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    Leo St. James Mysteries

Book 02

The Fountain of the Veil

The life of a loved one is in mortal danger, and it is uncertain whether Leo, Gran, or even the powerful Anna St. James can save his life.

This is another story about love, magic, and loss.

Written by Haley Langwood

Please keep in mind I'm a native Dutch speaker, so please forgive any minor editing errors since English isn't my first language. What matters most to me is that you enjoy the stories I share. I've done my best, although I'm not perfect—after all, who is?

 

Thank you!
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Chapter 01
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The horses that Raven ordered for us, which are expected to arrive tomorrow, have surprisingly been forgotten. I just received a call from Josh Johnson, Daniel’s live-in partner, who expressed concern because he is unaware of Daniel’s current whereabouts and has been unable to reach him. This situation is quite troubling, as Daniel typically always informs Josh of his plans, except when he is assisting me with my cases. It’s clear that Josh places complete trust in Daniel, as he has never questioned his reasons for not sharing his location.

Raven maneuvers his vehicle through the imposing gate that grants entry to the grand mansion and carefully parks beside the stately house. He switches off the engine, turns to me with brows knitted in concern, and asks, "What’s wrong?" I can tell he overheard the entire exchange between Josh and me, yet he still waits for me to explain. I face him directly and say, "Josh just called me, and it appears that Daniel is missing."

Raven furrows his brow; concern is evident in his expression. “Missing? How could that be?” he inquires. I respond, feeling a twinge of anxiety, “I have no idea. But we absolutely need to find Daniel.” I say this with a hint of worry, hoping that some dark magical entity hasn't taken him away. We step out of the vehicle and enter the house together. Almost instantly, I hear my mother calling my name. “Leonardo?” I glance at Raven, puzzled. “How does she always do that?” I whisper. Raven shrugs nonchalantly. “Don’t ask me; Anna St. James is an enigma,” he replies frankly. I press my lips together, burdened by the weight of the mystery. Raven’s right; no one—absolutely no one—really knows my mother. Well, perhaps Gran does, but she seems to know everything. She’s like an oracle, a source of endless secrets.

“Yes, Mother,” I respond, observing how unusually silent the house feels today. It’s a stark contrast to the usual lively conversations between my father and Gran about the mysteries of the world and life on Earth. Gran often tries to convince him that living on Earth isn’t nearly as fascinating as the ghostly plane where she spends much of her time. My father always disagrees, despite never having experienced life on that spectral realm. There was even an occasion when Gran offered to take him there, and I nearly thought my mother was having a heart attack! I couldn’t suppress a nearly amused laugh, knowing that such an offer probably wouldn’t have been well received. When my father told Gran he was seriously considering it, I thought my mother might faint! Today, Gran isn’t here, and I have no clue where my father might be.

My impatient mother is awaiting us in the sunroom; her presence fills the air with anticipation. “Leonardo, there you are at last,” she exclaims with a theatrical flair that only she can carry off with such dramatic ease. “Here we are, Mother. What could possibly be the urgency?” I catch her piercing gaze, a stare so intense and commanding that even seasoned warriors might feel a twinge of intimidation, yet I remain calm and unfazed. “Is it true?” she inquires, her voice tinged with concern and a hint of desperation. “What do you mean?” I respond, fully aware of what she’s alluding to. She fixes me with a pointed look, her tone a careful balance of firmness and affection. “Oh, Leonardo, don’t play innocent; that guise doesn’t suit you,” she gently chides. I respond with my most innocent expression, but she’s quick to read through it—she knows me all too well, as I am indeed her son. “It’s Daniel? Is he truly missing?”

“According to Josh, yes,” I respond cautiously. "And what about you?” Her tone turns icy, a reflection of her faery blood’s reaction. You see, my mother is partially witch and partially faery; it’s her faery heritage that causes her to respond with coolness—well, actually, coldness. She loves me, but only within the limits set by the faery essence within her. Yet, if anyone in our community were to err or attempt to harm me, they would inevitably face the fierce wrath of Anna St. James. And that’s not all, my grandfather, the leader of the Arison tribe, would never tolerate threats against his family. Let’s also not forget Gran; even as a ghost, she remains capable of protecting us and inflicting harm upon her enemies if needed.

