and called Claudia. 
 
    "What, Chad?" she answered. 
 
    "You got anybody running along three-ninety-five?" 
 
    "Nope, must be one of yours!" 
 
    Chad sighed, "Must be. Time to do a little whip cracking. Bye." 
 
    Rolling down his passenger side windows, Chad slowed down and paced the wolf, who looked at him, surprised. Chad noticed he had a wad of rolled up clothing in his muzzle. 
 
    "You!" Chad yelled and pointed, "In the back of the car! Now!"  
 
    Eye's widening, the wolf took off, and swearing, Chad gave chase. It was late and the sun was starting to go down, so when the wolf cut away from the road, Chad followed a short ways, then stopping he got out of the car and shifted. 
 
    Pulling out his phone, he called his second, Ryan. 
 
    "Yes, Chad?" 
 
    "I'm turning on the tracking app, get a team and come find me, I'm just north of eighty." 
 
    "On the way!" 
 
    Clipping the phone to his collar so it wouldn't 'disappear' when he went full wolf, Chad shifted and gave chase. There were rogue wolves in town; he figured this was probably one of them. Maybe even a small pack. Normally he'd have just sent Ryan or one of the others off to deal with it, but wolves running along the highway would draw attention, and right now, attention was something that nobody wanted. 
 
    Chad caught up with the wolf as he reached one of the cheaper motels, Chad was familiar with the place, the owners were well known for looking the other way, so a lot of the kinkier crowd frequented it. Backing off he watched as the wolf approached the room farthest from the office and was let inside. Sitting down he decided to wait for whoever Ryan was sending to show up.  
 
      
 
    "What's wrong, Rufus?" Jace asked as Rufus slipped into the room panting. 
 
    "Someone saw me!" 
 
    "No, someone saw a big dog. So what? That's not exactly uncommon around here you know." 
 
    "No, Jace, he pulled up next to me on the highway and told me to get in his car! Like he was mad or something. I took off, but he might have followed me." 
 
    Jace swore, "Was he a magic user?"  
 
    Rufus shrugged, "I couldn't tell, he was in the car and I was running down the road." 
 
    Jace swore again, they'd been trying to find the local wolves, any of the local lycans for that matter, but apparently everyone had disappeared or something. They hadn't been able to find anybody, anywhere.  
 
    Now this. 
 
    "Wrap the kid up, gather up your stuff, we need to move," Jace said looking at the others. 
 
    "What if it's one of the local wolves?" Beck asked. 
 
    Jace pondered that for a moment. "You wanna stay here and see who it is?" 
 
    "Ummm," Beck looked around the room at the others who were gathering up the few items they had left as someone wrapped Stewart up in a blanket so it wouldn't be completely obvious that they were carrying a body. This was all of his family that was left really. He couldn't go back to Sacramento, and the idea of being separated from them didn't sit well. 
 
    "Not really," Beck sighed. 
 
    "Yeah, me neither," Jace said with a grin. "I think the expiration date on our little package may be about due. They gotta be on their way back to Reno by now; it's been what, thirty-six hours since we went rogue? We need to clear out of town to be out of range of any kill spells." 
 
    "Well, do we really want to take the kid with us then?" Red asked looking down at the squirming bundle. "We could just kill him and leave him here. Make look like he got rolled by a hooker or something." 
 
    "I don't think anyone's gonna buy that," Jace said shaking his head. 
 
    "How about we hang him from the showerhead?" Rufus said. "We can leave a note, saying that he couldn't deal with Allen's death and having to kill all of us? Kid's a bit of a wimp, they'd probably buy it, and it'd burn his old man." 
 
    Jace shook his head, "I don't think that showerhead is strong enough, but I do like that idea. If they think he took his own life after killing us, they'd stop looking." 
 
    "How about we take him back to the truck and let him suck start one of our pistols?" Gray laughed. "All of our gear is already in the back; they'd expect us to take it with us if we had gone rogue on 'em." 
 
    Jace smiled, "You know what? I like that idea! Gray, you're just full of 'em this week." 
 
    Gray smiled, "Thanks, Jace." 
 
    "Okay everyone, let's get going. Try not to mess the kid up; we need him in good shape for when we kill 'im!" 
 
      
 
    Chad watched from the other side of the lot as the door of the apartment suddenly opened and eight guys came out, one of them with a bundle over his shoulder that looked suspiciously like a body. When it kicked a couple of times and the one carrying it smacked it on the ass, Chad had no doubts as to just what it was. But he had no clue at all as to just what they were up to.  
 
    They quickly moved off, heading north, keeping bunched up around the one carrying the body, so it wasn't as apparent that they were in the process of kidnapping someone. 
 
    Keeping downwind, it didn't take Chad long to figure out that they were indeed all werewolves, but one of them was human, and that was probably the one wrapped up in the blanket. At least nobody smelled of sex, so he didn't think it anybody had been raped.  
 
    "What's going on, Chad?" Ryan whispered as he caught up with him.  
 
    Chad motioned towards the group a hundred yards ahead that he was following, "Them." 
 
    Ryan was silent a moment as they padded along. 
 
    "I have Greg and his guys strung out behind me. What do you want to do?" 
 
    "Let's see where they're going first, then we'll have a little talk with them. I'm really curious as to what they're up to." 
 
    Twenty minutes later when they came to a truck parked off the side of the road in a deserted area, Chad crept closer and watched as they unwrapped a young man, who was bound and gagged. 
 
    "Well, Stewart," One of them said as another one apparently took the young man's phone and turned it on. "We weren't able to find anyone to trade you to, and it doesn't look like it's going to be all that healthy for us to stay around much longer." 
 
    Chad could see the kid's eyes get wide as the one talking was handed a pistol by one of the others. Then two of them manhandled the kid up into the driver's side of the truck. 
 
    "Instead, we've decided to stage your suicide, and hopefully the note we're leaving behind will convince everyone that you killed us before you did." 
 
    The one talking turned to another wolf who was doing something with the kid's phone.  
 
    "Gray, you got that suicide note done?" 
 
    "Almost, Jace. I need to put it in the truck before we shoot him, so his blood'll be on it." 
 
    Chad shifted into his hybrid form, noticing the other's behind him shifting as well. It was time to step in and find out just what was going on. 
 
    "Okay, here it is...." 
 
    Chad swore as suddenly all eight of the men suddenly convulsed and cried out loudly in pain, the gun going off as they did. 
 
    "Silver!" Ryan growled and they all charged out of cover towards the men as they fell over onto the ground, thrashing around in pain. 
 
    "Can we save them?" Chad growled as he slid to a stop and pulled the silver tag off of his collar and then undid the clasp. 
 
    "Maybe!" 
 
      
 
    Stewart would have screamed in pain as the bullet tore into him and he tumbled out of the truck if he hadn't been gagged. Someone had obviously triggered the silver pellets in Jace and the other traitors, killing them. But the gun Jace had been holding had gone off when Jace's pellet opened, as his body seized with the pain of the silver. 
 
    Then falling out of the truck, well that didn't help either, especially not landing face first in the dirt with this hands still bound behind his back. His head was swimming from the pain of the gunshot wound, while the pain from his face told him he must have broken something there as well. He tried to move, tried to do something, anything at all, but his arms and legs were still tightly bound and he was having trouble concentrating. 
 
    He could hear the sounds of the wolves as they thrashed and cried out in pain around him, dying. He just hoped whoever had killed them found him before he died as well. Of all the rotten luck! If they'd just attacked a minute earlier, he wouldn't have gotten shot! 
 
    Panting heavily around the gag in his mouth, Stewart noticed that he couldn't hear the sounds of the dying wolves anymore. Well, thank the gods for that! At least they got theirs, the bastards! Pulling his legs up, he cried out in pain as it pulled on the gun wound. He had to get out of these ropes, he had to get away from here, he had to.... 
 
    Something grabbed him by the neck and he felt himself being dragged off across the ground and into the brush. 
 
      
 
    "There's the truck!" Stan called out as they turned up the road, following the tracker spell. 
 
    "Dammit, Stan, did you have to set off their pellets? I wanted to take them back," Matt complained. 
 
    "With all the shit coming down on us, you're worried about a few wolves? Matt, you need to get your priorities straight! Besides, you didn't say anything the last three times I cast it as we drove through town!" 
 
    "Yeah, well, we weren't near the truck. If they stuck to the truck, then they deserved a little better." 
 
    Stan just shook his head as Matt parked the car and they got out. 
 
    "Un-oh, this doesn't look good," Stan groaned as they walked over to the parked truck. It was pulled partially off the side of the road facing the wrong way. As he walked around to the driver's side, which had been pulled up onto the dirt, he could see that the door was open, and there was blood, everywhere. 
 
    "Oh, shit," Stan said and bending over he saw the pistol laying on the ground. 
 
    "What the hell happened here?" Matt swore coming around from the back and seeing the open door and the blood. 
 
    "They killed him, that's what happened!" Stan swore. 
 
    "Then why the hell is the gun still here? Where's the body?" 
 
    "Check the back!" 
 
    "I did already, all of their gear is in it, they're not. Lot of blood back there too, but it's all dried up and the shovels are missing." 
 
    Matt looked around a little, "Who's phone is that on the floor of the truck?" 
 
    "Probably the kid's." 
 
    "Well, check it out." 
 
    "I don't want to leave my fingerprints here! Sooner or later the police are going to show up!" 
 
    Matt just shook his head and stepped by Stan and grabbed the phone. 
 
    "Kid was sending a text message," Matt said, looking at it. 
 
    "Did it go through?"  
 
    "No, no service here." 
 
    Stan sighed, "Idiot. What's it say?" 
 
    "It says, 'Dear Dad, Allen got killed in the attack, most of the wolves died too, Matt and Stan took off and left us there. I took the survivors and we got rid of the bodies. Then I remembered that Allen had told me that if anything happened to him, to kill them all. It was terrible, Dad. They begged me. They just wanted to go home, they begged me, Dad. I just can't stop seeing it and hearing their screams of pain as they died. I'm sorry, Dad. I can't live like this, I can't take it anymore. Goodbye.'" 
 
    "Wait! What!" Stan said and grabbed the phone, no longer caring about the blood on it. "Oh no! Fuck no! That little bastard didn't just do that to me!" 
 
    "Guess he wimped out and shot himself," Matt said with a shrug. 
 
    "Then were the hell is the body?" 
 
    "Looks like something dragged it off," Matt said looking at the ground. "Probably a real wolf or a wild dog. They got those out here you know." 
 
    "Dammit! We go to all this trouble to find the kid and he kills himself! We are so fucked! What are we going to tell his father! What are we going to tell Harris?!" 
 
    Matt shrugged, "Tell him whatever the hell you want to tell him. I'm going to Alaska." 
 
    "You're leaving?" Stan said, staring at him. 
 
    "Hey, I got a truck here full of supplies and weapons. I just need to hose off some of the blood and it's good to go. You can either follow me, or go back home. I figure I'll leave his phone someplace where there's a signal so his daddy knows what a little coward he raised." Matt shrugged, "But I'm not taking the fall for Kurt's brat." 
 
    "Get your stuff out of the car. If you want to go, I'm not gonna stop you. But I am gonna call Harris and see what he says. I won't tell him where you're going, but if he tells me not to come back, I just may join you." 
 
    "Sure," Matt said, and as Stan turned and started to walk back to the car, Matt picked up the pistol and shot him in the back of the head. 
 
    "Nothing personal," Matt said, "but I just don't trust you, Stan." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Sorceress Guild 
 
      
 
    "So, just how does this work?" Louise asked her son as they walked into one of the guild's workshops. From the way her son had that young woman Roberta tucked up close to him, it was pretty clear to her that he had strong feelings for the girl. It was just as apparent that this Roberta had some pretty strong feelings for her son as well.  
 
    Louise found it interesting, that her Sean, who had rarely dated in all of the years she'd raised him suddenly had a passel of woman surrounding him, and that these women were all quite willing to share. Now like any mother she of course thought that her son was the best young man in the world, and considering how hard Sean had worked to help them get by all of those years and never once complained, she'd been prone to believing it. 
 
    Now she was starting to wonder if maybe it was true? 
 
    And then there was his lion hybrid form. She'd seen Sampson's a couple of times, and Sean definitely did look like him, only, more imposing was how she'd best describe it. Sean often filled the room when he was in it now. Especially when in his hybrid form, and not just because he was eight foot tall with a very large black mane. He was a lot more handsome than Sampson had been, and honestly, Sampson had been pretty handsome. Sometimes she regretted not taking up with him after she'd stopped mourning for her Ben, but they'd been from two very different worlds. 
 
    "Simply put, I modify the silver tag to allow me to channel the energy from the silver that hits the shield. I use that energy to cast all of the spells at once into the items, one after the other." 
 
    Louise shook her head, "It can't be that easy! I used to watch your father work! It took him days, weeks, sometimes months even to enchant an object!" 
 
    Sean nodded and bending over he gave Roberta a kiss and then a pat on the butt and told her he'd see her at dinner. 
 
    "I cheat," Sean said grinning and going over to Daelyn who was carrying the box with the stuff in it, he took it from her, gave her a kiss and a pat on the butt, and then the two of them went over to one of the work tables and started to unpack the contents. 
 
    "Now you sound like your father," Louise sighed with a smile. "He wasn't keen on explaining himself either." 
 
    Sean shrugged as he started placing the necklaces and the tags on the table as Daelyn set up the spool device by the chair they'd used the last time he'd been here. This time he spotted the copper rod sticking up from the ground. He was going to be using that a lot today, as he didn't have any batteries that he could use. He'd placed an order with Garth for some more of the large metal slugs he'd been making them out of, but it would be a few days at the very least. 
 
    "It's pretty complicated overall, and I'm not all that sure I want to share it with anybody. Maybe if one of my sons shows the desire to be an enchanter I'll teach it to him, but I need to think about that." Sean looked up at his mother, "There were some things in Dad's spell book that I cut out and burned. In his writing he said that he was conflicted with passing them on to me, and after I learned them I could understand why. Dad created some very powerful spells, Mom. And now, I've learned how to use them in ways that he couldn't, but that he feared. This," he waved his hands at the set up, "is the least of it." 
 
    "So you did learn this from his spell book?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, "I learned this on my own. Because I have no formal training in magic, I understand things differently than most others do. That's why I can do things that dad couldn't. But what I learned from him also allows me to do things now that I couldn't do before. 
 
    "Dad's research, to find this answer, it led him to learn a lot of things, dad was a genius, Mom. He was a lot smarter than probably any magic user or enchanter in the world today. It's easy to look like I'm brilliant too, when all I'm doing is standing on his shoulders." 
 
    Louise nodded and watched as they moved the box away and Sean started to strip. 
 
    "What's that for?" Louise asked. 
 
    "Oh, things get pretty hot when I'm doing this. I don't want to set my clothes on fire." 
 
    Louise nodded and then Daelyn came over and took her hand, "It's a lot safer if you sit back here, behind the shield." 
 
    "This is dangerous?"  
 
    Daelyn nodded, "Very. Part of why Roxy's not here. If she knew he didn't have some of the safety gear we usually have, she'd be boxing his ears right about now. So don't distract him and don't get too close, or you'll get burned." 
 
    Louise sat down and watched through the glass port in the shield as her son went to work. It was fascinating; for all that she had no idea just how he was doing it. She could tell that the silver wire was being transformed into something else. Sean had explained the basics to her of just how the lycan protection spell that her husband had devised worked. She could also feel the power flowing in the room, and at times it was considerable. That Sean could so easily handle it was impressive. 
 
    Every thirty minutes he would stop and take a break, panting heavily as he got up to walk around and stretch his muscles, while she helped Daelyn remove the now enchanted objects and replace them with the un-enchanted blanks. He was doing in thirty seconds what most enchanters took months to make, and he was doing it over and over again for a half hour at a time. The idea of that was staggering. Her little Sean, had not only gotten his magic back, but he was now incredibly powerful! No wonder he attracted women like flies! 
 
    'At least,' she thought to herself with a smile, 'he's picking the good ones!' 
 
      
 
    "How many is that?" Sean asked when he'd finally decided to call it quits. It was getting late; they'd been doing this for far too many hours. It was definitely a lot harder on him dumping the excess into ground, instead of using the batteries. 
 
    "Three hundred collars and tags," Daelyn told him. 
 
    Sean stretched and yawned. "Could you page Rox and tell her to let the fellowship know I've got another two hundred for them?" 
 
    "Gonna sell 'em or give them away this time?" 
 
    "I can't afford to give them away," Sean sighed, "But tell her to give them a discount. They did pay for the materials this time." 
 
    Daelyn snorted, "I'll discuss it with her and make sure that we give them a fair price." 
 
    "Whose definition of fair?" Sean asked with a chuckle as he worked some of the kinks out. 
 
    "Mine I think. I doubt she'll be willing to give them any discount." 
 
    "Really? And here I thought you were the hard bargainer!" 
 
    "Roxy doesn't bargain, she demands!" Daelyn laughed. 
 
    Sean grinned at that, "Yeah, she does and we all give in to her. So, Mom, what do you think?" Sean asked walking over to his mother. 
 
    "That maybe you should put some clothes on?" 
 
    Sean's facial fur bushed out in a blush, which Louise had to admit looked funny on an eight-foot tall lionman. 
 
    "Yes, Mother," Sean said and going over to his clothes he grabbed his pants and put them on, then grabbed his shirt. "Okay, let's box these up and head up to the dinning hall to get some food. I'm starved!" 
 
      
 
      
 
    "I like your mother, she's nice," Roberta said as they cuddled in bed much later that night. "What does she think of you having more than one wife?" 
 
    "She's like any young man's mother," Daelyn said from Sean's other side. Frankly Sean was surprised that Daelyn was willing to share the bed with Roberta, apparently she was starting to get used to being in bed with Sean and his other wives. "She thinks that her son is the best man in the world and every woman should want him!" 
 
    "Well yeah, but at least she's right!" Roberta snickered. "So, she really doesn't mind?" 
 
    Sean shrugged; he was lying on his back with an arm around each of them. 
 
    "I have no idea. I haven't really asked her. I just told her the one time she acted surprised that I was a lion now, and I liked it." 
 
    "What's not to like?" Daelyn teased, giving him a kiss and letting her hand get a little adventurous. 
 
    "My sentiments exactly," Sean purred, and rolling onto his side he kissed Daelyn as she rolled to face him. Freeing his other arm from under Roberta, Sean slid it down Daelyn's side and squeezed that nice round butt of hers. 
 
    Daelyn's hands started to get a little more daring and surprisingly, or maybe not so surprising, Roberta scooted up behind him and started to nibble on one of his ears. If ever there was a woman who had a thing for ears, it was Roberta, Sean had realized. 
 
    Pulling Daelyn up a little higher so he could lick down her neck to her collarbone, Sean started to ponder just how he was going to make his little dwarf squeal tonight.... 
 
    Just then Daelyn's phone rang. 
 
    "Ah, crap," Daelyn grumbled and rolling over and away from Sean she grabbed her phone off the night table, just as Sean dragged her back. 
 
    "Why is that thing even on?" Sean growled. 
 
    "Because someone has to be responsible," Daelyn said and gave his stomach a smack and answered the phone while he caught his breath. It was easy to forget just how strong Daelyn was because she was so much shorter than the others. 
 
    "Dae here." 
 
    "It's Chad; I need to speak to Sean." 
 
    "Is it important?" Daelyn asked with a growl. 
 
    "Yes, it's important. Roxy already made all the threats. Pass him the phone, please." 
 
    Sean took the phone, from Daelyn.  
 
    "What's so important that you're interrupting my time with Roberta and Daelyn?" 
 
    "I got one of the people involved in the attack on your building." 
 
    "Really," Sean said and thought about that. "What kind of shape are they in?" 
 
    "They got shot, they're unconscious right now, I thought you might want to be here when they wake up?" 
 
    "Where's here?" 
 
    "I got him at Troy's place." 
 
    "Sapientia? Why the hell do you have him there?" 
 
    "Because I have a cunning plan," Chad chuckled. 
 
    "Is your plan as cunning as a fox who's just been appointed Professor of Cunning at Oxford University?" Sean asked with a grin. 
 
    "Oh, most certainly!" 
 
    Sean could feel that here were now two sets of fingernails, grabbing onto either side of him, attempting to pierce his skin. 
 
    "Well, keep him on ice until the morning; I'll come over there then." 
 
    Sean felt the attempts cease at his words. 
 
    "You know, if you only had one wife like the rest of the world, you wouldn't have these problems," Chad teased. 
 
    "I'm in love with my problems and I pity those of you who haven't experienced their wondrous joy." 
 
    "Uh-huh. Oh, want to know who sent him?" 
 
    "Keep me in suspense," Sean chuckled and hung up the phone.  
 
    "Now," he smiled at Roberta and Daelyn, "just where were we? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Robbery, Assault, & Battery 
 
      
 
    "You know that if Sean finds out about this, he'll kill you, don't you?" Sheila whispered as they walked through the casino's nightclub. 
 
    "Then he better not find out," Peg said with a grin, "besides it's not like I'm actually going to do anything, just flirt a little until we have what he came here for." 
 
    Sheila shook her head, "I'm not sure you truly understand lions yet, dear." 
 
    "What, he doesn't complain about me and you now, does he?" 
 
    Sheila laughed, "That's because I'm not a man. Then there's the little factor of him having been in my bed...." 
 
    "Something which I haven't heard you complaining about," Peg said with a wink. 
 
    "And you won't. He's the lord and master here." 
 
    "Oh, not that again," Peg grumbled. 
 
    "And he's damn good!" Sheila laughed. 
 
    "Better," Peg grinned. 
 
    "Still, he's a lion, Peg. Don't ever forget that. They get mighty possessive and he won't take lightly to your flirting, even if you don't mean it. I've seen the way he looks at you." 
 
