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 Chapter 1: 
 
      
 
    Kennedy crouched low behind the facade of the abandoned gothic building. Below, the streets were full of revelers celebrating Saint Patrick’s Day. Even the residents of the Italian section of Boston, the historic North End, became Irish one day a year. Any excuse to party was enough. Not that they needed a reason to celebrate and carouse, most pubs were busy on any day that ended with a Y. 
 
    Nighttime in March, the frost still hung in the air. Many of the revelers shed their outer layers, having imbibed enough alcohol to compensate for the freezing temperature. The wind caused cheeks to turn pink, while the liquid did the same to most noses. 
 
    The freezing breeze tousled Kennedy’s short bangs that poked from under her black hoodie. Even though the black sweatshirt screamed emo cliché, the garment achieved its intended task. The color helped break up a silhouette against the night’s sky, making a body difficult to spot from the ground. The norms didn’t need to know about magic children running about the rooftops of the city. They had enough problems keeping tabs on their day-to-day lives without wasting concern on the forgotten few that made the dark places their home. Those leftovers from eons long gone. 
 
    Kennedy was out tonight because of a rumor. The street spoke of a creature out to cause some mischief under the cover of darkness. It was not the task of the coven to monitor the magic and the creatures, but it was better to know who caused trouble before The Authority came looking for answers. 
 
    There was an uneasy truce between the Fae, the witches of Massachusetts, and the norms. Kennedy had caught wind of a plot to create a false-flag attack in the North End to grow the war between two competing groups of Fae. If The Authority found out about the brewing war, the ramifications would be bad for all magical beings. 
 
    In the grand scheme of things, there was little a single witch could accomplish if the long-seething hatred grew hotter, but the coven swore an oath to keep the norms from learning about magic. There was simply too much the mortals didn’t need to know to go about their days working, paying taxes, and keeping the world turning in its haphazard fashion. The norms had The Authority to keep tabs on the magical world. The witches of the world were allowed a small safe place in society if they continued to conform.  
 
    The few normal humans who knew about the magical world feared, maybe even loathed, those who had the gift, or curse, of magic. The street even whispered about secret government-run operations where Fae and witches alike were held and experimented on. Like most of nature, the norms wanted the ability to control those who bent magical power about them. That which couldn’t be controlled became a liability. 
 
    A centuries old curse left the soul of an old woman trapped in the body of a child. Kennedy was the last-born human with magical powers. If not for the witches’ long lives, human magic would have disappeared from the world. Over the years, Kennedy had witnessed the worse of human and Fae kind. Time taught her to distrust everyone. 
 
    The twitch of a scent caught Kennedy’s attention. That whiff of magic most Fae did little to hide drifted over the night’s wind. The problem was it didn’t come from the streets below but from the brightly lit white cables of the Zakim Bridge. It smelled of fresh-cut cedarwood, a smell she had yet to encounter. 
 
    On the tower nearest to the North End, a single figure scaled the first outstretched cable. The motorists below would never notice the lone creature as it worked its way to the top. The aura of magic hid most Fae from the observation of norms. Kennedy would never have caught sight of the thing if it had tried to conceal the scent of magic about it. At this distance, there was no way of knowing what manner of Fae roamed amongst the norms. It was a safe bet the creature was up to some mischief or another. One thing all Fae had in common was causing trouble for norms. 
 
    A pair of drunks started a vocal scuffle on the street below. For an instant, Kennedy’s focus returned to the street where the attack was meant to take place. Where the norms had gathered, milling from one tavern to another, made a tempting target. 
 
    Below, there was another whiff of magic. The smell about this one, different too. It was a witch not from a local coven, of that Kennedy was certain. The smell of magic was wild, spicy, untrained, unlike anything experienced by the witch in all her decades of traveling the small city. Something was afoot below and on the bridge, but a decision needed to be made at once. With no indication which was the intended attack, Kennedy thought it better to observe for a moment longer before making a leap of faith. 
 
    The two drunks trapped an Asian boy between them. Even from a distance, it was apparent the men took umbrage to a male of Asian descent walking the streets of the Italian North End alone on Saint Patrick’s Day. The pair must have been irony impaired, as the thought was too much to overcome in the land of immigrants. Long ago, Kennedy concluded most norms sucked and would do little to evolve themselves from the knuckle-dragging Neanderthals from which they came. 
 
    Kennedy stood, ready to jump into action, ready to help a fellow witch escape the clutches of the heavy-browed norms, when several things happened, stopping her. 
 
    From below, a flash of light blasted from between the men who had circled the Asian man. The force of the attack flung their bodies apart with force enough for the one nearest the street to fly through the windshield of a passing yellow cab. The other bounced off the red brick wall of the nearest tavern up the street. The few people who stood by taunting the bullies were rewarded by being cast to the icy sidewalk like twigs thrown asunder. The man below had some power, but not much sense, to throw magic about like that. Too many witnesses could finger him to The Authority. 
 
    On the bridge, a series of explosions torched off along the span. Louder and brighter than fireworks. Kennedy expected the norms would take the explosions for illegal skyrockets, but she knew better. The Fae who climbed the bridge stood atop it, casting powerful magic into the air. In his hands, he held what looked like a staff, or perhaps a wand that looked large next to the tiny man, it made little difference. The meaning or purpose for such an obvious display was beyond apparent reason. Strange creatures concealed still stranger motivations. 
 
    In both instances, people broke the code of magic that kept the world safe, and there was little Kennedy could do to stop it. Heads would roll after this night of magical display. A soft curse under her breath and a shake of her head was Kennedy’s response. Someone would need to be held accountable for this breach of the peace. Now was the time to make sure it wasn’t the local witches who took the blame. Better to find the responsible party than become a scapegoat. 
 
    History was rife with examples of witches blamed for the actions of others. It was much easier to blame the usual suspects than do any real detective work to discover who caused the problems. “Neanderthals…” Kennedy muttered softly. 
 
    Quick as possible, her right hand pulled a wad of twine from a concealed pocket. “Seek,” she whispered into the small ball of string. In a thought, the young male below was the target of a follow spell. The twine unrolled into the shape of a bat. With determination, it flapped in the direction the young man fled from the scene of the confrontation. If the twine were not dispelled, it would find Kennedy and report back all observations. If the man were smart, he would flee the area, perhaps even the city, and go to ground somewhere safe till the search for him died down. 
 
    It would be impossible for the man to escape if he stayed in the city proper. A combination of installed cameras, smartphone footage, and eyewitness accounts would make following his movements easy. The Authority would scoop him up in no time if he weren’t smart or lucky. 
 
    If the man were blessed, he would remain free long enough for Kennedy to find him before The Authority. It would be worse for the man if Boston’s finest picked him off the street first… Now was not the time to worry about such things. There was a Fae to identify. 
 
    In the opposite direction, there was a rogue Fae escaping the scene of a very overt display of magic. If the creature had half a mind to, it could have brought down the bridge and created a nightmare for all magic-using members of the city. The Authority did not take kindly to overt displays of magic and didn’t take too kindly to anything that upset the status quo. Anything that might threaten their hold on power or bring magic and its relationship to the world into the light of day was strictly verboten. A person would be labeled a terrorist and shipped off to a dark hole if suspected of bringing fear to the population. 
 
    If there was to remain some semblance of peace, Kennedy needed to identify the Fae and take the matter to the appropriate family leader. If that didn’t work, the information might prove to be an invaluable bargaining chip the next time the coven ran into a misunderstanding with The Authority. As sure as the sun would rise tomorrow, the coven would have a visit from someone questioning the use of magic this night. Better to have some other person to shift the focus to.  
 
    A witch’s first allegiance was to the brothers and sisters of the coven. Kennedy belonged to a branch of the oldest coven in the Americas. All direct descendants of the first Salem witches, those in the coven were considered closer than family. They had to be. Given the long life most witches enjoyed, they would be together for many more decades, even centuries. Aging much slower than the norms around them, they needed to seclude themselves or be discovered by their agelessness. The only individuals Kennedy might rely on were the members of her coven, and those ageless creatures, the Fae. Though there was little love or trust with the Fae. 
 
    With a leap, the witch bounced from the secluded protection of the façade to the next building two stories lower. Individuals were not the only things that possessed magic ability in Kennedy’s Boston. The shoes that covered a witch’s feet, if they were powerful enough, could be imbued with any number of powerful abilities. The black and white high-tops gave Kennedy the footing and grace of a feline. The roofs of the local buildings turned into a highway for the properly equipped. It was how the children of the night moved about the city unseen. 
 
    Tonight, the added prowess of a cat was needed. The creature atop the tower used a cable as a slide to make his escape from the scene. It became clear the thing hadn’t spotted Kennedy yet. The path of the slide brought it closer to the North End and the line of rooftops that Kennedy crossed over. By the angle, they would meet right about Haymarket Square.  
 
    The little man bounded from car top to car top, uncaring who discovered his escape. The norms might not be able to see him specifically, but the weight of his body would leave indents on each car top he landed on with a thud. A trail of pint-sized footprints would be left behind as the creature fled the scene. 
 
    Once Kennedy drew close enough, a positive identification would be her first priority. There should be no need to confront the hooligan, that would be a task better left to the creature’s family patron. The last thing the witches of Massachusetts needed was a confrontation with one or more of the Fae syndicates. 
 
    They were notoriously more dangerous than the norms’ organized crime families of the past decades or the current color-coded neighborhood gangs that roamed the streets. Each group defended their territory with ferocity, and those proven to be a danger to the family, or the leadership, would find a quick death at the bottom of the Charles River or Boston Harbor. 
 
    Kennedy dropped down to the street level as she reached the Greenway, the unofficial boundary of the North End. Normally the hoodie and jeans blended in with the darkness of the city, but tonight, they stood out against the backdrop of drunks wearing all manner of Kelly green. The holiday was a blight upon the norms, meant to sell as much green beer and corned beef with cabbage as possible to an unsuspecting population. 
 
    The target popped into view. Short and dressed in a crimson coat, the creature stood out against the sea of green nearly as badly as Kennedy did with the black hoodie, jeans, and high-tops. It ran with a staff of black wood slung over its back. For over a century, there had been no staffs or magic wands in the Boston area. People would want to know about what she witnessed this late night. 
 
    The norms paid no never mind, oblivious to the drama taking place under their very noses. Kennedy stalked the creature. Simply because it wore the colored coat of the Irish Redmen didn’t mean that was the creature’s affiliation. The thing’s scent of magic had been overpowered by the smell of the normals Kennedy worked her way through. Not that they smelled horrible, most of them smelled of their last meal mixed with a goodly portion of alcohol. To Kennedy, the norms seemed to sweat liquor. 
 
    The rumor of the false-flag attack crept into Kennedy’s mind. What better way to start a war with the Irish than to have a creature disguised as an Irish Fae pop off some magic adjacent to the Italian part of town. At times, the Fae were as nationalist as the norms, perhaps even more racist than humans. In many ways, Fae and norms were more alike than different, given the use of magic as the major exception. Everyone wanted to protect their power structure, there were no win-win solutions. Kennedy lived in a zero-sum world, with individuals judged as either winners or losers at the end of the day. 
 
    The little man in the red coat slipped between a circle of partiers passing a bottle and pipe around. The liberalization of the state’s drug laws made a witch’s job all the easier, now if magic slipped in the view of the public, oftentimes it could be explained away as a bad dose. Most witches preferred a sober mind, the same could not be said about the Fae. 
 
    Kennedy worked around the crowd. The last thing the people of the city needed was an excuse to exaggerate a situation. Somehow the creature disappeared at the far side of the group. Kennedy squatted low, looking for the red-clad man between the legs of the partiers. The scent was close, like the smell of fresh-cut cedar, but there was no sight of the creature. 
 
    Off to the left, there came a flash, and a ball of force hit the group right next to Kennedy broadside, sending the bodies of the drunks tumbling into the air. Perhaps a warning shot, perhaps not, the game was on. The creature proved it was not afraid to discharge magic in plain view of the norms.  
 
    Kennedy now feared the worse. The Authority was known for arresting anyone capable of throwing magic rather than take the risk of letting one guilty party slip free. When it came to the release of magic, a person was guilty until proven innocent.  
 
    The quarry seemed more than ready to break the rules concerning magic and didn’t care who witnessed it. There were too many witnesses and video cameras around for Kennedy to return fire. Besides, there wasn’t a clear target. 
 
    If not for her sneakers, Kennedy would have flown through the air with the others who stood nearby. As it was, the blast was powerful enough to lift the mage into the air, but the shoes corrected the path midflight, allowing a graceful landing twenty-five feet from where the impact occurred. Like a gymnast, the witch landed feet first, crouched, ready for another attack. 
 
    Even from the distance that separated the two, Kennedy spotted the flash from the creature’s golden-tooth-filled smile. It had to be a Leprechaun or some close cousin. There were just too many coincidences to not be. If not, it had to be one of the best disguises Kennedy ever spied. The creature did little to hide its true self from other spell slingers. 
 
    The two-foot-tall man took off into the crowd. If Kennedy were wise, it would have been a perfect time to leave the field of fire and run away. Unfortunately, no one ever accused the witch of being wise. Like a cartoon cat and mouse, the chase was on. There was no way the little man in his red coat was going to best the mage.  
 
    Hands tied, Kennedy refused to drop a spell in and about so many people. This was the time to rely on speed and cunning rather than force. The Redman showed none of her restraint. Blast after blast pummeled the crowd of partygoers, sending bodies flying with each blast of force. 
 
    It took Kennedy a moment to understand why the scene appeared so surreal. The mob of norms did not run, even after each blast hit a group, the people seemed oblivious to the fact they had just been blasted several feet into the air. Some strange influential magic was at work, it was a style of spell Kennedy had never witnessed. The weapon throwing the spells was like nothing she’d ever seen before. 
 
    The flailing of bodies continued until the quarry reached Faneuil Hall and the Quincy Market area. With only a few bars still open, the square around the hall stood mostly deserted. The patrons of the local bars were still inside, belly to the bar. 
 
    The creature scaled a drain spout and bounded to the roof of the historic building with Kennedy following close behind. The little man jumped through a sheet of glass that made up the great dome, disappearing into the dark open space beyond.  
 
    Kennedy paused. Once the chase entered the marketplace, more security cameras would be trained to catch the events. The safety of the coven was quickly being compromised. From the roof, the Redman disappeared into the darkness of the upper story shops. Kennedy was ready to throw in the towel. Surely the broken glass had triggered any number of alarms.  
 
    Ready to break off the chase, Kennedy paused when the bat made of twine returned to land on her outstretched hand. “The strange witch is below in one of the bars?” she asked while slapping her palm on a thigh. 
 
    The bat nodded. 
 
    That was too strange to be a coincidence. 
 
    “Return and track.” The order slipped from the witch’s lips. She needed a clearer understanding of how the two events must be related. It was time to take a risk and enter the shops, if only to make sure the right person was accused of the crimes against magic. A quick check of the hoodie made sure all facial features remained hidden and a pair of leather gloves would hide her prints: Kennedy was as obscured from the cameras as possible. The high-tops let the witch move without a sound along the ridge of the roofline, closer to the broken pane of glass. Only a duck of the head and Kennedy could slip into the darkness that made up the great dome of Quincy Market and the shops below 
 
    Not that Kennedy hadn’t broken the law, especially when it came to magic, but it had always been a matter of survival to follow the law whenever possible. People who showed little respect for the laws of civilization rarely maintained their freedom for long. Kennedy worked hard to maintain freedom.  
 
    Before Kennedy reached the broken window, the stench of death and the sound of blowflies wafted from the opening. Something wasn’t right. Only a few hours ago, this building would have been full of norms all running about their daily business of unbridled consumerism. Always on the lookout for the next best thing to spend their hard-earned dollars on. The powers that be were always ready with the next diversion to keep the populations enthralled and out of energy to seek the truth of the world. 
 
    There should be no rotting flesh and death in the shops below.  
 
    The broken glass was nowhere large enough for even Kennedy’s willowy body to slip through. It would have been nice for there to be a spell to allow a person to pass through a pane of glass leaving it undisturbed, but the witch didn’t know of one. The leather-clad fist worked a charm to smash through an adjacent pane making the hole large enough for a human-sized body to slip into the building. 
 
    The witch hoped that once inside, the stench and buzzing would diminish. Instead, a swarm of biting flies attacked before Kennedy had safely reached the walkway that encircled the rotunda. Relentless, the flies attacked eyes and ears, seeking out any exposed flesh to bite. They refused to give up the fight until Kennedy reached safe footing and mumbled a spell that charged the skin, turning the witch’s body into an effective bug zapper. The flies died in puffs of smoke each time they neared exposed flesh. Each zap came with a satisfying crackle when the insect died. 
 
    Movement caught Kennedy’s attention, nearly causing the witch to jump over the second-story rail from fright. The path inside led to one of the many young adult clothing stores. Manikins dressed all in black, like escapees from the next great dystopian society, rode up and down on a cabled suspension system. 
 
    To Kennedy, the look reminded her of witches being hung from a tree. Some marketing plebe must have thought the display would help sell teens more clothes. Matched with the stench and the flies, the whole scene in the dark became more macabre than it might have looked in the light of day. A chill ran down Kennedy’s spine, foreboding filling her mind. 
 
    The Redman had vanished into the store. The red lights from the security cameras continued to flash, recording the finer details of Kennedy’s breaking and entering. There couldn’t be that much time to find the rogue Fae. Better to escape rather than be caught inside when the police arrived. Then some real magic might be needed to help with an escape. 
 
    Movement once again, down the hall, in the dark. Followed by a voice. “Join us…” 
 
    There was no reason for the terror that flashed into Kennedy’s mind, but the sound of the voice made her blood run cold. Some powerful magic gripped ahold of the witch’s mind. The smell was death and destruction. 
 
    “Time to leave.” The words blurted from between her lips, but Kennedy never had the chance. One of the black-clad manikins reached out and grabbed the back of her hoodie. If Kennedy had not tied it tight, the cameras would have had a full view of the face hidden in the shadows of the hood. 
 
    Kennedy found little recourse to escape. With a quick spin, a free right hand shot into the exposed chest of the plastic body. Without thought, the blow was augmented with a blast of magic. The fear of the moment overrode better judgment, and the energy expelled blasted the plastic zombie to pieces. 
 
    The force of the thunderclap set off motion detectors throughout the building. Emergency lighting flashed on, bathing the space in bright halogen light.  
 
    All night vision lost, Kennedy stumbled for the exit, only to find the way blocked by a small army of the stumbling plastic goth zombies. There was little choice now. Magic would be needed to save the situation. 
 
    Alarm bells chimed, breaking the once silent room. Kennedy, with eyes screwed shut, powered up the bug zapper spell recently used. With a scream, a ball of energy burst forth from the witch’s body, flashing out in an all-encompassing sphere that shorted out all electronic devices, including the alarm and cameras. This is bad, Kennedy thought. 
 
    A voice whispered, “Run away, little witch. Run for your life.” 
 
    Kennedy’s eyes shot wide open, only to discover the smell of death lingered. The sound of flies still drifted from the broken glass of the dome. The whole shattering event had been thrust into her mind in an instant. The experience nearly caused a blackout. Not knowing what spell affected her mind in such a way, Kennedy fought to maintain balance on the ridgeline of the roof. Unsure what caused the attack or what kind of magic was involved, it was better to leave the area. Perhaps someone in the coven, one of the more experienced witches, might know what happened. Kennedy, in her previous 327 years of life, had never experienced such an attack. The effects blew the mind, made her question the very fabric of reality that surrounded her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2: 
 
      
 
    The sickening taste of bile filled the mage’s mouth. At her feet, there was a puddle of vomit. Wet dribbles ran down her chin and decorated her black hoodie. 
 
    It was a given that any individual might react differently to the variable specific types of magical energy able to be employed. In her few years, nothing had affected her in such a way, made her lose control of her mental capabilities in such a profound way. 
 
    Kennedy left the rooftop, still in a daze. All concerns of the Asian male and the Redman fell behind. Something had assaulted her mind. The shock of the intrusion left a scar on her soul not soon forgotten. Stumbling, she made her way through the drunks, heading home via the closest MBTA stop. 
 
    She never made the train; a bus bench was the best she could do. Suffering from the wild magic trip, Kennedy fought with all her might to maintain consciousness. The cold invaded her normally warm body, sapping her strength and sending her into a dreamless slumber. 
 
      
 
    <=OO=> 
 
      
 
    Kennedy woke in the backseat of a car filled with clothes. The smell of norm was overpowering. Something had gone horribly wrong. In an instant, she knew her life was in danger. 
 
    Bound, gagged, and immobile, there was little she could do but examine the disgusting area where she was held captive. From the angle she had been tossed into the backseat, she caught a glimpse of the person driving, who she assumed was her abductor. 
 
    Each being had a scent about them, not really good or bad, the individual aroma made it easy for a witch to tell something about the person they dealt with. For someone adept at reading the scents individuals gave off, it became easier to cold read a person. True motivations were hard to discover without asking questions, but general feelings and attitudes could be felt by simply being in close proximity to another’s body. 
 
    It didn’t take an in-depth examination of the driver to know the older, balding white male held no good intentions for the witch, who looked like a teenage girl, tied up as a captive in his backseat. His scent screamed sadist, murderer. The man reeked of bacon and booze. That was everything Kennedy needed to know about the person who caught her weak and unaware. 
 
    She screamed, but it did little good except make her head hurt. Drool puddled on the seat under her head. 
 
    The man turned to inspect his catch. His thick glasses made his eyes huge, unnatural, inhuman. He moved his left hand up to his lips and placed his index finger before shushing her. He held something, showed it to her, and pressed a red button. The modified bark shock collar around her neck ignited every nerve ending in her small body. All control lost, she convulsed and contorted in pain. 
 
    The shock ended, and she worked hard to focus her thoughts to kill the man as painfully as possible, once she gained her freedom. Her shocking ball of force would disable the car and the man, but it wouldn’t free Kennedy from the binds that held her tight. 
 
    Instead of screaming once again, she focused on freeing either of her hands, then at least she might be able to cast. 
 
    At the window, a movement caught her eye. Following outside in the cold was her bat made of twine. At the moment, it seemed strange. The spell should have fixated on the intended target, not bothered following the captured witch. 
 
    It mattered little. Kennedy nearly freed a hand when the old man driving the car slammed on the breaks, sending the young witch crashing onto the filthy floorboard of the car. The driver was too busy concentrating on the happenings outside to know his life was about to change for the worse. Kennedy had one hand free and removed the gag, ready to break every law in the city concerning the use of magic. 
 
    Before she could cast, the driver’s door to the car was flung open. The old man shouted, “What the—” He was cut off, finishing the sentence when a hand grabbed his shoulder and dragged him from the seat. It was impossible to miss the sound of bones snapping as the seatbelt failed to hold the middle-aged man safely in the driver’s seat. The screams of agony as he hit the pavement reverberated in Kennedy’s ears. Before she could sit up and lay eyes on the encounter, the car jostled as a new person sat in the driver’s seat. 
 
    The twine bat entered the rear seat area and fluttered around her head. Hands free and gag removed, she touched her right index finger behind the new driver’s ear. “Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you now?” The adrenaline that coursed through her body made it hard to keep her voice measured. This Saint Patrick’s holiday had not gone anything like she’d planned. 
 
    “How about because I am driving, and you don’t want to kill us both?” The almond eyes of the driver looked in the rearview mirror, but that was not how Kennedy recognized the young man. It was his wild and spicy scent of magic that caught her attention. It was the Asian man she had sent the string to follow. “Oh, and I just saved you…” 
 
    She had no reason to trust the new driver any more than the old man that had been thrown from the car. A quick glance out the window proved they were anything but safe. Still in downtown Boston, any number of cameras would have recorded the altercation at the car, and the man lying in the middle of the street would attract attention shortly. “Damn… I need to find somewhere safe.” 
 
    “I have nowhere to go.” The man drove calmly, not like his life depended on it, which was good since they needed to slip out of town without a chase. 
 
    “I owe you nothing…” Kennedy nearly added he could stop the car and let her out, but she knew at each street corner there was a camera, and each passing business had a lens pointed at the door. Every second that passed, they were probably being photographed dozens of times. The price of safety was an intrusion of the government into the everyday private lives of individuals. In this birthplace of freedom, privacy was freely given away. 
 
    “I couldn’t leave you like that…” His voice seemed steady, but there were raw emotions hidden just under the surface. “But you’re right, you owe me nothing. I can leave, give you the car… make my own way.” 
 
    Kennedy hated the feeling of owing anyone any favor. Normally, being friendly would only end up biting her in the ass. She didn’t want this person’s help. In reality, she wanted to know as little about him as possible. “Listen, take 93 north out of town to Malden… I will get you out of the city… safe. Then you’re on your own.” 
 
    “Thanks…” He only took his eyes off the road for a second to scan the rearview mirror to check out Kennedy. She still held her index finger behind his ear. He might not know it, but she could scramble his brains in a second if he did the wrong thing. “My name is Tom… in case you wondered.” 
 
    She didn’t. There was no need to know anything about him. She wanted to be free of anything to do with the man, but since he’d taken the time to help her, she felt obligated to do at least some small part to help him. 
 
    “You got a name?” he asked 
 
    This was the point Kennedy dreaded, that time when the small talk was needed to extricate herself from the everyday pleasantries most people took for granted. After 327 years of small talk, she had heard it all. There was no point in any of it. “Listen, thank you for the help. I will get you out of town before The Authority drops on you like a bag of hammers, then we can go our separate ways. We don’t really need to know one another, now do we?” Kennedy relaxed a little after she’d spoken her peace, even went as far as to remove her loaded finger from behind Tom’s ear. With both hands, she removed the damned collar from around her neck. 
 
    “Yeah, sure, no need to get all emotional about it. Just trying to be friendly.” Tom shifted his gaze from the rearview mirror to the road ahead. He slipped the car into one of the many tunnels that connected the surface streets to the tunnels of the Big Dig that ran under the city. On the freeway, they would be out of the city in no time. Better for them, both of them. 
 
    One burning question did eat at the back of Kennedy’s thoughts. “How did you find me? How did you know I needed help?” She cleared her throat. “Not that I needed help, I was almost free when you opened the door.” 
 
    Tom smirked. His face screamed, “Yeah, sure,” even if his lips made the sounds of different words. “Your ball of string told me.” 
 
    Kennedy never thought of that. The simple seeker spell should have never been capable of communicating with a target, how would this strange witch from another area even know… Where was his accent from? “Where you from, Tom? I know you’re not from around here. I would know.” 
 
    “Down south.” 
 
    “I know you’re not from Southie…” 
 
    “No, North Carolina.” 
 
    Kennedy never had a chance to make her follow-on comment. The stolen car traveled down the tunnel at the speed limit, while a massive concrete block fell from the ceiling of the tunnel at whatever rate objects fell to earth. Tom did an amazing job of cutting across three lanes of traffic to miss the slab of cement. The three cars behind him were not so lucky. 
 
    Kennedy turned her head in time to watch the unfortunate motorists slam into the now blocked tunnel at full speed. The passenger side slapped against the Jersey barrier, throwing the car back into the traveling lane of traffic.  
 
    “What the hell?” Tom shouted while he fought to keep control of the wheel. 
 
    “Someone wants us to stay in the city, I think.” Kennedy watched the colliding cars out the back window. “Head south while I think…” 
 
    Tom grunted his answer, doing his best to pass through the late-night traffic. 
 
    If magic was used to bring down that panel, all hell was about to break loose. This time of night, there were few places to get off the streets and stay safe. They needed to get off the streets or out of the city. Either one would do, but somewhere neutral, not under the protection of one suspected house or the other. 
 
    Kennedy knew where they were. This wasn’t too bad a part of town. Somehow Tom had them heading south on Merrimack. A safe house came to mind. “Turn right, we need to ditch this car.”  
 
    They had made a large loop, not far from where the night all started. Little progress had been made. Just downtown from Quincy Market, for now, they traveled in circles, unable to escape the city. 
 
    It was time to spend the rest of the evening with the company of Ogres. 
 
    Down an alley, Tom parked the car. 
 
    “Leave the keys in it,” Kennedy said as she slammed the rear door shut. 
 
    For the most part, this section of town had gone through major gentrification. Most of the old homes and buildings had been turned into a series of overpriced lofts. That included a warehouse Kennedy knew had been in a family for centuries. However, there was no “front” door to the building. It was more of a back-alley kind of place. The building housed an after-hours club with an exclusive clientele. There was no neon light announcing the location of the door, as technically there was no door. Only a blank red brick wall, decorated with lurid graffiti. 
 
    Kennedy found the brick she searched for and rapped three times on it, waited for a beat of one, and rapped another three. She snuck a quick peek as Tom watched her with a suspicious sideways glance. 
 
    The painting on the wall morphed into a three-dimensional face that smiled in recognition. “Sorry, we don’t serve your kind here,” the multicolored face said. 
 
    “Bullshit, let us in.” Kennedy scowled back. 
 
    “You look underaged, you got some ID?” the magic mouth continued. 
 
    “Sure, just hurry up.” Kennedy held up a fifty-dollar bill and stuck it between the lips of the wall. 
 