Even Lucifer, Luc for his friends, shows his respect for her. This act carries significant weight, given his status as the Prince of Hell. “Leonardo, I asked you a question,” she states, and if I had thought her tone was cold before, now it feels as frigid as the South Pole. But that is exactly her intention, and it certainly commands my attention. “Uh, well, if Josh claims he can’t reach Daniel and hasn’t seen him all day, then yes, Daniel must be missing,” I respond, speaking in a sweet, innocent tone with wide eyes.

She gazes at me with a questioning look—something she seldom does—and it instantly puts me a little on edge. "Mother? Why are you looking at me like that?” I inquire, my voice tinged with uncertainty. “Like what? I’m not doing anything unusual. I just want to understand what your plans are for locating your brother,” she responds, her tone now calm and direct. “What do you mean?” I ask, feeling my tension grow as her demeanor seems strangely different from usual. “Exactly what I just said,” she replies, giving me a look that’s almost as if I’ve arrived from another world.

So, just to ensure I understand perfectly, you'd like me to assume the role of a private investigator tasked with locating my brother? “Yes, exactly," she confirms confidently. "I've heard you’re an exceptional private investigator, so I believe you'll be able to find your brother without any trouble." I glance at Raven in disbelief, but he remains completely unmoved. Normally, he engages in conversations with my mother or Gran, so his silence now is another obvious sign that something isn't right. Wonderful, just what I need—more problems to deal with.

“Have you uncovered anything yet? You’re a private investigator, after all, you must have some resources up your sleeve,” Mother asks. “Mother, I just found out that Daniel is missing five minutes ago,” I reply softly, fighting to keep my voice steady because I really don’t want to upset her. The comforting scent of her rose tea fills the air, mingling with the sharp edge of my growing anxiety. “I haven’t even had a chance to catch my breath, let alone figure out where he might be. Please give me an hour to...”

“No,” she suddenly interrupts, her porcelain cup gently clinking against the saucer. Her blue eyes, usually so calm and composed, now shimmer with an unexpected intensity, revealing a sense of urgency. “You will not wait. Leonardo, I genuinely believe it’s in your best interest to start immediately. Every passing moment that Daniel isn’t here feels like a precious moment slipping away,” she says with a voice that’s void of emotion. She pauses, her gaze dropping slightly as if weighing the words she’s hesitant to say. The unspoken truth lingers heavily in the air—she’s avoiding the name Aziz, unable to confront the reality that Aziz might have him. Aziz, who is both Daniel’s father and mine, a fact she cannot yet accept or admit.

Aziz consistently seeks greater power, which leaves me perplexed about his fascination with Daniel. Daniel’s own power still appears dormant, even after he recently learned that his parents are not human. His father is an evil Mage, and his mother was a witch who embraced the dark side. I say “was” because she was recently killed by Lucifer. It was a difficult decision because it was either him or Arabella, leaving Lucifer no choice but to end her life.

My mother’s sense of urgency far exceeds typical maternal concern; it embodies the sharp, strategic thinking of a seasoned warrior who perceives a critical vulnerability demanding immediate action. Her relentless insistence that I respond without delay is not rooted in arrogance but in cold, terrifying logic.

My gaze shifts toward Raven, desperately seeking the reassurance of his calm demeanor and hoping for a shared glance that might convey mutual understanding. However, his face remains distant, revealing nothing but silence and restraint. He is staring out the sunroom window at the new barn, jaw clenched tightly, as if suppressing emotion. The warmth and lightness from our horseback ride have completely dissipated, replaced by an unsettling, heavy silence that hangs in the air. It’s like a familiar place suddenly shrouded in thick fog, obscuring what I thought I knew. What secrets might he be guarding? Why does he avoid my gaze? What is really going on with him beneath that guarded exterior?