    Peg shivered a little; she'd seen the way he looked at her too, and she liked it. Hell, her vixen turned into a puddle of warm gooey fox inside her every time she saw it. Peg found it hard to believe Roxy's claim that he'd been some sort of a gamer nerd. She suspected Roxy was just pulling her leg. 
 
    Deep down, she suspected that yeah, Sean might be just a tad bit upset with her over this, but you couldn't go fishing without any bait, and Sheila and her were some of the best damn bait in Reno. Currently the two of them were wearing very thin and very low cut dresses that showed off all of their charms to the fullest, a pair of lovely Jimmy Choo's on their feet, and not much else.  
 
    Strutting their way over in the direction of their prey for the night, Peg stopped a couple of feet away, turned so her back was to their target and leaning forward she whispered in Sheila's ear, "Mr. Old Spice with the thin black tie behind me." 
 
    Sheila glanced over Peg's shoulder and smiled at the man who was now checking out Peg's ass. 
 
    "Piece o' cake," Sheila whispered back. 
 
    Looking up the man saw Sheila smiling at him and winked. 
 
    Sheila winked back as Peg turned back around. 
 
    "Why hello, Ladies, I'm Jimmy, may I buy the two of you a drink?" 
 
    "Why, we'd be delighted," Sheila smiled. 
 
    Jimmy raised a hand and flagged down a waiter, who responded immediately, Jimmy was known to be a big tipper, especially when he was in the company of a woman. 
 
    "And what would you two ladies prefer tonight?" 
 
    "Oh, I'll have a Long Island iced tea," Peg said with what she hoped was an innocent smile. 
 
    "Oh yes! I'll have one of those too!" Sheila gushed and still smiling took a step closer to Jimmy. "I'm Cindy, my friend Meg and I are here on vacation from college." 
 
    "College? Which one?" Jimmy said as the waiter took their orders and scurried off quickly to fill it, a hundred dollar bill on his plate. Jimmy was no fool, Long Island iced teas were pure booze, two of those and both these gals would be so looped he'd have no troubles scoring tonight! 
 
    "Oh, Arizona State," Sheila told him, using the school Peg had told her to say, and was surprised as Jimmy's smile got even wider. 
 
    "Hey, where are my manners, come over here and let's grab a seat." 
 
    Smiling Peg and Sheila joined him, sitting one to either side of him. 
 
    "So, what do you do?" Peg, aka Meg, asked Jimmy, turning and leaning against him, pushing her breast into his arm. 
 
    "Oh, I'm in acquisitions," he told them, "I buy and trade special properties." 
 
    "Oooh, sounds rich," Peg purred in his ear and noticed that one of Jimmy's hands was already making inroads on Sheila's thigh. 
 
    "Oh, look! Here's our drinks!" Jimmy said, and taking them from the waiter, he handed them to each of the girls, who each immediately took a large drink out of them. 
 
    "Wow, you girls must be thirsty!" Jimmy laughed. 
 
    "Well, we did come here to have fun," Sheila said, letting her voice drop into a more sultry tone. 
 
    Jimmy looked up at the waiter, "Better bring another round!" he chuckled with a wink. 
 
    "Wow, these are good," Peg said and took several long swallows, draining half of the large glass. Back when she was still human, one of these would have knocked her on her ass. Now she barely got a buzz, and with the way her lycan body metabolized alcohol, she'd be stone cold sober in five minutes. 
 
      
 
    Two rounds of drinks later, Sheila was sucking on Jimmy's tongue and he had a hand up each of their dresses. 
 
    "Hey, what do you say we leave this place and go back to my apartment?" Jimmy whispered. 
 
    "I thought you'd never ask," Sheila purred. 
 
    Getting to their feet just a little unsteadily, the girls wobbled a bit until Jimmy put an arm around each them and escorted them out of the nightclub to his waiting car. The ride to his place was an exciting one for Jimmy, he had too hot college chicks from a party school, neither of which seemed to have much in the way of inhibitions. They were kissing each other as much as they were kissing him a neither one seemed to mind his hand sliding up under their dresses and caressing the supple flesh there. 
 
    When they got to his apartment building, he led them past the security in the lobby with a wave of his hand and once they got in the elevator, he pushed the one named Cindy up against the wall and started kissing her, while her friend Meg ran her hands down inside of his pants and started to tease him with her fingers. 
 
    When the door opened on his floor, he had to drag them out of the elevator, Jimmy wouldn't have been surprised if they'd done him right there! These gals were both drunk and horny! 
 
    Opening the door he led them inside and found himself quickly being kissed and rubbed by the two of them. 
 
    "Mister Blancas," Jimmy's rather large and fit butler asked, "Will you be needing anything tonight?" 
 
    Jimmy freed himself from the two girls who both started wandering around the apartment, looking into each of the rooms. At fifteen hundred square feet, it was bigger than most people's houses and Jimmy was rather proud of it. 
 
    "A couple of drinks, Daniel," Jimmy said. 
 
    "Oh! I found the bedroom!" Jimmy heard one of the girls squeal. Turning to look he saw them both suddenly shimmy out of those thin silk dresses they'd been wearing, letting them pool at their feet, followed quickly by their panties. Suddenly he had too incredibly gorgeous college coeds wearing nothing but heels and jewelry smiling at him. 
 
    "Coming, Jimmy?" the one called Meg asked, crooking a finger at him. 
 
    "Ah, you know what, Daniel? Call Sam downstairs. You and he have the night off. Go have some fun on me," and tossing his wallet to Daniel, Jimmy followed the two naked beauties into his bedroom, the door closing behind him. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the door closed, Sheila clipped Jimmy from behind, Peg catching his body before he could hit the floor. Working quickly they stripped him naked, and tied his hands behind his back and tossed him on the bed. 
 
    "That guy Daniel gone?" Peg asked softly. 
 
    "Not yet," Sheila swore as she heard footsteps come closer. "He's coming!" 
 
    Grinning, Peg straddled the unconscious Jimmy's head, and Sheila straddled his groin, the two of them then began moaning softly and grinding their bodies as the door opened a crack, a man's head poking in. Daniel saw what they wanted him to see and turning rather red Daniel quickly withdrew closing the door. 
 
    Sheila waited until she heard the steps fading, then hoping off she went back to the door until she heard Daniel leave. 
 
    "Okay, he's gone," Sheila sighed. 
 
    "Great! Now, let's get our things and get to work!" 
 
    Grabbing their purses, they removed a bunch of small but sophisticated electronic gear, which Sheila assembled as Peg went in search of his office. Once she found it, she cast a few spells looking for his safe, while Sheila came in and plugged the device into one of usb ports on Jimmy's work computer. 
 
    "Sure hope this works," Sheila said. 
 
    "Sean says that John guy knows his stuff," Peg shrugged. "Guess we'll find out. I found his safe." 
 
    "Great! I'll get started on this one, why don't ya' go find the others." 
 
    "Others?" Peg asked. 
 
    "Guy like this is sure to have more than one!" Sheila chuckled. 
 
    Nodding, Peg went and searched the rest of the apartment. Sure enough she found two more, which Sheila quickly cracked. One of them was a gun safe that was full of guns and silver, neither of which appealed to her. The other one had a fair amount of cash, and jewelry, none of which was magic however. Then again, Jimmy hadn't had a lot of magical gear on him. The man may be a magic user, but obviously he was at the low end of ability, hence his job in 'acquisitions.' The only real stash of magic items were simply a bunch of collars they'd found in his office safe, along with some very interesting contracts. 
 
    Two hours later the computer beeped and they retrieved their device, broke it back down into parts and put it back in their purses. 
 
    "Well, one last thing, and we're out of here," Peg smiled. 
 
    "I still have my doubts about this," Sheila said, a little worriedly. 
 
    "No, you have doubts about him saying yes, you'd rather just kill him." 
 
    Sheila blushed, "Well he is the man who sold me to ya' father." 
 
    "And the punishment must fit the crime," Peg smiled. "Now, let's get him into that chair and find out if my little theory works." 
 
      
 
    Jimmy woke up to a cold bucket of water in the face. Blinking his eyes, he felt his head pulled back and a vile tasting liquid poured into his mouth, which was then forced closed and his throat massaged until he'd swallowed it all down. 
 
    It was only then that he discovered he was bound to a chair. Gasping as his head was released Jimmy shook his head, clearing the water from his eyes. Looking around the room he sucked in a breath, shocked. There were two naked fox lycans in the room, and one of them was smiling in a most unfriendly manner. 
 
    "Here's the deal, Jimmy," one said in a voice that he recognized, it was Meg's! 
 
    "You've just been given a deadly poison. You'll probably feel your arms and legs going numb as we speak. In a few more minutes, you'll be unconscious. Ten minutes from now, you'll be dead." 
 
    "What!" Jimmy gasped, "Daniel! Help!" 
 
    "You gave him the night off, remember?" Meg laughed as he felt a cold numbness starting to form in his hands and feet. 
 
    "What do you want? I have money! I'll give it all to you! Don't kill me!" 
 
    "Too late for that, Jimmy boy. You've sold enough of us into some pretty nasty circumstances, time for you to pay the price." 
 
    "Please! No! I don't want to die!" Jimmy sobbed; he could feel the cold numbness starting to travel up his arms and legs now, just as she'd told him. 
 
    "Wellll, there might be one thing I could do for you," the one called Meg paused thinking. 
 
    "What? Anything! Please! Do it! Please!" 
 
    "I could bite you and make you a werefox. Just like me. Then the poison wouldn't kill you." 
 
    "What?" Jimmy gasped, "Magic users can't become lycans! We're not animals!" 
 
    "Well you see," she told him, tapping a finger against her chin, "that's where you're wrong. You're dying. All of the magic in your body is gone now. So if I were to bite you, it wouldn't be able to prevent you from becoming infected.  
 
    "And of course, the lycanthropy would neutralize the poison." She smiled at him, a big wide evil smile. 
 
    "So the choice is simple, Jimmy. Either I bite you and you become one of us, or you die. What's it going to be?" 
 
    "I don't want to be an animal!" Jimmy wailed. 
 
    The other one, Cindy, sighed. "I told ya' he'd rather be dead. Come on, we got what we came for, let's get outta' here." 
 
    The one called Meg shook her head, "No, not yet. I don't think he realizes that he's dying." 
 
    Jimmy's face went white as he realized he couldn't feel his arms or his legs anymore, looking down he saw that his bladder had let go and he was pissing himself! This was it! He really was going to die! The damn bitches really had poisoned him! 
 
    "I don't wanna die!" he sobbed. 
 
    "Then ask me to bite you." 
 
    "Please! Anything but that!" he cried. 
 
    "It's that or death Jimmy. Better hurry up and say yes, you're almost there!" 
 
    Jimmy couldn't take it; he was too young to die. Besides, who would know? Who? As long as he didn't tell anyone and kept away from silver, he'd be fine, right? He had money! He was rich! He could move someplace far away, and no one would ever know! No one! 
 
    "Okay! Yesss, bite m...." he slurred just as his head fell forward, and drooling, he passed out. 
 
    Peg grinned at Sheila, "You own me a nice full body massage." 
 
    Sheila shook her head, "I still think this was wrong." 
 
    Peg rolled her eyes, "And just why is that?" 
 
    "Because ya' gonna make him a fox! He doesn't deserve ta' be a fox!" 
 
    Shaking her head, Peg went over and put her hand on his throat, checking his pulse. The moment she felt his heart start skipping beats, she curled her lips back and bit him on the neck, triggering the process to infect him.  
 
    Twenty minutes later, it was done, and there was a large male fox shivering inside one of the large pet carriers they'd also found in the office, with a magical collar around its neck that would prevent it from talking or from shifting. Which was how they got them past customs. 
 
    On top, Sheila had affixed a note, from Jimmy, to Daniel, telling him that he'd gone on holiday with his two new girlfriends, and would be please see this latest specimen delivered for him? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Misdirection 
 
      
 
    "Arthur, I believe you know my mother, Louise, and this is my wife Daelyn. 
 
    Arthur smiled and gave a small bow, "Louise, nice to see you again, especially under much more pleasant circumstances. Daelyn, it is nice to finally make your acquaintance." 
 
    "I'm surprised to see Sapientia throwing its lot in with my son," Louise replied, albeit she was smiling when she said it. 
 
    "Not all of our covens have, but I'm working on it. A number of rather good arguments have been made, and I'm just not as hidebound as some of my predecessors." 
 
    "All things considered, Arthur has been a great help, Mom," Sean said, "and while I'm sure he has his own agenda, just like every other council leader out there, at least that agenda treats lycans as free people and not as slaves, and that is all I care about." 
 
    Arthur laughed, "Yes, I don't think we're all going to be singing kumbaya anytime soon, we're all too power hungry for that. Now come, our guest is about to wake up." 
 
    "Where's Chad?" Sean asked looking around. 
 
    "He's upstairs. Understand that the young man has no idea what has transpired around here and has been unconscious since Chad got him. So, we're going to be playing a small trick on him. Chad and myself that is." 
 
    "Why?" Daelyn asked, "If this guy is one of the people who attacked our home, what's the point?" 
 
    "To stop a small war from turning into a big one, of course. Now, let's go upstairs." 
 
    Sean looked at Daelyn and shrugged, then turned and followed Arthur up the stairs and down the hall into a room. Inside the room were Chad, another wolf lycan that Sean didn't know, and a woman who was apparently a magical medic or nurse of some sort. 
 
    Arthur turned to Sean, "If the three of you would stand behind that screen, he won't be able to see you, but you'll be able to see him just fine. 
 
    "Magic?" Daelyn asked. 
 
    "Lighting," Arthur grinned. 
 
    Sean, Daelyn and his mother Louise went and stood behind the screen as Arthur turned to the woman. 
 
    "Wake him up please, Dianne." 
 
    Sean noticed that she cast some sort of spell, and then the young man's eyes opened. He started a moment then noticed the people standing around his bed. 
 
    "Where am I?" Stewart asked looking around the room and seeing an older man, a middle-aged woman, and two younger men. "And who are you?" 
 
    "You're in the Sapientia main council house, Stewart, my name is Arthur and I'm the council head." 
 
    "You know who I am?" 
 
    Arthur smiled, "I took the liberty of looking in your wallet. You're safe, but I have to ask you, just what happened to you, young man? My man Geoffrey here," Arthur motioned towards Chad, "found you on the north end of town with a gun shot wound surrounded by eight dead werewolves." 
 
    "They, they turned on me," Stewart said and looked up at Arthur, "they were going to kill me, make it look like a suicide so no one would know that they'd gotten away." 
 
    "Gotten away? Gotten away from what?" 
 
    "I really shouldn't say," Stewart sighed, looking back down at the bed sheets. 
 
    "Geoffrey," Arthur asked, looking over at Chad, "what was in the back of that truck?" 
 
    "Weapons, Sir. Lots of weapons. Also I found blood in there, Sir. Fairly fresh blood. Plus the smell of gasoline and burnt flesh." 
 
    "Thank you, Geoffrey," Arthur turned to look back at Stewart, who flinched. 
 
    "Now, Stewart, we have a fair notion as to just why you were here. Everyone in town knows what happened Monday night. So how about you give me your version of the events?" 
 
    Stewart looked around at the faces of the four people in the room, obviously Geoffrey and the man who looked like a guard were werewolves, but they didn't look at all hostile. Neither did Arthur or the woman standing by the head of his bed. 
 
    "My father wanted me to go with them; he told me it was time for me to start taking on the duties of the men in the council, with my twenty-first birthday coming up and all." Stewart sighed and decided that it was probably best to leave out the part about the fox sex slave his father had promised him if he went, and instead looked back down at the bed sheets covering him. 
 
    "And just where were they going?" Arthur prompted. 
 
    "We heard about the lycan revolt, and how they attacked our council house and killed everyone up here in Reno. So we were sent here to attack them, to kill as many as possible before the others coming here arrived, to get the credit for first blood." 
 
    Arthur stopped a moment, "The others?" 
 
    Stewart nodded, "The heads of the Ascendants are rallying as many of our other chapters to send people out here to put down the revolt and avenge our dead members." 
 
    "I see," Arthur said, and crossing his arms, he started to tap his chin with a finger. "What happened to the others? Surely they didn't send you up here all by yourself with a few fighters?" 
 
    Stewart shook his head, "There were three handlers, Allen and I came up in the truck with the wolves. Matt and Stan, they came up first in a car to talk to some of the locals and see if they could tell us where the lycans were staying." 
 
    Stewart looked up at Arthur, "Allen got shot in the head during the fight, Matt and Stan, they took off when the fire department started to show up. Half of the wolves were dead, and I didn't know what to do. Jace, the head wolf, he loaded up the bodies and drove us out of there, to a place outside of town to bury the dead wolves." 
 
    Stewart sighed and shook his head, "And then they took me hostage. They said they were going to trade me away to the lycans we attacked. They didn't say why, maybe to get help escaping? I don't know. But for some reason they decided to just kill me instead, and then suddenly I guess someone came looking for me, because they all died. I guess their pellets got activated or something?" 
 
    Arthur nodded, "Yes, Geoffrey told me that they were dead from silver. He patched you up, you know. Brought you here and saved your life." 
 
    Stewart nodded slowly, hanging his head, "Thank you, Geoffrey," Stewart looked back up at Arthur. "What are you going to do to me?" 
 
    "Give you a phone to call your family, I'm sure they're all rather worried, then take you to the train station and put you on the next Amtrak back to Sacramento of course." 
 
    "Thank you," Stewart sighed. 
 
    "Don't thank me, Stewart. We here want nothing to do with a war, it endangers us all." 
 
    "But, if the lycans are killing us, what are we supposed to do? We can't just let them run wild!" Stewart exclaimed. 
 
    "It wasn't the lycans that killed the members of the local council of the Ascendance, Stewart. It was your old enemies, the council of Vestibulum." 
 
    "What? How can that be! The head of the councils told us so!" 
 
    "I saw it with my own eyes, Stewart. We were there to perform the ritual of silence, so the lycan fellowship could free their people without coming to the notice of the townspeople. Which they did rather adroitly, without killing a single Ascendant member." 
 
    "No!" 
 
    "Yes, Stewart. You see, the lycans know that if they start a war, they'll become public with the rest of us. So they've been willing to sacrifice a few of their own. All they really want is to be left alone, in peace. Unfortunately the council of Vestibulum had been waiting for the Fellowship to strike, and right after they left, leaving the local Ascendants in disarray, they struck and killed everyone. 
 
    "Now, here's a phone. Call your family. Then you can get dressed and go. I'll be back shortly with a writ you can give you local council leader. I'm sure he'll be rather unhappy when he finds out that he's been played for a fool by Morgan, the local Vestibulum leader." 
 
    Arthur handed Stewart a phone then, and walked out, motioning to Sean and the others to follow him once he was out of sight of Stewart, who could be heard dialing the phone. 
 
    "So, where are all the dead wolves?" Sean asked as they walked away from the room. 
 
    "They aren't dead," Chad said from behind him, "we got there in time to save them from the silver." Chad paused a moment and then added with a grin as Sean looked back at him, "No, you can't have them, they're mine now." 
 
    "I think we have enough of our own already," Daelyn replied, grinning back at him. 
 
    "So what were they going to trade him to us for?" Sean asked. 
 
    "They noticed that their silver bullets weren't killing your people," Chad said. "They thought they'd see if they could make a trade, you get rid of their pellets, they give you Stewart. You have to understand just how much they really hate his father." 
 
    Sean nodded, "So the kid goes back and tells his father that everyone is dead. Is that your cunning plan?" 
 
    Chad grinned and shook his head, "The cunning plan is that all those people they're recruiting to come here and kill you, me, and the rest of us, are now going to be looking to kill Morgan and his people instead." 
 
    Sean stopped and thought about that, "That's a good plan. How long until this guy gets back home?" 
 
    "He'll be on the train within the hour," Arthur told him. "It will be interesting to see if the Ascendants do continue their plans for revenge, or decide that Morgan's lot is too powerful to take on." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Well, I better get back home and get cracking on the defenses then with everyone else. It never occurred to me that the other Ascendant councils would seek revenge like that." Sean stopped and thought a moment, "Has anyone been keeping an eye on the Gradatim members?" 
 
    "We are now," Chad said. "We most definitely are now." 
 
    "Well, I must see to the writ for our Mr. Stewart. If you'll excuse me?" Arthur said and left them standing there. 
 
    "So," Sean said turning to Chad, "what are we going to do about these people in Sacramento?" 
 
    "Nothing," Chad said. 
 
    Sean looked at Chad, "What?" 
 
    Chad sighed and shook his head, "If we attack the Ascendants in Sacramento, then we're just putting ourselves back in the crosshairs of all those people coming out here to slaughter lycans." 
 
    "That's not acceptable, Chad," Sean warned. "We have to do something, they killed my people, there has to be a response." 
 
    "That may be, but we have who knows how many people on their way here to attack us and we still have the Vestibulum to deal with! You need to consolidate your powerbase, here, before you try to start projecting it elsewhere!" 
 
    "Chad," Sean growled. 
 
    "What!" Chad said looking up at him; Sean had suddenly shifted into his hybrid form, and was looking down at him. 
 
    "This is not a suggestion; it's not even a request. It's an order. You will figure something out, something that drives the point home to them that they made a very big mistake. What that is, I'll leave it up to you. But you're going to do this and you're going to do it soon." 
 
    Chad fumed a moment, "I thought we were friends, Sean?" 
 
    Sean smiled, "We are friends, but you and I both know that you're the only one who can figure something out. You weren't drafted, Chad. You signed up of your own free will, and the only reason everyone listened to you, was because I growled at them and told them they had no choice. 
 
    "Well, now it's your turn, you have no choice and I'm growling at you. Get this done. You've always wanted to be a soldier and now you're a big one. So just shut up and soldier. Go figure something guileful and cunning out and get me a win. Teach those assholes a lesson without killing them." 
 
    "You know, you really suck at pep talks," Chad grumbled. 
 
    "Life's a lot harder when you can't roll for charisma checks," Sean agreed. 
 