    “Thank you, Mister Grant, come right in,” the voice said. Before it finished talking, the bricks moved in a series of patterns, flowing like a parade, making an opening large enough to fit three wide and two tall of the young witch. Ogres were known to be much larger than humans. 
 
    Right inside the door, the bouncer stood guard. If a person were to pass him on the street, he would look like any normal six-foot six-inch tall linebacker. If he’d been a few inches taller, he would be considered a square. 
 
    “No weapons allowed.” The grunt of the voice was meant to impress as much as the size. At least this one had his lower fangs filed down to fit in with the humans better. 
 
    “I got none,” Kennedy lied. 
 
    “You know I gotta check you.” The monster reached out a hand to place it on Kennedy’s shoulder. 
 
    “If you touch me with your child-killing hands, I will kill you.” The words came out a bit harsher than Kennedy intended, but it had been a long night, and she was in no mood to be felt up by the beast of a man. 
 
    “Listen, no need to be rude. I’m just trying to do my job.” The large man’s voice sounded hurt by her words.  
 
    For a moment, Kennedy felt remorse at the biting tone of her comment. 
 
    Surprisingly the bouncer stopped and looked over his shoulder to just inside the door. There stood a more human-sized male. With a wave of his hand, he said, “Let her in. I will vouch for her and keep her out of trouble.” 
 
    “Thanks, Tony, it’s been a long night,” Kennedy said as she pushed her way past the bouncer. Tom followed close on her heels. She’d thought about ditching the tagalong back in the alley, but she did tell him she would get him out of the city. 
 
    The funny thing about Ogres and many Fae, if they wanted to, they could shapeshift into more human form. Many did and lived out lives next to the norms that would have killed them all if they learned the truth. When they were alone, they would let their true natural looks shine bright. Literally warts and all. Gnomes, Elves, Leprechauns, Ogres, the lot of them, all changelings at heart and none of them cared for the others. If they ever put their differences aside, they could take on the world of the norms and overthrow the lot of them. 
 
    Perhaps it was for the better they mistrusted each other more than they mistrusted the humans. The covens of witches proved to be a go-between for the races and norms, doing what they could to keep some semblance of peace. Of course, no one asked the mages to do the work. It just kind of fell into their laps. It was either that or be routed out and burned at the stake. 
 
    This night, the bar was full of Ogres only. Most nights, this place would be a smorgasbord of every species around, including a few norms who were in the know. Tonight was karaoke night, and the Ogre community liked their singing loud and off-key. The racket drove most other races away in tears.  
 
    On stage, there was a pair of female Ogresses belting out their best scream of Roxanne. Kennedy was sure they were killing it, but for her own sanity, she put her fingers in her ears and stayed close to Tony. Both women wore the Ogre version of the little black dress, with enough material to build a pair of small tents.  
 
    The place, in general, was a smattering of different levels of attire and different decades. Ogres were never known to be fashion mavens. The overriding smell of the place was like an ancient forest. Ogre magic smelled old, musty, and forgotten. Much more attractive than how the norms reeked of food and drink all the time. 
 
    Tony always dressed like he’d woke up in the wrong decade. Technically, he did. Ogres aged almost as slowly as witches. A child of the seventies, he still dressed in the oversized collar satin shirt with a pound of gold chains around his neck. The sharkskin polyester suit finished the look straight out of the disco era. “I hear you been busy tonight. People are talkin’…” Tony led the pair through the place, the low level of lights allowing the people in the privacy of the curtained-off booth to do whatever it was Ogres did in private. “You should know, we don’t kill children any longer. That is a hurtful, racist trope. I expect better comin’ from a witch like you.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that… Like you said, it’s been a long night.” Kennedy did feel some remorse over her words said in haste. If the peoples of the city were ever going to move forward, they would need to kill some old stereotypes. 
 
    “What do Ogres eat now?” Tom asked. 
 
    Tony stopped. His fists opened and closed a few times. For a moment, Kennedy thought Tom might lose some teeth right in front of her. “Veal,” Tony growled. “Maybe a little lamb now and again,” the man said before continuing on his way. 
 
    “Shush, will you…” Kennedy grumbled as she followed their escort. 
 
    Tom was smart enough to let it drop. 
 
    Trying to change the subject, Kennedy asked, “Tell me, what did you hear?”  
 
    “The news says you blasted your way through the drunks around Haymarket Square,” Tony grumbled as he continued his way to a secluded door in the back of the darkened room. 
 
    “That’s bullshit. I did nothing of the kind. It was a Redman that did it.” Kennedy wasn’t sure what was going on, but she had a sinking feeling deep in the pit of her stomach. 
 
    “You tell me what you think.” Tony opened the door to a stairway leading down and pulled out a phone. The pained notes of singing were cut off behind the closed door. Tony went straight to a Youku page that showed a cutup video that made it look like Kennedy was the person behind the attacks at the square. 
 
    She watched in shock. Someone must have had multiple cameras trained on her during the chase. The footage was doctored with cinema-grade computer graphics. “I don’t know how that was taken… but it wasn’t me that did that.” 
 
    Tony replaced the phone and moved silently down the wooden steps. “You don’t need to convince me. You need to convince the boss.” Tony opened another door that led into a room filled with eight Ogres, showing their full size. None tried to hide their true selves inside the inner sanctum of the lair. Sitting around the poker table were some of the strongest, most influential creatures in Boston, and at the head at the table, cards in hand, sat the leader of the Ogres. 
 
    “Don Angelo, I bring a visitor.” Tony cleared the way to let Kennedy and Tom into the cellar. 
 
    “Well, look what the cat coughed up,” the creature snarled through his pair of upward jutting tusks. Kennedy had met all the men around the table before, but normally only one at a time. In the large horde, they seemed more imposing than individually. Each fed off the others’ negative energy. 
 
    Kennedy spoke with a soft voice. Now was not the time to be a smartass. “Thank you for bringing us in and giving us a safe place to hide. There has been a huge misunderstanding.” 
 
    “You’re right, there has been.” From under the table, Don Angelo pulled a Desert Eagle .50. It seemed small in his giant hand as he laid it on the green velvet table. “I wonder how much the Feds will pay to take you into custody… or even the Seelie Court might pay higher still.” 
 
    The sound of his voice told Kennedy Don Angelo wasn’t playing. She knew they were in deeper trouble than she thought. The witch’s neutrality in the city, in the world as a whole, might be endangered because of that stupid video. If she couldn’t prove it was fake… 
 
    Tom started talking, “You don’t want to make me angry—” 
 
    Kennedy cut him off, “Shut up, please don’t tell me you’re stealing lines from the Hulk…” 
 
    Tom laughed, “Nope.” He pointed to the small basement window that sat behind Don Angelo. There was a string bat slapping the glass, fighting to get inside. The sound of wings fluttering became even louder as more string bats joined in. 
 
    The lights in the basement grew dim. Someone called upon strong magic in the area. Suddenly, before Kennedy’s eyes, the huge automatic pistol still clutched in the Ogre’s hand transformed into a viper, the fangs of which sank into the tender part of the giant’s thumb web. 
 
    “What’s the matter, afraid of a little snake?” Tom chuckled as Don Angelo screamed like a little girl. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3: 
 
      
 
    A colony of the string bats erupted through the small glass windows. Each remarkably similar to the one Kennedy had sent in search of Tom. The green felt that covered the card table ripped from its place and flew into the air, sending the cards and chips flying into the men’s faces. Each Ogre in the room pulled a weapon and pointed in a separate direction. It would take a small miracle for any to survive the carnage that was about to happen. 
 
    Tom grabbed Kennedy’s arm and pulled her to the ground as the nearest Ogre pulled his oversized handgun and opened fire. Thankfully, only one shot bounced around the room before that weapon turned into a serpent as well. Screams exploded from the monstrous men as snakes appeared, one after the other, where firearms used to be. 
 
    Vines erupted from the cracked concrete floor, twisting their way up the monsters’ legs. From this angle, the Ogres danced a jig in a vain attempt to free their feet. The scene would have been hilarious if not for the ricochets bouncing off the cement walls. 
 
    The lights blinked out as the window glass showered into the room. It was hard to tell what happened, but the sound of bats flapping filled her ears. The cavalry had ridden in, saving the day. 
 
    “This way!” a familiar voice shouted, and Kennedy knew who the rescuers were. Her coven came from the river, searching for her. She was certain from the voice, if not the snakes. She had no idea who turned the guns into snakes. 
 
    It was her turn to act. She low-crawled to the nearest window the voice had called from. A slender hand reached down from the opening, and she thrust Tom’s wrist into the waiting grip. Another shot whizzed by her head, and the sound of a scream told Kennedy that pistol had also been turned into a viper. 
 
    She knew the magic didn’t come from her coven. She was the youngest witch from the Mystic River. Her coven were her teachers, and she had never seen a transformation spell like the one she witnessed this night. Something was amiss. 
 
    Tom scrambled out the window. Kennedy was about to join the group outside when she was grabbed from behind. 
 
    Tony growled into her ear, “No, you don’t.” 
 
    Kennedy warned them earlier not to touch her. She didn’t like to be touched. She charged her flesh and sent bolts of electrical energy coursing through her body, sending the more normal-sized Ogre flying across the room and into the card table. If she’d taken the time to watch the effects, his slicked back hair now stood on end nicely and smoked ever so slightly. 
 
    It took only a split second to scramble up the wall and out the window. She couldn’t resist shouting back inside the chaos-filled room, “Sorry, fellas, I’m no one’s patsy. Thanks for the time. It’s been fun but not real fun.” 
 
    Outside, two of the coven’s older siblings waited for her. Dani and Trinity were a pair of twins a decade older than Kennedy who looked just as young. Kennedy knew who was there before she reached the alley, the scent of allspice and rosemary told her who saved them. 
 
    “Figured you might need some help,” the older Dani started in. 
 
    “You are blowing up the internet with your video,” Trinity followed. 
 
    Dani finished, “It looked fun but probably not the way to spend the night.” 
 
    Kennedy might be the youngest, the last witch born in the new world, but there were times she felt the oldest. Only a few decades separated the lot of the coven, but Kennedy would remain the youngest until something changed. 
 
    “It wasn’t me, and worse still, someone will not let us leave the city.” Kennedy started walking towards the Charles River. “We need to escape the city before the net closes around us.” 
 
    Tom called from behind, “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Kennedy stopped to face the new witch from the deep south. “Listen, I don’t know how magic is handled from where you’re from, but here we don’t go around shooting it off in front of normal people. Someone is setting us up.” 
 
    Dani tapped Kennedy on the shoulder. 
 
    The youngest witch was not having a fun night, and her nerves were wearing thin. “What, damn it?” 
 
    Dani held his tongue and pointed at the drunk who leaned against the wall watering the bricks. 
 
    “Goddess, save us,” Kennedy swore to the clouds overhead. 
 
    The man turned, still taking care of business. The stream flowed out toward the young woman’s feet. “What?” he slurred out. 
 
    He never had a chance to finish the leak or the sentence. A push of force shot out from Kennedy’s palm, slapping the man’s head against the wall behind him. He slipped to the ground in a heap of flesh. 
 
    “North Carolina…” Tom said. 
 
    Kennedy turned towards the Asian man, her hand ready to strike him down as well. “What?” she growled. 
 
    “I told you earlier, I’m from North Carolina, and my name is Tom.” 
 
    “Whatever…” Kennedy marched toward the nearest street that would take them to the river. 
 
    Tom continued, “And I’m the only person I know that can do… what I do. Until I met you, that is.” 
 
    This time Dani and Trinity stopped. 
 
    Trinity spoke first. “You have no coven?” 
 
    Then Dani followed up, “No family?” 
 
    Kennedy paused in her steps but refused to turn and face the man. “You’re all alone?” 
 
    “I’m all I’ve got,” Tom said. The pain in his voice clawed at Kennedy’s heart. 
 
    “How old are you?” she asked, expecting him to be centuries older than the three and everyone in her coven. 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’ve never known when I was born. Twenty or so.” Tom stuffed his hands deep into his pockets. 
 
    Kennedy pressed, “No, your real age?” 
 
    “That is my real age.” 
 
    Dani and Trinity muttered together, “The prophecy…” 
 
    Tom asked, “What?” 
 
    Before any could answer, shots rang out from the Ogre bar. It seemed several of the giant men escaped the spells entangling the cellar and came gunning for revenge. 
 
    The four would have been shot, if not for the quick action of the twins. At the first sounds of shots, they threw up a shield spell that slowed the bullets enough that they dropped to the wet pavement. “Run!” the pair shouted. 
 
    The shots would bring in the local cops, Kennedy was sure of that. They didn’t want to be picked up off the streets as vagrant children. Once identified by the system, it would be nothing for The Authority to waltz in and sweep them all up. 
 
    Their choice of escape paths was limited. The well-lit street ahead was the best bet. Near the state capital… she bet her life and freedom on the fact the Ogres would not chase them down that way. 
 
    With few taverns in this part of town, the chances of finding drunks dropped. The shield would not last forever and would not stop the monsters that chased them. 
 
    The heavy footfalls told Kennedy the Ogres hadn’t ended the chase. There might be little choice but to burst onto the streets with spells flashing. 
 
    That was when she heard the reverberation of speed-twin engines drawing closer. She didn’t know who came, but she had a guess. 
 
    Six vintage Triumph motorcycles pulled to a stop at the end of the alley. Despite the cold, the women who sat straddling the bikes rode without cold weather gear. They rode with no safety gear at all, flaunting the laws of the state. Their black halter tops made the sight even more surreal. They looked more like lingerie models than bikers out for a ride in the freezing cold temperatures. 
 
    The lead woman said, “Daughter of Eve, come with us if you want to live.” 
 
    The second peeled off a ball of fire that blasted the Ogres back forty feet or so. Kennedy was certain if Tony was with the bunch, his suit must have melted after that attack. 
 
    A quick glance and it was easy to spot the three cameras that caught the whole display. It was now recorded and stored somewhere, waiting for The Authority to find it and drag the lot of them in. 
 
    Kennedy spent most of the night restraining her use of magic, fighting her urge to blast people’s faces off, limiting herself to times and places when she thought no one might spot her casting, and yet she was the victim of an organized campaign that would end up being the ruin of her and possibly her coven. When out of the blue, these biker babes, dressed like they rolled off a photo shoot or music video, pull up and start throwing battlefield magic like it is nobody’s business. Kennedy was fairly certain she would somehow be blamed for the fire the ball started. 
 
    She hopped on the back of the lead bike. “Might as well, tonight is shit anyway. It can’t get much worse.” She never stopped to see if the others joined in her reckless decision. She was too busy holding on as the bikes roared away from the flaming alleyway. 
 
    Snow, being mid-March, was not as uncommon as some might think. Before they made the first turn running from the approaching sirens, the dark clouds started to spit snow. Weather control had never been on the list of magic to learn. It seemed so passé, even unpredictable. She preferred the quick results of electricity and force over the slow build of weather control. 
 
    Kennedy hated the snow. If she’d had her choice, she would have moved far from the cold the city of Boston suffered every season. She had lived long enough to witness the winters growing shorter and warmer, but the weather would never be warm enough for her in the winter. 
 
    She knew the women that came to the rescue. Though technically not women, they only shifted into that form to suit their hunting. This had to be a wonderful night for the creatures to find a late-night snack. The city was full of drunks with an overactive libido looking for love in all the wrong places. 
 
    She called her daughter of Eve, a human. Kennedy clung to the back of a daughter of Lilith. The creature called herself Semele and claimed to be a Succubus. Her race was created when Adam’s first wife Lilith left Eden and lay with the archangel Samuel, if a person was to believe the Jewish Bible telling of the story. 
 
    Their aura smelled of brimstone, rotten eggs. As the historical reference scent of demon kind, it was obvious how humans pinned the title to the shape-shifting creatures. Given their use of magic to lure weak-minded males into complicated situations, it was understandable how they became equated with the sin of lust. When, in fact, gluttony would have been a better sin for the creatures to be linked to. They were always hungry. 
 
    Norms simply needed to learn to keep their pants on, and the Succubus powers would become useless. 
 
    The origins of the race of motorcycle mamas didn’t matter. Kennedy was certain that if each of the families of Fae were asked about their origins, they would all trace themselves back to some form of the gods. Wasn’t that what humans had done since they could speak? 
 
    Kennedy knew a few things about the creatures. Like most Fae, they could change form at will, becoming male or female to suit their intended target. They fed off sexual energy, not sex but more from lust. They could get a belly full of food from never touching their victim. Many worked the strip clubs of various cities as both male and female strippers. 
 
    She wasn’t sure if they were demons or not, but they all showed exceptional use of battlefield magic, as well as enchantments and charms. They went through life tricking others and blowing their victims to pieces if caught. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Kennedy asked through chattering teeth. The snow came down in larger flakes, sticking to the wet roadway. Their mode of transpiration was shortly about to become treacherous. 
 
    “Don’t you worry. I know a safe place not far from here,” Semele called back over the roar of her bike. 
 
    Her words did little to cure Kennedy’s uneasiness. She thought the Ogres would give her protection. They had always remained on friendly terms, but the don turned on her too quickly for a profit.  
 
    Kennedy had little dealings with Semele and her gang. They tended to stay on the outskirts of Fae culture. Like the witches did with humans, more outcasts than mainstream. 
 
    Her worries only grew when Semele’s bike jumped the curb and headed into the old graveyard next to Boston Common. Kennedy could think of many places she would rather hide out than an ancient cemetery. 
 
    Before reaching the towering monument to Benjamin Franklin in the center of the graveyard, the bricks of the path parted, allowing the bikers a clear shot to a series of underground tunnels. 
 
    The women started to howl, a club of wild banshees. Their voices resonated off the stone-lined walls. 
 
    Kennedy risked a glance back and spotted Tom clutching the woman’s waist right behind her. The twins had been smart and joined them as well. Trinity stood on the pegs, hands outstretched, joining in with the cries of the Succubi. 
 
    The motorcycles slowed as a domed chamber opened up over their heads, and the group rode in along the outer walls, screaming and laughing like deranged lunatics.  
 
    Despite the danger Kennedy knew she and the coven was in, she found the rancorous antics of the demons infectious. She couldn’t help herself but join in the primal screams of the others. Before the gang stopped their bikes, everyone was screaming and laughing at the top of their lungs. With the revved engines of the bikes running in circles, it was a miracle the norms above ground didn’t hear the commotion. 
 
    After three rotations of the circle, Semele pulled her Triumph to the center and slowed to a stop. Both feet on the ground, she revved the machine three times before cutting the engine off. 
 
    The earsplitting sound of the motorcycles reverberated around the tunnels. Kennedy needed to shout to hear herself. “Do you always make such an entrance?” 
 
    Semele lifted her chin and shouted to the apex of the dome. “Always!” 
 
    Before the echoes stopped, there was a large noxious cigar perched and burning between the rider’s lips. The smoke did a wonderful job of masking the faint perfume of rotten eggs each woman emitted, along with the pheromones that drove norms wild. 
 
    Tom had dismounted and stumbled into the center of the bikes, the headlights covering him head to toe in a brilliant white light. Being the only male with a near-adult body, the six women all watched him with hungry eyes. 
 
    Not that their meals had to be male or adult, but Kennedy had learned over the years that’s what they preferred. There was a chance this was about to turn into a feeding frenzy. Kennedy might need to make a quick decision on how far she would go to protect this interloper. 
 
    “So this is the bringer of the prophecy?” Semele took a deep drag on her cigar. “He isn’t much to look at, is he?” 
 
    Tom spun in a circle, a strange look of uncertainty on his face. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You…” The lead Succubi pointed her cigar at Tom. “If rumor has it correct, you are proof magic has returned to the new world.” 
 
    Kennedy lifted her leg from the back of the bike and stepped into the beams of the headlights. She scanned her eyes up and down the man she’d only just met. Her inspection didn’t reveal anything too impressive. “You mean, he is the youngest witch in the new world?” She had a hard time forming the words in her mouth. 
 
    “If the rumors are true, he was born after you, yes.” Semele smiled. “He might be the last best hope for all the outcast Fae of the new world.” Semele shouted, “May he be the chosen one!” 
 
    Kennedy blurted, “Bullshit.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4: 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry if I sound stupid, but what the hell are you talking about?” Tom asked. 
 
    Semele stepped closer to Tom and took a deep drag of her cigar. “No one ever told you the prophecy?” 
 
    Tom shook his head. 
 
    The Succubus took a deep sniff of Tom’s scent. “You have the smell of magic on you. Someone has cast a spell on you, causing you to forget your past…” 
 
    “We don’t all need to hear this again, do we?” Kennedy moved out of the light. “He is just playing stupid; everyone knows this story.” 
 
    Dani moved closer. “You just hate it…” 
 
    “Because you’re central to the plot,” Trinity finished. 
 
    Kennedy grunted, “Shut up.” 
 
    Semele continued, “I don’t think he is playing. I can smell a beguile spell on him… Not from a Succubus, the smell has the taste of death to it.” The taller woman tried to get Kennedy to listen, but she didn’t want to hear this B.S. 
 
    Semele continued speaking directly to Tom, “Do you remember anyone casting a spell on you?” 
 
    Kennedy turned and watched as Tom shook his head. 
 
    “He lies.” Kennedy pointed an angry finger at the man. 
 
    Semele strangely defended him, “I don’t think so, I can sense vast holes in his consciousness.” Cigar in hand, she put her arm around his shoulders. “Back before this country was a country, not far from here, a coven of witches lost control of their powers and were accused of witchcraft.” 
 
    Kennedy shouted, “That’s not what happened, and you know it. Those witches were framed by the Fae.” The story shouldn’t affect her so much, but she still hated the fact that most Fae blamed the witches for the curse, and most witches blamed the Fae. It happened so long ago that all the normal human players had died out centuries before. Accusers, prosecutors, judges, all gone. Only the cursed remained. 
 
    “Let her tell the story,” Trinity said. 
 
    Dani followed up with a quick, “You can add more once she is finished.” 
 
    Semele mouthed the words, “Thank you,” before continuing. “Long ago, in a land far away—” 
 
    “Just stop it already,” Kennedy growled. 
 
    Semele chuckled. “In the late 1600s, this area was taken over by a fear of witches. Whatever the reason, a great number of people, witches and non, alike, were accused of witchcraft.” 
 
    “Many of the people put to death were not witches. They were only norms,” Dani said in a soft voice. 
 
    Trinity added, “They paid the price for the failure of the local coven.”  
 
    “We don’t know that for sure…” Kennedy called out. 
 
    Dani and Trinity replied, “You forget we were there.” 
 
    “Wait, you’re talking about the Salem witch trials?” Tom didn’t hide the blank look on his face.  
 
    “The same, do you know about them?” Semele asked. 
 
    Tom shook his head. “Not really, only the name really.” 
 
    “Not all of the witches were caught, or even charged, but a great many were. Some were hanged for witchcraft, some sentenced to prison. One died while in custody. He is the one that caused all of this. Roger Toothaker cursed this new world. He is the one who started the end of the magical world.” 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “We don’t know that for sure. We don’t even have him in our records as a member of the council. You are speculating he is the cause of the curse. We are not even sure if there is a curse. He wasn’t even a witch.” 
 
    “You can refuse the facts all you wish; it will not change the evidence. After he died in custody, the ways of magic changed. Witches continued to die off of unnatural causes, and fewer were born. Until the last witch was born.” Semele pointed at Kennedy.  
 
    This was the part Kennedy truly hated about the tale, where she became responsible for the fall of magic, like being born was all her fault. “I can’t help it I was the last.” 
 
    Semele spoke with a firm voice, driving home the point. “I tell you, Roger Toothaker cursed this land and the witches of the new world for not taking action to stop the killing. His last breath brought doom to this new land and the world of magic.”  
 
    “I don’t understand what this has to do with the prophecy you mentioned and me.” Tom surprised Kennedy when he stood up to the much taller Succubus, his hands on his hips. “Tell me what I have to do with your fairy tale.” 
 
    “No need to get your panties in a twist… Every century or two, a norm is born, a human with special powers. They can see into the realm of the Fae, perhaps into the gods themselves. They can see the future, or one possible future.  
 
    “In the middle of the twentieth century, one of these clairvoyants became active in the middle of the country. He made a prediction that magic would return to power with the birth of a new witch in the new world. The pairing of a dragon and a Fae will produce a new witch. And this person will return magic to its rightful place in the new world with witches as the rightful rulers of the Earth.” 
 
    “That’s great, but I don’t think my parents were anything special?” Tom looked to the ground and shook his head. 
 
    The others started talking all at once. 
 
    “Just because he is Chinese, don’t make him the son of a dragon.” Kennedy was growing tired of the telling of tales. “Listen, I need to be at work in a few hours. The sun will be up soon.” 
 
    Dani cut in. “You know the snow will close down the city.” 
 
    “Do you have to be so racist? Not everyone that is Asian is Chinese. I’m from North Carolina.” 
 
    Trinity snickered. “You don’t even have a job…” 
 
    “Many Asian cultures have the dragon as the source of royalty.” Semele tried in vain to continue. “If the Fae syndicates believe he is the return of power for magic, there is no telling what they might instigate.” She reached her hand out to Tom’s face to stroke his cheek with the back of her fingers. “The outcasts will see him as their savior. Their chance to become powerful once again, to leave the shadows.” 
 
    The sound of everyone talking did little to help Kennedy’s foul mood. “I’m not a racist… Listen, if he is who you say he is, we should turn him over to The Authority. If he isn’t who you say he is, and the outcasts think he is some messiah, we should turn him over. Hell, we should probably just turn him over. He did blow off magic in full view of the norms. More than likely, The Authority are already searching for him. I can see no good reason to hide him any longer. And now that I think of it, who in the nine hells turned those guns into snakes?” 
 
    Her words left the room in silence. It was never Kennedy’s intention to sound so harsh, but the words made her sound like a real bitch, even to herself. 
 
    Trinity broke the awkward silence with her soft voice. “I don’t think it is in our best interest to turn this man over…” 
 
    “Your words don’t mean shit to me.” Tom broke from Semele’s touch and marched off down one of the tunnels leading off into the four cardinal directions. “I hope this Authority finds us all… We can go down together.” 
 
    Semele asked, “What do you mean turn guns into snakes? Transmogrification magic has been dead since before the witch trials.” 
 
    Kennedy rolled her eyes. “I know what I saw, and the Ogres saw it too. Someone transformed their pistols into serpents as I watched. It had to be him… He can’t escape down that way, can he?” 
 
    Semele shook her head. “No, that’s impossible. He’s just upset.” 
 
    Dani asked, “Which part?” 
 
    “Both… he can’t escape, and the weapons could not be turned into snakes by magic. That spell has been lost. Are you sure it wasn’t an illusion of some sort? None of this makes sense.” 
 
    “Like the Big Dig falling in made a lot of sense. There is some powerful magic about, and it all seems to circle around him.” Kennedy pointed down the tunnel Tom stormed down. “We should keep an eye on him…” 
 
    “Give him a moment. He just had a shock to the system.” Semele reached out for Kennedy’s shoulder but stopped short of touching her. “Your anger is clouding your judgment.” 
 
    She flinched at the perceived touch. “Now you’re an expert on me?” Before she finished speaking the words, Kennedy regretted them. 
 
    Semele raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t know why the thought of Tom angered her so, but she had a hard time controlling her rage. Something about the situation upset her natural balance. 
 
    An unfamiliar voice echoed down the dark tunnel. “I would say she knows more about men than a sexless witch such as yourself will ever know.”  
 
      
 
    <=OO=> 
 
      
 
    Tom had worked his way down the tunnel, lost in his own thoughts. There was nothing the people behind him said that was his concern.  
 
    The tall woman with the cigar… she said someone had messed with his mind. That was possible. He remembered very little. He knew he was from North Carolina, he remembered a fishing boat, for some reason. He loved the ocean and being on the open water, but he was missing so much of his past. Like all of it. 
 
    The thought of running crossed his mind. He owed the women at the far end of the tunnel nothing. Yesterday he was a ghost to them all. If he escaped this maze, he would disappear once again. Life alone on the streets was better than hanging with people who didn’t want him. 
 
    If they planned to turn him over, or outright kill him, there was little he could do to stop them. He could protect himself to some degree—the things that happened around him, he couldn’t explain—but he knew he was the cause. He was afraid he didn’t know his full power, afraid of what he might do to those close to him if he lost control.  
 
    He reached up and stroked a ring that hung from a chain around his neck. The circle of gold felt warm and comforting around his neck. The only link he had to a past he didn’t know. 
 
    If it came to self-preservation, he wasn’t even sure he had the will to defend himself. Feelings of loneliness and despair made it hard for him to think clearly. 
 
    Out of sight of the others, he let his back slump against the wall and slide down till his butt hit the floor. Try as he might, he could not remember much of his former life. 
 
    He fought back the tears of frustration. As far as he knew, he was a nobody, a man with no memories. Not knowing what was right and wrong was the worst. That young girl, she was just a child, but she had her life more together than he did. He wiped his eyes with the back of his hands, struggling to keep it all together. “Damn it, why are you crying?” he asked himself. He felt his hands shake in the black tunnel. 
 
    A strange gravelly voice spoke from in front of him. “You should be proud of what you can do. Few can feel the magic like you can.” 
 