“Fine,” I say, the word clipped, attempting to suppress the unease stirred within me by Raven’s silence. Daniel is my top priority right now. I glance at my mother and explain, “Josh called from their apartment. That’s where I need to begin. If you’ll excuse me, I have to locate my brother," as I retrieve my phone and quickly exit the sunroom. I send a brief message to Josh: On my way. Stay put. Do not touch anything.

As I make my way toward the hallway, my hand reaching to grasp my coat from the stand, I hear my mother’s gentle yet steel-strong voice behind me, saying, “Find him, Leonardo. Bring your brother home.” “I will, Mother,” I reply without hesitation. Raven finally shifts, moving silently to walk beside me, but he remains quiet and doesn’t attempt to touch me. The heavy silence between us as we head to the car feels almost deafening, broken only by the pounding of my racing heart and the unsettling certainty that Aziz might be involved in something darker.

I recognize the importance of carefully introducing Josh to the magical community so that he can fully comprehend the complex situation Daniel may be facing. Ensuring his safety is paramount, which requires him to remain unobtrusive. The most effective approach is to be transparent and help him become familiar with the magical world.
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The drive to Josh and Daniel’s apartment feels more extensive than expected, with Raven remaining quietly contemplative, adding a subtle tension to the atmosphere. He’s intensely focused on the road, gripping the steering wheel tightly. Whatever has changed in him back at the mansion remains concealed, which heightens my concern for Raven and the growing distance between us. He pulls up outside the apartment, a sleek, modern building that oddly seems so ordinary compared to the storm of emotions raging inside me.

Before I can even ring the doorbell, I detect a buzzing sound, and the door clicks open suddenly. We step inside and ascend to the fourth floor. Josh quickly appears at the door, and I immediately notice his pallid face and wide, worried eyes. “Leo! Thank goodness you're here. Any news? Did you—” His words come to a halt when he spots Raven behind me and my serious expression. He guides us quietly into the cozy living room, where Daniel’s laptop is open on the coffee table, a half-finished mug of tea sitting cold beside it. The subtle scent of bergamot lingers in the air, Daniel’s favorite, intensifying the ache of missing him, making it feel like an endless ache.

“Josh,” I say softly, my voice slightly trembling. I nod toward the sofa and gently invite, “Please, sit down.” I watch him settle onto the couch as I search for the right words, but nothing seems quite fitting. Finally, I decide to be honest. Daniel once mentioned that Josh is a very straightforward person who doesn’t beat around the bush. Keeping that in mind, I understand I need to be clear and transparent with him.

“Okay, Josh, I need you to listen very carefully to what I’m about to share. First, let me clarify that Daniel isn’t just a librarian, and I’m not merely a detective, either,” I say, trying to sound calm. I look into his bewildered eyes. “Yes, you know I’m Leonardo St. James, a private investigator. But what you don’t know is that I’m also a magical being—part faery, part wizard. My mother is half-faery royalty and half-witch. My grandfather is Alonso Arison, a faery who leads the Arison Tribe. My grandma was a witch who passed away twenty years ago, but she never really left—she stays with us as a ghost, teaching me how to brew potions, write, and cast spells. My stepfather, a kind human, adopted me after marrying my mother, gave me his name, and loves me dearly. My biological father, Aziz, is an evil Mage obsessed with power. I’ll tell you more about him later. However, right now, you must understand his role in Daniel’s disappearance,” I explain, meeting his confused expression.

Josh simply looks at me as if I’m from another planet. “Baby, you gave him an overload of information,” Raven chuckles. I raise my eyebrows. “Are you alright? Are you ill?” I ask him, noting his strange behavior. Raven blinks several times, then shakes his head. “I have no idea,” he replies. “Alright, I think we need to talk, but first we must bring Josh out of his stupor,” I say. “Yes, I believe he’s in shock or something,” Raven responds. Josh remains seated, staring into space.