    "Fine, I got an idea, I was going to hold off on it until we'd dealt with those Vesti clowns. But I'll get on it. I'm gonna need about twenty more collars and tags." 
 
    "We got some out in the car, come on," Sean said and shifting back to his human form he led them all outside. 
 
    "Was shifting really necessary?" Sean's mother asked him after they had gotten back into the car and Chad had left. 
 
    "Chad remembers me as me, Mom. He's an old friend; he forgets just who I am now. I don't blame him, hell, I forget sometimes myself! He needed a reminder, that's all. I'm the boss; I'm a big bad lion with magic, an attitude, and even mystical powers when everything else fails." 
 
    "Really now, Sean. Mystical powers?" His mother Louise said with a smile. 
 
    "He's not kidding, Mom," Daelyn said from behind the wheel. "Lions ain't like any other lycan. Ask any dwarf, we'll tell you. Why do you think I was willing to take up with him?" Daelyn looked at Sean and smiled, "Besides the fact that he's, big, strong, sexy and good in bed?" 
 
    Sean grinned and patted Daelyn on the leg as she drove. 
 
    "What do dwarves know about lions, that makes them different from the other lycans?" Louise asked. 
 
    "They were the first, they're the oldest, they made all of the rest. They can break all of the rules, because they're the ones that made 'em." 
 
    "Mom," Sean sighed from the front seat, "lycans predate magic users. We were around tens of thousands of years before they existed. Lycans work for magic users because we lions asked for them to help civilize and train our lycans, in return for which we would serve and protect them. 
 
    "For many hundreds of years now, the magic users have been abusing their side of the bargain. Sampson's task was to find someone who could help us break the hold of the magic users over the lycans by finding a way of dealing with our weakness to silver. He found dad, and dad found the answer. 
 
    "Now it's up to me to actually start freeing them. The old pact is over, we don't need the magic users, and they don't need us." 
 
    "Us?" 
 
    "I'm a lycan now, Mom. Most of my children will probably by lycans." 
 
    "Not mine, I want dwarves!" Daelyn interjected. 
 
    "Of course, Dae, you all get whatever you want," Sean smiled at her and patted her leg again.  
 
    "But the point is, I'm one of them, and honestly? I'm pretty damn happy with it, it was meant to be." 
 
    "It only happened because Sampson bit you," Louise reminded him. 
 
    Sean snorted, "They'd been after him to bite me for years. If he hadn't bit me by the time I'd turned twenty-one, they would have sent another lion here to do it." 
 
    "Who's 'they?'" 
 
    "The other lions, Mom." Sean chuckled, "We have a council, of sorts. We meet, we talk, and we plan. Dad wasn't the first one they enlisted to try and find a way to deal with silver; he was just the first one to succeed." Sean shook his head and smiled, "Dad was a freaking genius, Mom, right up there with Einstein and the rest of them. Maybe if I'm lucky, one of my kids will pick up on his work." 
 
    Louise leaned back in the seat and decided not to say anything. Half of what her son was saying sounded crazy. But, she almost sighed, it was a pretty big 'but' there, he was accomplishing things that six months ago anyone would have claimed were a fantasy to even consider. 
 
    And Sapientia was on his side! That was even more of a shock than finding out her son had five wives. After she got over the fact that he was a lion lycan of course. 
 
    Maybe she'd have a little talk with her Uncle Maitland. He'd been around a lot longer than she'd been. And he'd claimed to have known lions in the past. Maybe he could shed a little light on just what had happened to her Sean. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mountain Home 
 
      
 
     Sean was surprised to see a gate, along with a wire fence, as they returned to their new home. 
 
    "Looks like somebody's been busy," Daelyn said. 
 
    "Lots of somebody's," Sean agreed, as they rolled to a stop and someone stepped out from behind what looked like a small shed and opened the gate for them, then waving them on. 
 
    "I'm surprised they didn't ask who we were," Daelyn said as they started up the long driveway towards the house. 
 
    "How many 'Cuda's are there in Nevada?" Sean asked. 
 
    Daelyn smiled, "Yeah, there is that." 
 
    As Daelyn drove around the house to where the cars were parked, he could see that there were people busy everywhere, as well as several flatbed trucks with lumber and other materials on them.  
 
    Roxy came running up to him as soon as he got out of the car and gave him a big hug and a kiss that he happily returned. 
 
    "Miss me?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Of course I missed you, silly!" 
 
    Jolene and Peg came up next, and took their turns hugging him and kissing him as well. 
 
    "I can see things have been busy around here," Sean said motioning towards all of the activity going on. 
 
    Roxy nodded, "They got started on some of it late yesterday, but most of it's been going on since the sun came up this morning." 
 
    "I'm surprised that the neighbors haven't complained," Sean said as the sounds of hammers, drills, and saws filled the air. 
 
    "Well, Peg, Maitland, Ruth, and your Uncle have been helping a little with that. We've also passed out a few 'bribes' to the closer neighbors." 
 
    Sean scowled, "What kinds of bribes?" 
 
    "Oh, free landscaping, fence repair, driveway patching." 
 
    Jolene nodded, "A lot of the people around here are older and they're a lot more interested in getting some things around their property fixed than in getting any kind of cash handout." 
 
    "So," Roxy smiled, "we help them out, and endear ourselves to them. With all the people we got running around here, and the equipment we've had to rent, it's not like we don't have the resources." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Well, let's go inside and find a quiet place to sit down, and you can catch me up on the schedule." 
 
    "What did Chad want last night?" 
 
    "I'll tell you all about that too," Sean said and led them all back inside the house. 
 
    "So," Sean said once they'd gotten settled down in his new office. Besides the girls, his mom, Maitland, Ruth, Oak, and Deidre had joined them. Deidre was still sporting a t-shirt thin enough and stretched tight enough not to hide anything, which made Sean wonder if that was for his benefit, or just the way dark elves tended to dress? The yoga pants she was wearing could have been spray-painted on they were so tight. But then again, his girls were dressed just as bad, Roxy in track shorts and a half-shirt, Jolene in a tube top and what he guessed were capris pants, and while Peg was dressed in the same basic outfit as Deidre was, Peg had taken a razor blade to it and cut a lot of strategically placed slits in both the shirt as well as the pants.  
 
    Sean was probably spending more time staring at his girls than looking around the room, and he got the feeling that they liked it that way. 
 
    "So," Sean repeated himself with a grin, "we know that the attack was from the Sacramento chapter of the council of the Ascendants." 
 
    "What are you going to do to them?" Maitland asked. 
 
    "Nothing major," Sean said and noticed all of the looks he got, Roxy even growled a little. 
 
    "Look," Sean told them, this time making sure he made eye contact with everyone in the room in turn. "They don't know about the attack made by the Vesti's. Or rather they didn't, they sure do now. Chad arranged for that with the help of Arthur over at the council of Sapientia." 
 
    "My Uncle Troy helped?" Jolene said, looking a little surprised. 
 
    Sean nodded, "He made it clear it was in his best interest to help us, I suspect he's got his own plans for after the Vesti's get cut down a peg or two. But the biggest problem is that the Ascendants are going to be sending a lot of people here to attack us. So if we go and attack the folks in Sacramento, we're just backing up their first thought to attack us. 
 
    "This way, they'll either go after the Vesti's, or just leave us alone completely." 
 
    "Still, I can't believe you're not going to do anything to them," Roxy grumbled. 
 
    "He sicced Chad on 'em," Daelyn said with a big grin. 
 
    Sean shook his head, "I told him to go do something that wouldn't kill anybody, but would put their noses out of joint. It's Chad, he was pissed off because I pulled rank on him, so he'll take it out on them seeing as he can't take it out on me." 
 
    Sean looked around the room, "But this does mean that we need to get dug in here as deeply as we can, and we need to start keeping our eyes open. This just isn't the Reno councils anymore, the Ascendants are sending people in and I don't know who else. This is going to get a lot bigger; I'm just hoping they fight amongst themselves more than they come after us. At least until we're ready for them." 
 
    "What about the Vestibulum?" Oak asked. "We are still going after them, right?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Of course we are. They attacked us and that's not going to go unanswered, especially with their trying to make everyone think we slaughtered those people." 
 
    Sean turned back to Roxy, "How long until all the defenses are set up?" 
 
    Roxy smiled at him, "Oh, Maitland and I got that taken care of last night. Between him and Chad they came up with a good plan, so we just had to set it all up like they told us. By the end of today, I suspect the emplacements will all be fully hidden." 
 
    "What about the barracks and other buildings for everyone to live in?" 
 
    Oak spoke up then, "It'll take about a week to finish all the structures, another week to get the insides done. But we'll have most of the people out of their tents by Monday, even if the accommodations are a little rough." 
 
    "Jo," Sean said turning towards Jolene, "how many people are still left in the bunker?" 
 
    "Twenty-seven of the kids are there, and ten women to take care of them, along with Granite's team. We all agreed to leave the younger kids there until things are done here." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Okay, anyone know what's up with our detailing business?" 
 
    Peg raised her hand, "I've been talking to Alex, they actually started making the rounds this morning with one of the van's Dae bought them. They're using the other one set up in the parking lot at the building to do business there, outside. Samis's team cleared away a big enough space for them to work, and while they're not doing a lot of business, they are at least doing enough to keep things going." 
 
    Sean nodded, "I'm going to see about calling a fellowship meeting, I want everyone to know about the people who are coming to town, and to be on the lookout for it. I also want to set the date for our attack our on the Vesti's." 
 
    "When do you want to hit them?" Maitland asked. 
 
    "Soon, before they have the chance to bring in reinforcements." 
 
    "And once you do that, what next?" 
 
    "Go after the smaller councils and houses next I guess," Sean said and then shrugged, "I'm hoping that with the major players either on our side or put out of the business of keeping lycans as slaves by force, that the others will be willing to just roll over without a fight." 
 
    Sean looked around the room, "That's all I can think of for the moment, so unless anybody has any other questions, how about some lunch?" 
 
      
 
    Lunch was good, apparently the cooks had everything well in hand at least, and the girls were all happy. Sean gathered from Jolene that Peg and Sheila had been out rather late last night, undoubtedly looking for more trouble. Sean wasn't quite sure how he felt about that, on the one hand, they did know how to take care of themselves, but on the other he didn't like Peg taking risks. 
 
    "Master Sean?" 
 
    Sean sighed and looked up at Deidre, who was standing next to him, giving him a wonderful view of the underside of her well-stretched t-shirt, as well as the endowments that were doing the stretching. 
 
    "You don't have to call me 'Master,' Deidre, just Sean will do." 
 
    She smiled down at him, "Of course, Master Sean. If I could have some of your time?" 
 
    "Sure, what do you need?" 
 
    "Oh, lots of things," she winked, "but right now, I need you to fill out a bunch of forms and sign a bunch more. I've been dealing with your lawyer, Mr. Barton, and getting all the paperwork squared away on both your business, as well as getting the work started on the building downtown." 
 
    "Oh!" Sean said and got up out of the chair, "Well, girls, duty beckons." 
 
    "Riiight," Roxy winked, "Duty. Have fun! I need to get back to working on stuff with Oak." 
 
    "And I need to check the plans, and do an inspection on the construction crews' progress," Daelyn nodded. 
 
    "Jo and I are working on some of the wards," Peg said and Jolene nodded. 
 
    "Well, see you all at dinner then, if not before," Sean said and gave each of them a kiss, and then followed Deidre out of the dining room while noticing that yoga pants really didn't leave anything to the imagination. 
 
    "I don't have an office yet of course," Deidre said as they stepped into the bedroom she was sharing with the three other dark elves. Sean had thought it best to keep their living quarters separated from the others, until he knew how they might react to the sharing a room with one of the others. With the male to female ratio being what it was around here, Deidre was definitely drawing a lot of looks. 
 
    "Besides," Deidre said in a husky voice and pressed up against him, "maybe we can discuss other things?" 
 
    "Oh? What other things?" Sean asked as she started to run a hand seductively up and down along his side as she rubbed up against him. 
 
    "Oh, perhaps my showing you just how grateful I am for everything?" Deidre said in a very husky whisper. 
 
    Sean had no idea why Deidre was still so hot to get him into bed, but she had done him a pretty big favor by taking over all of the paperwork, and then there was the way her very attractive body was rubbing into his, yeah, there was no way he wasn't doing this. 
 
    "Shouldn't we do the paperwork first?" Sean said with a smile and bending over and lowering his head to hers, he moved a hand up behind her head and gave her a nice long kiss. He wasn't at all surprised at how good she tasted. 
 
    "It's not going anywhere," Deidre sighed and pulling his shirt out of his pants, she started to run her hands over his chest. "Umm, so nice and strong." 
 
    Sean slid his own hands up to cup her magnificent chest, starting to kneed it with his fingers, her chest was soft that he ended up ripping the t-shirt off of her body after a brief moment because he wanted to feel that soft flesh in his hands without any fabric in between. 
 
    "Somebody want something?" Deidre teased. 
 
    "Yes, you do," Sean chuckled and kissed her again, then started to walk her slowly backwards towards one of the beds, as her fingers moved down to the waistband on his slacks, deftly undoing his pants and pushing them down. 
 
    "Somebody's happy," she teased, taking him in her hand and stroking him. 
 
    Looking down at her dark skin, and the darker flesh around her nipples, he took them in his fingers and pinched them, making her shiver. She dropped back onto the bed then, as it hit her in the back of the knees, and after kicking off his pants, Sean quickly helped her peel out of the yoga pants.  
 
    He found the contrast between their skin colors to be interesting and exciting. While Sean's own skin wasn't very light to start with, Deidre's was darker than he'd ever seen on a human. With her hair, which was almost white in color, including the fine down like hair over her sex, it highlighted her exoticness, and it wasn't hard to understand why those Sean had rescued her from wanted to make her into a sex slave. 
 
    Taking one of her legs in his hand, Sean began to slowly kiss and lick his way up it, paying attention to the back of her knee, then working up her inner thigh, doing the things that he knew Jolene and the others loved and he found Deidre equally responsive.  
 
    When he got to her sex, she was clearly already quite excited and ready for him, but she let him take his time, and apparently enjoyed it rather vocally, holding onto his hair and calling out his name several times. 
 
    When he finally moved up to cover her, she guided him into her with a smile on her face that quickly became a pleased, and then very satisfied expression as he moved to seat himself fully. He started off slowly, and it wasn't long before those long legs of hers wrapped around him, her heels kicking at his rump as he nibbled on one of her pointed ears and discovered that they were just as sensitive as the round ones. 
 
    Eventually she was once again voicing her pleasure and goading him on, moving against him, grinding back onto him, and then even begging him to give her what she wanted, and being a gentleman, he complied quite happily. 
 
      
 
    Several hours later Sean was laying in bed, feeling very pleasantly spent. They had made love several more times, Deidre was apparently as full of lust as Jolene, and as starved for affection and sex as Daelyn had been. Jolene could definitely learn a few things from Deidre; obviously she'd learned a few tricks over the last hundred years and her insistence on calling him 'Master Sean' instead of just 'Sean' had definitely added a little spice to the whole wonderful affair. 
 
    "So, can I keep the position?" Deidre asked, looking down into his eyes as she lay on top of him. 
 
    "Of course," Sean chuckled. "You didn't have to sleep with me for that! Not that I'm complaining of course, you are a very beautiful and sexy woman." 
 
    "Dark elf," Deidre corrected with a grin. 
 
    "Woman," Sean chuckled and gave her naked butt a squeeze with his hand, "But I must admit I'm curious as to why you were so hot to get me in bed, when I'd already given you the job." 
 
    Deidre smiled and lowered her head back down on lay it on his chest. 
 
    "Well, originally I just wanted to endear myself to the lord of this estate, to guarantee myself your protections. You're a young man yet, Master Sean, and even with your wives, I know that you're a lion, and well, lions tend to treat their wives and lovers well." 
 
    "But you already had my protection," Sean protested, softly. 
 
    Deidre glanced up at him and chuckled, "You'll forgive me, Master Sean, but I've been raised in both this world and another one, and if there is one thing I've learned in my life, it's that while men may tell you a thing, they mean it a lot more if they consider you to be one of theirs." 
 
    "Lion," said with a wink. 
 
    "Which makes it even truer," she winked back. "But I think I've changed my reasons just a little bit now, from just wanting to be under your protection." 
 
    "Oh?" 
 
    Raising her head again, Deidre gave him the kind of lewd look that he'd seen and learned to love on Jolene's face. 
 
    "I wanted to be under the big strong male who doesn't treat the people around him like serfs. You could have just made me your property, made all of us your property, but you didn't. It's been a long time since I was the one in charge of rewarding my favors." 
 
    Sean laughed and pulling her up he gave her a kiss, "Well I feel very rewarded, you really have no idea how much I hated doing all that paperwork. 
 
    "But for now, I think I better go get some food and spend some time with my wives before they string us both up for running off. Plus I suspect Cali and the other two would like their room back." 
 
    Deidre laughed, "Yes, to all of that. Cali fancies you, you know." 
 
    Sean blinked as Deidre rolled off of him and he got up off of her bed and grabbed his pants.  
 
    "She does?" 
 
    "You should pursue her." 
 
    "I thought you were pursuing me?" Sean asked, a little confused. 
 
    "And I got you too," Deidre said with a grin. "You need to understand that while we have spent a fair amount of time in your world, our culture is a fair bit different than yours. You are the lord of this manor, the leader and master of this house. Cali is coming into the bloom of her womanhood, if you fancy her at all; she'll welcome your attentions. 
 
    "I know a fair amount about lions, Master Sean, Cali would make a fine addition to your harem." 
 
    "But you wouldn't?" Sean asked, putting on his pants. 
 
    "If you wanted me, you wouldn't be putting your pants back on." 
 
    Sean thought about that, he'd dallied with a couple of others in the last few weeks, and while he suspected Sheila would probably find her way into his bed again, and now Deidre as well, he didn't see either of them as wife material. 
 
    Bending over he gave her a kiss, "Well, I still care." 
 
    "And that's yet another reason why I wanted to," Deidre said looking up at him, "because these days, so few do. You're a good man, Master Sean." 
 
    "Lion," he corrected again with a grin. 
 
    "Lion," Deidre grinned, "and among the ranks of the magical and the supernatural beings of great power, that is a very rare thing indeed. That is why the men follow you, and the women want you. Your beast is strong within you; I have felt it here, while we made love. There is much caught up inside you, and you wield it well and wisely, for one so young.  
 
    "I will serve you, Master Sean, willingly, for so long as I shall live. Now go, before they come looking for you!" Deidre winked. 
 
    Grabbing his shirt, he pulled it over his head, and then gave her a hug and another kiss. 
 
    "Shouldn't I sign those forms before I go?" Sean teased. 
 
    "Did I say I had forms for you to sign?" Deidre looked up at him, all innocence. "I must have been mistaken." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Friday 
 
      
 
    "I'm still a bit surprised that you weren't dragging Deidre along when you came back to the room last night," Roxy whispered to Sean as they sat down to eat breakfast. 
 
    "She wouldn't have fit in," Sean whispered back. 
 
    "What, don't like her?" 
 
    "Oh no, I like her, she's nice. Fun too," Sean said with a wink. "But she wouldn't have fit with the rest of you; she just wasn't, I don't know, wife material?" Sean shrugged. 
 
    "So, no dark elves to play with?" Jolene teased from his other side. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know if I'd say that," Sean said with a smirk, "I said she wasn't wife material, I never said anything about lover material, now did I?" 
 
    "Ooo! Well in that case," Jolene said with a wink of her own. 
 
    "Just don't leave poor Rox out in the cold," Sean said with a grin. 
 
    "Oh, wouldn't think of it, keeping her nice and warm is one of my favorite pastimes," Jolene said with a cheeky grin. 
 
    Sean notice Roxy blushing just a little bit, but she was smiling all the same. 
 
    "Well just remember, family comes first, and if you ever so much as flirt with another man, I'll put you over my knee after I rip him to shreds." 
 
    "Lions are so possessive," Jolene teased. 
 
    Sean snorted, "Lion hell, that's all me." 
 
    Roxy and Jolene both gave his leg a pat. 
 
    "So what's on the schedule for today?" Sean asked. 
 
    Each of the girls went over what they were doing today, which was pretty much the same as what they'd told him yesterday.  
 
    "What are your plans?" Daelyn asked. 
 
    "I'm going to check out what's been built of my new lab so far, maybe do a little work if any of those battery slugs show up. Then maybe I'll grab one of the teams and take a drive by our building to see how the clean up is going. After that, meeting with the fellowship, then back here." 
 
    "Take Peg with you," Roxy said. 
 
    Sean noticed Peg's head come up. 
 
    "Huh?" Sean said and felt Roxy kick him under the table. "Oh, yeah, right," he nodded, and smiled up at Peg, "I'll come get you when I head out." 
 
    Peg smiled back at him and Sean reached over, out of sight of the others and patted Roxy's leg, making her smile. Apparently he hadn't been paying Peg enough attention. 
 
    Finishing up breakfast, Sean got Daelyn to tell him just where they were building his shop; he'd only looked at the construction plans once, and only briefly at that. As far as he was concerned Daelyn would do a better job laying it out than he could, so he'd left it all to her capable hands. 
 
    The shop was still being framed out when he got there, and from the stack of concrete bags and the mixers that were being set up, he guessed that they were going to pour the foundation today. Checking with the foreman, Sean made sure that there were going to be several thick copper rods sunk into the ground at a few key locations before they poured the concrete. He then went and started making a list of supplies that he'd need.  
 
    After that he went and found Deidre and gave the list to her to deal with and told her to move into his office, that they'd share it for now, which got him a rather saucy smile. All the while that he was talking with Deidre he couldn't help but notice Cali, who was watching him, without trying to look like she was watching him. Sean had to admit, it was kind of cute, he'd never been the object of all that many crushes before. In fact this was probably his first, considering that the others had all made their interests in him known rather aggressively. 
 