    At first, he thought the voice was in his head. He flinched, thinking he was hearing things. He should be all alone in the tunnel.  
 
    Tom snapped his fingers, and a flame of bright blue fire ignited on his index finger. A candle in the sea of darkness. He sat across from a face of stone morphed in the wall. Like the door that let them into the night club, but this one was smaller. Less human looking, with a massive nose to match larger ears, malformed and misshapen. A normal person would consider it ugly from the comedic proportions. 
 
    With no memory of the past, Tom was reluctant to run from this new voice in his life. It was obvious the girl he saved did not want him around. She was even ready to turn him over to the law, not that he blamed her. 
 
    “You should be careful who you trust.” The voice echoed his fears. 
 
    “Like you? Why should I trust you?” Tom asked. Still, he didn’t fear this face of a clown. 
 
    “True, but have I done anything to harm you? Have I yelled at you or threatened to turn you over to people that would kill you?” The voice spoke smoothly for being made of stone. 
 
    “I don’t know who or what you are.” 
 
    “Call me Vita. I’m a friend. A protector. A light in the night’s sky to guide you from the darkness. When you are ready for help, call out my name three times, and I will come to your aid. Can you remember my name?” 
 
    “What if I don’t want your help?” 
 
    “Simple enough, never call my name. What do you have to lose?” The face made of stone smiled. “Only you can decide who you can trust. I can’t do it for you, now can I?” 
 
    “You’re saying I can’t trust them?” Tom motioned down the tunnel with his head. 
 
    “With time, all things will become clear, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Do you always answer every question with a question?” 
 
    “Questions are the grist that makes the mill work. Without questions, wouldn’t life be boring?” 
 
    “Do you know who I am… what I am?” Tom asked. 
 
    Vita smiled. “Call me when you need my help. Do you remember to call my name three times?” 
 
    With that, the face made of stone disappeared. 
 
    “Damn it all.” Tom would have thrown a rock at the blank wall if he had one. 
 
      
 
    <=OO=> 
 
      
 
    “The outcasts are preparing for an attack. We have heard rumors for weeks about the upcoming war. Tonight’s events only go to prove we were correct about you all along,” the woman dressed all in gossamer white said as she strolled from the shadows. 
 
    “Sybil, you can’t waltz into our home and accuse us of preparing for an attack,” Semele growled, pointing her cigar at the intruder with shaking fingers. “The Seelie Court needs proof before it can condemn us all!” Her voice raised as she took a step closer to the woman. “The Elves can’t come in here and play badass for the fairies. The ladies have no proof… they have no right!” 
 
    Sybil’s face never flinched at the threat. With a raised finger, she halted Semele’s advance. The other Succubi held their ground, letting the drama play out. Kennedy was certain the war might start right then and there. 
 
    Sybil’s voice flowed sweet as can be. “You have little recourse in the matter. After the way you flaunted your abilities around town, calling attention to your race with your flamboyant behavior, and your unsavory appetites… it is little wonder the humans have not plucked your kind off the street and saved all Fae from the embarrassment you create. The ladies grow tired of your extravagances. Your time is coming.” 
 
    The veins popped from Semele’s neck as she struggled to make her point. “Pack sand… You have no authority here. You are a guest… You break the peace, not I.” 
 
    Kennedy remained focused on the confrontation taking place before her eyes. She never thought the day would come when open warfare hit the underground of Boston. If this became a shooting war, all hell was about to break loose. 
 
    “I have come for the stranger. Bring him to me, and all might be forgiven.” Sybil said while her grip held Semele in place. 
 
    Kennedy never noticed the vines and roots working their way toward Sybil. It was best for them all that the female Elf didn’t notice them either. From above and below, tendrils of vegetation attacked the limbs of the woman in white, breaking her concentration. 
 
    Free of the holding spell, Semele dropped to her knees, gasping for breath. Their leader free of the conjuring, the other demons rushed and overpowered the Elf. They all used excessive force with gleeful abandon. 
 
    Kennedy was fairly certain where the roots and vines came from, but now was not the time to question the twins. They needed to find Tom and make their escape before all the Sylvan kind came to the defense of Sybil. 
 
    “Get out of here and protect that man. He is key to the future.” Semele coughed into the floor. With a yank, she snapped a chain around her neck and held an amulet out to Kennedy. “Take this, it will open the portals for you.” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t need to be told twice; she snatched the chain. If the Elves acted on the orders of the ladies from the Seelie Court, there had to be some truth to the rumors. If the Sylvan side wanted him, she was certain both the outcasts and the Redmen would be hunting him as well. 
 
    If The Authority were worth a salt, they would be on his tail too. Who was this mystery man? Could he be the new-blood witch like the others thought he was? Had she misjudged him? 
 
    Kennedy was now certain she needed to get Tom out of the city, but where would be safe? That was the question. And who would pick them up and drive them to safety? 
 
    The tunnels under the graveyard looped back onto themselves, not leading anywhere but in a twisted maze to confuse interlopers. Kennedy caught Tom’s scent as soon as she traveled a few steps past the entrance of the tunnel he’d picked. Another, different smell passed her nose. One she’d never smelled before, all freshly plowed fields and pine tar. 
 
    She made out a raspy voice saying, “Remember to call my name three times?” She’d heard that sound before. It was a stone mouth, come to speak to Tom, she assumed. How to control the mouth, and what to do with the information? With the attack of the Sylvan and the interference from the Seelie Court, now was not the time for a confrontation. She would need to keep an eye on Tom. He was certainly not what he appeared to be. 
 
    His eyes opened wide when she padded up to him. The blue flame from his finger cast strange shadows over his face.  
 
    Kennedy whispered, “We need to go. There has been a development.” 
 
    “What if I don’t want to go?” 
 
    “Then you can stay here and deal with the Elves and their handlers. They want you off the streets… or worse.” Kennedy hated leaving her covenmates behind, but they could take care of themselves. 
 
    Tom shook his head and cast his eyes to the tunnel floor. 
 
    Kennedy continued, “Look, I don’t know who or what you are, but Semele thinks you’re important. Someone is trying to collect you, that means you have some worth. If Semele thinks you’re important, that is reason enough to get you safely out of the city and to our safe house.” It took every ounce of willpower to not cuff him on the ear to get him to listen. 
 
    The flame went out on his finger, and he stood. “How do we get to your safe house?” 
 
    Kennedy reached out and took his hand in hers. “Follow me, we need to run.” Her words were punctuated by an explosion where the others held Sybil. “I think the Sylvan have arrived.” 
 
    She needed to temper her speed. Her shoes carried her much faster than a mortal could possibly run. 
 
    Walking along swiftly, she pulled out her cell and pulled up her Uper app, like Uber for witches. She called up a ride to meet them at the Park Street Church and take them to the Mystic River Reservation. Normally, holy ground was considered sacred, but a Sylvan just attacked the Succubi in their home. There was no guarantee any of the old agreements would be honored. This was the beginning of a new age. 
 
    The door opened, and snow drifted down the ramp. The pair breached the tunnels near the church. Her phone told her the ride was right around the corner. She was never so happy to see a familiar faded-blue 1975 AMC Gremlin, complete with the eight-track player blaring Santana when it dashed around the corner and aimed for the front of the church. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5: 
 
      
 
    The huge wet flakes of snow from the late-season storm did a wonderful job of covering the streets. Muck already covered the dividing lines, and the cars that traveled kicked up the slushy mess when they sped past. If the plows didn’t start clearing the snow soon, the streets would become impassible. The antique of a car slid to a stop at the curb, and the passenger window rolled down despite the cold. Santana’s guitar rips pierced the night.  
 
    Kennedy leaned down to make sure the driver was who she thought it was. “It is good to see you, Alondra.” She didn’t hold back the smile when spotting the woman with the dark mustache behind the wheel. 
 
    “Sista, how chew doin’? Chew know I like Alleye better… Hop in, this is no night to be out on the streets.” The voice of the driver was a deep rich baritone, her accent smooth as silk. 
 
    “Tell me about it, but I have a friend.” Kennedy pulled Tom up from behind. 
 
    “It’s okay, he’s a cutie. Just throw ‘im in the back. No room up here.” She pulled a handle, and the back hatch of the Gremlin popped open. 
 
    Tom paused, looking at the hatchback. “You have got to be kidding me…” he muttered. 
 
    “It is a short distance, but we can’t walk it, too dangerous. We need to hurry up, there is no time.” Kennedy pulled on his arm, urging him into the flat of the lowered back seat. 
 
    Tom relented and climbed into the storage area. Kennedy slammed the hatch closed once he was clear and ran to the passenger’s side door. “Alleye, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    The driver didn’t hesitate, stomped on the gas, and made a hard left turn of the wheel, forcing the car into a spin as Alleye laughed. The compact car did a full donut and a half on the slushy street. The sound of Tom bouncing off the rear windows made Kennedy smile, but she did reach for the seat belt. 
 
    When her search for the strap came up empty, she asked, “Where’s the seat belts?” 
 
    Alleye laughed with a maniacal twist to her voice as she joked, “Seat belts? We don’t need no stinkin’ seat belts.” 
 
    The little car flew down the street. Ahead, the light turned red, but Alleye showed no sign of slowing down. 
 
    Kennedy pressed both hands against the overhead. “Alleye…” 
 
    Tom yelled from the back, “Red light, red light, RED LIGHT!” 
 
    “Oh, shit.” The driver looked up from playing with the eight-track player. She reached down and pressed a button on the top of the gear shift and downshifted. The compact car jolted with renewed power, then the front wheels lifted off the street as the car rose into the air, barely missing the cross-traffic. “Always safer up here, fewer things to hit… Where chew heading, sista?” 
 
    “Take me home, the Mystic Reservation. You should know the place to drop me off.” 
 
    Kennedy made out the sound of Tom cursing from the back of the car. She should have warned him of the car’s unique capabilities, but she couldn’t remember everything. “You all right back there?” She risked a glance to check on Tom. There was little to see out the windshield, above the streetlights, the snow was even heavier. In the air, they flew through near-whiteout conditions. This was a strange storm, indeed. 
 
    “I’m fine… I’ll head back later and pick up my stomach. I seem to have left it behind when we took off.” It was hard to tell if he enjoyed the flight or not. “Is this a pizza box back here? What if someone sees us?” Kennedy guessed not. 
 
    “Don’t chew worry. Once the tires leave the ground, we go invisible. I got something special under the hood.” Alleye smiled, and a front gold tooth flashed in the rearview mirror. “Chew can have a slice if chew hungry, sweetie.” 
 
    Tom grumbled from the back, “No, thank you.” 
 
    The car flew past the skyscrapers and was quickly over the Charles River. MIT flew under them in the dark. “We will be in Medford soon. Let you out at the normal place?” 
 
    “As long as we are not being followed.” Kennedy twisted around, scanning out the rear of the car for any headlights tracking them in the whiteout conditions. 
 
    Alleye laughed. “Chew kidding, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” There were only a few flying cars still around. It would take a hardy soul to follow them on a broom in this nasty storm. 
 
    A strip mall parking lot made a suitable landing strip for the Gremlin. Alleye touched the car down in six inches of snow across the Mystic Valley Parkway from the park where the coven’s tree grew. The landing couldn’t be called soft.  
 
    Tom bounced around the back like a pea in a boxcar. “Watch it,” he cried when he finally stopped rolling around. 
 
    Kennedy stepped from the car. She scanned the area looking for a tail. 
 
    “Can you let me out of here? I think I’m going to be sick,” Tom wailed from the rear of the car. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t in the best of moods. She worried about her covenmates she’d deserted back under the graveyard. “Quit bitchin’, will you.” She popped the hatch on the trunk. 
 
    Tom never fully escaped before hurling his guts onto Kennedy’s black and white sneakers.  
 
    She wasn’t quick enough to step back. “Damn it!” 
 
    Alleye called out from the front to the pair, “Chew two be careful. Strange goings on out here right now.” She stuck her arm out, two cards in hand. “Chew both take these. Call me direct if chew need a lift. It’s no night to be walking the streets.” 
 
    Kennedy took both cards. “Thanks.” 
 
    The engine raced while Kennedy pulled Tom safely out of the back and slammed the hatchback. Before they back peddled to the curb, the Gremlin did three complete donuts in the fresh snow, spraying muck everywhere. 
 
    Kennedy pulled Tom by the arm, nearly dragging him across the parkway and to the sidewalk that bordered the greenway. 
 
    Upon reaching the snow-covered brush of the wild area, he planted his feet. “Thank you for everything… but I’m not going into the woods with you.” His voice was breathless as he spoke. “Thanks for all your help. I think I will leave you here.” His fists flexed and clenched as he spoke. 
 
    “I don’t think you understand—” 
 
    Tom cut her off, “I understand fine. You don’t want me here, you are only doing this for yourself. I think I am better off on my own than with you.” He could have left it off there, but he continued. “You have done nothing but treat me like shit since I saved you—” 
 
    It was Kennedy’s turn to cut him off. “I never asked you to save me. I didn’t need your help.” 
 
    Tom jerked his arm from her grip. “Fine. I’m out of here.” He stormed off down the sidewalk. 
 
    “You won’t last thirty minutes on your own,” Kennedy called to his back. “You forgot Alleye’s card…” 
 
    Tom answered with a raised middle finger. 
 
    In the span of two steps following Tom, Kennedy changed her mind three times on her course of action. Follow him, blast him in the back, or screw him, all flashed through her mind. In the end, she decided—not knowing his capabilities to take an attack—it would be dangerous to blast him in the back with a spell. If he didn’t want her help, she felt under no obligation to force it onto the strange man from down south. 
 
    Stuffing the cards in her front pocket, she looked at his clear path of prints leading through the snow. If someone did follow them, they would track him down easy enough. With the murmuring of a few keywords, she stepped off the cement and through the undergrowth of the wild park, without a trace of her passing left behind. 
 
    She pulled out her cell. There were no calls or messages from the twins. The urge to reach out to the pair called to her, but instead, she decided to trust the two. They would call her if they needed help… if they could. Now was the time to warn the others in her coven of the attack by the Sylvan and the possibilities of war coming to Boston.  
 
    She never thought the day would come when the Seelie Court would act so brashly. They were supposed to be the good Fae. It only proved that, no matter the group's reputation, people would act first in what they believed to be their best self-interest. Old alliances be damned. For most creatures, power was the only thing they understood. 
 
    The huge oak tree stood waiting for Kennedy. It had been her home since she was old enough to understand what home was. The coven moved here after the end of the witch trials, before the curse of the nonwitch Toothaker was fully understood. 
 
    Kennedy scanned the area. The tree itself was well known to those who lived in a world of magic. Anyone who wanted to visit the coven here could. Her concern was over the mundanes, the normal people of the world would not understand a teen girl walking into the hollow of an oak tree in the middle of a dark snowy night. That is how urban legends are started. 
 
    Satisfied no one watched her, she pressed her hand on the rough bark, next to the hollowed section of the trunk. The tree opened wide and exposed the spiral staircase leading down. 
 
    The smell of freshly baked cookies greeted her return. It was the tree’s way of letting her know everything was all right inside. Her home, the coven’s home, for the past few centuries was a living breathing part of the landscape and as much of Kennedy’s family as the witches who shared the space with her. Besides, when she came into the space and smelled the cookies, she always felt like a cookie-making Elf from an advertisement. 
 
    The main hall under the tree looked more like a tavern from a fantasy film than a kitchen and living room combined. A large table dominated the center of the room with a modern kitchen along one wall. On the far side, a hearth burned with a magical smokeless fire with a large cauldron suspended by an iron strap always ready to brew something. Herbs and other spell components grew from the walls, turning her living room into a greenhouse. 
 
    Always warm under the ground, Kennedy shed her black hoodie and draped it on the back of a chair. 
 
    “Anyone here?” she called out, not sure who to expect. There was no way Trinity and Dani beat her back. She hoped they had escaped the Sylvan’s attack unharmed. The twins were resourceful and powerful witches together. Teamed up with the firepower the Succubi could throw, the Elves would find their hands full. 
 
    “Marylynn, are you here?” she called out for the eldest witch in the coven, but no one answered. 
 
    She stepped to the door of her room and called out the name of the second in command of the coven before she stepped over her threshold. “Johan, are you here?” There was no real hierarchy like that, but it helped Kennedy to keep them in order. She paused before pushing the door open to her own room. 
 
    Kennedy had one job, to keep Tom safely out of the hands of those who might hurt him, and she failed. She had left Dani and Trinity alone with the Succubi to cover her retreat, and then she let her ward simply walk off into the night.  
 
    She knocked her head on her door to punish herself. What was she supposed to do? She was not going to kidnap the man. She was not going to force him to follow her. 
 
    The scent of the tree shifted and brought her out of the funk of a mood. The smell of rotten cabbage whiffed past her nose. She was no longer safe and alone. Someone, a Goblin by the stench, intruded in the coven’s space. The scent of applewood pipe tobacco reached her nose next. She knew that smell, both of them together only meant one thing. A visit from The Authority agents she disliked the most was in her immediate future. 
 
    “Imagine finding you here,” the familiar voice called out. 
 
    Kennedy called out, “Decker…” and his lapdog Hooper the green Goblin invaded her space. “It is my home. Where else should I be, or who did you expect to find?” 
 
    Kennedy knew agent Decker from when he was a greenhorn rookie. Decker and his partner Goblin worked together since the golden age of the eighties. Kennedy knew the human from back when he didn’t need to wear a hat to hide his thinning gray hair.  
 
    Goblins earned a reputation for being nasty, disgusting creatures. Kennedy hated to judge a race from only a few examples, but Hooper working for The Authority wasn’t an outlier. If there were a Fae to be found working for the norms, or turning into a stoolie, ninety-nine times out of a hundred, it would be a Goblin. They sucked up to the influential, no matter the race. The other Fae treated them like the scum they were. 
 
    The short creature jumped on the table, his pugged nose sniffing the air. They could have shifted, made themselves more normal looking, tried to fit in, but Kennedy was certain they relished being the green monsters they presented to the world. “She’s alone.” He was tracking mud everywhere he moved. 
 
    Kennedy suppressed the spell she had ready to blast the invaders in her home. The fastest way to end up in the clink was to blast an agent of The Authority. “I hope there is a good reason for this intrusion. As Hooper informed you, I’m alone and getting ready for bed.”  
 
    Decker strolled over to the black hoodie she left draped over the chair. He stroked his fingertips over the cloth. “You just come in?” 
 
    He played with her. The video remained out there for anyone to find. “You know I did. Is there a point?” 
 
    The agent slapped his hands on the back of the chair. Hooper crouched low, knuckles resting on the tabletop. His eyes glowed a sickly green in the light of the magical fire. 
 
    “Nasty business out there tonight. You know who we’re after. Tell me where the boy is, and I’ll make sure your name stays out of it.”  
 
    The Goblin never carried a poker face, his eyes bugged out at the offer. 
 
    Kennedy never believed an offer too good to be true.  
 
    “We should throw this witch into the deepest hole and let her rot there until the end of time,” Hooper growled. 
 
    “Wow… don’t hold back, Goblin, tell me what you really think. Good thing for me, you aren’t allowed to make decisions, or I’d be in real trouble.” Kennedy winked at the little man and watched as his cheeks turned a darker shade of green. 
 
    The creature lunged and caught Kennedy by surprise. Out of reaction, she threw up a shield, but Decker reached out and, with an impressive display of speed for an old man, grabbed the scruff of his partner’s neck. Stopping the attack before it started. 
 
    “Now you’re playing good cop, violent cop?” Kennedy dropped the shield in an attempt to deescalate the situation.  
 
    Decker twisted his wrist and brought himself face to face with his partner. “Take a break. I want you to cool off—outside.” 
 
    The little green man fought with the hand on his neck. “It is against the rules for you to be alone with this bitch. She might cast a spell on you.” 
 
    “It is also against the rules to attack a suspect and force them to cast on an agent… Take a break, and I won’t report you.” Decker never flinched while making the threat. If it was an act, he deserved an Emmy for the performance. 
 
    Hooper went slack, relented, and finally nodded. He headed straight for the stairs once Decker helped show him the way. Alone, the old man came back to the table and placed a picture of Tom in front of Kennedy. “We need this guy and what he took. It’s important. I’m too close to retirement for this shit. Just give him up, and I won’t take you in.” 
 
    “I don’t know where the guy is. He ditched me… I don’t know what stuff you’re talking about… What do you want with him for, anyway? Why is he so important?” 
 
    “You know I can’t tell you what he took… You and I, we’ve always had an understanding… to not screw each other… This is about the safety of the peace. You know that is all I care about.” Decker picked up the photo and put it back in his overcoat. “I’m not sure, maybe nothing, maybe the end of the world as we know it. I know everyone, every syndicate in the city, searches for him and the stuff that went missing tonight. Someone announced to the world they had a magic weapon and weren’t afraid to use it. Anyone near when they surface will…  
 
    “Listen, soon as things heat up, I might not have any way to help you. For old time’s sake, give him up, and I will keep you out of it.” 
 
    “I don’t know where he is. Last I saw him, he ditched me near the Commons. He is probably still in the city.” 
 
    Decker lowered his eyelids. For the first time, he looked older to Kennedy than he really was. “I hope you know what you’re doing.” 
 
    Kennedy was certain the old man didn’t believe her, but she was not ready to turn her soul over to the man just yet. “Sorry, I don’t know where he is.” In a way, she told the truth, or at least a partial truth. 
 
    With a flick of his wrist, he pulled a card from his overcoat pocket. “Listen, this is important. If he contacts you, or you learn anything, you need to call me. That has my cell number on it. Don’t call The Authority direct. Call me. I can’t help you if The Authority finds out…” 
 
    His words struck her to the core. There was a tone in his voice she had never heard in the decades they knew each other. She drifted her finger over the card, searching for a reading of his intentions. She found none. Better safe than sorry, she stuffed the card in her back pocket. 
 
    Decker strolled towards the spiral staircase that led to the surface. “Take care of yourself. Remember, not all Goblins work for The Authority…” And with that, he was gone. A strange warning, maybe the old man knew more than he told her. The scent of the agents drifted away. Kennedy knew she was alone in the tree.  
 
    Her eyes drifted over the roots that made up the ceiling, and she let out a deep breath. “Mother, damn it all.” She hated taking the goddess’s name in vain, but she didn’t want to admit the need to find Tom and help the pain get off the streets until they could find out what the hell stormed towards the city. She knew she should find him but… did she really want to? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6: 
 
      
 
    The thought of heading back out into the storm turned her heart cold. To put herself at risk for a stranger did little to motivate her into action. Besides, Tom made it clear he didn’t want her help. “Why should I stick my neck out for a strange man from away?” she grumbled to herself. 
 
    A soft breath of air passed through the main room. “If it was one of the coven, would you help the young man?” Marylynn’s disembodied voice drifted through the space. Her body still not to be seen. 
 
    Kennedy spun around, searching for the source of the voice. “Where are you?” 
 
    The voice became louder and more distinct, growing stronger with each word. “Trapped… Look in the cauldron.” 
 
    She moved to the black iron pot that hung near the fire. The surface of the clear liquid inside reflected Kennedy’s face and showed the much older Marylynn staring back at her. “What is going on?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, but the Sylvans came earlier. They are upset and violent. Rather than be taken, I escaped, and I think they trapped me in here… I can’t seem to break free from this pot.” 
 
    “Why would they come here? Why did you feel the need to escape? Can you tell me what is going on?” Kennedy never cried much, but to see her mentor’s refection in the cauldron, to learn she was trapped in a state of in-between, became too much for her to bear. 
 
    “Now is not the time to become emotional. You are going to need to be strong. You need to find this Tom and keep him safe. You need to protect him and the coven.” 
 
    “If the Elves attacked here in our sanctuary… are the wards against evil still up? Is the tree in danger?” A new worry tore into her heart. If she lost the tree and the coven’s home, Kennedy doubted she would be able to find the strength to continue. The great oak was much more than their home, it was one of the witch’s sources of power. 
 
    “The Elves certainly hold a different agenda than we do. That does not make them inherently evil. Misguided, perhaps but not necessarily inherently evil.” 
 
    “They trapped your soul in… a giant pot.” 
 
    “And they could have killed me or turned my mind to jelly. Don’t assume the Sylvans cherish life and freedom the same way we do. I believe they work for the good of all.” 
 
    “At the expense of the individual.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but now is not the time to debate the ethics of the Sylvans and moral relativity. You need to find that human witch and hide him until we can figure out what is happening.” Marylynn’s voice grew stern. 
 
    Kennedy’s tears dripped into the kettle. “I don’t know where he is…” Her voice cracked. “Where is Johan?” 
 
    “We don’t have time for you to break down. Johan has not returned. He has not been seen for several days.” 
 
    “I…” Kennedy couldn’t find the words. 
 
    “Some things happen for no reason, other times everything is interconnected. Now is the time you need to discover which is which. You need to become the witch you need to be.” 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    “I know, I was never the person to give rousing speeches to steel the hearts of others. That’s not my style. Listen, the Elves trapped me in here. You need to figure this out if I am to have any hope of escape. I wish I could tell you more, but I don’t know anything. They burst in here looking for a relic. They think an outcast has it. I was alone and ported out, and they trapped me in this pot before I made good my escape.” 
 
    Kennedy nodded. She always knew the other witches in the coven were not perfect, but she assumed they had their act together more than this. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a ball of twine. “I think I know what to do. You stay here…” She regretted her words before they finished leaving her mouth. “Sorry…” 
 
    “Where do you think I was going to go?” 
 
    “I said I was sorry.” Desperate to help her mentor, she whispered a single word into the ball of twine, “Seek.” The twine bat took shape and fluttered away up the staircase. 
 
    She knew it was still snowing outside. Her hoodie wouldn’t be enough to keep her warm in these frigid temperatures. She ran to her room and grabbed a huge puffy down parka. If she was going outside to play, she knew she’d better dress for the occasion. 
 
    She stopped at the top of the stairs. Events were spiraling out of control. If she could not get some reasonable answers that allowed her to get ahead of events, the future might be dark indeed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7: 
 
      
 
    On the surface, the snow blanketed the woods. The only sound the night made was the hush of the snow falling. It was peaceful. 
 
    The bat made of twine disappeared into the night. Kennedy half-expected her covenmates to have returned by now, but it looked like she was alone on this adventure. 
 
    She knew the direction Tom had headed; she should be able to pick up his trail on the sidewalk. With no clue of his intended destination and the snow working hard to cover his tracks, she needed to hurry. 
 
    Never a trusting person, she cast a concealment spell to hide her passage through the snow-covered forest and took off. The silence of the woods didn’t surprise her, she had been in a whiteout before. The fresh snow made everything smell the way it looked: clean. It would be near impossible for anyone to sneak up on her. She was alone in the woods, and for the time being, she found a comforting peace in the solitude. 
 
    The trip to the sidewalk was a relatively short one. The old oak tree was one of many that dotted the wild space. The tree was old when the Europeans arrived on the shore of what would become Massachusetts and eventually the United States. 
 
    There, as she expected, was a single set of tracks cutting through the ankle-deep snow. As she feared, the snow had already started covering the trail. She followed the trail for less than a hundred feet before it ended. Disappeared would be a better word. The snow had not covered the prints that remained; it was like something picked Tom up from the face of the earth and carried him away. 
 
    The bat made of twine returned to land on her shoulder. “Where is he?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    The connection between a witch and her creations was always a strange bond, with little understanding even among witches. She knew the trail had gone cold, not that the bat told her in so many words, but she knew. The bat had searched ahead and conducted a circular search pattern trying to reacquire the target, but Tom had vanished. 
 
    So focused on the conundrum of the missing male, Kennedy stiffened when the hair on the back of her neck stood on end and a new scent drifted past her in the falling snow. The strong aroma of animal musk reached her. Out of instinct, she turned to the woods at her side, expecting the attack to come from the concealment of the trees. 
 
    The attack that came from the recessed entrance of a block of apartments across the street took her by surprise. The force of the blow knocked the wind out of her. She flew out of control into the forest, landing in a lump in the brush off the now-deserted road. Some animal attacked her, and with no wind in her lungs, there was little she could cast to defend herself. She used one of the few spells that had no verbal components. Blue flame sprung from her fingertips. Much like a pilot light on a gas stove, it provided limited light but could be increased exponentially in size. Kennedy doubted it would keep a devoted attacker at bay, but she had to hope for the best. It wasn’t in her nature to give up. 
 
    Rolling onto her back, she prepared for the next attack. She realized her attacker was a Lycan before it stepped into view. How it changed into a beast with no full moon was beyond her comprehension. There, between two leafless oak trees, stood a two-legged wolf at least seven feet tall. 
 
    The creature stood rigid. Spittle sprayed from the beast’s maw when the snarls began, yet it didn’t attack. Kennedy was no herbalist, like the twins, but she figured out she lay in a patch of wolfsbane. As long as she didn’t move, the beast should not enter this part of the forest. 
 
    She remembered when Dani had planted patches of different herbs deep in the forest surrounding the coven’s tree. Kennedy didn’t understand the need to spread out the plants. She always contended it would be more efficient to plant a normal garden, not spread the patches out, making it harder to harvest. 
 
    Dani said, “It is better this way. Who knows, this might save your life one day.” 
 