I gently snap my fingers in front of Josh’s face—still nothing. No blink, no movement. His breathing is faint, and his hands remain slack in his lap. Raven lets out a sharp exhale beside me. “Damn. He’s completely shut down,” I say softly, crouching closer to catch a whiff of the faint aroma of his pine soap mingling with the sweat of adrenaline. “That’s just classic human overload,” I continue quietly. Raven, leaning against the armrest with his arms crossed and a smirk playing on his face, responds, “You could simply say that out loud, Leo. Maybe ease him into it—start with, ‘Hey, wands are real,’ instead of dropping the entire supernatural family tree on him all at once.” My handsome warlock friend chuckles—he really does enjoy himself way too much.

“Noted,” I murmur softly. Then, an idea ignites within me. I eagerly reach into my coat pocket and carefully retrieve a small vial containing Gran’s emergency revival potion—peppermint and lightning in liquid form. I gently uncork it and waft it under Josh’s nose. Immediately, his nostrils flare, and his eyes sharpen, locking onto mine with startling clarity. “You—you’re serious?” he croaks, voice trembling. “As a heart attack,” I reply with a small, knowing smile, then wince at my choice of words.

Josh quickly springs to his feet, accidentally knocking over the cold tea in the process. “Daniel’s missing because of magic?” His voice wavers on that final word, betraying his deep concern. Raven moves swiftly, almost like a shadow, and gently but insistently grips Josh’s shoulders to halt him from rushing off. “Breathe. You’re safe here. But Daniel needs you to stay alert.” “You’re crazy, both of you,” he shouts in frustration. “No, we’re not. And we truly need you to trust us. I’m still Leo, Daniel’s best friend. And..." I catch myself just in time, stopping short before I reveal that Daniel is my brother.

Josh looks at Raven and me with a mixture of impatience and concern. “Why did you stop talking? Please, I need to know more,” he presses, frustration flickering in his eyes. “Come on, I’m waiting,” he urges, his voice both firm and tinged with hope. I hesitate, about to speak again, when he urges me on. "Just tell me,” Josh insists, voice softening. I take a deep breath before replying, “Since you’re so eager to know, I should tell you that Daniel is my half-brother—same father, but different mothers."

Josh’s knees weaken beneath him, and Raven swiftly steadies him as he gently guides him back down to a seated position. I press the vial into his trembling hands, my voice calm and soothing. “Drink this,” I say softly. “It’ll help. Just don’t space out again, okay?” Raven whispers reassuringly, his eyes fixed on him. Josh narrows his eyes in concentration, then quickly consumes the potion, shuddering as its magic takes hold. His cheeks slowly regain their healthy color. “Alright,” he whispers softly, voice steadier now. “Tell me everything I need to know,” he requests, a determined look in his eyes, but his body relaxed and more at ease.

I exhale with a sense of relief, feeling a surge of gratitude that the crisis has been temporarily resolved. “Right,” I affirm firmly as I settle onto the coffee table, gathering my thoughts with renewed determination. “First lesson: Aziz isn’t merely evil. He’s fundamentally corrupt, possesses the patience of a cat, and I strongly suspect he has Daniel. If that’s the case, then our time is quickly running out, and we must act swiftly." Josh holds the empty vial tightly in his hand, his knuckles blanching from the grip. “Wait—why would your father want to take Daniel?” he asks, his voice now steadier, though his knee continues to bounce nervously. I exchange a glance with Raven, who offers a nearly imperceptible nod, signaling that it’s time to disclose the difficult truth.

“Because Daniel’s magic is dormant,” I say, rubbing my temple with a hint of frustration. “Aziz collects magic the way some people hoard stamps. He will drain Daniel completely if.” My words are abruptly cut off by Josh’s horrified gasp. Raven’s hand instinctively moves toward him, but halts midair. “Relax,” Raven murmurs calmly. “Leo’s being a bit melodramatic. Mostly.” I shoot him a sharp glare, but he’s right—there’s no need to send Josh into a panic attack.