    Unlike the yoga pants that Deidre seemed to prefer, Cali was wearing black leather pants that fit like a second skin and a pair of rather nice looking boots with low heels. Sean wondered for a moment if dark elves ever wore anything that wasn't skin tight, as he'd noticed the twins also seemed to fancy the same kinds of clothing. 
 
    For a top, Cali was wearing a t-shirt, under a leather vest, and as someone had cut a deep vee into the front of the t-shirt, there was a generous amount of very dark skinned cleavage on display. 
 
    "Well, I need to grab Peg and head into town to check on things," Sean said and noticed Deidre's eyes glance over towards Cali. 
 
    "Something in your eye?" Sean teased Deidre, who frowned at him and he figured she would have kicked him, if he'd been close enough. 
 
    "No, my eyes are fine, Master Sean," she grumbled. 
 
    "Oh good! Then I don't have to leave Cali behind to keep an eye on you so you don't hurt yourself," Sean grinned. 
 
    "What?" Cali said from the bed she was sitting on, looking up at him. 
 
    "Come," Sean beckoned to Cali as he turned towards the exit. "I'm sure you could use a bit of air. We just need to find Peg and we'll be on our way." 
 
    "Yes, Master Sean!" Cali said and he was rather impressed out how fast she jumped off the bed and followed him out of the room.  
 
    He had to admit that it was kind of cute, the way she kept trying to keep close to him, without appearing to be actually staying close. When he finally caught up with Peg, she looked at Cali and then looked at him. 
 
    "I thought she might enjoy getting out for a while with us," Sean told Peg as he gave her a hug and a kiss, and then pulled her to his side as they walked off to find a car. Peg beamed and Cali almost pouted.  
 
    Sean was surprised to see both his mother's car and Sampson's old car in the parking area. He guessed one of the girls must have sent someone out to get it, he'd forgotten to mention it to Oak when they'd gotten back. As Sampson's car had been at Steve's, which he'd also forgotten about, it only made sense that it had ended up here.  
 
    The keys were in Sampson's car, so motioning for the girls to get in; he got into the driver's seat and started it up. 
 
    "You can drive?" Peg asked, a little surprised. 
 
    Sean laughed, "Yes, I can drive. Dae's just way better at it than me; also I don't think she can actually be in a car if she's not driving it." 
 
    Pulling a rolled up hat out of a pocket of his cargo pants, Sean put it on, and then got out a large pair of sunglasses and put them on as well. 
 
    "What's that for?" Cali asked. 
 
    "Disguise. I don't stand out as much." Putting the car in gear, Sean pulled out of the parking lot, "That reminds me, I know Peg has her license, but can you drive a car, Cali?" 
 
    Cali shook her head, "No, Master Sean, back home, cars were too expensive in this world and they don't work in the other one. I can ride a horse though." 
 
    "Well, I guess we can get someone to teach you, eventually." 
 
    Peg looked back at Cali, "Are you and Deidre related?" 
 
    "Not really, Mistress Peg," Cali said. 
 
    Peg snorted, "It's Peg, calling me 'Mistress' makes me sound like a madam at one of the houses outside of Sparks." 
 
    "Yes, M... Peg." 
 
    "Better," Peg grinned, "so what do you mean by, 'not really?'" 
 
    "We're from the same house; Deidre's a second cousin by marriage." 
 
    "She's married?" Sean said surprised. 
 
    "Not anymore," Cali sighed, "he died a while ago, before I was born. So when our house found itself being subjugated by another one, she was offered up along with me and my younger sisters in order for the house to remain free." 
 
    "Those two younger girls are your sisters?" Peg asked. 
 
    Cali nodded, "Yes, Dania and Rania." 
 
    "Why'd they offer you and not someone else?" 
 
    "Because we're young and beautiful?" Cali said and blushed a little, "But also because our parents were not important members of the house and agreed to let us be given up in exchange for an increase in their status." 
 
    "Damn, and I thought I had it bad," Peg grumbled. 
 
    Cali shrugged, "Normally these things are not that bad. We would have been given to men of status in the house that won us, and we would have been treated well, maybe even loved," Cali sighed heavily. "But they decided to go against our traditions and sold us instead to a broker of pleasure slaves for money." 
 
    Both Sean and Peg could hear the distaste in Cali's voice as she spit that out. 
 
    "We ended up after several trades in the hands of that group you called 'Ascendants.' They were a most unpleasant people, and to be treated so lowly. Selling us was a great insult to both our house and our people." 
 
    "That's the real reason why you can't go back, isn't it?" Peg said in a soft voice, "Because you were sold?" 
 
    Cali looked down at her hands and nodded. 
 
    Sean reached back between the bucket seats to pat Cali on the knee as he drove and noticed that Peg had also reached back to take her hand. 
 
    "Well, you're with us now," Peg said, "and I've already learned that none of that matters to anyone here." 
 
    "Truly?" Cali asked. 
 
    "Truly," Peg answered and Sean echoed as he pulled his hand back and concentrated more on driving again, seeing as they had come to the main roads. Sean had wondered just how all four of them had ended up in that room when they'd rescued them. From the sounds of that story, there must have been some pretty big animosities between the two houses, if they'd taken women of Cali and Deidre's caliber, not to mention the twins, and sold them off instead of keeping them. Maybe one day he'd get the whole story from Deidre. 
 
    "You know, Sean. After we stop by the building, we should take Cali shopping," Peg suddenly said, surprising him. 
 
    "Shopping?" Sean asked and looking up in the mirror he noticed Cali start a moment and then smile just a little bit. 
 
    "With everything we've been through, we're all running low on clothes. I know I could use a few new outfits, and I bet she could too." 
 
    Sean smiled and gave a nod, after hearing that story, anything to cheer her up was probably a good idea. "Sure, we can hit the mall." 
 
    "Won't I stand out?" Cali asked, a little self-consciously. 
 
    "Not in Reno," Peg laughed. "While skin as black as yours isn't common among humans, I doubt most people will think twice about it." 
 
    Cali nodded then, "I'd like to go shopping." 
 
    "Great!" Peg said and turned back around to face forwards as Sean got off the highway and drove over to their building.  
 
    "Hey, Alex," Sean said as he got out of the car. "How are things going?" 
 
    "Slow," Alex admitted, "but at least they're going. I talked to the guy in charge of those dwarves you hired, Samis, right?" 
 
    Sean nodded. 
 
    "I asked him if they could take care of our shop and waiting room first. He said he'd have to talk to you, but if you gave him the okay, he'd see what he could do." 
 
    "Why don't you call Deidre and have her order you one of those portable offices?" Peg asked, "Like they use at construction sites? Use that as a waiting room?" 
 
    "I can do that?" Alex said looking at Peg, and then back at Sean. 
 
    Sean nodded, "Sure. Whatever it takes. I'm not doing this to make a profit, Alex. I'm doing this to get these guys working skills and into the system so they can have real lives. As long as we're breaking even, I'll be happy." 
 
    "Great! I'll call her right away. Thanks, Sean!" 
 
    "Hey, you're in charge of the detailing business, Alex. Don't be afraid to do what needs to be done." Sean stopped and thought a moment, "Oh, and make sure I'm paying you enough money. I wouldn't want to lose you." 
 
    "Oh, I don't think I'll be going anywhere," Alex grinned. 
 
    "Yeah, I don't want to lose Demon either," Sean grinned and winked at Alex who looked shocked a moment and then laughed as well. 
 
    "So, you ah, noticed?" 
 
    "The girls noticed, it just never occurred to me, because as long as everyone's happy, I'm happy. I just don't want you worrying about what I think. You're my friend, Alex, I don't give a damn who you're sleeping with, it's not my business. I'm just happy that you're helping me with all of this.  
 
    "Oh, if you want to move in with Demon up at the house, I'm fine with that too." 
 
    "Thanks, Sean." 
 
    "You're welcome," Sean smiled, "Now, I need to go take a look at the building and talk to Samis's foreman and find out how things are going." 
 
    Heading over to the building it didn't take more than a minute to find the man Samis had running the show, Sean just asked the first dwarf he ran into and was immediately pointed to another dwarf with a blue hardhat on. 
 
    "We got the basement cleared out," he told Sean as he led Sean over to a large panel van, that he had a table in the back of with plans on it. 
 
    "We found the remains of the kid that was missing a few hours ago. I had our cleric supervise everything. We'll be bringing him up to your place tonight so you can give him a proper burial." 
 
    "Thanks," Sean told him, "I appreciate it." 
 
    "We also found a lot of stuff in the remains of your lab, like a large blob of gold, and all those collars and tags you were using." 
 
    "They're still in one piece?" Sean was a little surprised by that. 
 
    "Well, the stones on a lot of the collars are cracked, but as for the rest? Tungsten melts at over six thousand degrees. Gasoline fires rarely get that much above two thousand." 
 
    "Great! You didn't find a bunch of large metal owls down there as well, did you?" 
 
    The foreman nodded, "As well as a bunch of metal slugs the same size." 
 
    "That's wonderful," Sean smiled, "could you box them all up and send them up to our place?" 
 
    "Absolutely." 
 
    They went over the job estimates then, overall the original time estimate that Samis had given Sean was still a good one and they were still sticking to it. So Sean thanked them, and taking Peg and Cali in hand, they got back in the car and he drove off to the mall. 
 
    "Didn't we get followed the last time we left there?" Peg asked, a little worried, as Sean drove. 
 
    "Yup," Sean said and looked up to check the mirror as he turned down another side street, taking the back roads instead of just getting on the highway again. 
 
    "I'm curious to see if we pick up anybody this time." 
 
    "What'll you do, if we do?" 
 
    "I thought I'd have you cast an illusion to lead them in the wrong direction," Sean said and smiled at Peg, "After what you did at Sawyer's I'd think you'd be pretty good at it." 
 
    "Is that why your brought me today?" Peg asked suspiciously. 
 
    "Nope. My original plan was to have Claudia's people ambush 'em on the way up to her place for the meeting. But seeing as we're going to the mall first and you're here," Sean smiled at Peg, then turned back to driving, "I figured this was a lot better than pulling over to the side of the road and shooting up their car with my pistol." 
 
    "We don't have to go to the mall," Cali said in a soft voice from the back of the car, 
 
    "We promised you shopping, and you're going shopping," Sean said. "Right, Peg?" 
 
    Peg nodded and took a moment to look around at the street. "Turn left up ahead, and give me a minute." 
 
    Sean nodded and did as she said, as Peg began to gesture while mumbling phrases that made no sense to him at all. 
 
    "Pull over and stop," she said suddenly, and Sean did just that, surprised to see what looked like their own car continue to drive down the street. A minute later a white Lexus drove by following it.  
 
    "How long will that last?" Sean asked. 
 
    "As long as they believe in it," Peg said, panting. "Which may not be too long as it's only going to keep driving straight down this street." 
 
    "Well, at least it's a long one." 
 
    "Yeah, but the moment another car gets in the way, it'll be history." 
 
    "Is it safe for me to pull out?" 
 
    "Yeah, as long as they're focused on that, we can't be seen by them." 
 
    Nodding, Sean checked his mirror, then pulling out he turned around and headed back off for the mall. 
 
      
 
    When they got to the mall, Sean parked in the middle of a large group of cars, so as to not be easily spotted, and then they all headed inside. Once again, he had Peg tucked under his left arm, with Cali on his right side, standing close, but not touching. 
 
    "Grab her you moron," Peg whispered. 
 
    Sean didn't know if Cali heard her or not, but he did as Peg suggested and pulled her in close and tucked her up against his right side. Cali looked surprised for a moment, then her facial skin darkened a bit, Sean guessed she was blushing, but she looked a lot happier suddenly. 
 
    All he knew was that she felt good there.  
 
    Also that there were several long stiff objects under the back of her leather vest, which he found to be rather curious. 
 
    Peg obviously knew the mall fairly well, as she led them through several women's clothing stores, and Sean had the pleasure of watching both Cali and Peg try on several outfits. While Peg was definitely more of a tight jeans kind of a girl, Sean was surprised to see that Cali obviously had a thing for short skirts.  
 
    Which was when he discovered that she wasn't wearing any underwear, and apparently had no problems at all with flashing him accidentally, though he had to wonder just how much of an 'accident' it really was.  
 
    However once that discovery was made by Peg, the next stop was to get underwear. 
 
    At Victoria's Secrets, where Sean found himself nearly blushing as they dragged him inside, and then he had the rather wonderful experience of seeing both Peg and Cali model some fairly revealing outfits, until the store manager came over and had a few words. 
 
    Apparently they were starting to draw attention. 
 
    Which was probably just as well, because Sean noticed that they needed to be going soon, or they'd be late to the meeting. 
 
    "That was fun," Peg said, as Sean followed the girls back to the car, loaded down with their bags. 
 
    "Well, maybe a little," Cali said and glanced back at Sean with a shy smile.  
 
    "Hey man, how bout you let us take your women, and we let you live!" A guy yelled from behind Sean, and before he could drop the bags and turn, Cali's her eyes hardened and narrowed a bit and a rather large knife suddenly appeared in her hand and flashed by Sean, followed quickly by several more. Sean heard it smack into flesh, following by the sound of at least one body hitting the ground and more than one cry of pain. 
 
    By the time Sean turned around, there was one man with their hands up, one lying on the ground, quite dead with a dagger buried in his right eye socket to the hilt, and a third one on the ground bent over in pain with one blade sticking out of his shoulder and another in his arm.  
 
    On the ground around the two bodies Sean saw a pistol by the dead one and one of those spring loaded expanding batons by the wounded one. 
 
    "Who the hell are you with?" Sean growled. 
 
    "We ain't with nobody, man!" the guy holding his hands up said starting to back off slowly. "We just wanted the girls is all! That's it! We saw them putting on that little show for you and we figured we'd take 'em is all!" 
 
    Sean swore softly, of all the things to happen, he had to get attacked by some common thugs. 
 
    "Grab your friend on the ground here, and get him to the hospital. Before he dies like your other friend." 
 
    "That's okay, man..." he said, still backing away. 
 
    "If you don't do it, I'll shoot you in the back of the head," Sean growled. "It's not like killing one more is gonna make that much of a difference, now is it?" 
 
    Shaking, the guy stopped retreating and came back and got his friend. 
 
    "Leave the knives," Sean told him. 
 
    "But if I pull them out, he'll bleed to death!" 
 
    "Like I give a damn, leave the knives!" 
 
    Sean watched at the guy pulled the two knives out of his friend, who gasped, and then helping him to his feet, they both stumbled off together, leaving a nice trail of blood spots behind them. 
 
    "Cali, put the bags in the back of the car, Peg, take the keys and open the trunk, then get in the car. 
 
    "What about the body?" 
 
    "We're taking it with us," Sean sighed, and bending over, he picked up the two knives and wiped them off on the dead guy's shirt, then removed the one from his head and wiped that off as well. 
 
    Grabbing the body by the belt, he picked him up and turning he handed Cali her knives back, amazed at just how quickly she made them disappear. She'd already tossed the bags in the back of the car and had come back to help him with the body he guessed. 
 
    "Anyone see this?" Sean asked as he tossed the dead body in the back of the car and closed the trunk. 
 
    "They all ran off when the bodies started to drop," Peg said. 
 
    "Good, let's get out of here." 
 
    Getting in the car, Sean quickly started it up and left the area, making sure they weren't followed. It was getting late, and hopefully no one got a good description on the car. 
 
    "I smeared the plates," Peg said when he mentioned that. 
 
    "Smeared the plates?" Sean said, blinking. 
 
    "I put a temporary illusion on them after I opened the trunk. They may get a description of the car, but no one could read those plates." 
 
    "Well that's good at least." 
 
    Peg turned to Cali, "Where did you learn to throw knives like that? That was awesome!" 
 
    Cali blushed a little, "All dark elves are taught how to fight. It's our way, everybody fights, men, women, even the older children. Our wars can be very vicious." 
 
    "I bet," Peg said and turned to Sean, "What are you planning on doing with the body?" 
 
    "A couple of heavy duty fire spells, and there won't be anything left of it," Sean sighed and looked back at Cali, "I appreciate you stopping them, but next time maybe try not to kill any mundanes in public?" 
 
    "But, Master Sean," Cali said a little nervously, "he had a gun! He might have shot you!" 
 
    "A few bullets won't kill me, Cali. They won't kill Peg either. We're lycans." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry!" Cali said and looked so distressed that Sean started to worry that she might cry. 
 
    "It's okay," Sean sighed again, thinking about just how fast Cali had pulled those knives out and thrown them. "Just try to be a little more discreet next time. I really don't want to have to deal with the police, if I can avoid it." 
 
    "Yes, Master Sean."  
 
    The ride up to Claudia's was uneventful. Peg was being unusually subdued and Cali looked like she wasn't sure if she was in trouble or not.  
 
    When they got to Claudia's, Sean parked a good distance away from the other cars, then getting out of the car he went and opened up the trunk. Sean didn't have a lot of experience in dealing with dead bodies after they'd been dead a while, and this one stunk quite a bit already. At least the wound that had killed him hadn't caused him to bleed out all over the inside of the trunk. 
 
    "Ugh," Peg said as Sean heaved the body out of the car. "With all of the people after us, and we end up tangling with a couple of common thugs." 
 
    "They were rapists, Peg," Sean sighed, "and if we weren't already in so much shit, I would have killed the other two as well. Now, go tell Claudia what I'm doing over here, before she worries." 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "Destroying evidence," Sean grumbled. 
 
    "Stay with me, Cali," Sean added when he saw her start to follow Peg. 
 
    "Yes, Master Sean." 
 
    Sean grumbled a little more, when Deidre said it, she was being tantalizing and sexy. Right now Cali was starting to sound like a whipped dog. 
 
    Dragging the body a good hundred feet away, Sean backed away from him and calling up his offensive framework, he checked which way the wind was blowing, and then lit the body up with a fire spell. 
 
    With no magical defenses, and no life force left in the body, it burned brightly and quickly, but it still took three more shots until it was only a pile of embers. Checking his mana levels, he'd consumed more than half. Thankfully he wasn't going into combat anytime soon, he really needed to see about making himself some of those multipliers that Peg had 'found.' 
 
    "I'm sorry, Master Sean," Cali said again. 
 
    "Do you like me, Cali?" Sean asked in a soft voice. 
 
    Cali nodded, "Of course, Master Sean!" 
 
    Smiling Sean put an arm around her and pulling that lovely body of hers against his, he lowered his head and kissed her, taking his time and enjoying it. Cali tasted even better than Deidre did. 
 
    For her part, Cali looked surprised but quickly put her arms around him and closing her eyes just held on to him and returned the kiss. 
 
    "Two things, umm, make that three things," Sean said when he finally came up for air. Cali was still clinging to him and was looking up into his eyes, a little uncertain, but definitely much happier looking than before. 
 
    "First, call me Sean. Deidre calls me master to tease me, you're not my slave or my servant, though to be totally honest," Sean slid one of his hands down and gave that tight leather clad butt of hers a squeeze. "I can think of some other roles I wouldn't mind having you in." 
 
    Sean was surprised at the embarrassed look on Cali's face, but couldn't help but notice that she was grinding against him, if only slightly. 
 
    "Second, I'm not mad at you, not at all. I happen to like it when one of my girls isn't afraid to watch my back and keep me from being blindsided." 
 
    "And third," Sean ran his hands up her back, where he could now feel the several large daggers concealed there. "You're going to tell me about these daggers, why you are carrying them, and why you're so good with them." 
 
    Sean noticed the momentary look of panic on her face, but it passed so quickly that he almost would have wondered if he imagined it. But only almost. 
 
    "You don't have to tell me now, you can tell me later," Sean pulled her in and kissed her again, a second time and once again he ran one hand down to squeeze her ass as he braced her shoulders with the other one, holding her close. 
 
    "I won't think any less of you, as long as you tell me the truth," he whispered in her ear when he broke the kiss. 
 
    "Now, I have to go deal with the others. Let's go." 
 
    Taking her hand he led Cali off towards the door. 
 
    "Gee," Peg teased when he got there, "don't I get a kiss too?" 
 
    Smiling, Sean pushed her up against the wall and gave her a nice long one, long enough that Peg was starting to pant when he finally stopped. 
 
    "Mmm, better," Peg grinned, and rubbed his chest with a hand. 
 
    "We better go inside, before they start complaining," Sean said with a smile and going inside took a few moments to greet everyone, and then sat down. 
 
    'I like her,' his lion said as Sean let Chad fill the other members in on what they knew about the attack on Sean's building, and what had taken place at Sapientia with Stewart. 
 
    'She just might be crazier than Dae,' Sean thought with a smile. 
 
    'She's definitely a killer, didn't think twice.' 
 
    'Makes you wonder just how she ended up a sex slave, doesn't it?' 
 
    'At least now you know why they had a magical collar on her,' his lion acknowledged. 
 
    'I need to find out just what her story is.' 
 
    'What you need to do,' his lion chuckled, 'is make her ours.' 
 
    'You just might have a point there,' Sean agreed. 
 
    Chad had by then moved onto their concerns with outsiders showing up, and how they were hoping to at least focus them on getting revenge against the Vestibulum, rather than Sean's group. Chad then mentioned in passing that he was working on a little something for the people in Sacramento, at Sean's request. 
 
    "We can't afford to have this conflict spreading outside of town!" Jeffery of the Bear clans said. 
 
    "It's too late for that," Chad frowned at him, "it already has. However, despite the initial anger of a few people," Chad grinned at Sean, "I was able to convince them on making a non-lethal response. The kind of thing that sends a message without upsetting them too much and which leaves them much less likely of doing it again." 
 
    "Non-lethal is good," Boris of the tiger clans said nodding his head, "the last thing we want is them to embark on another purge out of fear for their own lives." 
 
    Jorge of the boar families spoke up then. 
 
    "My youngest told me that the Vestibulum attacked Sawyers just a couple of days ago, Sean. Would you care to tell the council about that?" 
 
    Sean shrugged, "They sent one of their best teams out to kill me. Apparently they'd been watching our home for some time now, looking for an opportunity to get me alone, so they could kill me." 
 