    Kennedy remembered her friends fondly and hoped the twins were both safe. Kennedy needed to fix this somehow. 
 
    Safe for the moment, by concentrating, she was able to fill her lungs with air. Once she did, her voice returned. She could have killed the beast man, but something was amiss. Lycans left the populated areas long ago. They preferred the countryside of the western part of the state, or perhaps New Hampshire or Maine. To find one this close to the city would be like finding a Kraken in Spot Pond. It just wouldn’t fit. 
 
    Stranger still, around the beast’s neck hung what looked like a slave collar. Kennedy was no expert on the Lycans. What she did know… as a race, they remained fiercely independent loners. When they shifted, everything they wore shredded, leaving only their fur-covered bodies. 
 
    Kennedy stepped closer, the flame from her fingertips allowed enough light to confirm her suspicions. This man was nude, save the fur that covered him, and the collar around his neck smelled of magic. The fire stayed burning from her left hand, but with her right, she pointed her index finger at the creature and, with precision, shot a bolt of energy at the monster’s throat—and the collar. 
 
    The scream of pain forced Kennedy to her knees as the beast was lifted off his feet, blasted back from the force of the attack. The screams stopped. She didn’t think the spell cast would have the effect it did. She only wanted to remove the collar from the man. Logic dictated that if the beast was controlled or forced into the change, the collar should have something to do with it. Removing the collar should have the desired effect, and the beast should shift back into his human form.  
 
    There were too many variables, and Kennedy didn’t trust her theory enough to leave the safety of her small patch of wolfsbane. 
 
    She stood and crept her way to the edge of the garden. “Are you still alive?” she called off into the direction the wolf flew. 
 
    Her only answer was a growl, but this was more human-like, definitely not an animal. More like someone in great pain. 
 
    “That hurt…” There came some undescribed curses from the brush, but the voice was that of a human. 
 
    “Can I come help?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “NO!” the voice shouted back, then followed up with a calmer reply, “I don’t have any clothes on… I’d rather you not see me like this.” 
 
    “You will freeze to death if you don’t dress soon.” 
 
    From behind a thinly snow-covered bush, the nude man spoke. A young man—Kennedy guessed he was easily under twenty, he seemed like he barely needed to shave—stood in the shadows cast from the blue flame she held high from her fingertip.  
 
    He spoke with such a shy voice. “I think I would rather die than be seen like this.” 
 
    It was hard to say, but the male blushed at his predicament. Kennedy was surprised. Not what she expected a wolfman to look like at all. If anything, the slender young man would be thought of as nerdy, perhaps even a wimp. Not the beast she expected the human form of a Lycan to look like. “You got a name?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “Yeah, sure… Randell… sorry, about the whole attacking-you thing. I wasn’t myself?” Randell shrugged and shivered at the same time. 
 
    “You’re going to freeze out here…” 
 
    “I don’t think I have far to go… Where is here?” The young man scanned the indistinguishable woods. 
 
    “Medford… you from one of the schools?” 
 
    Randell hesitated before answering, “Yeah, one near here.” 
 
    “Listen, across the street, in the strip mall, there is a green box people throw clothes in for the homeless. It isn’t far. You should be able to find something there warm to wear.” 
 
    “Thanks… for freeing me from that collar.” He turned to leave but stopped short. “And for not killing me. I owe you one.” 
 
    “Do you know who sent you? Who collared you?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “No, sorry… When I’m in animal form I remember little. I think it is a defense to keep me from remembering what I do while shifted.” He picked his way through the snow-covered forest, cursing softly each time he stepped on something sharp. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t surprised the young man didn’t add “who he killed” while shifted. He didn’t look much older than her, maybe he was eighteen, maybe twenty or so. Maybe a college student from the look of him. If that was so, how did he end up in a control collar? How could he be a teen wolf in college? 
 
    Once the young man left her alone in the forest, she padded her way from where she stood to the imprint his body made when he landed headfirst into the snow. She found what she searched for. The control collar she blasted off the Lycan’s neck. Before she even inspected the magic ruins etched into the leather and metal collar, the hollow pit in her stomach grew. The elvish runes were unmistakable. 
 
    It seemed all roads led to the Sylvans. Kennedy didn’t want to travel back into the city, but the only way to find out what was going on might be to confront the Elves of Boston Common. She had no other leads. All but one of her coven had gone missing in action, and that one had been locked into a cauldron. Kennedy had never felt so alone. Her only lead now was to enter the den of those who seemed to be after her. 
 
    She turned the Elven-crafted collar over in her hands once more. In her mind, she could think of no better way to implicate the Elves than use their magic to attack the witches. It reminded her of the video that showed Kennedy casting into the general population when she worked so hard not to show any display of magic. Perhaps she jumped to the conclusion someone wanted her to reach. As far as she could see, she had little choice. Marylynn told her to protect a man who disappeared. Chances were better than average the Elves had picked him up off the street, and now they held Tom, Trinity, and Dani. She stuffed the control collar into her pocket. It would be needed as evidence when and if she reached the court. Problem was the court was protected behind the veil that hid the Elves. Kennedy had little choice now. 
 
    The Sylvans started this war. Now it was time to take the fight to them and discover their end game… if they even had one. Elves were too hard to understand. The Seelie Court was even more inscrutable. Kennedy needed to try. She needed answers, and it seemed the only place she had a chance to find any was Boston Common and beyond the veil. 
 
    This time, she planned on walking to Boston Commons. With her enchanted high-tops she could take the high road and never be seen breaking the laws… of physics. With her shoes and taking the rooftops, she should be able to make the run in under thirty minutes.  
 
    The way the snow was coming down, it might take hours for a mundane car to reach downtown. Kennedy had yet to see a single piece of snow removal equipment pass by. Boston was never the most efficient city government around, but one thing they normally did a pretty good job of was removing the snow. Even if this storm came from nowhere, the city’s reaction seemed strangely lacking.  
 
    All things are connected. Marylynn’s words rattled around in her head. She could see how the snow and the other strange events of the night might be connected, but right now, she didn’t need to understand everything. 
 
    She needed to free Marylynn and find Trinity and Dani.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8: 
 
      
 
    Traveling over the flat roofs of the three-story homes that had been divided into apartments made travel through the city of Somerville easier for Kennedy. The warm roofs made the snow thinner than on the streets, if icy in spots. Here, jumps over the cross streets would be hard to explain. Thankfully, she doubted anyone would be clearing the snow off the roofs anytime soon to find her footprints. If they did, she was sure the norms would think of some logical explanation for Kennedy’s trail. 
 
    She never slowed down, that is until she passed a pigeon coop and a voice called out to her, “Witch, stop.” 
 
    On a crowded street, she might have ignored the shout as some strange person yelling at another, but the circumstances of being on a roof in a near-blizzard with a child’s voice calling her witch was strange even in Kennedy’s world. She forced herself to skid to a stop before jumping to the next roof. 
 
    The blue flame leaped to her fingertips as she crept back to inspect the pigeon coop. “Who’s there?” she whispered. Since there was no ambush, Kennedy was uncertain. Her gut told her to attack first and ask questions later, but her training required her to keep the use of magic limited to emergencies, like being attacked by a Lycan in the woods. 
 
    It was so much easier to blast first and ask questions later. In that regards, she thought the Succubi had a better grip on the realities of life. 
 
    “I have a message for you.” The voice was strange. Definitely not an enchanted bird. This was something different. 
 
    Kennedy peeked under the tin roof of the abandoned coop. There, inside, she found something completely unexpected. The size of a child, in a tattered mildewed dress. Most of the hair had been pulled from the cracked head of the creepy porcelain doll. 
 
    “Why should I trust you?” She knew it was only an enchanted object, not unlike the mouth that spoke to them outside the Ogre bar, but the missing eye and the cracked face made her hair stand on end and palms damp. 
 
    The doll continued its program. “You need to find Tituba… In the alley.” 
 
    “You know she died over three hundred years ago?” Kennedy knew the original Tituba when she was very young. 
 
     “And no… not the original one… There is a child, a new one… You must find her.” 
 
    “Is there any more information?” 
 
    “You will find her among the human outcasts.” Kennedy realized why she was suffering from such an uneasy feeling while listening to the animated doll. She didn’t recognize the spell, nor could she catch a whiff of the magic being used to bring the doll to life. “Follow Spruce Street.” 
 
    Before Kennedy asked another question, the doll slumped to the floor in a heap. 
 
    “Creepy ass doll.” She nearly set it ablaze with the spell she used for light but instead decided to leave it. One day, it might prove useful, but she didn’t want to lug the thing over the roofs of the city. She pulled out her phone and dropped a pin on her map app. Being a witch was so much easier and harder with the advent of technology. 
 
    “Soon, the norms will be learning witchcraft.” She chuckled to herself as she bent down and inspected the creepy doll. She expected to find some animatronics making the doll come to life, like a possessed teddy bear. She only found an antique doll, porcelain head, and what seemed like a cloth body. She found no hidden electronics. The discovery made her stomach turn. This was something completely different from what she had learned in her three centuries of studying witchcraft. 
 
    As much as she wanted to reach the Boston Common Sylvans, she knew this needed to be investigated. Marylynn told her that all things might be connected. The Elves would need to wait. 
 
    She did a quick search of her map, and the app refreshed her memory: Spruce Street was tiny. She should be able to find this fake Tituba quick enough. The smell of magic should help. 
 
    The snow fell heavier than she’d seen for many years. The warming winters had made Boston warmer, just not warm enough for Kennedy. 
 
    She bounded off the roof, jumping over the two-lane street below, and picked her way to the Charles River damn and the Science Center. The cover provided by the buildings should make crossing the river safer than a stroll over the Longfellow Bridge. 
 
    Reaching the river, she stopped and scanned the surrounding sights. The cables of the Lenny Zakim Bridge were barely visible through the snow. If Kennedy wanted to lay a trap for someone sneaking into Boston, the river crossings would be the place she’d set watches. 
 
    She spotted nothing and smelled nothing but humans, and only a few of them. It looked safe. She started off slow, keeping her body low to offer as small of a target as possible. Unfortunately, out in the open like this, she not only needed to worry about magic, but mundane weapons could kill just as efficiently as a blast of fire. A bullet could kill her as quickly, perhaps quicker, than most spells. If she had a warning, she might throw up a shield that might slow or deflect a shot, but… nothing was ever certain when technology and magic interacted. 
 
    Kennedy was tired of passing through life trapped in a child’s body, but she was not so exhausted with living to want to die. She liked life and wanted to keep hers continuing, even if trapped in a prepubescent form. 
 
    The fates still traveled with her. No bullet or blast of magic took her out while she passed over the buildings that sat on top of the dam. She was officially in Boston, even if the city on both sides of the river looked pretty much the same. 
 
    The expensive brownstones lining the Charles would have made travel easier, their constantly repeated height made travel quicker. Like a hop, skip, and a jump between buildings. Unfortunately, she was nowhere near them. Instead, she needed to work her way over the chaotic structures that made up the hospital complex just over the river. Kennedy didn’t slow to consider the magic that went on in those buildings every day. 
 
    She reached Spruce Street, and all she smelled was normal. “Shit,” she cursed under her breath.  
 
    She wanted to shout Tituba’s name, but rather than risk the overt style of searching, she went a different route. She pulled the ball of twine from her pocket and whispered, “Tituba.” The twine did something completely unexpected. Rather than turn into a bat, it created an arrow-shaped pointer. 
 
    Kennedy had never seen anything like that… ever. She turned to her right, and the pointer shifted by reshaping itself. “Stranger and stranger.” 
 
    She had little choice but to follow the arrow. If this Tituba had important information, Kennedy needed it before she confronted the Elves. 
 
    It only took a few steps down Spruce Street until the arrow shifted to point at a dark building. The doors and windows of the first floor were boarded up. This was becoming stranger by the second. She stood in a section of Boston known for expensive homes that lined the streets. A deserted building on fancy Beacon Hill was unheard of. Yet here she stood in front of a gothic monstrosity she had never noticed before. 
 
    There was no reason to find this building on a small dead-end cobbled lane off an out of the way cross street in the center of the city. The surrounding buildings dwarfed the three-story structure surrounded by leafless trees.  
 
    She used the magic of her shoes to reach the top landing of the fire escape in a single jump. From a quick inspection, she found the rooms beyond the window empty and dark. The arrow made of twine pointed inside the building. 
 
    With a snap of her fingers, the latch turned. It took some effort, but she forced the painted-closed double-hung window open and slipped inside the building. 
 
    The room she entered was empty, but a hall offered more to explore. Her head darted into the hall, expecting something to jump out of the dark at every turn. Spooky abandoned homes were the stuff of nightmares and scary stories for a reason. 
 
    All she found was the glow of candlelight coming from down the hall on the opposite side of the house. 
 
    Kennedy announced herself before entering the room. “I was sent by a doll…” A strange scent drifted past her nose. Someone was right around the corner. “I hope you expected me.” 
 
    “I had a friend send the message. I hope you don’t mind.” The voice was that of a child. 
 
    Kennedy stepped into the doorway, and she found the shape of a child under a black lace veil. 
 
    “Are you Tituba?” Kennedy asked, shocked to be summoned to this bizarre place by a normal child. 
 
    “Yes, I am told I am your opposite. I had to meet you to confirm the rumors.” She reached out a hand that was pale, old, and wrinkled, like an ancient woman’s. 
 
    “I must admit you have me at a disadvantage. I never heard of you until tonight.” Kennedy took the chance and touched the frail hand, shaking it slowly to not break anything. 
 
    “There is no reason for you to hear of me. I don’t have powers like you. Technically, I am powerless. My friends have all the power.” She took her hand back and pulled the veil from over her head. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t understand who, or what, sat in front of her on the floor. The body of a child with stringy hair, a wrinkled body like an old woman, and a head too large for the frame it sat on top of. “I don’t understand. You are a norm, and yet there is something about you.” This was a type of human the witch had never encountered. 
 
    “We are more alike than you think.” 
 
    “I believe we are nothing alike.” 
 
    “I disagree. We have both been kept from growing old.” 
 
    Kennedy watched as the old woman continued to speak. 
 
    “Like I said, I am your opposite. You are an old woman trapped in a child’s body. I am a child trapped in an old woman’s body. You can bend magic to your will. I can’t, but I have many friends that help me.” 
 
    “Then how did you send the message?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    The door slammed behind her, causing her to jump. “I have friends in dead places… They did it for me.” 
 
    “Necromancy?” Kennedy fought hard to not spit the words from her mouth. 
 
    “Not really… I call it more of a curse than your gift of magic. Not to sound too trite. I can see dead people, and they are my friends.” 
 
    Kennedy felt a sudden chill in the air like a hand passed through her chest. She knew spirits could be called upon to grant boons, even perform tasks, but that type of magic was frowned upon by Marylynn and her coven. They tended to focus on life-giving magic not dealing with death. “Your gift makes you look… old?” Kennedy felt a sudden urge to sit. “Are we alone?” 
 
    Tituba shook her head. “My friends surround us.” There was little the eyes could do to hide the sadness. “I’m not sure. I have been like this for my whole life. Odds are I will die long before they can cure me. I am alone in this world. If my friends didn’t help keep me alive, I would have died on the streets years ago.” 
 
    “Tituba… how old are you?” 
 
    “I am nearly old enough to drink. I will be twenty-one this summer.” 
 
    “And yet you look…” 
 
    “Eighty?” 
 
    “Yeah, something like that.” 
 
    Tituba nodded. “Yeah, it sucks, doesn’t it? All kinds of bad luck.” Her body was wracked by a coughing fit. She placed a white kerchief over her mouth. The coughing subsided; she pulled the white cloth away to find a splattering of red on it. “Last I heard, fewer than two hundred people in the whole world have this sickness. How unlucky can one person be?” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t know… “I’m sorry to hear all of this. Please don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m fairly pressed for time. Why did you call me here?” 
 
    “Fair enough, I know where to find sympathy. I had an important reason to call you here. I needed to deliver a message from Roger Toothaker.” 
 
    “No effing way… from what date?” 
 
    “I believe he would be a contemporary of your mother. He asked for you specifically by name. His manner of speech is from that period.” 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t have been more shocked if she’d been hit in the face with a bag full of cattle prods. “What was his message?” 
 
    Tituba closed her eyes and recited the words, “If ‘t be true, charm is to returneth, the hags wilt riseth to the nonce.” The young woman with the old face opened her eyes. “Do you know what it means?” 
 
    Fortunately, Kennedy knew what it meant and translated it for Tituba. “If magic is to return, the witches must rise to the occasion.” Kennedy hated getting a cryptic message from someone who died before she was born. And why her? “You have got to be kidding me. Is there more?” 
 
    “I am sorry, that is all.” 
 
    Kennedy forced herself to not grit her teeth. “That isn’t much of a message. Thin and vague.” 
 
    Tituba lowered her eyes, her voice thin as she spoke. “I can speak with the dead. Often, I don’t know what they are trying to say or even what language they speak.” 
 
    Kennedy moved closer and sat cross-legged in front of the girl. “That has to be hard.” 
 
    “Yeah, Google Translate doesn’t work with the dead. Who is the guy, and why is he dressed so old and talking so funny?” 
 
    “He was a man wrongly accused of witchcraft in the late 1600s. Back then, they talked funny…” Kennedy didn’t add that she felt the current population spoke even stranger, their words filled with acronyms and strange emojis. The only thing she was certain of was the changes she knew would happen all around her. “You say you are surrounded by ghosts… Do they know what is going on?” 
 
    “They haven’t said anything to me about it… Most spirits that remain on earth are like broken records, they simply replay the same thoughts over and over… like Mister Toothaker. A few I can control and have them do small things for me, like the doll on the roof. An even smaller few are more like my friends. They help me survive.” 
 
    Kennedy tilted her head. “Think your friends can ask around and find out what is going on with the Sylvan races? Why they are on a rampage?” Tituba looked up from the floor. Dark circles had developed under her eyes. Kennedy thought she looked exhausted. “If it isn’t too hard for you.” 
 
    “I can try. I need to rest. I will send my friends out.” The young girl in an old woman’s body waved her hand, and a stiff wind blew through the room, nearly blowing out the single candle she used for light and warmth. 
 
    Kennedy stood and backstepped towards the door. She never cared for messing with the dead. “I hate to run, but I need to check on the safety of some friends… I will come back as soon as I can.” 
 
    “Don’t forget what Toothaker said. It must be important for him to make such a fuss about it over that long of a time.” 
 
    You have no idea. “I won’t forget.” Kennedy tried the knob and found the door opened with ease. No ghosts held her captive. It was easy to retrace her steps to the window and fire escape. 
 
    Outside, the snow still fell. The air smelled sweeter. Inside the room there had been the oppressive stench of death on everything. That building was a strange sort of purgatory. If the structure housed the dead, there was a good reason it sat abandoned. No sane living person would want to live there. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t know what to make of Tituba and the cryptic message from the past. It pained her heart greatly. The message seemed to lend credence to the theory that Roger Toothaker was responsible for the curse on the new world. Kennedy never wanted to believe the lack of action on the part of her forebears brought such great shame on the new world’s magical community. However, with this message from the past, it seemed to imply that was the case. The curse was all the witches’ fault. 
 
    The dead were just as bad as the living. Never saying what they thought or using direct logical language. Life would be so much easier if there weren’t so many secrets.  
 
    She laughed when her feet hit the cobbles on the street below. “Yeah, and if fish had legs, they could ride bikes.” No use howling at the moon. It would change nothing. Only action would. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9: 
 
      
 
    Boston Common lay a few blocks south of the haunted block of flats, or maybe it was a whole house. While inside, Kennedy never gave it much thought. Now it mattered little. Soon she would reach Frog Pond and need to confront the Elves and their Sylvan allies. 
 
    She darted across Beacon Street and slipped into the park. Snow covered the lane. The way things were going, it might take several days to dig the city out.  
 
    Slipping her way down the slight hill, the hair stood up on the back of her neck. She wasn’t alone. What scared her more was the fact she couldn’t identify who was in the woods with her or where they had hidden themselves. It was bad when creatures hid the scent of magic. In Kennedy’s book, it meant they were up to no good. 
 
    An arrow whizzed past her head and embedded in a tree trunk. Kennedy flashed up her shield. It would slow bullets and make them near useless. Against magic arrows, not so much.  
 
    Risking her life and possibly giving the assassin another shot, she ran to the wayward arrow. It was as she feared, the arrow was of Elven design, complete with runes and a silver fletching. She snapped off the shaft and dove for cover as another arrow joined the first. 
 
    She was some distance from the pond. Running for it would mean exposing herself to fire. It was easy to calculate the direction the archer camped out for her arrival. 
 
    Why would the Elves try to kill her just before she turned herself over to them? That made less sense than a Leprechaun shooting off the magic weapon over the Zakim Bridge. Nothing about this night made sense. If she was to learn anything, she needed to reach the Elven grove on the far side of the pond and live to tell the tale… 
 
    Her high-tops helped. They increased her speed and maneuverability. Unfortunately, the snow did nothing to help with her traction. That might have played into her favor as well. With each cut in direction she made while running from tree to tree, her course became chaotic and hard to predict. She knew the arrows flew past her, but none connected. Either she was a wonderful dodger, or that archer was the worst marksman the Elves had. That seemed unlikely. The math didn’t add up. 
 
    Kennedy rounded a tree and spotted the crack in reality she searched for. It had been several decades since she visited the veil, and that had been an unpleasant experience. Bad enough she vowed to never find a reason to ever visit the land of the Elves again in her lifetime, and Kennedy planned to live for a very long time. 
 
    On the far side of the veil, she spotted her attacker standing in the light of the streetlight. Her eyes told her what she feared most. The damn Elf was ballsy enough to stand in the open with his hood down, pointed ears for all to see sticking out from under his long flowing white hair. “Bastard.”  
 
    He fired point blank. The arrow passed through the shimmering crack in reality as Kennedy dove for the safety of the other side. Her shield was still up and helped to deflect the magic arrow, but in her haste to dive for cover, her right leg lifted higher than the rest of her body. The arrow sliced clean through her shield and hit her in the back of the calf muscle. The burning pain of the arrow searing into her flesh was more than she could bear. She landed in the land of the Elves cursing like a sailor with the force of voice only intense pain can produce. 
 
    She wanted to roll on her back and grab the pain in her leg, but the arrow jutting from her wound made that a bad idea. Instead, she opted to roll on her side, grabbing her right leg to stop the flow of blood as it stained the bright green grass. 
 
    It was daylight on this side of the veil, and warm. If not for the pain coursing through her leg, Kennedy would have been happy for the respite from winter. Gaping wounds tended to hamper celebration. She did make her presence known to all by the swears that continued to roll off her tongue.  
 
    Over the centuries she had taken great pleasure in learning all the cuss words she could, from as many different languages as she ran into. It was a hobby that became useful at times like these. Not that she was often wounded by magic arrows, but she was content to know that, if she was, her vocabulary was prepared for the experience. 
 
    Someone came to her aid. Kennedy was shocked to recognize a familiar face. Sybil leaned over her. “Fancy meeting you here.” 
 
    “Where’s my brother and sister?” Kennedy screamed; small drops of spittle flew into the air. She didn’t care what scene she made in the land of the Elven kind. 
 
    Sybil raised her hand over Kennedy’s forehead and murmured, “Ad somnum.” 
 
    The witch watched as the Elf’s face went hazy, and the trees and blue sky behind her faded to black. Time for a nap. 
 
      
 
    <=OO=> 
 
      
 
    Kennedy had become accustomed to strange things long ago. Her life revolved around the bizarre and unexplainable. When she woke up in a tent, with the sun shining high in the sky, surrounded by what felt like spring, the scents of honeysuckle and jasmine drifting in the air… that part of the experience didn’t come as a huge surprise. Century-old memories came rushing back. She knew the scent before she opened her eyes. 
 
    What grabbed her attention were the six fairy ladies of the Seelie Court standing around her bed. She looked at each one in turn. They all stood like statues, eyes closed, heads lowered. This must be some kind of joke, except to her knowledge the ladies didn’t play pranks like the other Fae. They always presented a stern unwavering front of solid decorum. An example for the other Fae to follow. Pity few of the Fae followed their lead. 
 
    Kennedy’s past experience taught her one thing: don’t mess with the court. In her youth a few decades earlier, she got wrapped up in the concerns and protests of a few female norms. Witches had always lived in a female-dominated world, so what the norm women of the world suffered didn’t sit well with Kennedy. She lent her knowledge and magic potions to the cause. Like a modern Prometheus, she gave the secret of the Concilium potion. Not the sledgehammer of a full mind-control philter, but a drink that would make the males of the world listen to the valid arguments of the other fifty percent of the population. 
 
    It worked. The women gained their rights, nonviolently. They convinced enough men to support their valid claims. They won their rights. The problem was the court became suspicious of the change in man’s heart. Men, males specifically, are notoriously stubborn creatures. They will refuse facts right in front of their face to maintain the status quo.  
 
    As a known associate of the movement, the court suspected Kennedy of treason. Giving the knowledge of magic to a norm is one of the few capital offenses. 
 
    Kennedy escaped punishment. The court found insufficient evidence to charge her with a crime. They all had their suspicions she was guilty—the court told her so to her face—but they decided to not use more active methods to reach the truth… either torture or magic to gather a confession. 
 
    The young witch assumed they each held some reason for not punishing her. The women of the court were strange that way. Kennedy assumed they thought the outcome was desirable. They hated to see women mistreated so. In this instance, the ends justified the means.  
 
    However, Kennedy learned long ago to never assume she knew the mind of a Fae. Their thought process was as different as a witch was to a norm. The motive in any creature was a bitch to understand. 
 
    The ladies hadn’t moved the whole time she lay there waiting for anyone to speak. 
 
    “Ahem.” She cleared her throat softly. 
 
    “I know you’re awake.” The six spoke as one. It had been nearly a century since her last meeting with the ladies. They always creeped her out. Several more centuries could pass before she met with them, and it would still be too soon. “I study the problem.” 
 
    That was code for shut the hell up, I’m—we’re thinking. 
 
    The ladies could take any form. As fairies, they were also shifters. Now they looked like the Elves they choose to reside with. Kennedy had never seen their true form. Hushed discussions between witches suggested to ever see their true form would lead to madness. Kennedy didn’t want to test the theory to prove it wrong. 
 
    As one, the women who still surrounded her waved their arms in a slow arch over their heads. A shimmer of magic followed the movement. It resembled Kennedy’s protection shell spell but was much stronger. 
 
    None spoke until the spell was finished. As far as Kennedy understood, the inside of the tent was cut off from the rest of the world… in a place cut off from the real world. The implications made her mind swim. 
 
    “We can speak now… in private.” 
 
    Kennedy asked, “What is that spell?” 
 
    All six answered as one. “We call it the cone of silence… We stole the name, though.” 
 
    “We are cut off from the outside?” Kennedy wanted to plead her case, but if the Elves were involved, she didn’t want them to overhear her. 
 
    “You can speak freely.” 
 
    “I believe the Elves are working on starting a war with the outcasts. They have attacked me… and others. I have found their magic used to control others. I think they are trying to frame me for using magic in public… I swear I have followed your last orders.” Kennedy thought she was about to break down. The pressures of the night weighed hard on her soul. She needed her covenmates to help share the burden. 
 
    “These are strong accusations. We have your evidence.” Two pairs of hands revealed the arrow Kennedy broke from the tree and the collar she took from Randell the werewolf. She should know few secrets could be kept from the court. 
 
    “If you know about these things, you know more you are not telling us. Please, can you tell me what is going on? I am trying to honor the pact of the witches and keep the peace, but it is hard to do while I sit alone in the dark.” Kennedy fought back her emotions. It would do little good to appear the frail human before the court. Part of learning magic was to keep her emotions under control. The wrong emotion at any time might sour the casting of a spell and blow your face off. 
 
    The six ladies closed their eyes once again. 
 
    Kennedy assumed they conferred in private, but truthfully, she had no idea what they did. For all she knew, they were arguing over whether they turned the iron off. 
 
    They spoke as one. “All indications point to the Elves not acting in this affair without our approval. Strong magic is involved. The only viable answer lies with the involvement of the Unseelie Court. As the keeper of the peace, we task you to visit the Unseelie Court as an emissary to determine if they start a war. If they do, you must negotiate a cease-fire so the two sides can come to terms. This modern world will not survive a war amongst the Fae.” 
 
    Heart racing, Kennedy fought hard to keep her emotions under control. The court’s first words made the rest of their statements hard to understand. “The Elves act with our approval?” Kennedy did her level best to keep her tone calm and measured. 
 
    The voices were still as one. “Not all actions you attributed to the Elves are the work of the Sylvan Folk. What better way to implicate the Seelie Court than to use our proxies as scapegoats?” A single fairy spoke. Kennedy found it more frightening than when they all spoke. “Do not assume to understand our minds. What we do, we do for the peace of human- and Fae-kind.” 
 
    Reflexively, Kennedy balled her fists into the sheet that covered her. “Does that include imprisoning my mentor, Marylynn?” 
 
    The single fairy’s face showed zero sign of emotion when she spoke. “As a matter of fact, it does.” 
 
    It took all of Kennedy’s willpower to not attack the Fae and try, in a vain attempt, to burn down the entire pocket dimension they called home. She understood she didn’t have the power to destroy crap in this land. Their home, their rules, but the unemotional ladies did nothing to calm her anger. If anything, their passivity only intensified it. 
 