Josh swallows hard. “So... what do we do now?” The weight of the ‘we’ presses on my chest, a stark reminder that he’s involved in this matter, whether I like it or not. I lean forward with eager anticipation. “First, let’s retrace Daniel’s steps. For that, I need his laptop,” I say as I reach out to grab it. However, Josh gently catches my wrist, his grip unexpectedly strong for someone who just experienced a supernatural meltdown.

Last night, Daniel had been immersed in research, as Josh had observed. He noted that Daniel grew noticeably nervous, repeatedly minimizing windows whenever he passed by, suggesting he was concealing something. Raven swiftly turns the laptop around, his fingers deftly gliding over the keyboard as he accesses the device. I move in closer to examine the screen. The browsing history is completely erased, save for a single cached page—a fascinating local news article about missing witches, rooted in magical lore. Beneath it, a partially deleted search query was visible: ‘Aziz + ley lines,’ suggesting that Daniel's investigations might be connected to mystical energies or locations.

A shiver runs down my spine as I read the ominous words. “Oh, hell,” I whisper under my breath. Raven’s curse echoes my own, intensifying the chill that crawls along my back. Josh looks back and forth between us, his brow furrowing with concern. “What is it?” he asks, voice tense. Raven swiftly turns the screen toward him, his face grave. “Witches have vanished near ley line intersections—an unmistakable Aziz pattern. He uses their blood to amplify his dark powers.” Josh’s face drains of color once more. “You’re saying Daniel was searching for this?”

“Or simply stumbled onto it,” I mutter under my breath. The ticking of the clock seems to grow louder, each second echoing the urgency of the moment, and Aziz is the kind of person who leaves no loose ends unattended. Abruptly, I rise to my feet. “We need to leave immediately.” Raven is already engaged in sending a text message—probably informing Luc of the latest developments. Josh swiftly grabs his jacket. “I’m coming with you.” I open the door but hesitate for a moment. There’s no way I will allow a human to join us. “No, Josh. Absolutely not! You’re human and vulnerable,” I assert firmly. I almost wanted to say “fragile,” but it might sound too delicate. “Listen, Josh, we’re about to delve into the realm of dark magic, and it’s far too perilous for you,” I explain. Josh shakes his head defiantly. “No! This is about Daniel, and you can’t stop me.” Before he can say another word, I gently close his eyes, and Raven carefully carries him to the bedroom with grace.

“As if I couldn’t possibly prevent him,” I remark. Raven chuckles softly, responding, “Indeed, you are the greatest wizard of all time.” I turn toward him, carefully grasping his jacket and drawing him close enough to have our noses nearly touch. In a hushed tone, I whisper, “That’s right, and don’t you forget it,” before pressing my lips to his, a surge of warmth enveloping us.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 03


[image: ]




As Luc materializes seamlessly before us, the cracks in the pavement gently yield beneath the flawless polish of his oxfords. A subtle, almost imperceptible scent of brimstone intertwines with the luxurious aroma of Bergdorf Goodman cologne lingering in the air. He meticulously adjusts his ruby cufflinks, adding an elegant touch of flair, before turning towards me with a mischievous glint of amusement mixed with slight annoyance. “Just so you’re aware," he begins in a slow, drawn-out drawl, “your, well, human librarian brother—correction, half-brother—disappears after honing in on ley lines, and you immediately jump to the conclusion that your dear father has kidnapped him for some dark magic smoothie?" Moments like these serve as a vivid reminder of how unpredictably, intricately, and captivating this world truly is.

“Daniel is human; you should be aware of that,” I say softly, a gentle tone underpinning my words. Luc smiles lazily, a mischievous twinkle flashing in his eye. “Oh, but that’s where you’re mistaken,” he replies with a subtle smile. “What do you mean?” I inquire eagerly. “What I mean is that even as long as Daniel’s magic remains dormant, he is still a magical being. Only you didn’t know before. However, the moment he uses his powers for the first time, he will truly transform into a magical being. Then, the entire community will know. Didn’t you realize?” Luc responds with practiced smoothness.