    "What happened?" Boris asked. 
 
    "We captured them, and as far as the Vesti's are concerned, they've vanished and Sawyer's place looks like nothing happened to it." 
 
    "So where are they really?" 
 
    "Up at my place. Along with all of their gear and vehicles." 
 
    "My daughter mentioned the new place you've moved into," Bill Channing spoke up. "From what she's told me, you've been fortifying it?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Sawyer sold me a large amount of gear. He even sent over a howitzer last night!" Sean chuckled and shook his head, "I have no idea what to do with something like that, however some of the others appear to. I think he's unloading onto me everything he hasn't been able to sell." 
 
    Bill nodded, "So, with all that out of the way, and now that everyone has been warned to watch out for strange faces, what's our next step?" 
 
    "The Vesti's," Sean said. "We need to go after them, and free our people. Before they have the chance to get more of their backers here, and before the Ascendants go to war with them and we find our people getting caught in the middle." 
 
    "Is it wise launching another major attack so soon?" Claudia asked. "We just took out the Ascendants only a week ago." 
 
    Chad spoke up, "As long as the Vesti's have our people, there will be others who will take them as slaves too. Until we stop all of the major councils, we can't secure our edict. Once they've lost their lycan slaves, all of the minor councils in the area, the independents, they'll be forced to do as we say, or they're just so much easy pickings." 
 
    "Still, they know we're coming for them, and they're a lot stronger than the Ascendants were." 
 
    "Claudia," Sean said, "I want to do this sooner rather than later because the longer we wait, the bolder they'll become. Also I don't want another council coming in after we're done and performing the same kind of slaughter that happened last week." 
 
    "Surely you can't be expecting somebody to take advantage of the Vestibulum once we are done?" 
 
    Sean snorted, "Hardly. I think that Arthur Troy is going to quickly move to reassert Sapientia as the dominate council in Reno, and honestly? As long as he continues to play fair by us and continues his campaign to free all of the lycans in the other Sapientia councils, I'm going to back him." 
 
    "Do you think you can trust him?" 
 
    Sean shrugged, "Trust him? I don't know. But as long as we're not after the same thing, I don't see why we can't work together. Let the magicians play their games, as long as we're not slaves to them, I don't see why it matters to us." 
 
    "Perhaps you should speak to Joseph Harrison over at the Council of Eruditio," Bill said. "They've always been friendly to us, even when they kept lycans as slaves; they treated them far better than the others did. He may enlighten you as to just what Arthur's game is." 
 
    Sean nodded, yet another thing to consider. 
 
    Turning back to Chad, Sean asked, "Just how soon can we launch our raid on the Vesti's?" 
 
    Chad took a deep breath and then sighed, "Tomorrow night would be the absolute soonest, but I'd rather wait until at least Sunday, so we have more time to train." 
 
    Sean nodded, "Okay, we'll hit them on Sunday, unless someone has a good reason not to?" 
 
    Sean looked around and no one was shaking their heads no. 
 
    "Alright then, anything else?" 
 
    "Yes," Bill said from the head of the table. "Once we do this, then what?" 
 
    Sean leaned back in his chair and shrugged, "I don't know. There's so much going on and so much we need to do. My first goal is to make Reno a free city, same for as much of the state as we can manage. What that's going to take?" Sean shook his head. "I don't know. But I suspect you're all going to tell me." 
 
    Bill nodded, "You got that much right. Gradatim's main powerbase is in Los Angeles, but they're strong up the coast all the way to Portland. We're close enough to them, that I suspect we'll have to deal with them eventually." 
 
    "What about the Ascendants?" 
 
    "They're based out of New Jersey in this country. Reno was their biggest stronghold in the west, followed by Sacramento and Phoenix. That may be why they're moving to try and attack us here. Losing Reno is going to hurt their status with the other councils." 
 
    "And the Vesti's?" 
 
    "They've got people everywhere; their main powerbase is in Boston and the surrounding area. But they even have a group in Los Angeles, which the Grad's can't force out. They're just too powerful." 
 
    "What about Sapientia?" Chad asked. 
 
    "Everywhere you find the Vestibulum; you'll find Sapientia, and maybe even Eruditio. Those three are the oldest of the five main councils, and Sapientia was once the leading council, a role which we all suspect they would love to recapture." 
 
    Bill looked around the room, "But that brings us back to this: What are we going to do to keep the others from bringing more slaves in, and causing us to have to fight these battles all over again?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, "I don't know, yet." 
 
    "Well I have a pretty good idea," Bill said, looking at Sean. "We're going to have to establish our own powerbase, our own police force, if you will. I don't think for one moment that the Vestibulum or the Gradatim are going to let us hold on to our power here without a fight. We're going to have to be ready for them." 
 
    Sean nodded slowly as he sat back up, "You're right of course. I guess it's something we all need to think about, and start discussing once we've won this next fight." 
 
    "I have one more thing for everyone to think about," Ted, one of the leopard family heads said looking down at his hands. "When do we go after the enslaved lycans in rest of the country?" 
 
    Sean didn't have an answer for that, but from the looks on everyone's faces, they weren't shying away from the idea.  
 
    Ted was right, sooner or later, it would have to be done. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sacramento 
 
      
 
    Jace looked around the farmer's market; it didn't take him long to spot who he was looking for. Lady Sarah always shopped the market, and she always brought a couple of wolves from the compound along with her, mainly to carry things. Overall, Lady Sarah was one of the nicer people in the council of Ascendance. She ran the kitchens and actually did a fair amount of cooking herself, while training the lycans working under her how to cook as well. 
 
    Every Saturday morning, like clockwork, she was here buying stuff for her kitchens as well as for several households that she'd agreed to help.  
 
    Jace liked Lady Sarah, they all did. She was easy going, friendly, and honestly didn't care what anyone got up to, as long as they did the tasks she asked them to. 
 
    Jace watched as she bought several large baskets of produce from one of the booths, detailed one of the wolves to carry it back to their vehicle, then went on to the next booth. 
 
    Jace watched and then followed that wolf back to the SUV. 
 
    "Here, let me help you with that," Jace said as Pete, the other wolf fumbled with the keys for the back gate. 
 
    "Oh, thanks.... JACE! What the hell are you doing here! They told use you were dead! Ohmygoddoesanybodyknow!" 
 
    Jace caught the bag before it spilled out all over the ground as his brother Pete babbled. 
 
    "Pete," Jace growled, "get it under control!" 
 
    Pete blushed and shut up, then opened the gate to the back of the SUV. 
 
    "What happened?" Pete said in a much lower voice, looking around now, to make sure that they weren't being watched. "They told us you were dead!" 
 
    Jace grinned, "Yup, dead, we're all dead. Gotta tell ya', Pete, I'm really enjoying this afterlife thing. Kinda nice, not having to worry about any mages breaking my butt or sending me out to be killed!" 
 
    "Jace," Pete whined, "they told us that you died, they hinted that you had turned on one of them! Oh they didn't say that, they told us you died fighting for the council, but the way they've been keeping an eye on me! It hasn't been easy, Jace! What's going on?" 
 
    "Come over here, out of sight for a couple of minutes, and I'll explain it to you," Jace said and as Pete stuffed the bags in the car and closed the back gate, Jace dragged him off. 
 
    "Okay, put this on," Jace said and handed his brother Pete one of the collars. 
 
    Pete nodded and did so. 
 
    "Alright, this is gonna hurt a bit, so keep your mouth shut," Jace said and pressed one of the tags into Pete's hand. "Attach this to the collar, and keep your mouth closed!" 
 
    Pete did as his older brother told him, his body stiffening as for a moment he felt a burning sensation deep inside his chest. 
 
    After it past, he looked at Jace, panting. 
 
    "Okay, take it off and hand it back to me." 
 
    Peter pulled the tag off, "What just happened?" He asked as he passed the tag to his brother and then undid the necklace. 
 
    "The silver pellet inside you isn't full of silver anymore." 
 
    "What!" Pete yelped and then snapped his mouth closed, looking embarrassed. 
 
    "How?" Pete asked, a lot quieter. 
 
    "Someone figured out a way, I don't know, magic or something. Just don't tell anyone what I did. Silver will still kill you, unless you're wearing one of these," Jace opened his shirt to show his own collar with the tag on it. 
 
    "So why can't I keep it?" 
 
    "Because I only have a few of them, and if we want to get everyone out, without trouble, this has to be done just right. Now, when you go back, you find Art, and tell him I want to talk to him. Tell him that yes, I'm alive, and I need to talk to him. I'll be down at the Fox and Goose all day and all night." 
 
    "But Harris and his friends go there!" 
 
    "Exactly, so Art won't have any trouble finding the place. I'll make sure I'm not seen, don't worry about me. Tell him I need to talk to Hogue, Jester, Piper, and Dawn or anyone else he thinks will help." 
 
    "Help with what?" 
 
    "With getting everyone the hell out of Sacramento and up to Reno where it's safe," Jace told him. "Now go, and don't go getting in any trouble." 
 
    Pete nodded and smiling at his brother, he gave him a hug and then turning around he ran off to catch back up with Lady Sarah. 
 
    "Think Art'll buy it?" Rufus asked as Jace went over and got into the car Rufus was waiting in. 
 
    "Well, if Gray gets his brother to deliver the same message, that'll be two different people, telling him to meet me there. Art's not stupid; he didn't get to be head wolf by being dumb." 
 
    "Yeah, but if anyone is going to side with the mages, don't you think it'll be him?" 
 
    Jace snorted, "All the more reason for him to come and check it out." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Philo looked around the casino as he walked in with Markey. He'd been to casinos before, but since becoming friends with Markey he hadn't gone to many of them. Philo really didn't like the kind of attention that might be drawn to him, if Markey decided he wanted to have a little fun. 
 
    Oh, Philo knew that if he asked Markey not to cause problems, he wouldn't, but what kind of a friend would he be if he did that? He liked Markey because of who Markey was, and honestly, because of what Markey did. It was always fun, and honestly it always seemed to work out for the best for the people who needed it the most. 
 
    Besides, they were in the States now, not like any of it would matter after they went back home! 
 
    "You know, Markey," Philo said looking around, "I wouldna' thought you could make a casino even more gaudy than the ones we have at home." 
 
    Markey grinned at him and shrugged. 
 
    Philo laughed, "Guess I was wrong, weren't I?" 
 
    Markey nodded and the two of them walked further inside the building. There were those slot machines stuck every place you could stick one, but none of them were the old mechanical type that Philo had once loved, and which occasionally you could still find in some of the Irish casinos. 
 
    Then there were the even newer ones that really were nothing more than a television screen with a lever attached. The rules were so confusing that Philo had never bothered with one, though they were certainly interesting to watch with all of the animations and movies that played across the front of them. 
 
    Further in there were the usual craps tables and the roulette wheels, then the blackjack tables and all the other strange card games that the casino's had come up with. Philo was surprised to see that they even had a baccarat table!  
 
    Smiling he turned to Markey, "I'm going to play for a spot. Try not to cause too much trouble," Philo grinned, "or at least not get caught at it!" 
 
    Smiling they both went their separate ways and going over to the tables, Philo found an open seat. Not many played baccarat here apparently, and taking some of the money his sister had given him out of his pocket, he put it on the table, got a few chips, and started to play. 
 
    Baccarat really was a fairly simple game, you either bet on the player, the dealer, or for a tie. The rules were simple enough, ace through nine counted for the card's face value, the other cards were all zero. The closest one to nine won and all you did was watch, the dealer did everything. 
 
    For such a surprisingly simple game, there were a lot of systems, and while Philo knew them all, he normally used his own. Simply put: he cheated. It was a simple spell, one that relied more on the part of him that was faerie than any real magic. All he did once he'd cast it was to bet his hunches, which were right most of the time, and when he wasn't sure, he always bet for a tie. 
 
    By the time Philo cashed out three hours later, he had a nice wad of the local's currency. So it was time to collect Markey and find a nice pub to go and redistribute his easily attained wealth. 
 
    It didn't take long to find him; Philo just went in search of where the crowds were thickest. Once he got there, he just looked around until he saw the center of everyone's interest. 
 
    This time Markey was standing over by the roulette table, next to a very old man. As Philo watched, the old man's number came up and the croupier handed the old man his winnings. The man took one chip off the top, placed a new bet, then turning around he handed it to one of the people behind them, shook their hand, and wished them a good day. 
 
    The man won again, placed a new bet on a different number, and turning around gave the money to another person, who thanked him and quickly hurried off. 
 
    "How long has this been going on?" Philo asked one of the people watching. 
 
    "I donno, twenty, thirty minutes? The old man just walked up and started owning the place. Crazy guy, he's been passing out those chips like they's candy. Guess with luck like that, ya' don't need money tho', right?" 
 
    Philo shrugged and made his way around the crowd to the other side of Markey. 
 
    "How many more of these do I have?" Philo heard the old man whisper. 
 
    "As many as you want," Markey told him. 
 
    Philo was a little surprised that the old man could see and hear Markey. Markey didn't usually show himself to people. Taking a closer look at the old man, Philo could see that he really was quite old, and that he was not very healthy looking at all, though he was dressed in the nicest and newest of clothing. The old man's skin was thin and fragile looking and had an unhealthy yellow tinge to it, his hands shook constantly, and he sounded more like he was gasping than he was breathing. 
 
    "Philo, this is Paul Dowd. Paul, this is my friend Philo." 
 
    Mr. Dowd looked over at Philo and smiled happily, "Hope you don't mind me borrowing your friend here for a while." 
 
    Philo smiled back, "He's your friend too, think nothing of it." 
 
    "Well, I know the two of you have other things to be about, so I'll let you both get to it," Mr. Dowd said with a weathered yellow smile. 
 
    When the croupier handed Mr. Dowd his winnings, this time the old man turned and handed all of them to a young woman behind him, who smiled, gave him a kiss and after thanking him, hurried off. 
 
    "That's it folks," Mr. Dowd gasped, "I have an appointment to keep." 
 
    "Philo, be a friend and help Paul to a seat?" Markey asked him. 
 
    "Of course!" Markey said and taking Mr. Dowd's arm he helped him over to a rather nice over stuffed chair that was by a nearby wall. 
 
    "Thank you, Markey," Mr. Dowd gasped in a soft voice as Philo helped him to sit down and get comfortable. "Maybe we did a little good today, just maybe." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure you did more than a little," Markey told him with a smile. 
 
    "Well, the pleasure was all mine, I must thank you again for a wonderful day. Now if the both of you would be so kind as to excuse an old man, I really should go meet my wife, now." 
 
    "Oh, of course, good sir," Philo smiled and gave a little bow. 
 
    "We will toast your memory tonight, Paul," Markey said giving him a pat on the arm. Markey turned then and walked off with Philo. 
 
    "Was he a friend of yours?" Philo asked as they headed for the door. 
 
    "I met him once, when he was but a lad. He had run away because he did not wish to move to America with his parents." 
 
    "Oh? What did you tell him?" 
 
    "I promised him he would be happier if he did."  
 
    "Ah," Philo nodded, "was he?" 
 
    "He said he was, and asked if he could help me spread a little good fortune before he died." Markey looked at Philo and smiled, "I broke him out of some old boring nursing home and brought him here." 
 
    Philo laughed, "I'll daresay they'll be talking about that one for a while." 
 
    Markey gave one of those bright smiles then that Philo always loved to see on his friend's face. When Markey was happy, he truly did light up a room. 
 
    "So," Philo said as a couple of people that looked to him like the medical type ran by them, "what do you say we find us a nice pub in which to remember your dear departed friend and relieve ourselves of my ill gotten gains?" 
 
      
 
      
 
    "So, what's this your brother tells me about getting everyone out of here and up to Reno where it's safe?" 
 
    Jace looked over Art. The old wolf looked as fit as ever, and at the ripe old age of forty-three he was the oldest wolf that Jace had ever known. That was until a few nights ago when he met some of the ones in the West Pack, one of which was positively ancient at the unbelievable age of fifty-five. 
 
    Jace motioned to the coin on the end of the table. 
 
    "Pick that up." 
 
    "It's silver," Art growled. 
 
    "But picking it up won't hurt you and I want you to be positive that it's silver." 
 
    Art gave him a look, but he picked up the coin, frowned, and then dropped it on the table where it bounced once, and then spun around a few times before laying flat again. 
 
    "Jace, I went to a lot of trouble to get Harris to let me come out today. Had to spin him a story about needing some parts from the electrical supply company up the block from here. So what is this all about? And why in the hell would you even come back here if they think you're dead?" 
 
    "For the same reason you'd come back, I'm betting," Jace said and tossed Art a collar. "Put that on." 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    "A lycan collar." 
 
    Art blinked, "Where the hell did you get this? These things are worth a fortune." 
 
    "In Reno you can get 'em for a couple of grand now, but that one was a gift. It's yours, go ahead, put it on. I got a bunch of 'em." 
 
    "If you're trying to bribe me to get your brother out of there, I have to say you're definitely going about it the right way," Art chuckled and put it on, then shifted into his hybrid form and looking down at himself he swore. 
 
    "Damn, just like the stories say!" 
 
    "It gets better," Jace smiled. 
 
    "How the hell does it get better than this?" 
 
    Jace slid one of the tags across the table. 
 
    "Grab that and touch it to your collar, it'll self attach and only you can remove it." 
 
    "But!" Jace warned Art as he picked it up and looked at it, "It'll hurt the first time you use it." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "It turns all the silver in your body into something else." 
 
    "Yeah, right." 
 
    "That's why I had you pick up that dime, so you'd know it was silver. Now clip the tag on like a good dog and then pick up the dime and you'll see I'm not pissing up your leg." 
 
    "Don't be an asshole, Jace," Art said while looking at the tag. 
 
    Jace opened up his shirt to show the one he was wearing, and with a growl Art stuck the tag on his. 
 
    Jace watched as Art sucked in his breath, and blinked. That was all, not a growl, not a whimper. He just blinked. 
 
    "Damn, that hurt." 
 
    "Yup, Matt and Stan had triggered our pellets just before we got ours. I thought we were dying for sure. Then suddenly I got this guy bending over me and asking if I'm okay." 
 
    "What happened to Matt and Stan?" 
 
    "They showed up just after we cleared out. From what we were told afterwards, Matt shot Stan in the back of the head and took the truck and drove off heading north." 
 
    Art sighed, "Matt always was a self-centered prick. At least he liked us." Looking down at the dime, Art picked it up. 
 
    "Wrap your fingers around it. The effect only exists just above your skin, until it takes in a lot of silver, then it expands." 
 
    Art nodded and closed his fingers around the coin, surprised as it suddenly got warm. Opening his hand back up he stared at it. 
 
    "Isn't it against the law to mess with currency?" Art said looking up at Jace with a smile. 
 
    Jace smiled back, "So, here's the plan. We get all the alphas and your staff collared. Then tonight and tomorrow night, you go around neutralizing everybody's pellets." 
 
    "And then what?" Art frowned, "We turn on the mages? Kill them? I may not like a lot of them, hell, most of them, but I'm not going to be part of any mass slaughter, Jace." 
 
    Jace growled and shook his head, "I was given very explicit instructions by my new Alpha of just what he would do to me if I killed anybody.  
 
    "No, the plan is, once everyone's clear, late Sunday, say a few hours after midnight, everyone just walks past the wards, goes over the wall, and gets on the bus we'll have waiting there, and just drives off. Monday morning comes around, and suddenly they find that you're all gone." 
 
    Art nodded, "I like it. What about the servants in the houses?" 
 
    "Call in the ones you can for a training session, take care of them, and I'll have Gray and Beck drive around to their houses and they can just sneak out and join up with the rest of us. The ones you can't," Jace shrugged, "we'll get the message to them somehow and sneak in and help them leave." 
 
    "So, who's behind all of this?" Art asked. 
 
    "The plan? My alpha up in Reno, his name is Chad." 
 
    Art shook his head, "No, the collars, the whole reason you're here. Why would an alpha want to risk his new members to save a bunch of wolves he doesn't know?" 
 
    Jace nodded, "He told me that he was ordered to save us, because his boss is pissed at Harris for attacking his home. The rumor's true Art, there's a revolt going on in Reno, but they're not killing anyone if they can help it." 
 
    "Rumor says a lion is running it, is that true?" 
 
    "That's what Chad tells me, though I haven't met him yet." 
 
    Art looked back down at the dime and thought about all that it represented, "I've overheard Harris talking to the other council members a couple of times. They're scared. If there was ever a time for us to leave, this is it." 
 
    Jace nodded and standing up he passed Art the bag with the necklaces and tags in it as Art shifted back. 
 
    "Oh, by the way, were you really going to kill Stewart?" 
 
    Jace sighed, "I've wanted to punish his father for what he did to my brother for so many years, that yeah, I was going to do it. But now? After talking to Chad? This will hurt his father far worse than killing his son ever would." 
 
    "Well, I'm glad you didn't kill him, or I would definitely have had to kill you." 
 
    "What?" Jace said looking at Art in surprise. 
 
    "He's my son, Jace." 
 
    "But he looks just like all of Kurt's kids!" 
 
    Art smiled, "Yes, I know. Be waiting for us on the east side, one am. I'll have someone drop by here early tomorrow morning with a list of those lycans you'll need to detail Beck and Rufus to pick up." 
 
    Jace plopped back down into his seat, stunned, as Art walked out the door whistling a happy tune. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get Ready 
 
      
 
    "So what's the story with Cali?" Roxy asked him the next morning as she was showing him all of the defenses that had been put in. 
 
    Sean shook his head, "I'm not sure yet, after what happened last night I told her I wanted to know the truth about her, but I was willing to wait until she's ready." 
 
    "Not that, ya' goof," Roxy laughed and punched him in the arm, "I mean is she going to join the rest of us as one of yours, or not?" 
 
    Sean looked at her in shocked surprise, "Why, I never even thought about that!" 
 
    Roxy hauled back and got ready to punch him, "What was that?" She mock growled. 
 