    “Before you act rashly, remember your oath,” the one said softly. 
 
    Damn if they couldn’t read her mind… Her oath was to protect the peace, not defend either of the courts. Her coven was all that mattered now. “I will be your emissary, but once this is over, both courts will need to answer to the abuse of power they wield without oversight.” Kennedy wanted free of the land of Elves, where she could have her own views without the thought-police eavesdropping on her emotions. 
 
    The ladies of the court reversed the wave, and the shield protecting the tent disappeared. 
 
    They spoke as one. “You are free to go, goddess’ speed on your journey.” 
 
    Yeah… pack sand, was what she wanted to say but instead muttered out of reflex, “Thank you. Goddess protect you.” The fact the court could read her thoughts gave her some solace as she stood and inspected her healed leg. 
 
    It only made sense. If the Elven arrow wounded her, the best people to heal the magic damage would be Elves. They did a good job; it didn’t leave a mark. 
 
    Time to head south and into the realms of the Unseelie Court. She hated traveling south. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10: 
 
      
 
    Since the 1700s, the south side of Boston carried a reputation of being a rougher part of town. Up until the American Revolution, the north side and south side were both controlled by human gangs. The Fae syndicates tended to keep a lower profile. Great gang wars had been fought over the turf separating the different gangs for centuries, both norms and Fae picking sides in the war. News of the violence was suppressed for years, keeping the general public ignorant of the violence happening around them. As long as it was thug killing thug or Fae killing Fae, most of the general population turned a blind eye.  
 
    Kennedy needed to travel into the roughest parts of the city to the Unseelie Court. Run by the Leprechauns, they had retreated to one of the many green spaces that remained. Another cemetery, of course, full of dead things and rarely visited by norms. It made the perfect hiding place for many types of Fae. 
 
    Outside the confines of the Seelie Court’s tent, she took a deep breath of the warm moist air of the Elves’ secret garden. If not for the Sylvan creatures who called this place home, it would have been easy to convince Kennedy to stay longer. She knew a wicked killer storm waited for her outside, and she didn’t relish the cold and blowing snow. 
 
    “You should be in irons.” She knew the voice that spoke as it rounded the tent. It was Sybil. Kennedy wanted to bash her face in but knew it would be unwise to attack an Elf on their home turf. 
 
    She turned to face the bitch who attacked the Succubi for no apparent cause. “It is nice to see you too…” Kennedy forced herself to put on a fake smile and turn her voice as sweet as possible. In truth, she wanted the satisfaction of tearing this creature’s face off with her nails. “Where are Dani and Trinity?” 
 
    “You don’t know? Why am I surprised… you did turn tail and run as soon as the going got the slightest bit difficult. You missed all the fun.” The wry smile that spread across the female Elf’s face made Kennedy’s blood boil. 
 
    Kennedy felt the hair on the back of her neck rise. In this instance, she wanted nothing more than to let loose all her rage and frustration into her magic and let the fur fly. “Just tell me if they are safe in Elf custody, and things won’t have to get ugly here.” 
 
    Sybil laughed, taunting her. “I am late for a meeting with the court.” She turned to enter the tent Kennedy just left. “If we did have any of your little coven in custody, it would not be my place to tell you. Anything I said, you couldn’t trust, anyway. Besides, we have real problems to attend.” 
 
    Before Kennedy responded, the female Elf disappeared beyond the flap. Damn, she hated Elves. If she read the last cryptic message correctly, the Elves didn’t have the twins. That might be good or bad, or Sybil played with her, and the twins were safe in a cell somewhere. Kennedy didn’t want to ponder the other possibilities. No bodies had turned up, or she would be certain to get a visit from a certain Agent Decker and his pet Goblin boy. 
 
    As much as she wanted to remain in the warmth of this magical place, she wanted to be rid of the foul being that made up Sybil’s personality. Besides, she needed to leave the veil if she was going to reach out for help. Cell phones never worked in magical lands like this place the Elves had created. She had no bars for a call. 
 
    It had been several decades since she came to the veil, but she didn’t recall the court’s tent being so far removed from the intersection between the two worlds. Perhaps the court knew something they didn’t tell her, and they had prepared for this coming war, with the Fae of the land outside going about their daily lives, ignorant of the danger that lay just over the horizon. 
 
    That sounded like something the court would do. Reaching the doorway between the two worlds, she took a last deep breath of the warm air. She would miss the sun and warmth, but it was time to travel to see the Unseelie Court and the malevolent ones that made up the dark side of the Fae. 
 
    Passing between worlds always tickled Kennedy’s soul. This time was different. When she’d stepped through, a feeling of dread filled her heart. Phone in hand, she checked to see if she had bars. They climbed slowly the farther she stepped from the space between. The lack of signal didn’t give her pause. It was the color of the night—or rather day—that concerned her more. Her phone informed her it was 0710, well after sunrise, yet the sky was as dark as midnight. 
 
    Stranger still, there was no traffic. Even if the governor called a snow emergency, there should be people on the streets struggling to go on with their lives. The streets were deserted, not another soul to be seen. “Shit,” Kennedy mumbled to herself. 
 
    She pulled one of the cards from her front pocket and keyed in Alleye’s number. 
 
    “Hola,” the voice called from the other side, a little too loud on speakerphone. Aaliyah blared over the line. 
 
    “Alleye, it’s Kennedy. I need a ride to the cemetery in Forest Hills… for just one this time.” Kennedy walked to a coffee shop on the south side of the commons. It might be open, and she could get out of the cold and snow while she waited. “I don’t think the T will be working today.” She didn’t think anything nonmagical would be working till this was sorted. 
 
    The woman’s voice changed pitch to a lower register. “Chew sure chew want ta go down there? They call that neighborhood Murderpan for a good reason.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure I need to.” 
 
    “Okay, if ya gotta. I’ll be thirty minutes.” 
 
    “Pick me up at the south corner of Tremont and West. You know the place?” 
 
    “Sure thing. See chew soon.” Alleye hung up, but not before starting to sing along with a song playing on the eight-track. 
 
    Kennedy continued her trudge through the snow. Her destination looked open, the lights on, and she spotted an older slender woman wiping down the counter. At least she could get out of the snow. The bell sounded cheerful when she pushed the door open. The shop was warm, and the scent of fresh donuts filled the air. 
 
    “Come on in and have a seat, dear. You must be freezing.” The woman behind the counter spoke with the softest voice. Most welcoming, she must sell boatloads of donuts. The shape of her face was framed by a mass of light brown curls. A little white pillbox hat from the fifties perched on her head. 
 
    “I’m just waiting for a ride… I only came in to get out of the cold.” Kennedy hadn’t eaten since the night before, and the smell of the fresh baked goods caused her stomach to grumble. 
 
    “Don’t mean you can’t come in. Sit down and have a cup… and an apple fritter. I don’t think it will be very busy today.” The woman’s age was hard to pinpoint. “You have your choice of seats.” She motioned for Kennedy to take one at the counter. 
 
    Kennedy worked her way to the stools set into the floor next to the bar. “How did you make it through the storm? They haven’t plowed, and I haven’t seen a car on the roads for hours.” Kennedy didn’t want to add she hadn’t seen a norm since the parties the night before. 
 
    “I hate to admit I have no life. I need to start very early to make the donuts, you see.” She motioned to the filled racks behind her. “I have been here since before midnight.” She made a full circle and gathered up a cup full of black coffee. “You take cream or sugar?” 
 
    “No, thank you, black will be just fine…” Kennedy inspected the racks of brightly colored pastries. They all looked delicious and tempting. As hungry as she was, she might spend hours eating in this place once she started. “What will you do with them if no one comes to buy?” 
 
    The woman set the cup down on the counter. “I have a deal with a local shelter. They take all my day-old product and distribute them to the homeless. Normally I don’t have a lot of leftovers. I tend to eat many of them throughout the day.”  
 
    Kennedy sat on one of the swivel stools. She smiled. “Seems like a sweet job.” Try as she might, Kennedy couldn’t separate out the scent of the woman from the smell of the donuts that seemed to permeate every inch of the shop. 
 
    The older woman chuckled. “I’m sorry, I forgot my manners. Call me, Rosina.” She reached out her hand. “You’re lucky you caught me. I’m normally gone by now. The day shift hasn’t made it in yet.” 
 
    Kennedy took the hand and gave it a quick firm shake. “Kennedy.” She couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at the touch. The woman’s hand felt smooth as silk. “You only work nights?” 
 
    Rosina continued, “Working nights is the best time. The owners are all gone, and I can have the run of the shop. Only a few customers come in after midnight, and they are mostly drunks looking to fill their sweet tooth to console a lonely heart.” 
 
    Kennedy remained suspicious. The events of this night made her doubly so. Something felt hinky. She left the coffee untouched. “I hate to be rude, but what are you?” 
 
    “What am I? What a strange question. I guess I’m a baker, maybe a waitress… What are you?” Rosina asked. 
 
    Kennedy was tempted to tell her the truth. “I guess I’m just a person looking for answers.” 
 
    Rosina nodded. “Everyone wants answers nowadays, not everyone can appreciate a good donut like they used to. In my experience, answers only lead to more questions, you know.” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t convinced this woman wasn’t some creature in disguise, but rather than cast in front of a norm, she played along with the charade. “True, but there are things I need to know. Something is happening outside. I think something bad.” 
 
    Rosina looked out the window. Kennedy followed her gaze. The only thing she could see was the streetlight across the street struggling to light the patch of earth directly below it. “Something bad is always happening outside. In here, it is always warm and safe. I prefer it here. Change is coming. I can feel it.” 
 
    Kennedy returned her attention to the strange woman behind the counter. “What kind of change… good or bad?” 
 
    “I don’t know, could be either, could be neither, might be both. I guess it depends on your outlook.” 
 
    The sound of Santana echoing between the buildings pulled Kennedy back from the strange conversation. A quick glance over her shoulder and she spotted the Gremlin waiting outside for her. “Sorry, I need to run…” Kennedy stepped away from the counter, her coffee untouched. Over the centuries, she’d heard plenty of cautionary tales about accepting gifts from strangers. On this night, there were too many people out to get her. The paranoia she normally kept in check ran wild. She hated the idea of becoming the main character in a future cautionary tale of hubris or misplaced trust. 
 
    “Take care of yourself, young lady. Stop by and see me again when this is all finished. You can have that cup and a fritter,” Rosina called to her as she left the shop. 
 
    Kennedy waved with her right hand as she pushed the door open with the left. The woman held something back, but short of casting a spell or torture, she doubted the truth would come out. Better to get in the car and travel south to learn what the Leprechauns had to tell her. 
 
    Alleye leaned over and pushed open the passenger door as soon as Kennedy came out of the shop. “Good coffee in that place. I stop there from time to time.” 
 
    “You know the woman behind the counter?” 
 
    “Not really, I go there for coffee, not talking. Now, what is this chew going south?” 
 
    “I have been directed to… In a way, this is part of my calling, even if I don’t like this part of it.” Kennedy searched for her seat belt before remembering it didn’t exist. “Thanks for doing this. I can’t think of another way to reach that far south in this storm.” 
 
    “Two things.” Alleye reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a small pistol. 
 
    Kennedy recoiled from the weapon. “What is that for?” 
 
    “This is one of my little friends a SIG P238, but I like to call it Carlita. If chew treat her right, she will be good to chew.” She passed the gun to Kennedy, grip first. “Careful with it. It is loaded but not one in the chamber. I never wanted to shoot myself while driving.” 
 
    As opposed to shooting yourself some other time? Kennedy took the gun. She never liked them much, but she knew how to use one in a pinch. How could a person live in the United States for over three hundred years and not know how to use a gun? Never having spent much time with Alleye, she didn’t know what type of Fae she was, as it didn’t matter much in the grand scheme of things. They were acquaintances, so the witch never felt the need to share anything about her circumstances, either, and never asked about Alleye’s. “You know I don’t really need this, right?” 
 
    “Sista, I don’t care how strong chew is, it is always better to have a gun and not need it than need a gun and not have one. Chew is walking into some dangerous turf and chew should be packing. I bet most others will be.” By the time she finished the lecture, the car was off the ground and flying south. Normally, it would have been too risky to take a full-sized car for a flight, even in a blizzard of epic proportions, but this was a special case. It wasn’t her car, and there were no norms anywhere outside. It was like someone called a snow day for New England. There were no humans anywhere to be seen.  
 
    Kennedy took the pistol without further argument, stuffing it in her parka’s right pocket. “What else did you need to know?” 
 
    “Chew know where all the people went? There’s some strange shit going on.” 
 
    The passenger window felt cool as Kennedy rested her forehead on the glass and searched the snow-covered roads for any signs of life. “I’m sorry, I don’t know where the norms are. Seems they all took the day off, with the sun.” 
 
    Alleye nodded her head. Kennedy was surprised when she let the topic of snow drop and changed the subject. “It is only a few miles away. Even in this snow, we will be there shortly. I am going to stay and keep the motor running…” She held up a finger. “No sense in arguing, understand?” 
 
    “Thank you.” Having a car waiting made Kennedy less worried. She hated dealing with the dark Fae. Where she didn’t understand the motives of the light Fae, the dark could be downright nasty, deadly, when they played jokes. They never put on kid gloves when dealing with others. 
 
    “Where chew want dropped off?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “I need to reach the largest island in the lake at Forest Hills… You know it?” 
 
    Alleye nodded. “I’ll drop chew off on the south side. I don’t think I can land on the island; we would end up stuck in one of the trees.” 
 
    “That’s all right, the trees on the island have a reputation for having one hell of a bite.” 
 
    Alleye banked the car to the left, circling the lake, looking for a good place to land. “I don’t see any lights down there. I think they have lost power in this part of the city. This might get rough; I’m trying for the path around the lake.” 
 
    Alleye was correct: it was a rough landing, but she managed to miss all the trees, headstones, and other monuments. It wasn’t far out to the lake, but Kennedy didn’t like the idea of floating out to the center for anyone to see. She had another idea, which would have been unthinkable on any other day, but since they had not seen a normal for several hours, she decided to risk the spell in full view of anyone who might be watching. It was time to step up and start taking risks. 
 
    Without the power to control heat like a Succubus, she would be required to get creative to cross the short stretch of water and remain dry. Running on the snow was not ideal, but the thought of leaping over the water and landing in what she considered to be hostile territory did not appeal to her sensibilities.  
 
    She did her best to build up some speed and not fall face first in the snow-covered grass. When she hit the water’s edge, she cast a shield spell below her feet and rode the field of force over the water like a surfboard. 
 
    With dry feet, she stepped onto the tiny island she knew hid the gateway to the land of the dark Fae. She was correct to assume the doorway was protected. The trees started groaning, the snow that covered the leafless limbs dropping to the ground in huge clumps. 
 
    Kennedy needed to duck and dodged the first limb attack. If it had connected, the force would have sent her flying back to the mainland. 
 
    Left hand raised, her shield flashed up before the nearest tree could attack a second time. With her right hand, she charged a bolt of power, ready to blast the next attacker. The sweet smell of heather with a hint of farm slurry mixed in filled her nose. 
 
    She cried out a bit too loudly, “I am Kennedy Leftwich. I come as an emissary of the humans. I am a keeper of the peace; I only wish to talk… Let me pass.” 
 
    A male voice answered her with a thick Irish accent, “You got no standing here, English whore. Take your ass back to your Elf masters… begone with you before you get hurt.” 
 
    “I come to talk, that is all. According to tradition and our compact, you must let me pass.” Kennedy hated standing in the open, waiting to be attacked, but it was her duty to try and keep the peace. 
 
    Another voice called out. A different accent, but still Irish, it sounded richer to her ear. “Seamus, you’re not be treating the lady right now, are you.” A human with dark red hair and a coat to match, not much older than a boy, stepped out from the dark. His was the voice of reason. Kennedy didn’t trust any reason from the dark. 
 
    “Sean, you know these witches. They can’t be trusted. We should burn them all and be done with it. They only lie and conspire.” 
 
    “I am only here to talk; I will remain peaceful if I am not attacked.” Kennedy tried to remain calm and not let fear creep into her voice, but she felt her throat tighten under the stress as she continued to hold the two spells. 
 
    “Now that’s not very nice. You’re forgetting your manners. You don’t want to be seen as unwelcoming, now do you?” Sean said as he waved the unseen man away with his hand. 
 
    Seamus remained in the dark. “Sorry, I forgot my manners. Céad míle fáilte, please come into our home.” 
 
    Sean smiled wide. “That’s more like it, a hundred thousand welcomes. Please follow me into our homeland.” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t entirely comfortable dropping her protective spells prior to entering the land of the Redmen and the Far Darrig. If the rules of magic worked there like they did in the land of the Elves, she doubted her spells would have much effect, anyway. 
 
    She lowered her hands, and her magic faded into the gloom of night. “It seems I am at your mercy. I have always heard about your grand hospitality, but I have never had the opportunity to enjoy it. I look forward to my time speaking with the Unseelie Court.” 
 
    Sean bowed then raised and waved his hands, opening a shimmering magic door between two trees. “Thank you for your kind words… but as a word of warning before you enter, we don’t like being called Unseelie, dark, or black. We don’t see a load of difference between us and the Sylvans… ‘Cept we don’t have a stick stuck so far up our arse we can’t bend over to take a shite.” 
 
    Kennedy had a hard time not agreeing with Sean’s assessment of the Elves. “Fair enough. What should I call you?” She never thought the names they called each other could bring so much animosity. 
 
    “Call me Sean. We are individuals first, not some hive mind or collective that can be lumped into a ball or stuck into a box. Redmen or Fair Folk is good enough if you can’t remember our individual names.” He chuckled, “Do you like to be called witch whore?” 
 
    Kennedy raised her right eyebrow. “Not particularly, no.” 
 
    “Then let’s try to not debase each other with unjust labels…. Shall we?” Sean stepped into the shimmering dark light. 
 
    For her first trip to the island of the Redmen, Kennedy had a hard time not agreeing with what Sean said. She would hold final judgment on the dark Fae for the time being. She followed her guide into the portal.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11: 
 
      
 
    Over three centuries of bizarre experiences never prepared her for what she faced on the far side of that portal. In her mind, she had built up the land of the Fair Folk to be some dark, chaotic foreboding place. Tales of horrors and misdeeds of the dark Fae ran rampant on the streets of the city. She knew of no witches who had ever traveled to this island, and if any of her Fae acquaintances ever passed through this door, they never spoke of this place. 
 
    Her first impression was… anticlimactic. The atmosphere she found on the far side was not much different from the Sylvan home. From initial impressions, the only discernable difference was the color of light. 
 
    In the land of the Sylvans, the color blue seemed… intensified, making the greens and blues more vibrant. Here, the color red seemed more pronounced. Green and blue were muted, but the red and yellow flowers seemed to pop, drawing the eye to the bursts of spring color. 
 
    Kennedy’s expression must have exposed her surprise. 
 
    “First time here?” Sean reached out for her hand. 
 
    “Erm… yes, but I bet you know that. It’s not what I expected.” Kennedy did little to hide the surprise in her voice. She needed to keep her wits about her. Now was the time to remain focused. 
 
    A grin spread over his face. “We get that a lot. Amazing how people judge us without even knowing us… This way, the meeting will begin soon.” 
 
    “I’m really here seeking information on a human… Tom is his name…” 
 
    Smooth as silk, the words flowed off the tip of his tongue. “Really… I don’t know any Tom, human or otherwise.” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure she believed him. The words came almost too quickly, like he’d rehearsed them. “Meeting, what meeting?” 
 
    “Yes, we need to discuss what our response will be to the declaration of war.” Sean didn’t rush. Kennedy would call it more of a stroll through the woods. She worked hard to focus, but Fae of every shape and race seemed to be about the woods. She always knew not every Fae of a given type joined a syndicate and decided to live amongst the humans. The land of the Sylvans and the Fair Folk provided a refuge from human contact. She wondered where the outcasts might call home. 
 
    “Did you know, long before humans, there were only Fae? There was no light, dark, or outcasts. We were united.” 
 
    Kennedy had heard this before… It was one of the chief complaints of the Fae. “And everything was perfect, but the humans came and ruined it all… I’ve heard it before.” She needed to be at that meeting. There was something afoot, and better to learn of it firsthand than after the fact. 
 
    Sean waited patiently until she finished. “That is what many would like humans, and newborn Fae, to believe, but history is rarely as neat and clean as we would like it to be. The humans came and intensified the natural divides that already existed. There were great arguments about what to do with the humans. Some argued for genocide, others a more cautious approach.” 
 
    “The Seelie Court wanted to protect humans.” 
 
    “That is their remembering of the events. The Fair Folk would disagree with that rendition of the facts. All races had extremists on both sides. The Elves had many battles over who would prevail. Before long, out of concern for the safety of everyone, two communities formed. Those led by the Seelie Court and the fairy ladies and us, the Fair Folk. This natural divide happened all over the world. I guess it was natural for the Fae to separate themselves from the ones they disagreed with.” 
 
    This version of the truth was new to Kennedy, but it didn’t explain the reputation of the dark side for mayhem. “This is different than what I have learned. If the Fair Folk are just like the Sylvan, tell me then, why do they have the reputation of being evil?” The words sounded harsh when they flowed from her mouth, but once said, she couldn’t take them back. 
 
    Sean laughed loudly. “You learned what the Sylvan wanted you to know. I’m sure some of that reputation is well founded. We have some citizens who take umbrage to the way humans treat the planet and the creatures that inhabit this world. Not all humans are nice… Should your race be judged on Hitler, Pol Pot, Amin, the worst of humanity?” 
 
    “Of course not, that would be insane.” 
 
    He squeezed her hand. “Yet we are judged by the actions of a few.” 
 
    “You could set the record straight.” 
 
    “Who would believe us? And more importantly, why? Tell me why we should feel the need to justify our existence? Our reputation has led to the peace we have enjoyed for many centuries. Except for a few crazies, we have had little disturb our peace.” 
 
    “Until now…” 
 
    Sean shrugged. “Unfortunately, yes.” 
 
    Their meandering led the pair to a huge meadow. Vines with great red blossoms intertwined the trees that stood around the glade. All manner of Fae had gathered. As far as Kennedy could tell, none tried to hide their true forms. These people did not band together in clumps like other groups. They spread out, all talking to one another, hugging and kissing. Kennedy would not be surprised if a great orgy broke out in the mass of people, there was so much body contact going on about the gathering. 
 
    Sean stepped into the glade, weaving his way to a rise in the center, devoid of others. Kennedy’s arm gripped tight, he pulled her with him to the base of the bump. A Pixie ring of mushrooms kept the crowd at a distance. He released her arm and stepped to the top.  
 
    With no warning, he shifted from the human form he’d taken, into a part-goat/part-man Satyr. His voice boomed as he began to address the gathering from the slope. “We are here today to debate the series of attacks against the Fair Folk and the upcoming war, and our response to the hostilities shown to us. The time for the final vote will soon be upon us.” 
 
    Watching from the edge of the mob, Kennedy tried to make herself small. She had felt no indication Sean was the leader of this land. He felt like a normal person to her. 
 
    “You all know my feelings; the peace has served us well for over a thousand years. It would be unwise to let the Sylvans’ goading push us into a rash action.” 
 
    An odd mix of cheers and jeers rose from those in attendance. With all the cross talking and partying going on, it was hard to find the council mixed among the creatures. The only one who seemed to be taking the meeting seriously was the Satyr known as Sean. 
 
    “We have a witness to the attack on the city, if there are any questions.” Sean motioned for Kennedy to join him on the mound. 
 
    Her brief hesitation was met with several hands pushing her up from behind. Surprisingly, the mob grew quiet, allowing her a chance to speak. 
 
    “I was in the North End. I witnessed what I think was a Leper… Redman use a rod, or twisted shaft, to launch magic into the sky over the Charles River. I gave chase, and he escaped, using magic I have never seen before.” 
 
    Whispers of “shillelagh” spread through the crowd. 
 
    Kennedy had more to say, about the strange mage Tom and the breaking of the curse, but the crowd erupted into arguments before she said another word. 
 
    Sean stepped to her side and put his arm around her as fistfights broke out all around. Even those who watched from the forest canopy joined in the fight. From the smallest Pixie to the Minotaurs and Centaurs, they all joined in the battle. 
 
    “What is going on? Why is the council letting this madness happen?” Kennedy shouted over the brawl. None of the combatants broke into the circle where Sean stood.  
 
    “The council is debating the decision now. They will have their answer before too long.” 
 
    “This mob is the council?” Kennedy watched as the blood splattered and a few teeth flew. 
 
    “Yes, everyone is the same here. We all have a vote.” 
 
    “I thought you were the leader…” 
 
    “Oh, goddess no… perish the thought. I was elected to lead this debate. As soon as a decision is made, my task will be finished.” 
 
    Kennedy watched as the fighters ran out of steam. If they kept it up much longer, they would have no fight left in them for the Elves. 
 
    “What if it isn’t the Seelie Court that is behind all this? What if it is the outcasts?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    Sean laughed. “The outcasts… really? Maybe it is aliens from outer space that is the cause. No… I see no way the outcasts could gather the power to do something like this. They are too few and scattered to launch an attack. Besides, the weapon you spotted is a classical Redman weapon. The Elves wanted you to see that storm being brought down on the city to blame us.” 
 
    Kennedy needed to shout over the clash of fighting. “Ask yourself, who has the most to gain from this war?” 
 
    Sean paused for a moment then chuckled. “If I had to guess, it would be any of the marginalized groups… the outcasts are only one. However, I could make an argument that it was the humans… or the witches behind the attacks. Personally, I’m undecided, but I am only one vote.” 
 
    “If this war spreads… millions might die.” 
 
    Sean shrugged. “Millions die already, millions more will die in the future. Death is the only thing we can be certain of.” 
 
    “That is a callous way to look at life.” 
 
    “Sorry, life is a disease that is always fatal. If magic has returned, you should be worried. Soon you will grow old and die, as well.” 
 
    The fight drew to an end. There were a few scuffles in the distance as creatures finished their debate, but exhaustion, or what passed for order, gripped the mob. 
 
    “The debate seems to be finished.” Sean’s voice called attention to the center of the glade once again. “Those in favor of joining the battle, and all the death and destruction it promises to bring, shift over there.” He pointed with his left hand. “Those who want to give peace a chance and wait come over here.” He pointed with his right hand.  
 
    Once the gestures were made, he started to shift to the right side of the glade, taking Kennedy with him. 
 
    He leaned over and whispered in her ear, “It has been several centuries since we’ve had a good fight. I think too many have forgotten the pain and death it brings. I think peace has lost this battle.” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t know what to say. Sean hadn’t moved too far to the right. Creatures from both sides, and every race possible, still shifted from one side to the other. From the center, it was impossible for Kennedy to tell which side gained the upper hand in the vote. 
 
    The movement dropped to a trickle as the last few holdouts made up their mind. A clear line developed between the two sides. As far as Kennedy could tell, the sides were too evenly split to determine if war or peace won out. 
 
    Sean called out, “All those in favor of war, shout, ‘Yea.’” 
 
    There arose an earth-shattering cry of yea, from the other side of the glade. 
 
    “All those in favor of peace, shout, ‘Nay.’” 
 
    The voices from behind her and Sean called out, with the Satyr adding his voice to the mix. It was too close for Kennedy to call which side won. 
 
    “The yeas have it. Tonight, we battle the Sylvans. May the goddess grant us victory.”  
 
    Everyone cheered, even the losers who stood behind her and Sean. Even Sean cheered after he made the call on the vote. The vote cast and called, the groups intermingled once again. “Send word to the Sylvans to meet us at the Back Bay Fens at midnight, for the arse-kicking they desire.” 
 
    Kennedy yammered, trying to gain some control over her thoughts. “Wait… what… how can you tell who won? You should do a recount. You need to be sure.” 
 
    “Listen, dear, our side fairly lost. Now we need to get ready for the fight… You can join us, if you want.” 
 
    “Wait… you’re going to fight? You didn’t believe in the war.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I join the fight? Even if I don’t agree with going to battle, I can’t stand by and let my side be defeated by the Sylvans. What would happen to the Fair Folk if, once a decision was made, we didn’t support each other? I can tell you what, our little paradise would tear itself apart.” He shook his head. “For this to work… Listen, I know it is hard to understand, but this is how things work here. Do you think it is better to have a small group make the decisions, like the Sylvan? That, to us, is insanity.” 
 
    “Either way, bad decisions can be made. Leaders are meant to make the best decisions possible.” 
 
    “Leaders are not perfect. Never have been, never will be. Now if you are not going to join our side, you need to leave. We need to practice and try to decide how we are going to win this war.” Sean started leading her back to the portal. 
 
    Kennedy followed, mouth agape. From what she witnessed here, the Fair Folk greatly outnumbered the Sylvans. If the dark Fae could come together as a unit, they would wipe out the Elves and other Sylvans. The only wild cards were the syndicate who lived in the human world and the outcasts. Depending on which group they sided with, they could put a stop to this madness. 
 
    “But…” Kennedy didn’t have an argument she thought would work. It seemed the Fair Folk put more priority on the process than the outcome. 
 