Raven stiffens beside me, his posture tense and alert. A distant honk from a passing taxi echoes through the air, but the sound seems strangely muted, as if wrapped in velvet or draped in a soft, concealing layer. That’s likely the effect of Luc’s influence. “Yes, I’m aware of that,” I reply, gently loosening Luc’s grip on my arm. “But, since Daniel’s powers remain dormant, he’s regarded as human. And if not Aziz, then who else could have him?” I demand, warding off his hold. Luc exhales a quiet sigh and brushes an imaginary speck from the immaculate sleeve of his perfectly tailored shirt. “The real question is—where?” he says softly, pausing to build suspense. Then, with deliberate calm, he adds, “Daniel is at the Ridgeford Historical Society. If you’re interested in the specifics, he’s attending their midnight book club gatherings.”

Raven’s rapid, sharp inhale conveys everything I need to know about the situation at hand. The Society isn’t simply human; they are archivists—intense, passionate collectors of magical oddities who guard fiercely anything they deem to be ‘lost knowledge.’ This protective instinct evidently extends even to oblivious humans who happen to become curious about ley line rumors.

Luc offers a sly, knowing smirk in response to my reaction. “Oh, don’t look so horrified,” he remarks with a teasing tone. “They won’t harm him. They’ll simply... borrow his memories. Permanently.” With a decisive snap of his fingers, a luxurious, gold-embossed parchment business card materializes between us. “They’re hosting an auction tonight. Care to guess what’s on the menu?” 

The card feels distinctly cold against the palm of my hand, its chill seeping into my skin. Lot 42: Unfiltered Ley Line Resonance, sourced from D. McKenna. Raven’s grip on my arm tightens instinctively. “They’re auctioning his magic?” Luc’s grin spreads wider, a hint of malice lurking beneath. “Worse. They’re selling the right to extract it.” I hadn’t realized I had crumpled the card until the sharp edges pricked my skin. “Tick-tock, everyone,” Luc whispers softly, a dangerous smile playing on his lips. “The bidding begins at midnight.”

I glance at Luc with a hopeful smile, seeking reassurance. “Can you assist us in locating the place? It appears you have precise knowledge of where this society is, and time is precious,” I say softly, trying to maintain a calm tone. He studies me thoughtfully for a moment. “I could do that, but...” I quickly cut in, emphasizing, “You do know that my mother considers Daniel her son, right?” I interrupt before he can reply, conscious that my words might ground him again, and I want to keep the mood optimistic. Luc considers me for a long moment, then smiles. “Come on, I’ll take you there. After that, we’ll stand our ground, and together, we’ll free Daniel,” Luc responds with a growl of determination. I share a brief, encouraging smile with Raven, who chuckles warmly, causing Luc to scowl. “Alright, let’s go and teach those fools a lesson they’ll never forget,” I declare confidently, ready to face whatever comes.

The world dissolves into a swirling blend of smoke and sulfur as Luc’s magic envelops us completely. In the blink of an eye, I’m seething with anger on the pavement; the next, my boots softly touch the gleaming mahogany floors, their gentle thud reverberating through the expansive hall of the Ridgeford Historical Society. The atmosphere is thick with the musty smell of aged parchment and a sharp, metallic odor—an oily, viscous magic that coats the back of my throat. My vision narrows just in time to witness a dozen robed figures halt suddenly, their teacups suspended mid-air, frozen in a moment of stunned surprise, as if time itself had sputtered to a halt.

Luc adjusts his tie with composed, measured grace. "Gentlemen,” he murmurs softly, “we are about to join your little soirée.” The auctioneer—a slender man with ink-stained fingers—quickly regains his composure. “This is a private event,” he protests hurriedly. Still, I am already advancing, my coat trailing behind me with purposeful intent. The enchanted wards encircling the room crackle and hiss as I approach, the magic within me eroding their fragile defenses with relentless precision, like acid consuming metal. 