    Sean grinned and snickered, "Even if I didn't want her, and yeah, I do. I think my lion would do something bad to me if I didn't make her mine," Sean suddenly stepped into Roxy and pulled her close, kissing her, "Just like I did with you!" 
 
    "Hmm, yum," Roxy grinned back at him. "So he's got the hots for her?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "He likes vicious brutal women who kill anyone who threatens us." Sean winked at her, "Probably why you're both of ours first love!" 
 
    "Poor Jo, being left out like that," Roxy teased. 
 
    Sean snorted, "Everyone likes a sex pot. Plus I have a sneaky suspicion that Jo's more than capable, she's just smarter than us and avoids those situations." 
 
    "And Peg?" 
 
    "Sheer animal cunning," Sean laughed, "Her becoming a fox is one of those things that makes you realize that there are other forces in the world, because she definitely is one." 
 
    "Well she and Sheila are sure a pair when it comes to breaking and entering," Roxy sighed. 
 
    "I think I may ask Jo to give Peg the fourth degree on that eventually, and find out just what she's up to." 
 
    "Don't you mean the third degree?" Roxy asked and hip checked him. 
 
    "They use a hose for the third degree," Sean smiled and bumped hips back with her. "The forth uses those toys you and Jo keep ordering online!" 
 
    Roxy grinned and bumped back, "So now that I've shown you everything and we've talked trash about the rest of the family, what's up?" 
 
    "I want to go visit Eruditio." 
 
    Roxy blinked, "Do they know you're coming?" 
 
    "What? And spoil the surprise?" Sean grinned and looked around for Daelyn. 
 
    "Dae!" He called when he spotted her. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Come on! You're driving." 
 
    "Where?" 
 
    "I'll tell you in the car," Sean grabbed Roxy before she could walk away, "You're coming too." 
 
    "Oh?" 
 
    "I've spent hardly any time with you since we got ambushed at Sawyer's. I need my Rox fix," he grinned. 
 
    "I thought you got that last night and the night before?" Roxy purred, while smiling at him. 
 
    "I actually do love you for more than just your body," Sean paused a moment, "there's ummm, what comes after body?" 
 
    Sean laughed as Roxy swatted him, and they headed over towards Daelyn's car.  
 
    "Cali's watching you, you know." 
 
    "Really?" Sean looked around and caught her watching him, "Cali!" he called as she started to turn away, "Yes, Master Sean?" 
 
    "You're coming too! Get that nice butt down here." 
 
    "You sure about that?" Roxy whispered, "She's wearing a tighter shirt than I am!" 
 
    "I have this theory that dark elves prefer to go naked," Sean chuckled. 
 
    "From how tight they all wear their clothing, you just might have a point," Roxy agreed. 
 
    Cali met them at the car just as Daelyn got there. 
 
    "Where are we going?" Daelyn asked. 
 
    "Eruditio. It was suggested I should go talk to them." 
 
    "Not bringing Jo or Peg?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, "Jo might be seen as representing her Uncle's interests, and well, for all I know Peg might decide she wants to rob them after seeing the inside of their place, so better to just let the two of them work on all the magical stuff they're doing." 
 
    Daelyn nodded, and they all got in the car, Sean sitting in the back with Cali so Roxy could appreciate Daelyn's driving. 
 
    Cali seemed totally calm and collected, and if it wasn't for the death grip she had on Sean's hand, he would have thought she wasn't bothered at all by the way Daelyn rocketed across town and then out east towards the Eruditio compound. 
 
      
 
    Gaining access at the gate was no problem, the guards there, all lycans, recognized Sean and the girls immediately and told them to go right in. 
 
    "I thought they didn't have lycan slaves?" Cali asked from the back seat. 
 
    "They're not slaves," Roxy told her. "They're employees, free to come and go as they wish." 
 
    "Oh! I had no idea." 
 
    Daelyn drove up by the house and parked, getting out and going up to the door, Sean was surprised to be met by a white haired man with a long white beard who looked every bit the wizard. Except that he was wearing an old pair of faded Levis and a flannel shirt. 
 
    "Sean Valens, it is a pleasure to meet you at last. I'm Joseph Harrison, the current leader of the local council of Eruditio." 
 
    Sean nodded and shook hands with him, and then introduced the girls. 
 
    "What is a dark elf doing here in Reno of all places?" Joseph inquired after Sean had introduced her. 
 
    "We rescued her and several others from the Ascendants, apparently they were already thinking about life without lycans," Sean grumbled. 
 
    Joseph shook his head, "What a terrible thing, terrible thing. Well, please come in, come in, and let us sit and talk a while." 
 
    Sean followed Joseph inside with Roxy on his right and Daelyn and Cali following close behind. Joseph steered them to a rather nice den, where he gestured for them to take a seat, sitting down in a rather comfortable looking armchair. 
 
    Sean dropped down onto one of the couches across from the chair, with Roxy and Daelyn sitting to either side of him. Cali looked torn a moment, and looked like she was going to sit at his feet when Roxy took her hand and steered her to sit next to her on the end of the couch. 
 
    "I must say, Sean, that I've never met a lion before. Not once in all of my years. You really are something of a mystery to me." 
 
    Sean smiled, "I gather we're something of a mystery to most magic users these days." 
 
    "Well, I hope you don't mind me asking some questions then?" 
 
    "Just as long as I can do the same?" 
 
    "Oh, of course, I know that's why you're here! With the things going on these days, I wasn't expecting a social call. What can I help you with?" 
 
    "Well, my first question is fairly simple," Sean said. He'd discussed much of this with his lion last night when he'd decided to come here today. 
 
    "Why are you siding with us?" 
 
    "I don't know that I'd say that we're siding with you, dear boy, we're simply siding against slavery." 
 
    "Granted," Sean said with a nod, "but why?" 
 
    "Because it's wrong? Immoral? Unethical?" 
 
    Sean snorted and let his lion provide the words, "Morality, ethics, right and wrong, those aren't things that the powerful take into account until they see that their power is fleeting, Joseph. You've had a millennium to discover those things. Why now?" 
 
    Joseph tipped his head in acknowledgement, looking thoughtful. 
 
    "You seem to be rather well versed in the situation, Sean." 
 
    "And you still have my question to answer," Sean replied. 
 
    Joseph sighed, "We really had been having ethical discussions about the whole slavery issue, it started with my predecessors back after the American Civil War. However what brought it into sharper focus was plain and simple: numbers. In most of Europe for centuries we mages were always able to keep your numbers in check. But here in America? Or even in Europe since the last war? We've lost that ability.  
 
    "You see, there are more of you than there are of us. And we see that trend continuing as time goes on. It's really a simple matter of survival, your numbers are increasing, ours are not. Either we make peace with you now, while we can, or you will deal with us when we can not." 
 
    "And Sapientia?" 
 
    "Un-uh," Joseph smiled, "my turn." 
 
    Sean heaved a sigh, but had to smile as well, "Ask." 
 
    "Why are you lions getting involved now, after all of these years?" 
 
    "We've always been involved. Who do you think commission my father to find a protection for the lycans against silver? We've been doing that for a great many years. There was just no reason for us to actively move against the councils until we had it." 
 
    Joseph nodded as he listened to Sean's explanation. 
 
    "Now, Sapientia's reason?" 
 
    "I convinced Arthur of the same things that I knew, and I gave him an economic study of slavery versus free enterprise, that he could use to convince the others that it really was in their best interest." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because in a war between the mages and the lycans we at Eruditio do fear that we too would be caught up in it. You know, I find it quite interesting that you say 'we' when referring to the lions, yet as far as I know, you've not met a single one since you became one." 
 
    Sean smiled, "and is there a question in there?" 
 
    Joseph laughed, "Sorry, my dear boy, I do at times tend to outwit myself. Yes, there was a question, if unasked. Do you speak for all lions when you talk?" 
 
    "If I wish to," Sean's lion answered that one for him. 
 
    "If you wish to?" Joseph paused a moment, "That is a very curious answer." 
 
    "Well, it was a very curious question, wasn't it?" Sean grinned. 
 
    Joseph laughed, surprising Sean.  
 
    "Well, yes. It was. I am very curious and so little is known about lions, which in and of itself is rather curious. The other lycans tell us that you were the first, and I do believe them. They tell us of mystical powers, some even say that you're gods. It is all very curious of course, which leads to curious questions." 
 
    "I believe it is my turn?" Sean asked and Joseph nodded with a small gesture with his hand for Sean to go on. 
 
    "This question has to deal with just how much I can trust Sapientia, what I want to know, is what are Arthur's ulterior motives in all of this?" 
 
    "Oh, that one is easy, Sean, Arthur wishes to return Sapientia to the number one position among the councils that it held for so much of the past. As for trusting him," Joseph shrugged a shoulder, "he sees the same need that I do for us to free the lycans now before they visit the sins of our past on us. As long as you don't oppose his own goals, I would say that you can probably trust him to not interfere with your own." 
 
    Joseph looked thoughtful a moment, "Are you a communal mind?" 
 
    Sean grinned and shook his head, "No, we're all individuals," Sean's lion nudged him, so Sean let him speak, "You're really trying to find out how and if we can all talk to each other, via some mystical means, without just coming out and asking directly, aren't you?" 
 
    Joseph smiled and raised his hand, "Guilty as charged. You must see, Sean, that mysteries are what I live for, and lions are one of the bigger ones in the world today. And right now I've got one sitting across from me in my den. So it's simply a matter of trying to learn as much as I can while I have you here. 
 
    "So, can you?" 
 
    "Can I what?" 
 
    "Communicate with the other lions? They say what one lion knows, they all know, but you did just say that you're not a communal mind." 
 
    Sean smiled; he could feel his lion was enjoying teasing Joseph. 
 
    "Yes, we can talk, yes we do talk." 
 
    "Does that mean that others will start making your medallions soon then as well?" 
 
    'Ah-ha!' Sean's lion laughed triumphantly, 'I knew that's what he was after!' 
 
    'Why would he want to know that?' Sean asked. 
 
    'Let me deal with this, please?' 
 
    Sean smiled and let his lion talk. 
 
    "Now, that is a loaded question, isn't it?" 
 
    "I'm not sure that I follow," Joseph said. 
 
    "Well logically, if only Sean Valens can make the tags, then killing me stops that from happening," Sean noticed that Cali tensed just a slight bit; his lion noticed it as well. 
 
    "However, if any lion can make the tags, then killing me simply moves the production, and the problems I precipitate, to another location and Cali please relax everything is fine." Sean noticed that Joseph's eyebrows raised just a fraction. 
 
    "But," Sean's lion continued, "we have picked this place, and if something were to happen to Sean, to me that is, tomorrow morning another lion, or maybe several lions, would show up and pick right back up where I left off.  
 
    "However there would be some very severe repercussions." 
 
    Sean was impressed, Joseph didn't bat an eye. 
 
    "I had to ask, you know. Because others will ask me, and if I don't have the answer, well, they might make assumptions." Joseph glanced over at Cali, "I meant him no harm, I'm sorry if I caused you some concern." 
 
    "Actually," Roxy smiled, "you gave us all some concern, Cali's just new, she doesn't hide it as well as the rest of us, yet." 
 
    "Touché, my dear girl," Joseph conceded with a nod, and then looked back at Sean. "One last question?" 
 
    Sean shrugged, "Sure." 
 
    "Why are you doing it?" 
 
    "Because they're our children, they've grown up and they don't need you anymore." 
 
    "I'm not sure I completely follow that statement, Sean." 
 
    "Look to your oldest legends, I'm sure you'll figure it out," Sean smiled and got to his feet. "One of these days, perhaps we can talk again?" 
 
    "I daresay you've left me with more questions than when we sat down, dear boy." 
 
    Sean felt his lion prod him again, so he let him speak. 
 
    "Well, then I should at least assure you that we lion's appreciate the way you, Eruditio, have treated our children all these years, and one day, we will see to it that you're rewarded. 
 
    "And that is from all of us." 
 
    Sean smiled and shook hands with Joseph, and then allowed Joseph to escort them out of the house. 
 
    "Okay," Daelyn said once they'd driven a fair distance from the house, "What was that last bit all about? Was he actually thinking about killing you?" 
 
    'He was considering it,' Sean's lion said, and Sean just repeated it to the others. 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    'He's worried about the time and the choosing of this place for the revolt. He was wondering if moving this someplace else, might be more beneficial for him.' 
 
    Sean repeated that as well. 
 
    "So he wasn't thinking of just putting an end to this?" 
 
    Sean shook his head, he understood now. 
 
    "No. However like many men in his position, he thought that he might know better." 
 
    "But he would have died if he tried anything," Cali said in a soft voice. 
 
    "Joseph strikes me as the kind of man who would sacrifice himself for the greater good of his people," Sean told her. 
 
    "So that was why you made the comment about 'severe repercussions?'" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Exactly so. And now if anyone asks him about removing me, he'll tell them that it won't work." 
 
    "Do you think that they'll believe him?" Roxy asked. 
 
    "His own people might," Sean sighed and shook his head, "The others? I doubt it." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sean was sitting in the bedroom, checking the batteries from his lab that had been sent over last night, when Cali came over to him. She was wearing a robe, her hair still damp from having taken a shower. 
 
    "What you said back there, how much of it was the truth?" 
 
    Sean stood up and walked over to her, "All of it was, why?" 
 
    "What are you?" Cali asked, looking up into his eyes.  
 
    "I'm just what I appear to be, Cali. No more, no less. I'm a lycan, a lion lycan. That means I can do things other lycans cannot, because we were the first, so the rules are different for us. I'm also a mage, a magic user, an enchanter of items and devices. And I'm a man, a husband, and one day I'll be a father." 
 
    "But you are strong, powerful, you could do anything, be anything. Why have you chosen this fight?" 
 
    Sean smiled down at her, "I didn't choose this fight, this fight chose me. But it's a good fight, so I will fight it." 
 
    Nodding she opened her robe and pressed her naked body against his, closing the robe around the two of them. Sean could feel the warmth of her skin through the t-shirt he was wearing. He put his arms around her naked body under the robe as she laid her head against his shoulder. 
 
    "I'm an assassin, a killer," she said softly. 
 
    "Does Deidre know?" 
 
    He felt her give a small shake of her head, "No, none of them do. When I was twelve, they took me aside. They said I would be a great beauty, and that I had an important destiny for our house. That a time would come when I must put aside all things and give of myself for the sake of the house.  
 
    "So, I was trained. I was trained hard, day after day, week after week, brutally and cruelly to kill a man, who I hadn't even heard of yet, much less met. As I grew older, the training became more intense, and as I grew in beauty I was trained in the arts of sex and seduction. When the four of us were given to the house Uunregarten, we were picked with care. Deidre was older and experienced; she would be a good mistress to some. My younger sisters, they had great promise and would one day be a fitting wife to any number of young men.  
 
    "But I was the ripe jewel among them. I was meant for the Master of the house, Lord Glaven. He had an eye for the younger women just coming into the first blush of their beauty. He would take me into his bed, and once I had tired him out, I would slay him. It would mean my death and perhaps the deaths of my sisters as well.  
 
    "But our house would be triumphant over the enemy's, they would gain much status." 
 
    "What happened?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Some how they learned, whether it was a traitor in our midst, or a wrong word spoken in to the right ear, I do not know. I was bound, I was punished, I was abused, but rather than kill me, or even kill all of us, they offered our house the greatest insult that they could think of. They sold us off to the humans, to commoners in a distant land, to be used as pleasure slaves." 
 
    Cali looked up at Sean, and he could see that she was crying. 
 
    "I failed my house and I failed my mission, I have been abused by many men, milord, I am nothing but a failure, and I stand before the most powerful and wonderful man I have ever known, a man that has women so much better than I at his beck and call, and I want him. 
 
    "But I don't deserve him. I will be whatever milord wishes me to be, if only he will hold me in his arms, I know I don't deserve your love, and I'm not asking for it, a kind word, a little affection, that's all I ask, and in return I will give you all of my love and devotion. If you just promise me, milord that you will keep me as your own and not pass me on to another." 
 
    Cali dropped the robe then and Sean had to admit she was beautiful. More beautiful than the first time he'd seen her in the room where she and the others were being held naked. Because then she was just another nude woman in a terrible situation. 
 
    Now she was a young lovely woman who was offering all of herself to him, in the hopes that she would finally have something in her life that offered more than pain and suffering. 
 
    "Cali," Sean said looking down at her, a perfect picture of a beautiful young woman, there for him, a young woman who probably knew more ways to kill a man than he ever would. 
 
    "Yes, Milord?" 
 
    "I'm not your lord," Sean told her, and as she started to wilt in his arms, her eyes showing her disappointment, he pulled her closer, "I'm your husband." 
 
    The look of shock on her face was instant, and Sean lowered his lips to hers and kissed her, after a moment she pushed at him and he pulled back and looked at her. 
 
    "Milord is joking?" she almost growled it out. 
 
    "Cali, the others want you, my lion wants you, and most importantly of all, I want you. You're mine now woman, just like the others." 
 
    Sean suddenly found himself being kissed rather passionately as Cali grabbed onto him and wrapped her arms and legs around his body, her hands tearing at the back of his shirt as she clung to him.  
 
    Sean moved backwards across the bedroom and when the back of his knees hit the bed he fell back onto it. By then Cali was kissing her way down his body, tearing his shirt apart as she went, so she could kiss his skin. Watching this red headed, black skinned, and intensely sexy young woman working her way down his torso was incredibly erotic and when she got to his pants she ripped them open with an amazing display of determination, and pushing them down she immediately went after his shaft. 
 
    Sean ran his fingers through her hair and just moaned in pleasure. She was both talented and incredibly enthusiastic, and she didn't let up until she'd drained him dry.  
 
    When she had finished, he pulled her up and kissed her, then rolling over on top of her he took her legs and put them over his shoulders and without any preliminaries he just plunged right in. She was more than ready for him, and from the amount of muscle control she exhibited he realized that she hadn't been exaggerating at all when she told him she'd been trained in sex as well as seduction. 
 
    But he didn't care, all that mattered right now was claiming her, and with the way her fingers were grabbing at his ass and trying to pull him deeper on each down stroke, as he pushed her knees down into the bed to either side of her head, he could tell she wanted him as much as he wanted her. 
 
    The only thing that kept it from being over quickly was her previous draining of him, but for all of that, it was still over sooner than he would have expected. But the best part of it all was that when she came with him, she cried out his name. 
 
    Panting above her and dripping his sweat down onto her, Sean smiled and moved his hands off of her legs so she could unbend and he could lower his own face closer to hers. 
 
    "I love you, Cali," he told her and kissed her. 
 
    "I love you, Sean," she whispered back. 
 
    "See, that wasn't so hard," he grinned and kissed her again. 
 
    "What wasn't?" 
 
    "Calling me just by my name." 
 
    Cali looked embarrassed for a moment, but then looked up at him with the most beautiful smile that he'd ever seen on her face. 
 
    "Now, let's see how many more times I can get you to yell my name," Sean chuckled and started to explore her body, just as she'd explored his. 
 
      
 
    § 
 
      
 
    Sean opened his eyes and immediately realized this was another one of those places his lion took him to while he was dreaming. This one was different from the last one however; it was a large stone room, with narrow windows that looked outside and candles that lit up the room, while a fire burned in a large hearth to provide heat.  
 
    He also realized that he was in his hybrid form, instead of his full lion form. Sitting on what was very obviously a throne was his lion, also in hybrid form. Sean found it interesting that while he was big, at eight foot; his lion was bigger, probably over nine. 
 
    "So where are we tonight?" Sean asked his lion while looking around, there was one other lion hybrid in the room, and he looked suspiciously like Sean did. 
 
    "This is a recreation of my old throne room, from back when we lions played at games of war and conquest, to the detriment of all those around us. I keep it as a reminder of the power I once had, and how shortsighted I was while I had it." 
 
    Sean nodded; he remembered his lion telling him about those times. 
 
    "So, why am I here?" he asked. 
 
    "Someone wanted to speak with you, now that you've become aware enough to actually do so." 
 
    Sean turned back to the other lion that was standing there, waiting. 
 
    "Sampson?" he asked. 
 
    Sampson smiled and nodded, a little sadly.  
 
    "Yes, Sean. It's me." 
 
    Sean smiled broadly and stepping over to him, he hugged him warmly, "Thank you!" 
 
    Sean felt him bristle a little, "Thank you? What are you thanking me for? I took your life away from you, Sean. I dragged you into a war not of your own making! How can you thank me for that?" 
 
    Sean held onto Sampson's shoulders as he stepped back and looked into his eyes, "Because, it is my war! They killed my father, my real father! And they killed you! My adopted father!" 
 
    "I was never your father, Sean," Sampson growled. 
 
    Sean laughed, "That's what you think! You're as much my father as my real dad was, and that reminds me!" Sean glared at Sampson, "Why the hell didn't you ever nail my mom and make her yours? I mean, really Sampson! The two of you cared about each other, and I sure as hell wouldn't have minded a little brother or two!" 
 
    Sean was surprised to see Sampson look a little uncomfortable as he said that. 
 
    "Our cultures, our positions in life, it wouldn't allow us to do that. It wouldn't have been right." 
 
    Sean was about to open his mouth when he felt his lion's influence inside his head, telling him to leave it alone. 
 
    "Well, at least I've gotten to meet your daughter," Sean said with a smile, "though again; I wish I'd met her sooner." 
 
    Sampson nodded, looking a little relieved. "I've heard that you've taken up with Roberta?" 
 
    Sean nodded and suddenly felt rather embarrassed, "Um. I err, hope you don't mind, Sampson. But I've made her mine now." 
 
    "You didn't have to do that, Sean." 
 
    "Actually, I did it because I wanted her, pure and simple." Sean sighed and shaking his head a little guiltily he looked into Sampson's eyes. "Sampson, I like being a lion. I like that this gift you gave me that will let me complete my father's work and punish his enemies and yes, my enemies. I like being a big tough bastard who gets to set things straight and lay down the law. Hell, I even like being stuck with him in my head," Sean waved at his lion and was surprised to see Sampson's look of surprise. 
 