    “But nothing, the decision has been made. Please don’t try to revisit until tomorrow. The orders have gone out to seal the border and protect the homeland. The forest will kill any intruder now…” He smiled, but Kennedy spotted a sadness in his eyes. “Wish us luck. Perhaps when this is over, we can meet once again.” He pushed her backward out the portal. 
 
    She found herself midair, falling toward the ground. The hood of the Gremlin broke her short fall. Sean’s sinister laugh glided on the wind. The dark Fae played a last joke on her. 
 
    What could she do now to stop this mess? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12: 
 
      
 
    “Puta madre, what chew do to my wheels? Dis car is a classic.” Alleye stuck her head out of the window, yelling various Spanish curses into the wind. “Not chew, sista. I know chew didn’t dent my hood on purpose.” 
 
    The landing knocked the air from her lungs. Kennedy forced herself to lie still. She needed a mental inventory to make sure none of her bones were broken. Her head throbbed from the impact. She might have a concussion, but other than that, once she caught her breath, she should be all right. 
 
    Alleye looked down at her face to face. “Chew all right?” 
 
    Kennedy nodded, reached to make sure the SIG was still in her pocket, then rolled off the car hood, dropping to her hands and knees in the snow. Her words came out in a wheeze, “The Fair Folk are going to war with the Sylvan.” 
 
    “That is not good… maybe time to visit Florida?” 
 
    “If war breaks out here, it will soon travel around the world.” She needed a break to suck in the sweet air. “We need to stop it here.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what chew think chew can do alone… ‘cept die.” 
 
    “We need help.” Kennedy reached for her back pocket, pulling her cell out. The smashed screen didn’t respond. “Damn it all. Can I use your phone?” 
 
    “Let’s get out of this snow first.” Alleye didn’t question, rather helped the young-looking witch to her feet and into the passenger side of the car. Once inside, she handed her cell over to Kennedy. The card in hand, Kennedy dialed a number.  
 
    “Hello?” the familiar male voice said on the far side. 
 
    “Decker… this is Kennedy. Glad to hear you’re still… working. We need to talk. There is some heavy shit happening.” 
 
    “Yeah, I hear ya. Is there somewhere we need to meet?” 
 
    “I can’t believe chew calling dat…” Alleye never finished her sentence, rather she cursed under her breath in Spanish.  
 
    Kennedy decided to ignore it and focused on the call. “Do you know where the outcasts gather? They might be the answer to this problem.” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, I know a place. You sure about this? What did you learn?” Decker asked. 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “I’d rather tell you in person. Never know who is listening.” 
 
    “Getting paranoid in your old age?” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    “Then meet me at the South Station garage. We can talk in private there.” 
 
    “Meet on the roof then. It will be easier for me.” Kennedy looked over at Alleye, who nodded in response. 
 
    “See you in thirty minutes. At the elevators… Watch your back.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” Kennedy pressed the end button. She stared at Alleye. “Sorry to keep asking the favors, but we need to end this war, or it will be the end of—” 
 
    “Yeah, I know the end of the world. Chew know, Decker might be dirty. Dis could be a trap.” 
 
    Kennedy handed back the cell. “It could be, but I need to try. I need to do whatever I can to stop this war before it starts.” 
 
    “Even give your life?” Alleye started the car and, with a brief rolling start, had the Gremlin airborne. 
 
    Kennedy never thought about that. Her task, her covenant, was to maintain the order at all costs. In the past three hundred years, giving her life to keep the peace never came up. She and her fellow witches were not immortal. She knew they could die. The world had become so routine, the danger of a violent death slipped into the back recesses of her mind. 
 
    “I would rather not die to end this war… Can we leave it at that?” Kennedy watched the snow blow past the window. 
 
    “Sure, just one more thing… If all the humans are calling in sick today, why is Decker up and about?” Alleye never took her eyes from the airspace ahead of the car. 
 
    “That’s a really good question.” Kennedy didn’t have an answer for it, but she would be sure to get one quickly. 
 
    The analog clock on the dash read ten after ten. If was still pitch-black outside. “Is that the right time?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    Alleye checked her cell and nodded. “Spooky, isn’t it?” 
 
    What Kennedy witnessed the night before, the fireworks over the bridge, must have something to do with the strange weather and the effects on reality that seemed to be manifesting themselves. The Fair Folk mentioned a shillelagh. As far as Kennedy knew, the more powerful magical weapons disappeared from the world along with the magic over three hundred years ago. It would make sense if Tom’s presence brought about a change in the level of magic in the world. It stood to reason it might include a renewed focus of magic into weapons. 
 
    The very thought made her heart skip a beat. A few enchanted items survived: her shoes, Alleye’s car, Kennedy had seen flying brooms and cloaks that could turn a person invisible. These magic items, commonplace as they were, held great power. A person didn’t need magic abilities to use them. They gave the gift of magic to the mundane. If magical staffs and weapons were to be reintroduced into the world of the norms… literally, all hell might break loose. 
 
    If magic returned, like the prophecy claimed it would, the war that would start in a few hours was the least of their problems. Magical items, weapons in particular, introduced into a modern society might spell doom for mankind and Fae alike. 
 
    From aloft, it was easy to see the roof of South Station Parking was deserted. Alleye circled the area while the pair looked for an obvious trap. 
 
    “Chew think they would lay in the open and wait for ya?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “I wouldn’t. Listen, you have done enough. Just drop me off, and you can head home. There is no need for you to get involved.” Kennedy couldn’t take her eyes off the barren expanse of undisturbed snow. 
 
    “Sista, chew know that ain’t happenin’.” Alleye brought the Gremlin in low over the roof and set the car down so the pair could watch the glass doors to the elevators. 
 
    “Decker said thirty minutes. It has only been fifteen.” Kennedy had a hard time taking her mind off the dash clock. Something was off, and she couldn’t put her finger on it. 
 
    Alleye turned the music off. 
 
    “I’m going to the elevator, you stay here.” 
 
    “Like hell I am… I go where chew go.” Alleye was out of the driver’s door before Kennedy reacted. The shorter witch needed to double-time to catch her by the door. 
 
    The numbers on the elevator were counting up as they stepped into the waiting area. Kennedy had jammed her hands deep into her coat pockets, only to be reminded of the automatic pistol she still carried. 
 
    The numbers stopped at four, and the elevator pinged. In an instant, she gripped the pistol, ready to pull it if needed. The door opened, and Kennedy let out a sigh of relief when Decker stood alone in the car. 
 
    Alleye stuck her left hand out to hold the door open. 
 
    Kennedy could spot the dark circles that hung under Decker’s eyes. He looked older than the last time she’d seen him. She assumed he had not slept since the last time they met. “Fancy meeting you here… You brought company?”  
 
    “Get in the car. We can talk in private in here.” He seemed as impatient as always. 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “Before we do, answer me one question. How are you not affected like all the other mortals?” 
 
    He shook his head. “My, you are getting paranoid.” He unfastened two buttons on his white shirt and pulled out a small leather pouch. “I got this. Protects me from curses, the evil eye, all sorts of witchy B.S. Now get in.” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t have the heart to tell him that his little bag of tricks would do no good against a powerful caster. It served as more of a placebo than anything. “Where’s your pet Goblin?” 
 
    “Now, be nice… He called in sick.” Decker pushed the first-floor button then flipped the switch, stopping the elevator. “Who is this?” He motioned to Alleye with his eyes. His hand rested on his belt. Kennedy knew he kept a revolver on that side.  
 
    “She is a friend, and we can trust her. I would not be here if not for her.” 
 
    “Not good enough… Before we continue, I need to know I can trust you both.” Decker leaned against the panel, blocking the buttons. 
 
    Kennedy growled slightly. “Fine… I can prove it to you. Sorry, hun…” 
 
    Alleye asked, “About what?” 
 
    Kennedy reached over and pulled a few strands of hair from the woman’s head. 
 
    “Ouch, damn it, that hurt.” 
 
    Kennedy held up the hair. “This is an intention spell. If the hair smokes white, her intentions are pure… black, not so much.” The blue arc of power flicked briefly, vaporizing the hair into a white puff. “Satisfied?” 
 
    Decker nodded. 
 
    Kennedy reached out and, with a flick of her wrist, pulled several strands of Decker’s hair as well. 
 
    “Damn it, that hurt,” the older man cried. 
 
    “Turnabout’s fair play.” Alleye chuckled. 
 
    The strands smoked white under the arc. 
 
    “Just to provide a level playing field.” Kennedy pulled a few of her own hairs and produced a white smoke as well. 
 
    “Great… now we know we are all pure of heart…” Decker raised his eyebrow but didn’t question the witch more about the cross-dressing cab driver. “Why’d you call this meeting? Tell me what you learned.” 
 
    She had no proof for her theory, or the cause, but she needed to warn the city the shit was about to hit the fan. “The Fair Folk have called out the Sylvan for a fight to end all fights, tonight at midnight on the Back Bay Fens. As far as I can tell, the outcasts are not involved and are staying on the sidelines.” She took a risk and told him the rest. “Someone is causing all this…” She rolled her eyes toward the sky. “I don’t think either group has caused the storm or the strange…” 
 
    “Darkness? No, I agree with you.” Decker chuckled. “At least there was no rush-hour traffic this morning…” 
 
    “I need to speak with the outcasts to see where they fall or if they are involved. Maybe we can use them to talk some sense into the others.” 
 
    “I doubt that…” Decker pressed several keys in a row. The elevator started moving down. “I brought you here for a reason.” 
 
    The elevator passed by the last MBTA platform, and the number counter went blank, but the elevator kept heading down. 
 
    “I tell you this now, but if you repeat it, I will deny I told you and never trust you again. I think all the Goblins have called in sick today. Something like the blue flu. They might not be behind what is going on, but they are not helping to stop it. You are about to learn one of the best-kept secrets in Boston.” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t find it amazing that Boston had secrets. She knew most of them already. Living as long as she had, there was little she didn’t know about if she wanted to learn the truth. The elevator door opened, and the witch needed to stifle a gasp of amazement. There, before her eyes, opened up a brightly colored world of a city under the city she’d grown up in. The doors opened onto a street lined with three-story-tall buildings. Strings of colored lights stretched overhead, casting a festive glow below.  
 
    However, the smells of the place caused her to stumble. The underground city contained a myriad of scents, from the meals last cooked to the hundreds of different outcasts who lived life here underground. Kennedy found no way to separate out the different scents. Overwhelmed, she covered her nose with the back of her hand in a vain attempt to slow the overload on her nose. 
 
    “Welcome to the outcasts’ public housing project.” Decker chuckled. “A place any creature can call home, and no one knows your name.” 
 
    Alleye asked, “But how?” 
 
    “You don’t really think they spent twenty-five years and twenty-five billion dollars on a mile and a half tunnel, do you?” Decker shook his head. 
 
    “The Big Dig was a cover for this? How did you ever keep it covered up?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “You of all people should know, with the right magic, anything is possible.” Decker stepped out onto the empty street. “Here, all outcasts are allowed to live. The Authority keeps the peace.” 
 
    “And the Goblins are your inside men…” Kennedy added. 
 
    “More or less, yes. I normally don’t come down here, but I wanted to check on Hooper.” Decker walked backward while he talked. “This is normally one of the most exciting parts of the city. This is their main street.” 
 
    “It looks wonderful, but where is everyone?” Alleye asked. 
 
    Decker paused and turned a full circle. “Now, that is odd. This place should be packed full of outcasts going about their lives. It is near lunch.” 
 
    Kennedy had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. “Maybe they all called in sick as well.” She searched Decker’s eyes for answers. “If The Authority runs the show down here, what do the people who live here have in their lives?” 
 
    “They have a place to call home, a safe place. What more could they want?” 
 
    She found his lack of an answer was more troubling than the lack of creatures that should be on the streets. 
 
    “What is this?” Alleye pulled a piece of paper from the nearest wall. “Sista, this looks like chor friend.” 
 
    Alleye held up the paper, a picture of Tom, huge bold letters superimposed over his face. The End Is Nigh. 
 
    Kennedy said the only word that flashed into her mind, “Shit.” 
 
    Decker grabbed the paper. After a quick inspection, he scanned the empty streets once again. “Well now, this can’t be good.” He started walking deeper into the city. “Let’s see if we can find my partner.” 
 
    “You know the Goblins might be behind all this.” Kennedy reluctantly followed behind the agent. 
 
    “Only way to find out is to ask… nicely.” Decker picked up his pace through the empty streets. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13: 
 
      
 
    Kennedy couldn’t believe the size of this underground city. “I know you hope to find Hooper at home, sick in bed, but we need to discuss a few issues here.” 
 
    Decker headed down a side alley. With no cars, the streets were more paths in a medieval city than the congested roads aboveground. “Like what?”  
 
    If not underground, this might be a cozy place to live. Kennedy could never handle the constant darkness, but it was warm, compared to the blizzard outside. “You said something was stolen from The Authority. Would that something happen to be some sort of staff?” 
 
    Decker stopped, hesitated a few beats, and moved to a doorway. “Not sure what you’re talking about. Can you be more specific?” 
 
    “Still playing games, I see…” Alleye said as they followed the man up a flight of steps.  
 
    “Fair enough.” Kennedy didn’t want to disclose everything she knew, but Decker was playing tight-lipped, and she needed answers. There were too many unanswered questions floating about. “The Fair Folk chanted something about a shillelagh. I saw someone use a weapon that might be described as a shillelagh cast magic from the top of the Zakim Bridge. You told me items went missing with Tom. Please tell me what The Authority lost. It might help piece things together.” 
 
    The agent stopped in front of a door number 266. He looked her straight in the eye. “If something went missing, it would be against Authority regulations for me to discuss it with you.” He pounded on the door. “Hooper, it’s me, open up.” 
 
    The silence was his only answer. 
 
    He threw his shoulder into the door and bounced off. “Damn, that is a strong door.” He rubbed his shoulder with the other hand. 
 
    Kennedy sighed. “There is no one in that apartment. Let me, before you hurt yourself…” She glanced at the lock and snapped her fingers. The door remained locked. 
 
    Alleye exclaimed, “Damn… that would be a nice skill to have… if it worked… Let me try the old-fashioned way.” The driver pulled a snap-gun from her pocket, and with a few clicks of the trigger, the lock opened. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll teach it to you one day.” Kennedy chuckled. “And you can teach me that.” 
 
    Decker was too busy pushing his way into the rooms to join in the banter. 
 
    Alleye and Kennedy followed the man inside. The rooms were a mess. 
 
    “Either Hooper needs a maid, or this place has been tossed.” Kennedy stood back and watched Decker check from room to room, calling for Hooper. 
 
    “Empty… this isn’t like Hooper. He is normally very neat.” Decker stood in the center of the trashed living room, hands on hips. 
 
    “Or as neat as a Goblin can be?” 
 
    “Need you always base your comments on race?” Decker went to check the windows. “Locked…” he said to himself. 
 
    “I can’t help it if your partner is bent. He made off with your precious shillelagh and now he has disappeared. Admit it, your Authority got played by the whole damned Goblin race.” 
 
    Decker turned, his eyes flashing in the dim light, his jaw clenched. “Listen, I know you have a thing against outcasts… Goblins specifically, but you need to understand you can’t just lump them all together. They are individuals just like humans and the other races. I have spent my adult life working with Hooper. If he were crooked, I’d know it… We have worked too long keeping…” Decker cut himself short. 
 
    Alleye stepped between Decker and Kennedy. “If chew want our help, chew need to spill your guts already.” 
 
    Decker paused and went to the window. “For a moment, let me tell you a tale. Several hundred years ago, a group of men started searching for and collecting magic items. The goal was to make the world safer. The thought was to destroy them, but once they started collecting them, they learned there was no safe way to destroy magical items without some major events happening, hazardous destructive events. These men started working with the Goblin outcasts, those who wanted to live in peace. They shared a common goal to find, collect, and warehouse magical items until a safe way was discovered to dispose of them. Along the way, certain pacts were made with other races, including humans and witches, to help limit the amount of dangerous magic that permeated the Earth. All this to keep the peace.” 
 
    Kennedy listened but didn’t believe what she heard. She saw no way a secret this huge could be kept for so long. Unless these men had the help of many magical creatures providing the coverup. Perhaps the rumors she’d heard were true. Kennedy asked, “You really are experimenting on others, aren’t you? You use magic to cover your tracks…” 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder and watched her standing in the center of the destroyed room. “Me, personally, no. Remember, this is all hypothetical. I can only tell you the history, as I know it…” He turned back to the window. “Now assume someone discovered the location of one the storage warehouses, broke in, and made off with several powerful items. What would happen to the world as we know it?” 
 
    “That’s insane.” Still, Kennedy forced herself to listen. 
 
    “Ah, cabrón, maybe it is time for the world to go back to the natural way of things. Magic will always find a way.” Alleye backed to the door and popped her head outside, checking the hall. 
 
    Decker shook his head. “The Authority has kept the world safe for centuries, long before you were born, Kennedy. Over the centuries, they have morphed and changed names, but the mission has remained the same, protect the world from the horrors of magic.” 
 
    “At all costs…” Kennedy finished the thought for him. “The witch trials… they were part of the magic suppression, weren’t they?” 
 
    Decker hung his head. “I wasn’t around then, but it is my understanding, anyone that wouldn’t play along was dealt with, violently if need be. Just like today. If you upset the system in place, the system fights back to maintain the status quo.” 
 
    “Your system is killing the witches, killing magic.” Kennedy flexed her hands. 
 
    “I can assure you, any unintended consequences are better than the alternative. Powerful magical items must be kept safely out of reach.” Decker turned and faced the pair. “The question is, what will you two do, now, with this information.” Kennedy noticed the man held a wicked looking pistol in his right hand. It was larger than the SIG she carried in her coat pocket. Definitely not the standard issue .38 revolver he normally carried on his hip. 
 
    “I cast a spell… your intentions are good.” Kennedy watched the man. “I know you didn’t bring us here to kill us.” 
 
    “My intentions are pure for the survival of mankind. That is my only concern. No matter what, we need to control the amount of magic in the world. Please try to understand, this is for the good of everyone.” 
 
    Kennedy tried to get her shield spell prepared, but she found the magic didn’t answer her call. 
 
    “Your magic will not work down here. There are magic suppressors built into the structures to protect the system. You just don’t want to understand.” He pulled the slide back, chambering a round. “I wish we could have worked together on this. We would make one hell of a team.” 
 
    A shot rang out from behind her. A dot of red appeared on Decker’s forehead; his brains sprayed on the wall behind him. Kennedy spun around, and there stood Alleye with her pistol smoking in her hand. “Sorry… I was going to tell him to stop, the gun just kinda went off.” Alleye dropped the twin to the pistol Kennedy carried. The thud on the wooden floor was muffled by the ringing in her ears from the gunshot in such an enclosed space. 
 
    The gun no longer a threat, she covered the few steps to Decker’s side. 
 
    “Is he dead?” Alleye asked. Before getting her answer, she retreated to a sink in the kitchen and spoke between throwing up the last of her coffee. “I swear, I didn’t mean to shoot… the gun just went off.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s dead…” She knew of no magical creature who could survive a headshot like that. It would take a spoon to put his brains back inside his skull. Kennedy wasn’t sure if Decker would have killed them both or not. In the long game, it didn’t make a difference now. He pulled his gun, things spiraled out of control, and the threat got him killed.  
 
    She moved to the gun on the floor. There was no way she would abandon Alleye like she had Tom. There was still a chance they could escape a charge on this one. The rooms were a mess. The dampening field kept her from casting any coverup magic. The best they could do was distance themselves from the scene of the crime. Put it a finer way, they needed to run away. 
 
    The ringing still haunted her hearing, but they had overstayed their welcome. Kennedy rested her hand on Alleye’s shoulder. “We need to leave. If anyone is around, they will come to find out who fired that shot.” 
 
    “I need Lola… Carlita’s twin.” 
 
    “I got it. Better if I hold it for now, don’t you think?” Kennedy didn’t want the gun to pop off on accident again, once was enough. 
 
    Alleye nodded as Kennedy locked the door behind them. “Where we going now?” 
 
    “We need to gather our forces and stop the attack tonight.” Kennedy led the way back to the elevator. 
 
    “Chew think we have a chance to stop that?” 
 
    “If The Authority gets involved, we both know they will come in with guns blazing. It will do whatever it feels is needed to shut down this abuse of magic. I think they have proven they have little value for the individual life to protect the status quo.” 
 
    “And chor friend? The cute Asian guy?” 
 
    The mixed-up events of the night caused Kennedy to question Tom’s possible role in the whole crazy proceedings. The flyer proved he had something to do with what happened.  
 
    It would have been nice if Decker revealed a bit more before Alleye dotted his eyes. The missing outcasts only led her to believe the Goblins were in this conspiracy to the tops of their short little heads.  
 
    To complicate matters, Kennedy always thought the Sylvan and Fair Folk were the largest contingents of the aligned creatures. The size of this secret city under the streets combined with those creatures who lived mixed in with the humans above made Boston a powder keg. If the pent-up anger of the outcasts was no longer contained by intimidation and coercion by The Authority, there was nothing to keep the city from tearing itself apart. 
 
    The elevator door stood open where they left it. “We will see what we find out. Now I think I need to return to school.” Kennedy pushed the button for the top floor of the parking garage and their Gremlin. “I need to find a friend, maybe he can help.” 
 
    Alleye asked, “Is he cute?” 
 
    Kennedy took out her busted phone and inspected it. “Kind of not bad, nerdy cute.” The phone still didn’t turn on. 
 
    “Innocent, just like I likes them…” 
 
    They walked the short distance to the car. “You got a radio in this thing?” 
 
    “Chew mean like AM/FM?” 
 
    “Or satellite… yes.” 
 
    “No, only my eight-track. It’s all I ever need.” Alleye smiled. “Why?” 
 
    “I was wondering if we are the only people awake. Where are all the humans? We both know the storm didn’t make them all stay home.” 
 
    Alleye shrugged, seemed she didn’t have a good answer either. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14: 
 
      
 
    Kennedy half hoped the rising sun would cause the storm to weaken, but if anything it grew worse. “Take us over the Charles, I’m looking for a college student. I bet he is over the river.” 
 
    “Why?” Alleye asked while she banked north past the Millennium Tower. 
 
    “He struck me as one of those rich kids that go to MIT or Harvard.” Kennedy regretted her words as soon as they left her mouth.  
 
    She never realized she harbored so much hate in her heart for so many different people. The list seemed to have grown over the years. Had she grown to hate everyone and everything? Maybe it was the cold wearing on her heart. She wanted to be somewhere warmer, out of the snow.  
 
    Could a witch get seasonal affective disorder? The more likely answer was she was a bitter 327-year-old woman wrapped up in a prepubescent body with no real way to banish her demons. Some things exercise couldn’t fix. Time had turned her into a cranky old woman.  
 
    She tried to soften her words. “We get closer, I got a way to track him.” 
 
    Oddly enough, Alleye smiled and nodded. 
 
    Kennedy was happy for the quiet. The dead agent would surely lead back to them. With no witnesses, in the past, they might escape questions, but with the constant monitoring by The Authority, Kennedy couldn’t imagine there was no recording of the three together. It would all be hard to explain. Even if she didn’t fire the shot, she witnessed Alleye kill Decker. They were both going to be placed high on The Authority’s most wanted list. Only this magical storm protected them from persecution. 
 
    Kennedy spoke her thoughts, “Once this storm lifts, we will need to deal with what happened with Decker. There will be questions asked.” 
 
    “No, there won’t…” On the far side of the river, Alleye brought the car lower over Memorial Drive. 
 
    “Alleye, you killed an agent. Things like that don’t go away.” Kennedy pulled her ball of twine from her pocket. 
 
    “For me, they do… Listen… don’t chew worry about me. Things always seem to work out for me. I’m just lucky that way.”  
 
    Kennedy didn’t have the time to argue the fallacy of luck and how it didn’t really exist. There was no fickle hand of fate guiding individuals. Shit just happened. Besides, if Alleye was protected from prosecution of the crime, Kennedy certainly was not. 
 
    The witch concentrated on the student werewolf she’d met in the forest, his human self, not that it should make a difference for a discovery spell. Again, the ball of twine didn’t behave as it normally should. Rather than turn into a bat and flutter off in search of the young man, it pointed a direction like a compass. Something in the storm was affecting not only humans and the weather but magic as well. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t mind being right, but she hated that her stereotype was spot on. She thought she was better than the cranky old woman she let out of the shell. “Down there.” Kennedy motioned with her head. “We will find him in one of the buildings of MIT.” 
 
    Kennedy remembered when the school first opened, with all the fanfare the Industrial Revolution had to offer. At the time, she found it ironic the school opened the same month southern troops fired on Fort Sumter. That irony grew over time. For a second, she marveled how the area had changed over the centuries. Unfortunately, modernity returned to her. For once, it was a snap finding parking on the street. 
 
    The string in her hand served as an outstanding pointer through the deserted college campus. A few of the buildings still had power. Kennedy assumed they had backup generators. 
 
    It was near lunch time. Even the hardest partier student should be rousing by now. Breaking from their hibernation, they should be foraging for food. There should be a line of zombie-like tracks leading through the snow toward the student union or other places food could be found. The pair trudged through the foot of undisturbed snow. 
 
    The pointer directed them up the steps of the Whitehead building. The lights were on, but the building looked deserted. 
 
    “Inside?” Alleye asked. 
 
    Kennedy assumed so. Now was not the time to second-guess her magic. 
 
    “I can’t pick this with my bump gun.” Alleye pointed to a card scanner lock at the entrance. 
 
    “Maybe I can fix that…” In the past, Kennedy had used a small arc of magic energy to pop the lock on these high-tech security systems. All they needed was the correct signal, and the door would open as if by magic. She snickered at her own joke. Index finger outstretched, she expanded her mind to zap the door. 
 
    An unexpected bolt of energy blasted from her finger, scorching her nail, shattering the safety glass of the door and the surrounding wall. The door buckled under the assault but remained locked. 
 
    Blinking her eyes rapidly, Alleye said, “That might have been slightly more magic than chew needed.” She took her arm and started knocking holes in the glass wall. Large sections of the broken barrier pushed through. In no time, she’d made a hole large enough to enter. 
 
    “That was impossible,” Kennedy muttered, shocked by the power in her finger. She sucked on the tip to ease the pain. 
 
    “It worked; I say all is good.” Alleye stepped through and offered her hand to Kennedy. 
 
    “You don’t understand… by the laws of magic, spells work under a scale. The spell I used would barely have enough juice to light a cigarette. It should never blow a door open like that.” She stepped through the hole, dismayed by the energy she unleashed with the simple spell. “Like everything else, magic has laws to follow.” 
 
    “So… chew broke another law.” Alleye snorted. “Listen, I’m used to luck just happening when I’m around. I’m chor lucky charm.” 
 
    “This way then, lucky…” Kennedy knew not to trust luck. It didn’t exist, but she had no logical explanation for the spell shattering the wall. It would do no good to argue with Alleye about something that could not be proved. Now she needed to find Randell. They needed brute strength.  
 
    They took the stairs to the second floor, filled with classrooms. Inside the third door sat a class, tables arranged in a semicircle and another wall of glass. This one separated the small classroom from what looked like a clean room. Beyond the glass partition, there was a lone figure dressed in a white bunny suit, working at a huge desk covered with equipment and a laptop. 
 
    Rather than blast the double door airlock into the clean space, Kennedy pounded on the barrier with her knuckles. 
 
    The lone figure looked up. Even covered head to toe and wearing glasses, she recognized Randell under the protection. The covering did little to hide the wide eyes when he recognized her. 
 
    Alleye found a remote for a wall mounted television and was rolling past snowy channels. 
 
    A voice came over a speaker on the wall. “Wait there, I’ll be right out.” It was Randell’s voice. 
 
    Kennedy split her attention from the blank television screen to Randell as he removed his cleanroom suit. The young man looked smaller than she remembered him and younger. He looked younger than twenty. 
 
    Randell started speaking before the final airlock door opened. “I’m glad you came… I’ve been trying to call you.” 
 
    Kennedy had a series of questions ready for him, but the suddenness of his words surprised her. “Wait… how could you call me?” She held up her shattered phone. “I never gave you my number.” 
 
    “Yeah… I know, sorry… a friend of mine made an app. It can sniff out cell numbers in the surrounding area. After you saved me, I kind of stole your number for later. You never know when a witch might come in handy. Sorry, it was rude of me…” Before Kennedy could complain, he grabbed her phone. “Let me help, I can fix this…” And he walked off to his locker. 
 
    “Do you know what is going on?” 
 
    The door swung open to the small standup locker, books and papers cascaded out in an avalanche. “No, I was hoping you could tell me. I am the only one around. None of the other students have arrived. The others haven’t seen anyone either.” From the locker, he pulled out a phone and started tearing both apart. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Kennedy didn’t remember him this scattered, but he was naked and freezing in the woods. It might have helped focus his mind. “Wait… what others?” 
 
    “I’m changing yours out for a Chinese one. It has been modified so the government can’t track you. Technically, I can’t track you either, unless you allow me too.” He switched the SIM card from hers to the new phone. 
 
    “You did this?” Kennedy watched in amazement as he worked. 
 