“You have something of mine,” I say, my voice low and commanding, a growl that resonates through the tense air as the chandelier above us trembles, its crystals clinking softly like a subtle warning. “And I am desperate to retrieve it.” Raven stands calmly beside me, shadows coiling around his wrists, a silent display of readiness. The archivists exchange nervous glances, their uncertainty palpable. One of them instinctively reaches for a bellpull—presumably to summon help—but Luc, with a swift flick of his fingers, dispels the threat by turning the roped figure into dust, ending the danger in an instant.

The auctioneer’s polite facade begins to crack. “Lot 42 was acquired legally—” he starts, but I cut him off. “Lot 42? That’s my brother. First, he’s not just a number. And second, nothing you’re doing here is legal.” I snap my fingers, and the velvet curtain behind the podium erupts into blue flames, revealing Daniel chained to an ornate chair. His head hangs forward, a rune-carved collar encircles his neck, and his fingers twitch involuntarily. Thank goodness he is still alive and fighting. The wave of relief that floods over me is overwhelming. I glance at the auctioneer. “Move and your dust,” I warn.

Luc whistles softly, a hint of sardonic amusement in his tone. “Damn, Leo. You really do take after your mother,” he murmurs with a smirk. I choose to ignore him, instead fixing my gaze on Raven, who moves with the silent, practiced grace of a shadow slipping through the darkness toward Daniel. The archivists scramble around in a frantic flurry, their nervous energy palpable, but I remain undeterred. “No!” I shout fiercely, summoning my magic with deliberate intensity to twist their pristine auction catalogs into writhing paper snakes that coil angrily around their wrists, snarling silently.

The auctioneer lets out a faint whimper as I lean in closer, enough to catch a trembling breath of his evident fear. “Here’s a new addition to your collection,” I whisper softly, my voice low and deliberate. "The sound of your spine shattering. Are you interested?” He screams in terror, and I hear Luc let out a quiet sigh behind me. "Always with the theatrics," he comments dryly. I smile sharply and reply, “You love it," before the real entertainment begins.

Raven arrives at Daniel's side first, his fingers delicately tracing the intricate rune collar—an ancient and formidable device designed to siphon magical energy into a collector’s vial. As Raven’s hand makes contact, the metal emits a soft hiss and begins to blacken with smoke. Daniel suddenly jerks upright, a gasp tearing from his throat, his emerald eyes wide and unfocused. “Leo?” he whispers, voice trembling with uncertainty. “Knew you’d come.” “I’ll always come for you, brother,” I whisper. “Now, stay calm so Raven can carefully remove the collar.” But Raven, quick as lightning, shatters the collar like fragile glass before I can finish speaking. The air thickens with the scent of burnt sugar—Daniel’s magic, still dormant but already reacting fiercely to the disruption.

Meanwhile, Luc merrily makes his way toward the auctioneer, whistling an energetic tune. “Oh, Archie,” he coos softly as he takes the gavel from the trembling man’s grasp. “Didn’t anyone warn you? It’s unwise to kidnap Anna St. James’ treasured librarian. She cares for him as if he were family." Gently, he taps the gavel once against the man’s temple. Then, with a sudden collapse, the entire podium disintegrates into a heap of antiquated, termite-ravaged sawdust.

Archivists hurriedly attempt to flee, only to find Raven’s shadows have intricately woven themselves into living barbed wire, effectively blocking the exits. “Leaving so soon?” he whispers with a sly tease. “But the party’s just getting started.” An especially nervous individual reaches into his robes and pulls out a letter opener. I can’t help but roll my eyes. “Really?” I sigh. With a swift flick, the blade transforms into a vibrant bouquet of daisies. The man watches in astonishment. “Dude,” I say with a deadpan tone, “that was a bit embarrassing.”

