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Chapter 1


Andy





Ishuffled over the grass on my knees to reach the next stalk of basil, snipping it off and tossing it into the basket at my side. Somehow, I had brought the big back courtyard with us when I moved the entire damned Lovell mansion into the pocket world between Magea and the angelic realm, where we currently existed. I had no idea how things were growing here. There wasn't really a sun, or rain, or clouds…just a sort of ambient semi-bright, grayish-bluish-purplish sky that seemed to lighten and darken on a similar cycle to the angelic plane. We were the most closely tethered to the angels' home, but there were currents of other energies sustaining us as well, a bit from Magea, a bit from the Planus realm…. Honestly, I had no clue what I had done, as usual. But it seemed to be holding. For now. 

The issue was that while there was soil underneath the garden and the house, it wasn't exactly Earth soil. Or maybe it was… just with nothing to sustain it. Most people think of dirt as an inanimate object devoid of life. But witches know better. Soil is usually teaming with life. Microorganisms, tiny root systems, bugs, fungus, you name it. And while I could sense some of that life in the soil beneath me, it also felt different. More limited. Less able to grow and expand. 

Niamh and I had managed to get a big herb bed going, and we had been working at packing as many medicinal, magical, and food plants into the limited courtyard space as possible, but we had to use a hefty dose of our own magic to give the plants a boost and sustain them all in this strange new environment. And the magics that sustained our auras weren't flowing the same as before either, deprived of their usual ambient sources.

A siege, Niamh had called it. And that's exactly what this was, even if it kind of felt like boredom most of the time. The fact was, we were all labeled as criminals back on Magea. And according to the newspaper Ambrose had snatched a while back, the SA was also spreading their lies in the Planus realm where the humans ruled. They labeled me a dangerous terrorist, and I had a massive bounty out on me. And the others they labeled as either my victims or my accomplices, depending on what news source you got your information from. Regardless, they were wanted as well, either for punishment or for "questioning." We were stuck here in this pocket world indefinitely. 

Bis trundled over to me, waddling adorably with his burden. He wanted to help in the garden, and it was hard to carry things around when your hands were rodent-sized and you were most comfortable on four legs. So, I had crafted him a pouch that was sort of like a mini backpack. He could get it on and off himself, and it was adorable to watch him stuff the thing with herbs and seeds, load up, and carry it back to the basket for delivery. I helped him shimmy out of the straps, but he chattered at me when I went to empty the bag. Apparently, he was determined to do it all himself.

Niamh laughed as she came to crouch beside us, her own basket overflowing. "Don't worry, Bis," she told my skunk-rat-hedgehog best friend. "We know you can do it. Andy just can't help sticking her nose in and trying to help. She does it to everyone."

I scowled at her. "Fuck you."

She grinned at me, showing off her sharp little canines, as if I might forget for one second she was a dangerous fae huntress. "Right out here in the open?"

I rolled my eyes. "Sure. Why not?" I said, waving an arm to encompass the entire pocket world. "It's not like we have nosy neighbors to worry about."

I laughed as she sprung, pushing me down, her long, lean body pressed to my short, curvy one. Her hand cushioned my head before I hit the ground and her lips met mine, playful and confident. My hands came to her slender hips as the fae devoured my lips, her silky light-brown hair tumbling forward around her small, pronged antlers. 

I kissed her back just as fervently, my body responding to her like magic. Goddess, I needed the distraction. We all did. This game of wait-and-see was driving me insane, and we'd only been here a little over a week. 

A polite throat-clearing interrupted our passion, and I tilted my head back to study the upside-down view of the towering gargoyle, my hands still resting on Niamh's perfect ass as she nipped at my neck. 

"Sorry to interrupt," Zhong said, running an enormous hand over the back of his neck in a sweet, nervous gesture. No matter how often he saw me making out with my other lovers, the big guy never seemed to lose his shyness—until he got pulled in and the passion took over. Then he was a beast.

Niamh bit me on the shoulder with her sharp little teeth. "Ow! You ass." I shoved her off me and sat up so I could look at Zhong right-side-up. "What's up? Did you come to save me from this violent monster?"

Zhong's marble-like gray skin flushed pink around his high cheekbones and the tips of his pointed ears. "Uh… no, master. I was thinking I'd give you two some privacy while I went in and made lunch. Is there anything specific you want me to get out for you?"

I sighed, my shoulders slumping at the reminder of all the ways my evil family had fucked me over, even from beyond the grave. Someone had been so pissed off at my parents that they hit the Lovell line with a curse that worked on our DNA. I hadn't even been involved in whatever feud led to the curse. But here I was, a type 1 diabetic, when witches were supposed to be immune to human diseases and disorders. And I had gone and stuck us in a pocket world where I didn't have ready access to the insulin I needed to survive. 

I had been doing everything I could to stretch out the limited supply that came with us when I transported us to the pocket world. Which meant eating as little sugar and carbohydrates as possible. But that alone wouldn't stop me from needing insulin. My blood sugars would continue to climb. Eventually, I was going to have to risk leaving our sanctuary to go to another plane and find medicine and supplies. In the meantime, Zhong did a lot of the cooking, and he had been trying to help me with meals that didn't spike my blood sugar as badly. 