    “No, a friend did… one of the others. They call themselves outcasts.” 
 
    Alleye stopped channel surfing long enough to ask, “Outcasts are enrolled in MIT?” 
 
    Randell handed the phone over to Kennedy. “Sure, why not? MIT, Harvard, Boston College. As far as I know, all the major universities, many of the minor ones… They are some real geniuses.” 
 
    Alleye smiled. “Chew right, he is cute.” She went back searching for any active channel. 
 
    “Cute… what?” A red glow stretched over Randell’s face. 
 
    Kennedy tried to remain focused. “If you’re a werewolf, how do you handle classes and your curse?” There were too many things going on at once. Kennedy needed to slow down and concentrate her thoughts on the more important things… like the end of the world. 
 
    “I’m kind of an accidental werewolf.” Randell walked over to a laptop. “You’re not going to find anything on the TV. The cable is out. I think the internet is affected too. Online, all I’m finding is cached or error 404 pages.” 
 
    “Can we stop for a moment long enough to finish at least one conversation?” Kennedy sat on a nearby stool. 
 
    Both Alleye and Randell said, “Sorry.” 
 
    Kennedy needed to know she could trust this student to not change and kill both her and Alleye if they took him with them. “Please explain what you mean by accidental werewolf.” 
 
    Randell crunched up his face. “Do we have time?” 
 
    Kennedy growled, growing impatient. “Yes, humor me, a brief explanation please.” 
 
    “I come from a long line descended from the Viking warriors of old, and yet by some random chance, I was born with this weak-ass body.” Randell motioned down his sides like a model. “I knew deep inside me lay a great warrior. I am descended from berserkers, wolf-headen, and shield maidens. I should have the body of a Norse god locked inside my genes.” 
 
    “Yet chew got the skinny body… that is bad luck.” Alleye threw the remote down. 
 
    “But that… bad luck can all be changed. What do you know about CRISPR?” Tapping a few keys, he pulled up a presentation.  
 
    “It keeps my veggies fresh?” Alleye looked on with a serious face. 
 
    Kennedy was lost, and Alleye wasn’t helping. “Nothing.” 
 
    He pointed to a screen. “This is from one of the first-year classes I teach.” He flipped tough the presentation slides faster than Kennedy hoped to read them. “I’m not going into the science now, but it is a way to fix damaged genetic code. I was experimenting with my DNA… inserting my genes into a test subject… and I had an incident with a lab mouse.” 
 
    Alleye pulled out a chair and plopped down. “Tell me chew didn’t get bitten by a radioactive mouse and became a superhero…” 
 
    “Not exactly… CRISPR uses a virus to introduce the new genetic material into a host. The virus kind of jumped species from the lab mouse to me.” 
 
    Kennedy stood and took two paces away from Randell. “So you’re a carrier of a new werewolf virus?” 
 
    Alleye pushed the rolling chair to the far side of the room. “You’re like Typhoid Mary… but Werewolf Randy…” 
 
    Randell shook his head. “No, I can’t be contagious. It only worked on me because it had my genetic code locked inside. Everyone but people with my specific genes should be safe.” 
 
    “Chew were making a Randy mouse?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “No… I wanted to wake up the genes that made the Vikings great warriors. There were unintended side effects.” 
 
    “Yeah, chew could say that… Chew now get all furry-like.” 
 
    The conversation made Kennedy’s head hurt. “We need your help. Can I get a yes or no answer on two questions?” 
 
    Randell answered, “Sure.” 
 
    Kennedy held up a finger to silence Alleye before she could speak. “Are you contagious to us, and can you control your shifting?” 
 
    Randell gave nice short answers to both, “Not contagious and yes.” He ruined it by adding, “I still need to be aware of the full moon, I have less control, but yes, over most of the month I have pretty good control over when I shift.” 
 
    Kennedy stepped toward the door. “Great. We have a problem. We need your help.” 
 
    Randell didn’t move. “It is larger than you think. There isn’t much the three of us can do alone.” 
 
    The comment stopped Kennedy at the door. “Can you explain yourself, or do we need to play a game to find out?” 
 
    “The storm and its effects cover more than Boston,” Randell tried to start. 
 
    Alleye quipped, “Storms normally do.” 
 
    “You don’t understand. With no TV or internet, there is no news… I have friends. Outcasts in schools as far south as New Jersey, as far north as Montreal and Toronto in the West. Those friends have other friends…  
 
    “The storm started here but has spread to cover most of North America. Cell service is spotty but still working. Humans have disappeared all over. The few who have not vanished will not wake up this morning. The only ones keeping track of the whole thing are my Fae friends.” 
 
    “That makes no sense. Your friends must be mistaken…” In Kennedy’s world, all magic was local. Relegated to individuals, perhaps small communities. Spells on the order-of-magnitude Randell described were biblical in nature and hadn’t existed since long before she was born. “Nothing has the power to cast the effects of a spell over such a wide area.” 
 
    Alleye blurted out, “What about chor finger?” 
 
    “I don’t know what is and isn’t normal for magic, but I know what is happening all over the continent right now. You have the app, you can log in to and find out.” 
 
    “There’s an app for that?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “What?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “It is the scary monster face… another friend made it. It is like social media for Fae. There is an outcast group, all encrypted. I will invite you two.” 
 
    It was all moving too fast for Kennedy. Maybe she had grown complacent over the decades, the new technology seemed to have passed her by. Randell had her up and running in no time. 
 
    “Chew got an extra one of those phones?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “Sure, give me your cell. We buy these things by the case from Tao Bao.” Quick enough, Randell pulled another cell out of the locker, switched SIM cards, and handed the phone back to Alleye. 
 
    Unsure of the number involved, she needed a large out of the way place to meet. “We have a few hours before we need to gather. Can you have your friends meet us at Fenway Park at ten tonight?” Kennedy quickly scanned the videos of the strange happenings all over the country. Randell was correct, this event might not be contained to Boston. There were larger questions. The disappearing humans… was this the biblical end of days? “I need to speak to someone. We need to head north to the Mystic River first, then we can travel to Fenway and decide on our actions for tonight… Try to get as many there as possible. Your friends have as much to lose as the humans.” She went to Randell’s laptop. She needed answers. Unfortunately, she doubted she would find them online. 
 
    Kennedy let the others concentrate on the coordination via the monster app. She took the time to search for more mainstream news sources. Randell was correct. She found nothing new, most pages would not load at all. Everything was from before Saint Patrick’s night celebration. It was like the world shut down and logged off once the magic storm hit. She found no mention of the disappeared—with no other name to call the missing humans, it seemed to fit for her. She didn’t want to equate the use of magic with the biblical end times… She did notice similarities with the rapture. Witches were always assumed damned in the eyes of Christians. The same was said about Fae: they had no soul. Like anyone really knew. 
 
    Kennedy had been alive long enough and seen too much to assume every human who disappeared was a righteous Christian. If only the saved were taken, the streets would still be brimming with people fighting the weather to reach work and their chase for the almighty dollar.  
 
    Something else was at play. If not the rapture, something else fiddled with the fabric of reality, causing great changes to shift the world as she knew it. An unknown variable pulled the majority of normals out of the storm and left a handful behind.  
 
    She did read an article about a tear in space-time, or even a collapse of space as the physicist author knew it, and what might be encountered when it happened. She memorized the name for later: Doctor Edward Himmel of Harvard. When it spoke of alternate realities and multiple dimensions, the reading made her heart race. What if the humans still went on about their business and only the Fae and other special humans had been pulled into this storm? The normals hadn’t disappeared from reality, the specials had. The thought made her blood run cold. She didn’t know enough about magic or science to make this sort of leap. 
 
    “You two ready? I can’t find anything here,” Kennedy lied, not wanting to talk about her fears… What could she say? Reality was broken? Standing from the desk, she stepped toward the exit. 
 
    “Told you so… I have the word going out about the meeting at Fenway. Are you worried about the wrong people finding out?” Randell grabbed his coat. 
 
    Kennedy needed to remain focused on one problem at a time. “I’m betting on your ability to remain hidden. If you have not been picked up by The Authority for playing with your genes, I am hoping the Sylvan and the Fair Folk don’t know about you and your group either. By extension, I am hoping they don’t try to stop us…” 
 
    “Sista, that is a lot of hope,” Alleye said. 
 
    Kennedy shrugged. “As far as I can tell, all we have is hope.” 
 
    “Don’t forget luck.” Alleye slapped herself on the chest twice with the flat of her hand. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15: 
 
      
 
    Reality hadn’t shifted too much. The glass still covered the floor of the entrance. The snow still fell at an impressive pace. By midnight, they might have over several feet of the white stuff. It would be near impossible to move about if the snow didn’t let up soon. The Fae might need snowshoes in order to fight.  
 
    Kennedy knew all that was wishful thinking. Her gut told her the battle would happen come hell or high snow… There was too much pent-up animosity between the two sides. 
 
    The trio stepped outside, and all three ducked when a clap of thunder struck directly overhead. Kennedy knew it was close. The crackling sound before the clap and charge in the air caused the hair all over her body to stand on end. The smell of ozone washed over them. Each had their favorite cuss words at the ready to help steady their nerves. 
 
    “We should be safe; all the buildings have lightning rods,” Randell informed them even though no one asked. He picked up his pace, despite not knowing where he was going. 
 
    He did have a clear path through the snow where Kennedy and Alleye had broken the smooth white covering on the way in. He followed the only trail. Slipping now and again on the snow, he didn’t slow in an effort to escape the storm. 
 
    The two women didn’t argue with the younger man. Better to reach the car. It had to offer some protection from the storm. Alleye quipped, “I had a chihuahua that would tinkle on the floor during a thunderstorm.” 
 
    The Gremlin sat right where they left it. Not that there would be anyone out and about to tow the car. The streets remained deserted. Kennedy doubted a tow truck could even reach the lot through the clogged streets and abandoned cars. 
 
    Alleye popped the hatchback. “Get in, wolf boy.” 
 
    Randell paused for a moment. Kennedy assumed he was about to argue, but another clap of thunder stuck directly overhead. He dove into the back of the car, cowering in the dark trunk of the hatchback. 
 
    “Nice to see you’re ready to go.” Kennedy slipped into the front seat. “Alleye, I need to go home. I want to talk to someone. She might have answers.” 
 
    “Chew bet.” The Gremlin found it harder to push through the accumulated snow. Before long, they would need a flying four-by to get off the ground. 
 
    The car left the ground, and Randell let out a small howl before yelling, “Holy mother of…” Randell never finished the sentence. Free of the ground, the ride smoothed out, and he calmed down, “What happens if your car gets stuck?” 
 
    “Chew get out and push.” 
 
    Lightning flashed all around them, but Kennedy knew they should be safe if struck… should be. She wondered if Randell would have been happier with his head sticking out the window. Rather, he huddled in the rear, rambling to Alleye. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t join in the anxious banter between the two. She was preoccupied with the lack of humans, their absence worried her greatly. Where did they go? Maybe the better question should be, where did the non-norms go? 
 
    The distance from MIT to Medford was a short hop. Alleye landed in the same parking lot as before, only now the place was covered in snow. The few cars left behind were buried under the white mantle, indistinguishable lumps under the snow. The streetlights were now all dark from the loss of power. The landscape had turned undisguisedly alien from what Kennedy had grown accustomed to. 
 
    The lightning flashed overhead, lighting up the snow. It only served to quicken their pace. The student from MIT danced about with nervous energy. There were no tire tracks on either side of the Mystic Valley Parkway. 
 
    Randell paused before entering the woods. “You know, we have a higher chance of being hit by lightning than winning the lottery?” 
 
    “Great, then keep moving.” Kennedy pressed him in the back. “It isn’t far.” 
 
    Randell stumbled ahead. “A one in seven hundred thousand chance to be hit by lightning versus a one in three hundred million.” He kept talking to himself. 
 
    “I think chew broke him,” Alleye muttered to Kennedy. 
 
    “No… when I get nervous, I quote useless facts. It is how I deal with fear.” The lightning hit a tree in the forest. The boom and crack made all three jump. “It keeps me from shifting out of fear.” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure she liked the sound of that. If Randell was bothered by loud noises… a battle using magic would surely be very loud. 
 
    Randell yelped before spouting on, “The chances of being attacked by a shark is one in eleven million. And being hit by something falling out of the sky is one in one point six million…” Randell kept rambling. Kennedy decided it best to ignore him. Anything was better than him going all wolfie on them too soon. 
 
    Kennedy stopped in front of the huge oak tree that served as her home. “We are here.” 
 
    “Amazing.” Randell stamped his feet through the snow while he paced side to side. 
 
    Kennedy motioned with her hands, and the door opened, allowing access. Another crack of lightning caused Randell to rush past the two women, forcing his way inside and onto the spiral staircase that led down. 
 
    “I guess chivalry is dead.” Alleye motioned for Kennedy to follow the student. The cab driver followed right on her heels, out of the storm. “It is getting worse out there.” She shook the snow off her coat as they came down the steps. 
 
    Kennedy whispered to Alleye as they descended the steps, “What happens if we get hit while we are in the air?” 
 
    “By lightning?” 
 
    Kennedy nodded. 
 
    Alleye shrugged. “Not sure, might be a wild ride.” 
 
    “Don’t say that in front of Randell. The shock might not do him good.” Kennedy wanted to be more lighthearted, but the thought of Marylynn locked in the cauldron weighed on her soul. She needed to consult her mentor. Even if she was potted at the moment, she might hold some important piece of the puzzle. 
 
    “This place is so cool… Like a secret fort or an underground treehouse.” Randell reverted to his childhood, walking about the root-filled room, eyes wide like a kid in a candy store. Kennedy was certain she imagined him sniffing around the place. She was unsure of how he was mature enough to be teaching classes. 
 
    “Is anyone here?” Kennedy called out, not expecting an answer from anyone except Marylynn. 
 
    Marylynn’s voice called from the hearth, “You expected me to leave?” 
 
    Randell froze, his head cocked to the side slightly. His eyes darted about the room, looking for the source of the voice. 
 
    Kennedy rushed to the pot suspended over the long-dead fire. “I’m sorry I hadn’t returned yet. Are you certain the Sylvans or the Elves did this to you?” 
 
    Marylynn answered, “I think so, why?” 
 
    “I questioned them, and they seemed to be clueless. They were getting ready for a war with the dark side. I don’t think the Seelie or Unseelie Courts have the twins or Johan. Everyone is getting ready for battle. It all starts in a few hours.” 
 
    “That is troubling…” Marylynn’s voice echoed from the kettle. “Do your best to honor our covenant… The peace must be maintained, at all costs. 
 
    “Can you two give us a moment?” Kennedy looked at the two who stood right behind her. “Grab a drink from the kitchen.” 
 
    Kennedy waited until the two had moved off. “It gets worse. Many if not most of the humans have disappeared. What do you know about a tear in the fabric of reality?” 
 
    “Oh dear… that sounds like science fiction. Have you been watching those crazy conspiracy videos again?” The older woman’s voice seemed to wander in and out of focus. 
 
    “Marylynn, are you all right?” Kennedy asked. The answer frightened her as much or more than the storm outside. 
 
    “I just… I’m tired, dear, and a little confused is all.” The older woman’s voice trailed off. “I’m afraid my age might be catching up with me… or maybe I’m lost in this pot…” 
 
    A crash of thunder interrupted the conversation. The tree shook, and dirt fell from the roof of the room. The magic lights flickered before going out. 
 
    A yelp came from Randell. 
 
    Kennedy popped the blue arc of magic between her fingers, bringing an eerie glow to the room from the single source. Just as quick, cell phone flashlights sprang to life from the bar. 
 
    “We’ve been hit!” Randell cried out. His light panned in desperation about the room. 
 
    “Relax, we are protected here by many shield spells and defensive magic. This room is the safest place in New England.” Kennedy turned her attention to Marylynn. “Is there anything you can tell us to help?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, dear, I don’t really feel myself…” Marylynn’s voice started to fade. “I think I need a nap.” 
 
    “I smell smoke… Look, it’s smoke.” Randell’s voice reached hysterical proportions, but he was correct. The unthinkable had happened. Kennedy’s home was on fire. He started to whimper. “We got to get out of this place.” 
 
    The flames erupted from the hearth where the kettle that held Marylynn’s essence hung. Kennedy needed to jump back to keep from catching fire. Witches hated all forms of fire, specifically out of control mundane fire. 
 
    “We have to save the pot,” Kennedy screamed, trying to force her way back into the flames. Randell and Alleye grabbed her from behind, pulling her back. The fire fueled by magic already covered the kettle and the room that surrounded it. The whole of the tree would soon be on fire. 
 
    “We gotta go…” Kennedy had forgotten how strong Alleye was. She picked up the smaller girl witch and threw her over her shoulder. 
 
    Randell had already started up the spiral staircase. 
 
    Kennedy cried and tried to cast a spell to control the fire, but all her efforts failed. Her last sight was of the huge kettle surrounded by flames while her home burned around it. 
 
    Outside, flaming arrows whizzed past the three as they ran through the snow and flashing lightning. The magic fire hissed when it hit the wet trees. The great oak that held the coven for centuries shot fire into the sky, lighting up more than the flashes of lightning ever would. 
 
    There was no norm fire department to rush to save the tree and surrounding forest. Only the snow might slow the flames. 
 
    Kennedy was blind to what happened on the path ahead. Still carried over Alleye’s shoulder like a sack of flour, the feeling was undignified, to say the least. A deep dark growl erupted from the trail ahead. Alleye didn’t slow down, but Kennedy spotted a huge gray shape move past them and through the woods with impossible speed. 
 
    Screams and shouts in the Goblin tongue echoed from all around the pair as they scrambled to make their escape. They shot past Randell’s clothes, discarded over a snow-covered bush. The scent of fear mixed with the smell of fire and ozone. The arrows subsided the same time the screams and shouts ended. 
 
    Alleye set Kennedy down. Rather than yell at her friend, she watched her tree burn in the dark lonely forest. She was alone and homeless now. Silent tears ran down her cheeks, dropping into the deep snow at her feet. 
 
    The skinny Randell walked from the shadows. Back in human form and nude, it was easy to see he carried a severed head in his right hand. 
 
    The unnatural color of the creature, large ears, and pugged nose made it easy to identify the attacker as a Goblin. The outcasts, or at least the Goblins, had declared war on the witches. Now it was time to give them the death and destruction they seemed to crave so dearly. 
 
    Randell threw the head close enough for Kennedy to be sure of what she saw. “Friends of yours?” he asked before using the snow to wipe the blood from his body. 
 
    “Goblins,” Kennedy hissed. 
 
    Surprisingly, Randell seemed unfazed from her manner or the word. She assumed his experience with the outcasts had buffered him from the world hidden to most normals. He seemed more concerned with hiding his nudity than the death he’d just caused. His pants on, he muttered, “Sorry about your home.” His words were full of angst and pain. 
 
    The young witch felt the pain in his heart. It was a strange and new feeling for her to experience. Empathy for or from others had never been one of her skills. 
 
    The event was affecting more than she understood. Her heart broke over the death of her past and her coven. The pain was real, but she intended to use every ounce of it. 
 
    Kennedy was ready to find some comfort in revenge. The Authority and their rules could all go to hell. Someone was going to die for her pain. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16: 
 
      
 
    Facing an army of Goblins was not her idea of bravery, more on the order of suicide. They had been lucky so far. Either the outcasts did not deem Kennedy and her bumbling around a threat and they didn’t worry about anything she did, or they played her. The last realization burned the young witch to the core. The thought of being used as a pawn in someone’s plans set her ready to burn… something. 
 
    From the very beginning, she reacted to others’ moves. With little foreknowledge about what was going to happen, she seemed to bounce from one catastrophe to the next. Now she was homeless, her tree in flames. As far as she knew, her whole coven was dead or missing. Her heart was broken. She felt dead inside. Revenge was now the driving force behind her actions.  
 
    Suspecting the Goblins all along, her worse fears were realized. If they insinuated themselves into the workings of The Authority, the very institution used to control magic outbreaks, they might be the ones behind the magic storm.  
 
    Her only hope for peace seemed to be bringing a third party, or perhaps a fourth, into the fray. The meeting of the unaligned outcasts was scheduled for ten tonight. Two hours before the battle of the clans was set to begin. She didn’t know how many students would show, but now she only had a force of three. Anything had to be better. It would be up to her. She needed to convince Fae more likely to hide, who never involved themselves, to take a chance and do something to help. 
 
    Living as she was in the body of a child; Kennedy became accustomed to the fickleness of youth. The younger a person was, the more likely they would be to complain endlessly about everything without the fortitude to take any action to create meaningful change. Convincing the students to act and having them follow through would be an uphill battle. 
 
    The analog clock on the dash said just after one pm. Her phone, on the other hand, said 2130. Randell had set it on military time for some reason. 
 
    Kennedy asked, “What time do your phones say?” 
 
    A call from the back came, “2130.” 
 
    Alleye drove with her knees while she dug the phone from her back pocket. 
 
    Kennedy, not wanting to fly into a building, steadied the wheel. “Thanks.” Alleye glanced at her phone and showed it to Kennedy. “2130.” She threw the cell on the dash. “Man, chor phone is a piece of shit. It tells Chinese time.” 
 
    “No, it is something else…” Randell rolled over in the back and stuck his head between the seats. “You mentioned reality tearing back at the tree.” 
 
    Kennedy spun the best she could to face him. “That was a private conversation.” 
 
    “Sorry… wolf hearing.” He tapped his left ear. “Don’t blame the ears, blame your whispering… That is all beside the point. If there is a tear in the fabric of reality, shouldn’t the other factors that make up the laws of our universe also be affected?” 
 
    “Affected like what and how?” Kennedy asked. 
 
     “I’m a geneticist, not a theoretical physicist, but I do love me some science fiction. I think we left the realm of science long ago. But if reality has been damaged, why shouldn’t time and gravity also be affected? In my mind, we need to question everything that happens, especially in relationship to Newtonian physics.” 
 
    “Chew mean equal and opposite reactions, and shit like that?” 
 
    “Interesting way to put Newton’s third law of motion, but yes.” Randell bobbed his head. 
 
    Alleye shifted her glance to Kennedy. “Sista, chew tell him about chor finger.” 
 
    Randell asked, “What about your finger?” 
 
    “I accidentally shattered the glass into your building… with a spell that shouldn’t have had the power.” 
 
    Randell tapped his fingers on the back of both seats while he thought. 
 
    It didn’t take long for that habit to grate on Kennedy’s last nerve. She was about to say something when he stopped the annoying drumbeat. 
 
    “If you think about it, that makes sense…” Randell snapped his fingers like something came to him. “If magic is just another energy that some can control, then it stands to reason magic must follow some sort of laws, not unlike Newtonian physics or even quantum mechanics. Damn, I wish I’d studied harder in my high school physics classes.” 
 
    “Could chew speak English… or even Spanish?” Alleye glanced into the rearview mirror. 
 
    “I agree with Alleye… dumb it down, please.” Kennedy already had a headache from the night’s events, and Randell wasn’t helping. 
 
    The young man sat in the back, tapping out a cell message at a feverous pitch. His voice came slowly as he focused on the texted conversations. “The tear in reality is affecting all the forces that hold our lives together. Gravity, time, electricity, magnets, even magic. Their properties will all be affected until…” 
 
    “Until what?” Kennedy asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure… either a new homeostasis is reached or the universe as we know it dies… or both… or neither. I’m not smart enough to know. I don’t think anyone is. There can’t be any models for this, and it would take a supercomputer to run the simulations. Maybe we have thought about the life of the universe the wrong way for all of history…” 
 
    “You talk about the universe like it is a living thing…” His words hovered dangerously close to Kennedy’s own beliefs. 
 
    “Maybe it is. That is why we have such a hard time understanding how it works. We are thinking about it all wrong.” 
 
    “Bottom line is we need to stop this, no matter what.” Kennedy rubbed her forehead. “With no universe, I do believe all life in it will cease.” 
 
    “Yeah… we need to hurry. There is no telling what will happen to the world as the forces that hold it together erode further.” 
 
    The snow still drifted to the ground as the car circled Fenway Park. At least gravity seemed to still function. Alleye bounced the Gremlin down next to the Red Sock’s dugout. 
 
    “What do we do now?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “We wait to see if anyone shows up.” Kennedy thought about waiting outside in the dugout, but it was so damn cold, and the snow kept coming down. The city was buried under the blanket of snow. She picked the stadium because it was only a short walk to Boylston Street and the start of the Fens. 
 
    With no lights on, and the sun long gone if the time on the cell was correct, the headlights of the Gremlin provided the only illumination. The blanket of snow did a wonderful job of reflecting the light around the stadium, but the falling snow picked up the light and scattered it, causing a whiteout. Eerie shadows lurked everywhere. They could have hidden an army waiting to attack the three. The lights of the idling car would attract any of the students that made it to the park and the meeting. 
 
    Kennedy failed to hide her surprise when the lights under the grandstand popped on. Snow covered the stadium seats for most of the way up, until well under the press box. 
 
    The Gremlin died, and Alleye said, “Shit.” Her hand reached and tapped Kennedy. “I need my gun… give me Lola…” The driver tried to restart the car. Hands slammed down on the steering wheel. “Please give me Lola…” Her voice grew more insistent at Kennedy’s hesitation. 
 
    The oddity of the situation caused her heart to race as well. Reluctantly, Kennedy handed the pistol back to her friend. With no indication who turned the power on, and the car dead, they had little choice. 
 
    “This might be a trap,” Randell said from the back seat. 
 
    Alleye strained to search out the windshield. “Chew think, Einstein?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t be the first one tonight.” Kennedy opened her door. 
 
    Alleye popped the latch for the hatchback before slipping out of her side of the car. 
 
    The snow had stopped falling. Kennedy scanned the sky; she spotted the flakes gathering on a shield spell overhead. She assumed the huge dome trapped them inside the stadium. 
 
    More lights turned on, including the huge field lights, lighting the entire stadium. Kennedy risked a glance at her phone. Thankfully, it still worked. It told her 2200. Time for her meeting with the outcast students. 
 
    Blinded by the lights, she shielded her eyes to see in the new shadows created by the grandstand awning. She couldn’t see who waited for them, but there were bodies standing and watching, mere shadows in the shadows. Someone played with them. Worse, Kennedy had a hard time picking out the scent of magic. The storm and the spells being cast masked the scents. 
 
    The public address system crackled to life, and the organ started playing “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.” The song sent shivers up Kennedy’s spine. Her feeling of dread only deepened when the organ shifted from the happy song of summer into a demonic rendition of Bach’s fugue, someone had a flair for the melodramatic. 
 
    Kennedy called out, “Oh, come on. Can’t we just get this over with?” She launched a bolt of energy at the nearest speaker. The blue arc of magic overloaded the system, sending sparks flashing into the night. A chain reaction of blown speakers popped sparks the perimeter of the park. 
 
    “That will show them,” Randell grumbled from near the rear of the car. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t mean to blow out the whole system, but her spell grew more powerful. Randell might be correct: the storm might be affecting magic as well. “Can we stop this game, just come out and show me who is behind all this bullshit? I haven’t slept since you torched off the fireworks last night.” 
 
    People started walking onto the field. From the beginning, Kennedy knew these were humans. The scent of them made that obvious. They started to stream out of the dugouts. The pupils of their eyes had turned milky white, dead looking. 
 
    Alleye squealed, “Zombies! Destroy their brains.” 
 
    Randell growled, “That is impossible.” 
 
    “Don’t hurt them! These are people, they aren’t dead… just under someone’s control.” Kennedy hated someone playing on her role as a protector of the peace. It was against her nature to attack the norms. She wanted to protect them. 
 
    The zombies didn’t attack, but they did make an effective wall barring any quick escape. The three backed out on the field, keeping a good distance between the advancing force of zombies and themselves. The snow slowed down the shambling mass that pushed them into left field, with the Green Monster to their backs. 
 
    A strange voice called out from the Green Monster, “It took you long enough to get here.” 
 
    Kennedy recognized the creepy voice from Faneuil Hall. It was the voice in her head that taunted her. The sound still grated on her, giving her pause. She turned, and there on top of the tall green wall stood a Leprechaun, red coat and all. On either side stood Trinity and Dani, both bound and gagged. Any spell Kennedy cast stood an outstanding chance of catching her brother and sister in the wash. She lacked the fine control she needed to pick off the one in the center. 
 
    “Sorry about all the games, but I needed to keep you and your coven out of my hair while I played my moves and enacted my plans,” the little man shouted down at her. 
 
    Randell shouted, “You need to stop this, the world is about to end.” 
 
    The short man laughed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know you were in charge… Be a good boy and fetch.” He pulled the staff from behind the wall, made a ball of energy, and threw it off into the crowd of white-eyed zombies. 
 
    Randell succumbed to his ingrained instincts and ran off after the ball. The people filling the floor of the stadium let Randell pass. 
 
    “You’re right, though, the time has come to get this over with. You and the witches were my one wild card. For some reason, you are lucky… but the time has come for you to make a choice.” 
 
    “If you are offering a chance to join you, then never.” Kennedy stood defiant. 
 
    Alleye whispered, “Don’t be so hasty, hear him out.” 
 
    Kennedy shot her a look of death. 
 