Daniel groans softly, rubbing his throat as a sigh escapes him. “They said they wanted my ‘potential,’” he mutters, his voice tinged with a weariness that borders on delirium. His laughter, ragged and shaky, carries a faint edge of incredulousness. “Didn’t even let me finish my tea,” he adds with a wry smile, a flicker of amusement mixed with annoyance. The genuine indignation underlying his words prompts a smile from me—classic Daniel in every sense.

Luc strolls over, his gaze flickering with curiosity as he examines his freshly manicured nails. “So, kids, what’s the plan? Do we roast them alive? Turn them into toads? Or—” A sly grin begins to spread across his face, transforming into a mischievous smile. “Perhaps I should call in a favor with the goblin tax auditors?” I turn to Raven, who responds with a nonchalant shrug. "Auditors. Always slow and painful,” he says cheerfully, his tone light but his meaning all too clear.

Daniel groans as he struggles to his feet, gripping my shoulder with frantic urgency. "And... maybe burn the entire place down? I really can't stand it here,” he exclaims abruptly. I can’t help but smile warmly at him. "Now you’re speaking my language,” I reply with a cheerful tone. Luc snaps his fingers, and a flicker of hellfire dances along the velvet drapes, casting eerie shadows. The archivists’ screams merge into a haunting melody, blending with the crackling mahogany. Raven releases a tired sigh. “We’re definitely going to get billed for this,” he mutters under his breath. I chuckle softly. "Perhaps, but it’s absolutely worth it,” I respond cheerfully, savoring the chaos.

Daniel says, "Can we go home now? I’m hungry, and I really need a shower." I respond, “Yes, let’s head home. There’s a man who’s very eager to have you back in his arms." Daniel looks at me thoughtfully, eyes narrowing slightly. “Josh knows?” he whispers cautiously. I nod. "Oh, yes, he’s aware. He called me to inform me that you were missing,” I clarify.

Because of that, we gently shared with him details about the magical community—though not everything, of course,” Raven adds warmly. “You told him?” Daniel exclaims, surprised. “We did,” Raven confirms softly. “How did he react?” Daniel asks, trying to hide a smile. “I used a bit of magic to soothe him, and once he calmed down, he eagerly wanted to see magic,” I explain happily. “Ah, bright stars?” “Yes, bright stars, Daniel,” I reply with a smile.
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Chapter 04
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“That went well,” I remark with a smile as Raven, Luc, and I step into the house. The moment I enter the foyer, I pause to listen carefully. Raven’s brow furrows in concern. “Is something wrong?” he asks, his voice tinged with worry. I glance at him, offer a reassuring smile, shake my head, and say, “Nope, everything is...” Just then, the voice I had hoped to avoid calling my name fills the air. Of course, I should have known that my mother always senses when I’ve returned home.

“Leonardo?” I hear my mother call softly, her voice filled with gentle curiosity. "Yes, Mother," I respond tenderly, clasping Raven’s hand as I guide him toward the sunroom. When we arrive, she sits up with eager anticipation, her eyes sparkling as she asks us to recount every detail of Daniel’s rescue. She’s keen to understand whom she should be watching out for, her mind already racing with questions and concern.

“Leonardo, I want you to share all the details about Daniel’s rescue and identify those responsible,” she requests. "Grandfather has already made it abundantly clear that those responsible will be held to account by him and me, naturally. The audacity to target my boy,” she murmurs with a low growl, a mix of barely contained anger and restraint. I’ve never seen her so visibly distressed before. It’s obvious—her faery heritage is unmistakably shining through.

She declares with calm conviction, “It’s high time I make it absolutely clear that Daniel is considered my son.” Yet her composed exterior conceals a brewing storm of fury beneath. I can sense her simmering with rage just beneath that icy facade. I do my utmost to maintain a neutral expression and avoid raising my eyebrows at her audacious assertion. Essentially, anyone who dares lay a finger on Daniel will answer to Anna St. James and my grandfather. I hesitate to reveal how narrowly Daniel escaped being sold solely for his magic, and how they almost succeeded in draining his powers—possibly leaving him unable to think or move. This is a sensitive moment, and I intend to handle it with utmost care.
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