    "You're okay with having him in your head?"  
 
    "What, you know him?" Sean felt stupid as soon as he said it, of course Sampson knew him, all of the lions knew him. 
 
    "I'm his seventh wife's grandson," Sampson grumbled. "I used to worry about just what he would do to you, once he got his claws into you; for all that he promised me that he would let you be." 
 
    Sean smiled, "Well, he's definitely kept his word and he's really helped me when I needed it, but that's not even the best part." 
 
    "And that would be?" Sampson asked. 
 
    "My wives," Sean smiled, "I've found so much love that I don't have any time left to feel sorry for myself for all the shit that happened to me growing up, nor the shit I'm being asked to deal with by his highness over there!" 
 
    Sampson looked at Sean's lion who just shook his head, "I had nothing to do with it." 
 
    "But you didn't discourage it, I bet." 
 
    Sean's lion laughed, "I don't think I could have if I'd tried. Sean's got a very strong will, that's why he's able to be here. Nope, he wanted them, they wanted him. He's a lion, grandson; I won't give you any grief for not biting him sooner, not with seeing how he's turned out. But he's very much one of us." 
 
    Sampson looked back at Sean, "You really are happy with all of this?" 
 
    Sean nodded, "Yeah, I am. Oh, I wish you were still alive, I do miss you. I miss my real father too, now that I can remember who and what he was. But I've come to terms with all of that. This is who I am now, and this is what I was meant to do, even without the interference of a bunch of self-centered and overly self-opinionated self-appointed gods," Sean said and gave a nod back towards his lion. 
 
    "All those years I held everything inside, everything in check, kept my head down and just muddled on through trying not to come to anyone's attention and make the best of a bad situation," Sean shook his head, "Well once you bit me and I got my beast, that all changed. He unleashed me and set me free. That alone right there changed my life. I wasn't just along for the ride anymore; I was the one doing the driving. 
 
    "With the help of my beast and with his help as well," Sean nodded towards his lion again, "I have a chance at winning this. As a human, I would have died months ago. Hell, without my wives, I would have died more times than I care to count. But now? Now I'm going to win this thing. For my dad, for you, for my wives, for all of our people. When all this is said and done, I'll be able to look back on my life and see that I accomplished something, something meaningful." 
 
    Sean gave Sampson another hug, "How in the hell could I be mad at you for giving me that?" 
 
    "After all that had been done to you, Sean, I was worried that you might not appreciate me adding to that burden. Now?" Sampson looked a little guilty, "You have no idea how proud I am to know that you've become your own man, how much I wish you really were my son." 
 
    "I am your son, Sampson," Sean said and hugged him again, "just as much as I'm Ben Valens' son. You taught me how to be a man; you helped make me what I am today. Thanks, Dad. For everything." 
 
    Sampson hugged Sean back then and smiled at him, "In that case, Sean, I expect you to kick the ever loving shit out of your enemies and lay down the law on Reno. Make me proud, my Son." 
 
    Sean could only smile and hug his father again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get Set 
 
      
 
    Sean yawned and stretched, it had gotten a cold out last night, so he'd gone 'furry' and shifted into his hybrid form. Daelyn and Cali, who didn't have such luxuries were curled up against him, to either side, Jolene was curled up against Cali with a furry Peg against her, while a furry Roxy was very much wrapped around Daelyn. Sean at times wondered who was corrupting Daelyn more, Jolene or Roxy.  
 
    All of the girls had been very welcoming to Cali last night, especially after Cali let it slip that Sean was the first man where it had been her decision to have sex with him. There had been a few shocked faces when that slipped out and Sean thought about some of the things that Deidre had told him and had a few very dark thoughts. Life as a dark elf was apparently a lot rougher than he'd realized. 
 
    Working himself free of the others, he headed off to the shower with a yawning Roxy in tow, followed by Daelyn who apparently was the only one who did mornings well.  
 
    When they finished in the shower and headed back to the room to get dressed, Jolene, Cali, and Peg were doing things that sorely tempted Sean to join them, apparently Cali had about as much shame as Jolene, which was to say, none at all. 
 
    Heading off to breakfast with a wistful sigh as Daelyn snickered and Roxy flat out laughed, Sean started to think of the things that had to be done today. This was going to be the big one, the fight with the council of Vestibulum. He wasn't looking forward to it, because people were going to die, and he was going to be responsible for their deaths. 
 
    However the path to freedom lay down that road and there weren't any detours that he could take. Just as he'd told Chad to shut up and soldier, he had to shut up and lead.  
 
    "Deep thoughts?" Roxy asked as they sat down in the dining room and the cooks started to serve them breakfast. 
 
    "Just worried about tonight," Sean sighed, "and then what the hell are we going to do tomorrow? Even with the Vesti's lycans freed, how many more are there among the smaller councils? In private covens? We're going to have to scour all of Reno, then the surrounding counties," Sean shuddered, "I don't even want to think about what'll happen when we get to Vegas." 
 
    "Vegas won't be too bad," Roxy told him. 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "No councils, none. Oh, we have some small covens down there, but that's it." 
 
    Sean looked at her in surprise, "How the hell did that happen?" 
 
    Roxy shrugged, "Back when the mob ran Vegas, they wouldn't put up with any competition. Anybody that tried to set up a council in there quickly found themselves very dead. Rumor is there are a lot of bodies in the desert surrounding the city. 
 
    "Anyway, by the time the feds got the mob pushed out of Vegas, all of the councils were pretty well established in other places, and well, people like my dad have continued to discourage any exploration." 
 
    "Being sheriff must help with that." 
 
    Roxy nodded, "The mob snuck as many lycans into the city government as they could get away with. Same for the police. Lycans settled out here long before any of the magic user's councils showed up, part of why we're so much more numerous than they are." 
 
    "I get the impression that their breeding rates are pretty low," Daelyn said, "from what Jo's told me." 
 
    "Really?" Sean asked. 
 
    "The ability to cast or manipulate magic doesn't always breed true," Daelyn looked at Sean and Roxy and then sighed, "You can ask Jo about it, if you want to, but apparently it's a pretty touchy subject with her. Peg told me that children without talent are shunned, if not outright disposed of in some councils." 
 
    "That's pretty damn harsh," Sean said shaking his head. 
 
    Daelyn sighed and nodded, "And I thought that I had it bad. I think Jo had it worse and I don't even want to think about what Cali went through." 
 
    "Assassins have to be cold, Dae," Roxy said with a shrug. "The people that make them aren't going to want them to empathize with the people they're killing." 
 
    "That doesn't make it right, Rox," Daelyn grumbled. 
 
    "No, it doesn't," Roxy agreed. "And now that she's got people who love her, we all need to keep an eye on her, to make sure she doesn't hurt herself." 
 
    "Hurt herself?" Sean asked. 
 
    "Starving woman suddenly dropped in the middle of a feast. She'll eat until she gets sick, throws up, maybe hurts herself in the process, maybe even gets a little jaded from over indulging. She's going to be acting like she's drunk or on drugs for the next week or so. All of this is new to her, so keep her grounded." 
 
    "I keep forgetting you have a psychology degree." Sean sighed. 
 
    "I hope you told Jo that," Daelyn snickered. 
 
    Roxy nodded, "Jo knows. We had a long talk about it while Master Sean," Roxy winked at him and leered outrageously, "was adding her to the family last night." 
 
    "I should make you all call me that," Sean grinned. 
 
    Daelyn snorted, "I think we feed your ego too much already as it is!" 
 
    "I don't know," Sean said grinning at Daelyn as she picked up her orange juice, "considering how much you all use and abuse my poor body, it might just a welcome change to get some respect." 
 
    Roxy giggled as Daelyn choked on her drink, then smacked Sean on the butt loud enough for everyone in the room to hear it. 
 
    "Well, enough fun and games, I need to go track down all the team leaders and make sure everything's in order," Sean said grinning as he got up. "You wouldn't want your Master to be late now, would you?" 
 
    Sean ducked as Daelyn threw her now empty glass at him, and left the room before she could throw anything else. 
 
    "Ass," Daelyn grumbled. 
 
    Roxy grinned, "But at least he's cute and good in bed." 
 
    Daelyn grinned back, "Well, yeah, at least there's that." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Morgan walked into the room and smiled as everyone stood up. There were a lot of unfamiliar faces in the room today, but for once that was a good thing.  
 
    "Gentlemen, please be seated," Morgan said as he walked over to his chair, directing the man who had come in with him to take the open seat at his right. They'd had to shuffle a number of seats around to make sure that none of their guests felt slighted.  
 
    Morgan stopped behind his seat, before sitting down and looked over the nearly two dozen people who were assembled in the council room today. Boston had sent out two of their best men, so had Washington, Charlotte, Atlanta, and Dallas. Best of all, they had all brought teams with them to bolster the teams that Morgan already had in place. 
 
    "Jerry," Morgan said as he took his seat, "you have the floor." 
 
    "Thank you, Morgan," Jerry said, making sure to look every bit as confident as he felt. "As you've no doubt been informed, we have been having some serious troubles with a young upstart who fancies himself something of a freedom fighter. If you look at the packet of papers I've handed out, on the second page you will see a picture of one Sean Valens.  
 
    "Do not under estimate Mr. Valens. Both Gradatim and the Ascendants did, much to their misfortune. In fact it was due to Mr. Valens' actions that we were able to remove the Ascendants almost completely from Reno." 
 
    There was a smattering of applause and Jerry smiled, "Thank you, but the credit for that action goes squarely to Al Summers and Morgan." Jerry couldn't help but noticing Morgan's smile and Al sitting up a little straighter in his chair. Jerry had warned Morgan not to go harsh on Al, regardless of how smart they thought Valens' might or might not be, his string of successes needed to be taken into account. 
 
    "We know that Mr. Valens has a considerable amount of support from the local lycan fellowship, and apparently fairly deep pockets financially. He's taken several women as mates; one is the Sheriff of Las Vegas's daughter, a lycan who is with strong connections in the state government. Another is the niece of the local leader of the council of Sapientia, which probably explains their recent change in policy. Another one is a dwarf, who I posit may be related to someone of importance in the local dwarven community, seeing the support he's gotten from them. 
 
    "This leads to the next point, Mr. Valens is a werelion. For those that don't know, werelions are held in special regard by most lycans, there are a number of legends and myths surrounding them, which due to their rarity, have only grown with time. But this also explains why the local lycan fellowship, which has to date remained completely out of our hair have suddenly decided to take a hand in this little revolt of theirs. Mr. Valens is obviously using his status as a lion to sway them into joining his little crusade." 
 
    "What about the rumors of a cure for silver?" Jones, one of the men from Boston asked. 
 
    "Yes, that leads to our third point. Mr. Valens is an enchanter." 
 
    Jerry heard several gasps and saw quite a few eyebrows go up. 
 
    "I thought lycans couldn't practice magic!" someone mumbled. 
 
    "While rare, apparently some can and do. Mr. Valens' father was a well-known and leading enchanter of great power. He was assassinated by the council of the Ascendants when it was believed he'd found a cure for the lycan affliction to silver. That led to the events described on the back of the page with Mr. Valens' picture. In short the Ascendants, because of their greed, triggered Mr. Valens' war on all of us.  
 
    "As for the cure," Jerry looked at the men in the room, "it exists in the form of an amulet and we have been led to believe that he's making more." 
 
    Several of the men at the table swore then. 
 
    "And that gentlemen, is why you're here. We can ill afford to allow this item to enter into any kind of mass production. We know he has them, we know he's making more. I'm sure you can imagine the impact of such a device, should it become widely known and produced." 
 
    "We'd be overrun with animals!" Jones grunted. 
 
    Jerry nodded, "Exactly. This leads to the next point, Mr. Valens' current location." 
 
    "You see, until recently, Valens has always been on the move, making him very hard to pin down. When he finally came to roost in a building downtown, we leaked the address to the Ascendants, who fresh with the outrage of the events of last week, did not hesitate to attack it. 
 
    "We know that they took casualties, both sides that is, and that Valens was forced out of the building. Since that time we've been keeping a close eye on the country records of property sales, and we have found once again, where Mr. Valens now is." 
 
    Jerry smiled, "Turn to page four, and you will see a map of the property." Jerry turned to Al Summers, "I believe Al has a plan for how to deal with this. Al?" 
 
    Jerry sat down as Al stood up and began to detail their plan for tonight's attack. With Valens having moved outside of the city, there was no longer any fear of a full-scale assault being discovered, and with the extra forces they'd just received, they were going to wipe that little shit stain out, once and for all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Art looked around the room, his office. It wasn't much, but it was his and he'd had it for nearly ten years now, a sign of their trust in him. A trust that existed because Kurt's wife had used her own wiles to make sure her lover wasn't killed or put in a job with a short life span. Apparently Lady Sarah had gotten her hands on one of the collars that the Sorceress Guild uses, via her sister, who had run off to join them some years ago, rather than end up in an arranged marriage. 
 
    Sarah had liked her privileged position too much to give it up, and when her husband Kurt had turned out to be a tiresome bore and just couldn't do it for her between the sheets, well she decided to get to know that handsome young wolf that she'd already been sleeping with a bit better and let him give her children she could be proud of. 
 
    Art often wondered just what Kurt's kids would do if they found out they'd been sired by a lycan. Probably freak, but not until breathing a sigh of relief that they weren't descended from that loser. 
 
    Hogue came in then and took a look around, to make sure no one else was in the room. 
 
    "I just finished up with the last of them. We're all set to go. Jester and Dawn went out earlier and took care of the silver traps while no one was watching." 
 
    "You know something," Art said looking around, "I'm gonna miss this place." 
 
    Hogue snorted, "You're going to miss Lady Sarah." 
 
    Art chuckled, "Yeah, that too. But hey, she can always drive up to Reno and visit me." 
 
    "She does that, and I bet she never leaves, you should have heard her tearing Kurt a new one for sending Stewart out on a kill mission." 
 
    Art raised an eyebrow, "Really?" 
 
    "It was, as they say, epic. Sometimes I think he hates us so much because she always treats us well. If he ever finds out you've been cuckolding him, I don't think he'll survive it, probably have an aneurysm right on the spot." 
 
    Art grinned, picturing that scene in his head. 
 
    "You know, I honestly don't like the idea of us just leaving all of our gear behind. I feel kinda naked going out of here without it." 
 
    "Jace is worried that if we get stopped by any police, that it'll raise questions." 
 
    "Still, who wants to show up without their gear? Come on, you've got one of the keys to the armory. I say we grab our gear and take the chance. Worse comes to worse we all just turn into wolves and run off. Any cop who tells that story is gonna end up in the loony bin." 
 
    "I'm going to need to get the other key from Harris," Art said, considering it. 
 
    "If he's got Cenna up in his room tonight, we're gonna have to go up there anyway," Hogue pointed out. 
 
    "Tell you what, if Cenna's up there, we'll get the key when we get her and clean everything out, if she's not, we won't." 
 
    "Sounds good," Hogue nodded. 
 
    "And if I find out you arranged for her to be there, I will shave you bald in all three forms and dip you in hot sauce. Understood?" Art growled. 
 
    Hogue laughed and held up a hand. "On my honor!" 
 
    "You don't have any honor, Hogue." 
 
    "Course not, that's why I'm a team leader!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Go! 
 
      
 
    Morgan watched as the last group rolled out the gates. They were going to head north up three-ninety-five and then cut across Lemmon Valley. With the National Guard base and all the warehouses in the area, Al said it would make it easier to hide their movements until they turned east to attack. 
 
    Morgan was impressed at how well his call for assistance had been heeded; of course his attack on the Ascendants had won him no small amount of praise and good will as well. Many of the leaders knew of his history with them and the reason for his grudge. Not that anyone in Vestibulum had anything but distaste for the Ascendants anyway. They were scum to be eliminated. Morgan disdained the current policy of non-engagement and longed for the old days, the ones his grandfather had told him of, when they were not afraid to fight with the other councils to bring them back into line. 
 
    "Just how many is that?" Travis, one of the younger men who had been tasked to stay back and guard the compound asked. 
 
    "Five hundred lycans, twenty-three of our best mages, plus the ten from out of town." 
 
    Travis shook his head, "It's gonna be a bloodbath." 
 
    "That's the idea," Morgan agreed, "Overwhelming force. They should have stayed in the city where it was safe, out there in the country? They don't stand a chance." 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Okay," Art said walking through the building, "Everyone out the back in ten minutes. Hogue, all your people there?" 
 
    "All accounted for. 
 
    "Jester?" 
 
    "All here." 
 
    "Piper?" 
 
    "Ready?" 
 
    "Dawn?" 
 
    "Good to go!" 
 
    "Yvette?" 
 
    Art heard a heavy sigh. 
 
    "Cenna's up in Harris's room. Again." 
 
    "Hogue!" Art growled. 
 
    "Hey, I didn't have anything to do with it!" Hogue said, hands raised. 
 
    Art snorted, "You better hope that's what I find out too. Okay, Hogue, you're with me. Jester, have your team and Hogue's meet me downstairs by the armory door in ten. Everyone, grab your gear. Looks like we're taking that too." 
 
    There was a chorus of 'yes sirs' as Art looked around the room. 
 
    "Well, I guess I better go check on the watch and make sure they're asleep." 
 
    Going out the front door, Art walked the ten feet to the guard post. It's only real purpose was to check people in and out of the kennels. As the senior wolf, it wasn't uncommon for Art to be coming and going at all hours. Anyone else however would need a pass. 
 
    An hour ago Yvette had come in with a snack for the guards, as she usually did. Only tonight this one was spiked with a potent narcotic. By the time they woke up, everyone would be long gone. 
 
    Stepping into the guard booth, sure enough, both of them were asleep. Art checked the logs, and turned off one of the displays, just to be on the safe side. 
 
    Stepping out of the booth, Hogue was there waiting for him, and just like he had a thousand times before, Art walked across the courtyard and into the main building. Going up to the second floor, he walked down to the other end and stopping he looked around first to make sure no one was up and about this late at night.  
 
    Listening at the door, Art sighed, Harris was still awake. 
 
    Checking the door, he wasn't surprised to find it unlocked. The only reason there weren't any guards on this floor tonight was because Art had pulled them off ten minutes ago. 
 
    Opening the door as quietly as possibly, Art made a dash for the bed. Harris saw him, and his eyes got wide. 
 
    "Art! What's the mean...." Cenna stuffed a pillow in his face and Harris suddenly found himself reminded of the fact that even an eighteen-year-old female lycan was far stronger than a forty-something human male. 
 
    By the time Art got to the bed, Cenna had Harris pinned to the bed. Art got out a couple of the zip ties he carried and bound Harris's arms behind his back and his legs together, then gagged him as soon as Cenna removed the pillow.  
 
    As Cenna got off of Harris to dress, Art pulled the blankets up to preserve Harris's modesty and put a pillow under his head. 
 
    "Sorry about this Mr. Harris, but best I figure it; it's time that me and mine moved on. Oh, remember that time when we were all kids playing a game and you got really mad at that one wolf who kept winning, so you had him whipped?" 
 
    Art noticed Harris scowling, and then shaking his head. 
 
    "See, that's how little you think of us that you can have me whipped and not even remember it thirty years later. The only reason I stayed this long was to try and keep you all in check. Think about that Mr. Harris, while you wonder why I didn't slit your throat. 
 
    "Oh, one more thing, Matt shot Stan in the back of the head, and ran off someplace. Says a lot about your people, doesn't it?" 
 
    Grabbing the key ring off the desk, Art motioned to Cenna who was now dressed and followed her out of the room. 
 
    It took them ten minutes to clean out the armory with the help of Hogue's and Jester's teams. Five minutes after that they were joining the others on the second bus. Jace scowled at Art as he came on last. 
 
    "I thought I told you to leave the hardware behind?" 
 
    Art smiled and nodded, "Yeah, you did. Now, let's go." 
 
    Shaking his head Jace motioned to the driver, a wolf that Art didn't recognize, and closing the door they drove off, following the first bus. 
 
    "So tell me Jace, what's it like being free?" 
 
    "Damned if I know, I've spent the first few days of it springing everybody else's ass." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Terry sighed as he leaned back against the wall of the trailer. He'd been doing a lot of sitting in a lot of trailers. They'd been loaded up in the back of a tractor-trailer in Boston, then driven here with nothing more than a couple of breaks to dump out the honey pots they had in the back for latrines.  
 
    Now they were off to slaughter some poor bunch of bastards whose only crime was wanting what everyone else in this trailer wanted. To live their own lives. 
 
    Oh, Terry had been through all of the classes and taught all the same stuff as the rest of them, how they were happiest when they were serving, how the members of the Vestibulum took such good care of them, how they were valued and would be rewarded. 
 
    But Terry had noticed that anyone who disagreed in those classes disappeared, and never came back.  
 
    Oh, he suspected some of the others bought into all of the crap, mostly the ones who got all the rewards and were always there and ready for the pat on the head as they were told what a good job they'd done.  
 
    He'd seen the way some of the older ones acted too, around the masters, they were all yes sir, whatever you say sir, and thank you sir. But when they masters weren't around, they'd smack you upside the head and tell you to shut up if you ever once starting singing the master's praises.  
 
    Of course they'd also tell you to 'stow that shit' if they ever caught you saying or doing anything bad. But interestingly enough you wouldn't get smacked. 
 
    The ride was long and bumpy and Terry checked his armor for the tenth time and then checked Bryce who sat next to him on the one side, then Cary, who say on his left. He liked Cary, she was kind of cute. Though she had a tendency to think that the masters actually cared about her. 
 
    Then again, maybe they did, several of the masters didn't hide the fact that wolves who willingly graced their beds got better treatment. Terry's sister had gone that route, she was truly a beautiful woman, and never got sent out on missions, carried a weapon, wore armor, or ever did anything beyond simple household chores. 
 
    But considering the master she served, sometimes Terry wondered if she'd really gotten a better deal. 
 