    Alleye answered, “Right, sorry.” 
 
    “I don’t even know your name.” Kennedy shouted, “Stop being a coward and tell me who you are.” 
 
    “My name is inconsequential. You have never heard of me.” The short man motioned with his fingers. “Better to hear from a friendly voice, don’t you think?” 
 
    Tom stepped from out of the shadows. “Hello, Kennedy.” 
 
    “Mother…” She never finished her curse. Her mind worked hard to find a way out of this mess. 
 
    “You need to listen to what Vita has to say… He has better answers than anything else we have heard.” Tom’s words rang hollow, but there was a fire of conviction in his eyes. “The Authority, the courts, even the norms all want to keep us down. It is time to join forces and unite, time to destroy the status quo.” 
 
    Kennedy pleaded, “Tom, please, no matter what this thing has told you, he is lying. The universe is about to end, and he is the cause.” 
 
    “No, little witch, you and your kind are the cause of all of this. It is the curse that was laid on you so long ago that has kept me from reaching my potential. Once you are all turned to my side or dead, magic will return, and I can finish what I have started.” Vita looked out over the humans that had stopped within an arm’s reach of the pair. “I tire of all this. Grab her.” 
 
    Kennedy blasted off her shield of force spell. The first three rows of humans flew into those who walked up from behind. Kennedy didn’t want to hurt the people who had fallen under Vita’s spell, but she couldn’t let the world end without trying to stop the insanity. 
 
    Kennedy and Alleye did their best to fight off wave after wave of flesh that came towards them. 
 
    Vita motioned with his right hand. “Bring the first.” 
 
    The second in command of Kennedy’s coven, Johan, was brought to the edge of the green wall. 
 
    “This is what happens to those who refuse to join my cause.” Before Kennedy reacted to the threat, Vita took the staff and blasted a hole back to front through Johan’s chest. He slumped to the ground. 
 
    Kennedy screamed and let loose a blast of energy toward the Leprechaun. To Kennedy’s surprise, the flash of energy hit the creature, picked him up, and threw him out of sight. 
 
    The wash from the spell also picked up Dani, Trinity, and Tom, the force powerful enough to throw them head over heels out of sight, scattered in different directions. 
 
    Flaming Goblin arrows flew into the mass of humans attacking the pair. Kennedy did her best to protect the norms, but several were struck and caught fire. The snow did little to stop the flames on some, much clothing made of flammable material. Men and women dropped when the arrows struck. 
 
    “Stop in the name of The Authority. You are all in violation of the open use of the magic act. Cease and desist or be held accountable.” The Goblin Hooper came from under the scoreboard, his pistol and badge held high. He waved it in the general direction of the field. There were simply too many targets to focus on. Several Goblin agents followed him and opened fire on the archers. 
 
    “Chew kind of late to the party, aren’t chew?” Alleye shouted while fighting off the hoard of norms. 
 
    “What in the hell is going on?” Hooper tried to cover the norms, but there were too many of them. 
 
    “Watch out,” Tom shouted from where the blast had carried him. 
 
    Vita rose from where Kennedy sent him flying. 
 
    Hooper leveled his gun at the creature who held the staff. Kennedy caught a quick glimpse. It no longer looked like a Leprechaun. Now it was tall and slender. If she didn’t know better, it was Sybil’s brother. 
 
    Hooper and Vita fired at the same time. The special issue sidearm of The Authority agent was made to affect all normal Fae, with some effect on humans as well. The blast sent Vita flying. 
 
    The shillelagh fired a concentrated beam of magic. The blast hit the wall directly under where Hooper and the other Goblin agents took up position. In a flash, a ten-foot section of wall vaporized. When the smoke cleared, Kennedy didn’t see anything remaining of the agents. Only the melted plywood of the wall remained. 
 
    After the last blast, the zombies had fallen in the outfield. Now most of them were lost in the deep snow. The snow also helped to put out many of the fires. 
 
    Kennedy spun around. The sound of Tom landing from the heights of the Green Monster in the snow took her by surprise. 
 
    “What the hell is Vita?” Kennedy asked before Tom fully regained his footing. 
 
    A howl came from beyond the grandstand behind them. Something had caused Randell to shift. It sounded like he was on his way back. 
 
    A sinister chuckle rained down on the three from the cheap seats above them. “I was once a star!” Vita shouted from the shadows. 
 
    “Will this thing not die already?” Alleye bent over, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “Anything you do here will not matter. You’re too late. Soon the Seelie and Unseelie Courts will destroy each other. That will give rise to the outcasts to take their place.” 
 
    Kennedy held the spell she had ready to blast the creature with. “You did all this for a change of leadership?” 
 
    “Hardly, that is only a happy byproduct. I did this so I could become alive.” Vita stepped out of the shadows, and for once Kennedy saw his true self. A ventriloquist dummy stood before them, his tuxedo smoldering and scorched from the fight. 
 
    “Wait a moment, I know you.” Kennedy had seen the thing on stage before. “You’re Potato-Head Joey… I remember you from vaudeville. You're nothing but a doll… a p—” 
 
    The Joey doll used the staff to throw a strap of metal over Kennedy’s mouth and around her head. 
 
    “Don’t you dare call me a puppet.” His wood mouth clicked when he spoke. 
 
    “Chew prefer dummy?” Alleye’s words were met with another metal strap. 
 
    “What I was will not matter shortly. Soon I will become a real human. In every sense of the word. None of this would be possible without the staff, and your help, Tom.” 
 
    Tom shifted from helping Kennedy to facing the toy on top of the wall. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You should ask the Goblins.” Vita looked over at the smoke hole where Hooper once stood. “Oh, sorry. Never mind. I have no time for this.” He leveled the staff at Kennedy and shot a beam of light into her chest. “Time for you to die and for me to live.” 
 
    Kennedy felt her heart race as the youth was pulled from her body. She felt her life force drain, being used to charge the demonic doll into reality, into being a real human. She did the only thing she could think of. With all her might, she pushed off the ground and launched herself into the air. 
 
    Below her, she watched as the charging wolfman Randell ran into the beam. Alleye pulled Lola and dropped the pistol. Hitting her foot, the gun fired a shot into the air. 
 
    Free of the influence of the staff, Kennedy leveled her most powerful spell at the doll. 
 
    Time dilated, events unfolded around her, but Kennedy was unable to cause any real effects to change. Reality had been put into motion. From her vantage point above it all, Kennedy watched the events unfold. 
 
    A blast came from the hole melted in the center field wall. Hooper was missing an ear and looked badly burned, but he leveled his attack at the doll. 
 
    The echo of the gunshot bounced off the shield keeping the snow out. Kennedy watched the ricocheting bullet hurl toward Joey. Lola’s stray bullet hit the staff Joey held right between his hands. The energy from Hooper’s and Kennedy’s attacks struck Joey full in the chest. 
 
    There was a flash of light. Joey the vaudeville ventriloquist’s dummy disappeared in the explosion of light. 
 
    Before Kennedy sailed backward through the sky, she spotted the dummy’s head fly off the body. It reminded her of a champagne cork launched into the air the night before. Perhaps she imagined all that.  
 
    The shield over the park dissolved with the explosion. Behind second base, she landed in a heap of snow-covered bodies. Kennedy lost her breath from the impact. Her head swam, mostly from the burst of magic she’d received, but her emotions ran all over the place. 
 
     The Green Monster was gone. The blast from the magic staff destroyed the famous left field wall and the seats that stood on top. 
 
    Her brother and sister had been on that wall when it exploded. Flames covered the park. She felt hands gather her up from the snow and carry her out of the destruction. She fought to focus her eyes on anyone, but no matter how hard she tried, her head kept lolling side to side. 
 
    She now felt truly alone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17:  
 
      
 
    Her body felt alien to her. After so many centuries in the same child’s body, there was little she didn’t know about how she should react to any given situation. Even with the unexpected surge of magic that just flowed through her, she didn’t expect the experience to affect her in such a way. 
 
    A nude Randell and a fully clothed Alleye carried her, each by one arm. However, there were others that moved through the bodies and snow with them. She fought hard to focus her mind but had little luck. For some reason, her clothes fit her too tightly, her chest was tight. She fought hard to even catch a breath. Bending her arms and legs became a challenge. 
 
    Rather than fight the snow back to the grandstand, the pair took them out the new opening blasted in the left field wall that opened onto Lansdowne Street. 
 
    “I need to stop…” Kennedy had to struggle to get the words out. Her mind flooded with emotions, she struggled to form the words. 
 
    “Sista… chew need… wolf boy, hold her.” Alleye didn’t wait for Randell to take all the weight. She walked over to one of the many shops along the way and kicked in the door. 
 
    The ragtag group of survivors piled into a Red Socks souvenir shop. 
 
    Kennedy slumped to a padded bench inside the door and tried to throw up, but her stomach was empty. She only suffered dry heaves. That was when she realized why she had such a hard time breathing, and why her mind felt so fuzzy. None of her clothes fit. 
 
    During the fight, she developed a more mature body, and all the problems that normally took years of puberty to adapt to hit her at once. She had grown several inches in height, as well as developing breasts and hips she never had before. Gaining weight from under a hundred pounds to over one-twenty messed with her sense of self. Somehow, she felt her hormones battling in her brain as she fought to maintain her thoughts. Even simple movements caused lightheadedness. 
 
    “I need a moment.” She stood and stumbled her way toward the dressing rooms. First, she lost the coat. It was once baggy, now she struggled to remove it. 
 
    Alleye came behind her, arms loaded with clothes she’d pulled off the racks. 
 
    In the dark store, the full-length mirror caught her off guard. She did a quick turn rather than face the stranger who stared back at her. 
 
    Alleye gently moved her to a dressing room, shoving an armload of clothes her way. “Try these on, sista.” 
 
    Kennedy was thankful for the pitch black of the dressing room. For so long, she had yearned to grow up. Now it had happened, she was afraid to see what monster she’d turned into. 
 
    Thank goodness, Alleye had the common sense to hand her a wide range of baggy workout clothes. The new body would need to wait. 
 
    The urge to throw up hit her once again. Her brother and sister had been on the wall when the staff exploded. Tom was nearby as well. He’d gone missing, as far as she knew. Her mind was clouded, either from the magic or the change… She needed time to adapt and heal, but time was in short supply. 
 
    Randell spoke to her from outside the door. “Check your cell… We are running out of time. I think we have everyone here.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay… I’ll be right out.” She pulled the cell and pistol from her pockets. That was what her life had come down to. Two personal effects that didn’t belong to her, stolen clothing, and no family. Her life turned into a mess. She fought the urge to cry. She knew it was the new chemicals flooding her brain. She needed to get a grip quickly, or more people and Fae would die tonight. 
 
    Randell continued from the far side of the door. “Hey, listen… after this is all done, you want to get a coffee and some breakfast? I’m starving. If we survive, of course.” 
 
    The words were so simple, they made Kennedy laugh and cry at the same time. She opened the door and found Randell dressed in similar Red Sock attire. She buried her face into his shoulder to hide her tears. She fought to get the words out. “Yeah, if we are alive when the sun comes up, we can grab a bite to eat.” 
 
    “I hope it’s before then. I’m starving.” 
 
    Alleye came from the shadows and hugged both of them. Her arms, her entire body, still dwarfed both of them. “Me too… I know the perfect place, good donuts and coffee. We need to go now. It will be midnight soon.”  
 
    Kennedy fought the urge to blow her nose on Randell’s shoulder. Rather, she picked a sweatshirt that hung from a nearby rack. 
 
    “Wait a moment, if the dummy is dead, why haven’t we reverted back to normal reality?” Kennedy searched her friend’s faces for an answer. 
 
    Randell offered up, “Perhaps it has something to do with Newton’s first law. We need something to react with… something to force us back into reality.” 
 
    “Or this is reality all along and chew just grasping at straws…” 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “It must be the energy from the upcoming battle. That hate and fear have locked us in this alternate plane.” 
 
    “Or Alleye is right, and we are just screwed,” Randell said. 
 
    Kennedy backhanded Randell in the chest. “No… I need to have the hope that all this death wasn’t in vain. We can still fix this.” 
 
    Outside, the snow had stopped, but it was still dark. Midnight approached. Hooper stood next to over a dozen creatures shifted into human form. 
 
    Randell motioned to those who stood by. “These are my friends… give them some slack. It’s the first time we’ve met in real life before.” 
 
    “I wish I could.” Kennedy worked hard to pull herself together. She didn’t need to show how affected she had been by recent events. She needed to suck it up and get the job done, no matter the costs. Too many lives hung in the balance. 
 
    She stepped on a bench and addressed those who waited. “If you don’t know, the two sides of Fae are about to kill one another. Many of the outcasts were conned into helping a crazy puppet. Now we need to do whatever we can to stop the coming bloodshed.” 
 
    One of the larger men stepped forward and shifted from human form into that of a huge Troll. “They call me Tubby. The others asked me to speak for them.” 
 
    Kennedy was shocked by the eloquent voice that came from what most would consider a monster. Even with her added height from the new body and the bench, the Troll in front of her stood a head taller than her. 
 
    Tubby motioned to those standing behind him. “We are more than happy to help save lives, however, to place ourselves between two warring factions will do little but throw our lives away. If they still kill one another, our deaths would be in vain.” 
 
    Kennedy nodded and reached a hand up to Tubby’s shoulder. “You’re right, and I would never ask any of you to throw away your lives. I need you to gain the attention of the others long enough for me to place myself between the sides and try to talk some sense into them. Tonight, I learned the three sides of this fight were once one. We need to remind the others of this and return some sense of sanity to the world.” 
 
    Hooper took a step forward. “I have something that might help pause the combat, but it will not stop it.” 
 
    Kennedy was surprised the Goblin could still speak, as blisters and burns covered most of his exposed flesh. The pain must have been excruciating. 
 
    Hooper held up what looked like a hand grenade. 
 
    “You’re going to blow them up?” Randell asked. 
 
    Hooper explained, “No… it is something our engineers have been working on. The latest thing in crowd control. It called a love bomb, basically airborne love potion disbursed by an explosive device.” 
 
    Randell bent down, trying to inspect the device, but Hooper tucked it away before he had a chance. 
 
    “Then we have a plan. If Tubby and the students can help protect us until Hooper and I make it between the two sides, you all can back off and let the two of us deal with it.” 
 
    Alleye grumbled, “That plan sucks. Chew left out I’m your lucky charm.” 
 
    “Yeah… I’ve come this far, I’m going too.” Randell added. 
 
    Kennedy faced each as she spoke. “I didn’t want to speak for the two of you. You have both done too much already. You don’t need to risk your lives. It is Hooper’s and my job to do this.” 
 
    “If this fails, and the war spreads, it will be short lives, no matter what.” 
 
    “Wolf boy has a point.” 
 
    “Then we do this. I need to ask one more thing before we leave. Did anyone notice what happened to the man who stood between Joey and us? The Asian guy?” Kennedy looked around the group. 
 
    No one answered. 
 
    Hooper motioned for Kennedy to come down off the bench. “There was too much going on. If we survive the night, I will send a team in to investigate… I make no promises.” 
 
    His words caused a shiver to run down Kennedy’s spine. The thought of Decker’s corpse in Hooper’s apartment left one too many things for The Authority to investigate.  
 
    She nodded and whispered a half-hearted, “Thanks.” 
 
    They took off toward Gaston Square and the north side of the Fens. Rather than enter the green space from the north, Kennedy led them down Park Drive to where she guessed the center of the battle would begin. She picked Agassiz Road to cut over the park. The waterways gave natural barriers and separated the two warring factions. The narrow roadway seemed the natural confluence for the battle to center on. The glows of magic campfires were easy to pick out to the north and south of the road. Kennedy and her small force managed to work their way between the two sides without being spotted. Perhaps Alleye was her lucky charm. 
 
    Now she needed to draw the leaders’ attention. Without starting the battle. She ignited a blue arc of magic around her, lighting up a fifty-foot diameter of the road and the shrubbery on either side. Her quandary was solved for her. 
 
    Sybil’s voice shouted from out of the dark, “Witch, move your hide off that road. The Seelie Court will not be held accountable for any harm the darkies might do to you and your friends.” 
 
    Sean’s voice called from behind Kennedy and the small group of students. “Now, you know that is a racist comment, Sybil. You and the Sylvan Folk are just trying to goad us Fair Folk into a fight.” 
 
    Kennedy shouted to both, “Please, both of you, we found out who was behind everything.” 
 
    “We know who is responsible for the harm done to us.” Sybil stepped out of the shadows. 
 
    Sean stepped into the light from the south. “Never let it be said the Fair Folk are without reason. We will see your evidence to exonerate the Sylvan for their many crimes against us.” 
 
    Kennedy took a deep breath and tried to explain. “Listen, everything was caused by a dummy that had come to life. He used a shillelagh to imitate the two sides, inflaming both.” 
 
    “That sounds a bit farfetched.” Sybil crossed her arms. 
 
    Sean nodded and laid his accent on even thicker. “As much as I hate to agree with the Elf slag, that is a far tall tale you be asking me to believe.” 
 
    “What she says is true. In the name of The Authority, I call on both sides to stand down and return to your homes or face judgment.” Hooper tried to sound forceful, but his voice came out weak and reedy. 
 
    Both Sybil and Sean laughed. 
 
    “You have no moral authority here, Goblin.” Sean sneered. 
 
    Sybil scoffed, “Be gone, you foul creature, before I turn you into a doormat.” 
 
    More of both sides gathered to watch the proceedings. Kennedy could see them gathered just outside the ring of light. The longer she kept them talking, the longer the delay of the battle. She hoped on some force pushing this crazy midnight world back to reality. Something needed to happen, something grand. 
 
    The situation deteriorated quickly. The two sides might join forces and attack Kennedy and Hooper shortly. The cold grip of Carlita jumped into Kennedy’s hand. Before the others could react, she had the SIG pointed inches from Sybil’s forehead. “You want a war so bad… If there is going to be a fight, then, bitch, you can be the first to die.” 
 
    Hooper was the first to react, “Whoa now, let’s not get carried away.” He held up his hands but was too short to do much good. 
 
    Sean laughed. “Now you got the spirit. Put one between the Elfie’s eyes, and let’s get this party started.” 
 
     “I knew the witches couldn’t be trusted. That was why we created a simulacrum for both Trinity and Dani. If I die, you will die next. My forces have you in their sights. Once the battle is over, the two witches in our custody will die as well. You cannot win this fight, witch, you are out of options.” 
 
    It took great strength to not let her emotions take control of her actions. Her mind raced over everything that had happened. The prophecy had been fulfilled, magic was going to return to the world. There had to be a way out of this. It was a standoff Kennedy knew she couldn’t win. “Tell me, Sybil, what can I do to make the two sides stop this senseless fight?” 
 
    “My, my, so nice of you to offer me a choice with a gun pointed in my face. I think I speak for everyone when I say we all tire of the witches meddling into Fae affairs. Tell you what, I’ll call my forces off and take your case to the fair ladies if you do us all a favor. Take that pistol you’re so fond of and put one in your skull.” 
 
    There was a gasp from those gathered around. 
 
    Kennedy hesitated, perhaps this was what Roger Toothaker meant by rising to the occasion. Kennedy shifted the muzzle of the automatic pistol from Sybil’s forehead. She brought the gun up to her own temple. The look of shock on the Elf’s face was worth the gesture. 
 
    Kennedy felt a hand on her right shoulder and Alleye’s breath on her ear. “Sista?” 
 
    With a scream of frustration, Kennedy pulled the trigger. 
 
    The click of the firing pin hitting the cartridge and not firing was earth-shattering. 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t hold back the emotions once she realized she still lived. The tears poured from her eyes in uncontrollable rivers. 
 
    “It was all a trick! You brought an unloaded gun to a fight? How stupid do you think we are?” Sybil jerked the pistol from Kennedy’s hand. “I’ll show you it was all a con job.” She put the gun to her head and pulled the trigger. The Elf’s brains and white hair blew all over her fighters standing to her left. 
 
    Sean exclaimed, “Damn!” 
 
    Kennedy dropped to her knees. On the ground, the snow had melted into a slushy muddy mess. 
 
    Hooper pulled the pin on the love grenade and dropped it in the center of the gathered crowd. The explosion washed over Kennedy. She couldn’t stop crying. Deep inside, she knew it was her brain reacting to all the new hormones that flooded her mind. It didn’t make her feel any less out of control. 
 
    The sound of fighting reached Kennedy’s ears. The sense of failure was overwhelming. If she had Carlita, she might try to shoot herself once again. She felt hands grip her arms and pull her exhausted body to her feet. 
 
    Her light spell had dropped when she pulled the trigger, but she could see. The first light of dawn issued in a new day. What she thought were the sounds of fighting proved to be something entirely different. The love bomb worked. The pent-up rage of centuries was being released not by combat but from an equally primal exercise. The two warring factions had paired up and rolled around in the mud, with little regard concerning who or what saw them. 
 
    Randell and Alleye helped to haul Kennedy off the road. The snow was nearly all gone now. Sybil’s dead body was the only reminder of the hate-filled night in the shadow world. Sean, Hooper, and the students were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “I need breakfast now.” Randell huffed while he helped to carry Kennedy. 
 
    “I know a place… but I need to get my car off the infield at Fenway. That will be too hard to explain.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter, 18: 
 
      
 
    The three sat at the bar at the donut shop across from Boston Common. The morning sun filtered in from the north-facing window. It was good to see the sunlight once again. The snow had melted from the park across the street. 
 
    The radio played the news while the three sat and drank their coffee, munching on apple fritters. 
 
    “Reports are still coming in. A gas explosion has been blamed for the damage at Fenway Stadium. Park officials promise to have all repairs completed before the Red Socks’ opening day…” 
 
    Randell chuckled into his cup. “Never say Boston can’t get work done when it is deemed important.” 
 
    “Just don’t try to get a pothole fixed.” Alleye poured more sugar into her cup. 
 
    The radio kept talking, “Reports are coming in from some strange Saint Patrick’s Day prank. In the wee hours of the morning, several reports from neighbors of Fenway Garden Society claim some sort of student-led gathering or celebration led to things getting out of hand. A number of nude streakers brought back memories of the seventies for many. As of now, no one is taking responsibility for the gathering or is being held responsible for the acts of public indecency…” 
 
    “I bet they never solve that one.” Behind the counter, the old woman Rosina clucked as she refilled cups. “Kids just out having a good time, if you ask me.” 
 
    All three at the counter lowered their heads, hiding respectful grins of innocence and withheld their comments until after she passed. 
 
    After Rosina left them, Alleye whispered, “Any idea why that sex bomb didn’t affect us?” 
 
    Randell shook his head. 
 
    “It probably has something to do with our close proximity to the staff and its effect on our bodies.” Kennedy guessed, but it sounded plausible to her. 
 
    “Chew think the war is over?” 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “No, I think it is just starting. Magic is returning to the world. I’m proof of that. Remember Decker told us several magic items had been stolen from The Authority. We don’t know where Tom or the shillelagh went. There are also many of Joey’s followers left out there walking the streets. So many unanswered questions.” 
 
    “At least rush hour is back to normal.” Randell looked out the window at the passing stop-and-go traffic. 
 
    “Yes, but at what cost? Why did some of the humans get pulled to the other side, and why did they all act like zombies?” Kennedy took a sip of the outstanding coffee. “I feel it is only going to get crazier in the coming weeks as a new equilibrium is reached.” 
 
    “In news north of the city, last night’s wild weather claimed one of the oldest trees in the state due to a lightning strike and resulting fire…” 
 
    Pain shot straight through Kennedy’s heart. “Can you turn that off?” she called out to Rosina. 
 
    “Sure thing, dear… It breaks my heart to heart what happened to that poor tree.” Rosina switched the channel to music. 
 
    Kennedy was a homeless witch. Before she died, Sybil let slip her brother and sister still lived but were in custody of the Seelie Court. After Sybil’s unfortunate accident, now would be a poor time to sue for their release. Perhaps it would be better to ask for help concerning that loose end. Once the three were back together, they needed to search for a new home. Kennedy couldn’t find the courage to return home without her siblings’ support. They might be able to salvage something. 
 
    The bell attached to the door rang when a new customer walked into the shop. Kennedy turned and, despite the bandages covering most of the man’s head, immediately recognized Hooper in his shorter than average human form. 
 
    “Can you two excuse us?” Kennedy motioned for Alleye and Randell to leave the two alone. They peeled off from the bar counter and moved to a booth, just out of earshot. 
 
    “Morning.” Hooper’s voice sounded wrecked after the previous twenty-four hours. He motioned to Rosina. “Can I get one of those to go?” Then he sat on the adjacent stool to Kennedy like he planned to stay awhile. 
 
    “Sure thing, honey,” the older woman called back. 
 
    “Morning,” Kennedy said before taking a sip of coffee. 
 
    “Last night changed nothing… Even if the curse has been lifted, nothing has changed. You can’t use magic in front of the norms.” Hooper didn’t waste any time growling at her. 
 
    “I never planned to…” Kennedy took another sip. 
 
    His tone changed slightly. “That was a ballsy thing you did last night… to shift us back into reality.” 
 
    With no proof her actions did anything other than scaring the crap out of her, Kennedy found it hard to take credit for the stunt with the gun. “It all kind of worked out. I’m not a hundred percent sure why.” Kennedy needed information from the Goblin, without seeming to ask for it. “Looks like you had a chance to go home and get cleaned up… It hurt much?” Kennedy was concerned for the health of the agent, he really stepped up when it all mattered. His actions might have saved her life at Fenway. The hand grenade turned the fighting into loving. 
 
    “Yeah… things are a real mess in my community, right now, and The Authority.” He looked around the shop before continuing. “We aren’t sure who was working with the dummy and who remained loyal to The Authority. There are so many unanswered questions, everyone is under suspicion.” 
 
    “I agree… I hope it all works out.” Kennedy wanted to ask about Decker but couldn’t think of a way without implicating herself or Alleye. Even if the human agent were dirty, The Authority would not take kindly to anyone who put a bullet into one of their own. “With magic returning, it will be harder to keep the dummies of the world from gaining access to those powerful weapons.” 
 
    “Yeah, we know… Listen, we never found Tom’s body or the staff… If he should contact you.”  
 
    “I thought the staff was destroyed in the blast…” 
 
    “Over the years, we have learned a few things about powerful magic items. They are extremely resilient, and they tend to drive those in close contact with them insane.” 
 
    “Marvelous…” 
 
    He slipped a card toward her. “I know we have never had a great relationship.” 
 
    “You once called me a whore.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that, but for the good of humans and Fae alike, we should try to work together… peacefully.” 
 
    Kennedy took the card and slipped it in her oversized sweatshirt. 
 
    Rosina came back with the coffee while taking Hooper’s cash. 
 
    Stepping away from the stool, he said, “By the way, I was real sorry to hear about your home.”  
 
    “Thanks.” Her wound was too fresh for more than that single word. 
 
    Her friends returned before the bell rang, signaling Hooper’s departure. 
 
    Randell asked before fully seated, “Well?” 
 
    Kennedy shook her head. “He is too good of a poker player. I know you two heard what he said. Wolf ears, right?” 
 
    Randell nodded. 
 
    Alleye asked, “What’s this all mean for us?” 
 
    The witch let a smile crease the corner of her mouth. “Randell can go back to working on his Ph.D. while moonlighting as a mad scientist. You can go back to driving your Gremlin and playing your Santana eight-tracks. I need to find a new home while getting my brother and sister out of Elf custody and looking for the missing Tom.” She let out a pitiful little laugh. “On top of everything else, we need to keep the norms from finding magic devices that might upset the balance of the universe.” 
 
    Randell sipped his coffee. “I’ve been working on a theory about Tom and the Fenway Zombies.” 
 
    “Is that a name now?” Alleye asked. 
 
    “You got a better one?” Randell came back with the quick retort. 
 
    Kennedy let the two argue with her in the middle. The sound of their voices brought a strange peace to her troubled mind. The world sat at the beginning of a new magical era, and no one knew what happened next. 
 
    Time in the shadow world passed faster than time in the real world. That was Randell’s guess. That was how nearly twenty-four hours passed in the shadows while only twelve passed on the outside. With no indication the tear in reality was repaired, any use of magic might upset the delicate balance. As far as she could tell, everyone pulled into the dark world was spit back out when Hooper set off the love bomb. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t know if anything followed them back from the other side. In her mind, she felt it was too real a possibility. 
 
    She was jolted back to reality by Randell’s words. “If you need any help, you have my number now, and where to find me… Please, just call first, I will send down a pass. No need to blast the door.” 
 
    “I am really sorry about that.” 
 
    “No worries, MIT has a huge endowment they can afford new glass, once in a while.” 
 
    “Well, chew can’t do nothing without chor lucky charm.” Alleye drank her coffee. “I will be right by chor side.” 
 
    Kennedy smiled through her pain. “How can I fail with friends like you two?” She then forced her cynical mind to not search for all the ways she might fail. 
 
    The future might not be too bright, after all. It might only take a slight push to thrust the universe back down the path of destruction. Anyone who touched that darkness might have been changed in unimaginable ways. 
 
    Kennedy started aging and jumped over puberty. Joey was nearly turned into a real human. She was afraid of what future discoveries lay ahead and the dangers they would bring. 
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