    When the truck finally stopped and the doors opened, they all got up and filed out the back, hopping down onto the ground. They were in a desert; Terry had never been in a desert before. There were rocks and scrub everywhere, and there were a lot of hills. 
 
    It was also very dark and other than the noise from the other wolves, fairly quiet. 
 
    "Okay," Jones, their master said, "the target is two miles away, on the other side of that ridge. Stay in formation and nobody do anything until I give you the word. 
 
    "Yes, Sir!" they all responded and forming up, they followed their platoon leader. Jones wouldn't be walking, with all the armor and the helmet he was wearing; he'd never make it there. Instead he was riding on some sort of ATV. Terry had heard that it allowed the masters to arrive fresh so they could use their magic to help them. 
 
    Terry had also heard it allowed them to retreat faster than a wolf could run, if things went bad as they left you all behind to die. 
 
    Checking his armor again, Terry slung his rifle and started walking, following Bryce. Too bad their armor wouldn't fit over their hybrid forms. It was getting cold out and he'd rather be doing this in his fur. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sean looked out of the helicopter as they circled off in the distance. He was with the same team he'd been with for the last attack, though they'd added a few new people to replace the ones that they'd lost. 
 
    The plan was fairly simple; they'd hit the Vestibulum hard and fast. The helicopters would be used to drop Sean and the others in behind the lines, once those lines had been established.  
 
    Intelligence on the Vestibulum had been slim, apparently they'd buttoned down on everything, and hadn't been letting any of their lycans go out anywhere for the last couple of weeks. In fact the only real intelligence they had was from the team that Sean and the others had captured last week.  
 
    Using that team however, they'd been able to draw detailed sketches of the entire compound, as well as all of the defenses and all of the hidden traps. The Vestibulum didn't use any kind of master 'kill' device to trigger all of their lycans, as they were too worried about such a thing falling into the hands of their enemies. Instead each platoon had an associated handler who had a unique kill command that only they knew, with a copy kept back in one of the offices in the compound's main building. 
 
    They'd also been warned that some of the lycans might not want to leave, apparently the Vestibulum spent a lot of time trying to indoctrinate their lycans into believing that being slaves was for their own good, and while most didn't believe it, some did. The Vestibulum's lycans were also told that they were better treated than any other council would ever treat them, something which when you considered some of the other councils out there, really wasn't much of a lie. 
 
    Most of the troops tonight were armed with wands loaded with the usual non-lethal spells. They weren't out there to kill anyone after all. As the team they'd captured would be mixed in among the groups leading the attack, it was hoped that most could be convinced to simply lay down their arms and allow themselves to be taken prisoner and have their pellets neutralized.  
 
    While there were about two hundred and sixty or so lycans in the Vestibulum's compound, the twenty that Sean had captured knew nearly all of them.  
 
    As for those who didn't submit, Chad said that the three hundred lycans, plus the one hundred and some odd dwarves, should be more than enough weight to carry the day, since not all of the lycans in the compound were fighters. 
 
    Sean listened in on the radio as they engaged the defenses. Things started off as expected, the Vestibulum was using magical weapons fairly heavily with a light sprinkling of gunfire. 
 
    "Sean, take your guys and land on the roof of the main building, I need you to lay down suppressing fire against the mages," Chad called to him over the radio. 
 
    "What about the lycan forces?" Sean said looking out at the compound, the lights had come up, but he could only see a few people running around. 
 
    "There aren't any," Chad replied. "There's only a handful in the defenses, but there are way more mages out here then we expected. We obviously didn't catch them sleeping!" 
 
    "There's almost nobody in the courtyard," Sean said. 
 
    "What? Say that again?" 
 
    "The courtyard is empty!" Sean told him. 
 
    "Hold on, don't do anything!" Chad told him. 
 
    "Samis, are your people ready to blow the wall by the Kennels?" Sean heard Chad call over the comms. 
 
    "Aye, we're ready!" 
 
    "Blow 'em. Everyone else, blow your sections after Samis does, but do not advance! Do not advance!" 
 
    Sean watched as four separate explosions went off, the walls crumbling in those places as they did. 
 
    "Samis, do a recon in force! Do not enter the building!" 
 
    "You think it's a trap?" 
 
    "Maybe. Something's not right!"  
 
    Sean looked down at the action watching, where the hell do you hide two hundred some odd wolves? 
 
    "We're only picking up stragglers!" One of the other dwarves called out on the radio, "One just told us that they all left hours ago!" 
 
    "Damn! They must have found out we were coming!" Samis said over the radio. 
 
    "Everyone! Pull back! Watch your flanks! Prepare for a counter-attack!"  
 
    Sean watched as everyone started pulling back, as Chad prepared for the worst, but looking around, Sean didn't see anything. 
 
    "I don't think they're here!" someone called. 
 
    "Then where the hell are they?" 
 
    "Oh, shit!" Sean swore over the radio as he got a sinking feeling in his stomach, "They're out attacking us! Check in with the other leaders!" Sean switched over to the intercom, "Take me back to our compound as fast as this thing will go!" 
 
      
 
      
 
    Roxy sighed and did the rounds again. She was a little bit pissed at Sean for making her stay behind, he'd let Daelyn go with the dwarves again, but he'd made it clear that somebody needed to be in charge here, and he didn't want it to be Maitland.  
 
    Right now, Sean's mother, Louise, was talking with Jolene about any number of things, trying to get to know her. Maitland was also out making the rounds, Ruthelma was with Louise, and Philo and his friend were nowhere to be seen. Which was just fine with Roxy, the idea of a six-foot tall rabbit wearing a fedora wasn't one that made her very comfortable. 
 
    "Ma'am, I got something on the sensors," one of the younger men said. Roxy was in their command center, one of the few places that was actually finished. The displays and monitors for all of the sensors that Sean's friend John had put in reported here, as well as at the main defense emplacements. 
 
    "Another coyote?" Roxy sighed. 
 
    "No, Ma'am! Something way bigger than that!" 
 
    Roxy sighed, and then smiled; this was as good a time as any for an impromptu drill. 
 
    "Light 'em up." 
 
    "Yes ma'am!' the young wolf said with a smile and pressed the button that would tell the gunner crew to fire on the target. 
 
    And suddenly, all hell broke loose. 
 
    "Sound the alarm! Turn on the perimeter lights! Tell everyone to fire at will!" Roxy yelled as hundreds of people outside the fence line suddenly returned fire. They'd only left fifty people behind, mostly women and those wolves who weren't combat qualified. There were enough to man the defenses, if just barely, but there had to be hundreds coming up the hill and attacking.  
 
    "Arm the mines! Arm all the mines!" she yelled and ran for the door. 
 
    "Ma'am! Where are you going! What do I do?!" 
 
    "We don't have enough people out there to fight this off! Look, use your best judgment keep an eye on ALL of the perimeter in case they try to flank us!" Roxy said and ran out to the armory to pick up something a bit better than the pistol she was wearing.  
 
    When she got there, there was a group of people who didn't know what to do and started asking questions.  
 
    Roxy spent the next minute tossing rifles and ammo belts out to everyone and then told them to follow her as she grabbed one herself and made for the direction where all the shooting was coming from. Two other machinegun nests had opened fire at this point. 
 
    "Loretta," Roxy said grabbing one of the women, "go back to the command center and tell them to use the mortars." 
 
    "What's a mortar?" 
 
    "Just go!" 
 
    Dropping flat behind one of the berms on the edge of the compound, Roxy crawled up slowly and peeking over the edge down onto the lit battle scene, she gasped, there were hundreds of them, and the way they were refusing to drop meant only one thing, lycans. Oh what she wouldn't give for silver ammo right now, but that took time to make and they hadn't even got the shop set up for that. Still enough bullets will kill anything, even a werewolf. 
 
    "Aim for the body!" Roxy growled, "Maybe if we're lucky we'll hit one of their pellets!"  
 
      
 
    Terry hit the dirt almost instantly when the first machine gun opened fire on them, half of the front line returning fire instantly before going prone. He didn't hear any screams of people dying from silver, which meant either no one had gotten hit, or better yet, the enemy didn't have silver bullets! 
 
    Just then Ted, one of the wolves from the front line went by. Or rather Ted's head did. Whatever they were being shot at with, apparently it had decapitated Ted.  
 
    Terry hugged the ground a little closer.  
 
    Yeah, no silver was good, but there were other things that could kill you just as dead. 
 
    When the lights came up, Terry started to move to his right, slapping Bryce on the leg as he did so, whether or not Cara did, well that was her business. But the last thing Terry wanted right now was to be in the line of fire of that big ass machine gun with no cover. Especially when somebody's hand went flying by next.  
 
    Getting up and running in a crouch, Terry found a spot with some cover, a small rise to hide behind, so he did. Bryce and Cara both landed next to him. 
 
    "What the hell is that thing?" Cara asked, as Terry looked over the rise with his gun and started shooting at one of the lights. 
 
    "Fifty cal," Bryce said. "A couple of hits from that, and you're probably good as dead." 
 
    "Covering fire!" someone, it sounded like Jones, called out and the three of them started to return fire towards the sound of the machine gun, which was firing in controlled one second bursts. 
 
    There was a scream, and then the firing stopped. Cara started to get up, but Terry grabbed her belt and yanked her down. 
 
    "What are you doing? They're dead?" 
 
    A moment later the machine gun opened up again for a good ten seconds, when it stopped, someone yelled out: "Ha ha! Fooled ya!" 
 
    "Damn, that's sick," Cara said. 
 
    "No, that's sneaky," Bryce corrected her. "Now, we got a good position here, let's just stay here and let the heroes go first." 
 
    Suddenly a bunch of small arms fire started to rain down on all of them, Terry yelped as he got hit in the arm and slid back down to give his body a minute to heal the wound. 
 
    Cara nodded wide-eyed as Terry tried to staunch the blood flow. 
 
    "Yeah, let's wait here." 
 
    For the next ten minutes, all they did was exchange fire, and then suddenly Terry heard the sounds of something thudding in the distance. Like when they'd shoot those big fireworks off for the fourth of July. 
 
    "Incoming!" Someone yelled off in the distance, and then suddenly there were large explosions all around them. 
 
    "Forward!" Someone called out, "If we stay here, we die here!" 
 
    Terry was up over the rise and firing as he ran, the shells landing off to his left, but they were starting to track his way.  
 
    Five times he got shot, until one of the shells landed behind him and the shockwave from it knocked him flat to the ground, leaving him deaf and dizzy. Bryce was screaming next to him, and when Terry looked he could see his friend was dying from silver poisoning, his body armor shredded. 
 
    "I thought you said there were no silver bullets?" Cara gasped spitting out blood and a bullet. 
 
    "Must have hit his pellet," Terry said, blinking and shaking his head, things were all in a kind of soft fuzzy focus. "His chest plate is all shot up." 
 
    "What the hell is that?" Cara said and pointed. 
 
    Rolling over onto his back, Terry saw a dark shape up in the air in the distance and it was getting closer. 
 
    "I donno, a dragon?" Terry said and blinked again as things started to clear up. Looking around, there were several dead bodies around him; the shell must have torn them up. Most of the others had already passed by him, going through the wire fence and steadily moving forward, but the all the gunfire was slowing them down, as you had to wait to heal before you could move on once you'd been hit enough times. 
 
    Just then there was a loud roar and a bright flash of fire came flowing down the hill. 
 
    "Holy shit! They do have a dragon!" Cara yelled, and Terry was suddenly afraid that she just might be right. 
 
      
 
    Sean was cursing loudly as his home came into sight. There was a firefight going on there alright, a massive one too from the looks of things, someone had even brought out one of the flamethrowers. There were a large number of troops coming up the hill from the northwest, and there was a hell of a lot more of them than he would have expected from just the Vestibulum compound.  
 
    "Look at 'em all!" The helicopter pilot called over the headset. 
 
    "Everyone!" Sean called out, "Lock and load! Silver if you got it! Open the side doors and we'll light 'em up as we make a pass!" 
 
    Sean turned to the pilot, "See that spot right there?"  
 
    The man sighted down Sean's arm, "You mean where they're about to overrun the compound?" 
 
    "Yeah, take us right over that," 
 
    "Ummm... they might see us!" 
 
    "Considering you're going to be ten feet over them as we go by, yeah, I think that's a fair bet!" Sean growled. 
 
    "I don't think I can do that," the pilot looked at him a little shakily. 
 
    "Look," Sean growled, "You can either die here because I ripped your fucking head off, or you can risk dying down there, where you just might not get shot, as we go by!" 
 
    The pilot looked at Sean and grimaced, "Here we go everyone!" And pushing over he gunned it and brought them down low enough that Sean was starting to worry if they'd hit the ground before they even got there. 
 
    Everyone in the back opened fire as they passed over the troops, and from the sounds of the screams, apparently all of the troops in the back had at least some silver ammo and were using it.  
 
    Unfortunately, they'd lost their element of surprise and the attackers farther down the hill all opened up as one on the helicopter. 
 
    "I lost my tail rotor! Shit! I'm losing the engine!" The pilot said as all the windows on the left side of the helicopter started to star and then shatter from the bullet impacts.  
 
    "We're going in!" The pilot screamed as the ground came up rather fast and then with a loud tearing of metal they smashed into it. 
 
      
 
    'WAKE UP!' 
 
    Sean opened his eyes and groaned, something was on fire, and his body hurt, everywhere. Looking down he was still buckled into the seat, so undoing the seat belts he gasped and then taking a deep breath he shifted into his hybrid form, doing his best not to scream as he did so. 
 
    The pilot was unconscious, but appeared to be alive and healing.  
 
    Grabbing the fire bottle off of the bulkhead, Sean looked around for the source of the fire and realized it was outside the helicopter, which was now on its side. Using the fire extinguisher, he smashed out the window and then sprayed it over some of the flames. After the ones closest to him went out he tossed it out onto the ground outside and looked into the back. There were bodies everywhere, both inside and outside of the helicopter, but most of them seemed to be healing. 
 
    "Alright everybody, get your shit together, grab your weapons, we got people to kill!" Sean growled at them, as he pulled himself out of the seat. He could feel the bones in his legs healing as he crawled out of it and into the back with the rest of them. Reaching into the front seat he undid the pilot's seatbelt straps and pulled him into the back, then grabbed his rifle, which all of the plastics were now broken or cracked on. He'd just have to see if it still worked when he got out. 
 
    As soon as he stuck his head out, he started drawing fire, calling up his framework, Sean tossed a fireball back at the people shooting at him to get their heads down, then crawled out of the helicopter to try and find some cover. 
 
    Two of the others in the back joined him, and they started to exchange fire. Within a minute he had most of the squad with him. 
 
    "What now?" Jon, the squad leader asked. 
 
    "We attack, that's what!" Sean growled. 
 
    "Are you crazy! There's hundreds of them!" 
 
    "Yeah, and my family is up there, along with a lot of women and non-combatants!" 
 
    "Damn," Jon growled. "Right behind ya'." Jon turned to the rest of the squad who were still pulling themselves together. 
 
    "You heard the man! Let's go!" 
 
    As soon as Sean stood up he was shot a dozen times, but they were using silver and after that the shield had firmed up enough to start turning the bullets aside, the small boost of power that the shield passed onto him helped with the healing, but his body was still recovering from the crash and there was no way he could take much more of this punishment. 
 
    They got about a dozen yards, before they were pinned down, the fire was getting just too heavy, and there were way too many of them. Not all of the bullets were silver, so enough were getting through that Sean was in a seriously bad way. His mana was almost completely spent, he was depending on the small amount he was getting from the shield now for his healing. 
 
    One of the machine guns fell silent suddenly, and not long after that a second one went quiet as well. Whether it was from a lack of ammunition or their being taken, Sean couldn't tell. But the attackers started to surge forward again, so standing up and bearing the brunt of their fire Sean fired into their leading ranks the others in the squad doing the same until he had to drop back into cover, his ammo exhausted. 
 
    "I'm out of ammo," Sean said, panting and in considerable pain now. He was bleeding from at least a half dozen wounds. 
 
    "I'm dry too," Jon said looking around, "Who's still loaded?" 
 
    Three hands motioned. 
 
    "Well unless you're going to pull a rabbit out of your hat, Sean, I think we better get the hell out of here before we're overrun. They don't look friendly and we're out of this fight. 
 
    "Dammit! It's my family!" Sean snarled, angrily. 
 
    "Well our dying isn't going to save them, now is it?" Jon yelled at him. "We're out of ammo, we're out of magic, we're out of the fight! It's time to go!"  
 
    Sean looked at them, and growled as another silver bullet hit him, the shield starting to grow again in response. 
 
    Sean blinked, silver bullets. They were using silver bullets. What the hell was he worried about? He had all the fucking power in the world, and they were shooting it right at him. Reaching into the tag as he had so many times before, he turned off the encryption, redirected the power and called up all of his framework spells. 
 
    "Jon, take the men and run." 
 
    "What the hell are you going to do?" 
 
    "Some serious magical shit," Sean growled and stood up. 
 
    It hurt, it hurt a lot, and his shield quickly grew out to the limit and turned hot. Swearing loudly, Sean started pumping healing spells into his own body, and then started to fire off fireballs left and right as he started to slowly move forward. 
 
    The shield hardened to its limit, and it stopped most of the bullets from hitting him, but it couldn't stop all, there were just too many and he could feel the tag starting to get hot, the scent of burning fur was filling his nose as the excess power was starting to heat his body up as well. He could tell were the limits of the shield was now, from the burning smoldering scrub brush in a ring around him, everything was getting painfully hot. 
 
    Reaching down into the tag again, he killed the limiter on the shield and then gasped in pain as it surged out twenty more feet in an instant, engulfing several of the enemy and consuming all of their silver, loading him down with enough excess energy that Sean was able to start firing off the cramping spell at anyone he saw. But even with the heavy draw of that spell, he was still pulling in power almost faster than he could use it and the shield was slowly expanding even more. 
 
    "What the hell?" He swore and more and three more soldiers became engulfed in the effect, falling to the ground in pain as their pellets and ammo were suddenly changed. 
 
    'There must be silver in the hill below us, the shield is eating it!' 
 
    Sean swore and started to stalk forward towards the soldiers who were all staring at him with wide eyes now, and starting to back away as they fired. Sean was so full of energy now that there was actual static starting to spark around his mane that had completely fluffed out and he was panting from the heat. He continued to fire off every spell he could think of to try and bleed off the energy, but the shield was still growing, it was out to forty feet, and every soldier it engulfed fell to the ground screaming as their ammo was converted, some of it even started to cook off. 
 
    'Their pellets, you're destroying their pellets!' 
 
    "Holy shit!" Sean swore out loud, and he started to charge the attackers, who saw their comrades falling, screaming, as the lion with the burning white light on his chest and the static dancing around his head came after them, the shield growing faster and engulfing more and more. Several dozen had fallen now, the rest were fleeing from him as fast as they could run as Sean stumbled after them, the rest of the forces veering around him as they avoided him to continue their attack on the compound. 
 
    'The tag's overloading, you're overloading! You need to turn it off, or you're going to die, Sean!' 
 
    "Shut up! I need you to do your mystical shit!" 
 
    For the first time ever, Sean heard his lion swear, though he didn't recognize the language, he just knew it was pretty bad. 
 
    Charging into the middle of them, the shield blew out to sixty feet in an instant from all the silver it had just engulfed, Sean's fur had started to smolder and his clothes were beginning to catch fire. 
 
    Tipping back his head, Sean roared and then cried out loudly. 
 
    "I've taken your pellets! You are free now! Free!" 
 
    The silver tag started to deform, as it burned past the fur and started to melt the skin underneath, sending a lance of excruciating pain into his body. Sean desperately grabbed at the power and started to try and shed it, no longer paying attention to the events playing out around him. There was no place to ground it, and there was so much of it coming in! He reached down into the tag again to turn off the power tap, but before he could stop the spell the tag finally started to melt and as it finally deformed enough for the tag to lose all integrity and the spell instantly collapsed. All of the energy that had been coursing through the spell when it failed suddenly exploded from tag on his chest in a bright blinding flash with enough force to knock him back a dozen yards while burning a hole in his chest. Flying through the air with his clothing, mane, and fur all on fire, Sean fell to the ground, unconscious. 
 
      
 
    End Book Five 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Afterword 
 
      
 
    Hi! I'd like to thank you for reading the latest entry in the Sean Valens series: 'When it Falls.' I hope you enjoyed it, and if you did I would greatly appreciate it if you would rate and review it on Amazon. We writers do get rewarded by Amazon, when we get four and five star reviews, and of course, the more we get, the more we get rewarded. 
 
    What is that reward you ask? Simple: Amazon will show my book to people who they think will enjoy it, like you did. 
 
    So please! I'd appreciate it very much if you gave me a good review. 
 
    If you find any typo's or 'wrong words' please feel free to email what and where they were to me. Typo's always make it through, no matter how many people I have checking things. 
 
      
 
    As mentioned before, I also write under the name of John Van Stry, and if you liked this book, you may enjoy my Portals of Infinity series. You can find the first one here: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/Portals-Infinity-Book-Champion-Hire-ebook/dp/B00MKSLRH0/ 
 
    or at:  http://www.vanstry.net 
 
      
 
    Future Books: If you'd like to read more about the continuing trials of Sean, as he continues to deal with the legacy of his father, and end the enslavement of the many difference species of lycans (with the help of course of Roxy, Jolene, Daelyn, Peg and Cali), please buy the next book in the series when it comes out! 
 
      
 
    Book Six: I hope to have out sometime around the end of January, or early February. Book six will end the current arc; however it will not end the stories about Sean and the girls going forwards. If time permits I would like to write a series of shorts, one for each of the girls, between book releases. But I do have another major story arc to follow this one, so yes, there will be more books. 
 
      
 
    My Amazon Author's webpage at: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/Jan-Stryvant/e/B06ZY7L62L/ 
 
    Occasional announcements at: 
 
    https://stryvant.blogspot.com/ 
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