"I'll just have a salad," I said unhappily. Zhong was a skilled cook. And I fucking loved food. I could use some carbs for stress-eating purposes right about now. But what are you gonna do? "If there's any of the chicken from yesterday leftover, I'll toss that on it. Thanks for asking."

He nodded, his spade-tipped tail lashing behind his hulking body. I knew he was worried about my medical condition. I was too. But there was only so much you could do. "I'll make one of your teas?" he said, tugging at one of his horns as he tried to think of ways to care for his master. The adorable idiot. 

I nodded. I had a few magic-infused teas that helped with balancing my blood sugars and helped keep me from developing diabetic ketoacidosis from being high for too long. It wouldn't let me live without insulin, but it would slow the process down. If I was human, I would have run out of insulin and had to be hospitalized by now. 

Zhong opened his mouth to say something else, but I couldn't hear what it was over the sudden pained shout that came from the doorway that led out of the courtyard and into the house. I leapt to my feet, jumped over Bis, and rushed inside. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I knew that sound. I hated that I knew that sound so damned well.

I found Aahil on his knees in the hallway, the petite jinn curled into a ball as smoke and steam rolled off him. He was muttering something between labored breaths. Probably berating himself for his lack of control.

He had come back to us from the O'Leary coven weak and stripped of his power, his magic depleted. But the jinn was an ancient, powerful fire elemental, and it hadn't taken long for his power to regenerate. The problem was, he was also heavily traumatized, and we had found out just recently that getting his magic back… wasn't necessarily a good thing right now. 

He had no control. Something would trigger him, and he would go up in flames. It was bad enough when he did that normally—whenever his temper got the better of him and he went up in a snit. But usually his little drama queen outbursts were limited, and he could pull back and limit the destruction if he really wanted to. It might look like we were all in danger of going up in flames, but he was always in control when it came right down to it. But now… since the O'Learys broke him, Aahil's fire wasn't just a danger to everyone around him; it burned him too. And while he could stop it from spreading to the rest of his surroundings, he couldn't seem to keep from injuring himself.

I crouched down in front of him as he hissed and panted. I had created fire suppression wards when the little terror first came out of the bestiary and decided to stay with us. But they were only good at stopping the unstoppable jinn fire if it was in danger of spreading and burning the house down. They didn't stop him from going off in the first place. And now that his magic was attacking its source, the wards couldn't protect Aahil from getting hurt. 

He finally lifted his head, and his gold eyes met mine from beneath the curtain of his sleek, dark hair. A shimmer of unshed tears pooled in his eyes as he tried not to react to the pain he must be feeling. His clothes were singed. What little skin I could see on his face and hands was bubbled and red. It was already healing before my eyes, but fuck, that had to hurt. And I knew he was probably burned all over. Not just where I could see. 

"What can I do?" I asked, reaching for him, but not touching. I didn't want to cause him even more pain by putting pressure on his poor skin. 

He swallowed, and a shudder went through him. We stared at each other in silence for a few minutes, both of us knowing what he wanted to say. But he knew I wasn't going to help him die. And I knew he didn't really mean it anymore when he asked for me to kill him. Usually. 

Yeah, life was just sunshine and rainbows these days. 

"Find your necromancer and the water weaver?" he finally said, his silky, seductive voice rough around the edges. I went to stand up and go do as he asked, but another alluring voice spoke from right beside us as Hasumi materialized from out of nowhere. 

"I'm here, flame." I watched as Hasumi knelt beside Aahil, sending a wave of calming magic and cool mist out to soothe the jinn. They were quite the pair, Hasumi's ethereal, androgynous beauty and air of calm, effortless control next to Aahil's fiery, sensual, and out-of-control rage. 

Hasumi had been using their power over emotions to help Aahil find some semblance of balance while he healed and found his feet again. But the water weaver couldn't stop the jinn from feeling everything. That wouldn't solve anything. So, things slipped out sometimes. Trauma overcame him now and then, and Aahil lost his shit. It was part of the healing process. But I just wished it wasn't such a physical danger to him. 

"Everyone seems alive." Dyre's deep voice was dry and unimpressed. "Why am I here?"

Ambrose stepped out of the shadows, the boogeyman giving the necromancer an unimpressed look. "Because Aahil asked for you, darling." He sketched a jaunty bow toward me and Aahil, then disappeared in a swirl of black shadows. 

Between the boogeyman and the ghost, there was no such thing as privacy around here. There was always someone lurking in the shadows or floating in the aether, eavesdropping like their life depended on it. But in this instance it was helpful, so I didn't bother to complain. 

Dyre arched a blood red brow at Aahil, then came to crouch beside us, all long limbs and eerie dark magic as he rested his elbows on his knees. "What?" he demanded. Ever the warm and talkative one, my necromancer. Not that Aahil helped matters. The jinn had some sort of beef with Dyre that I didn't understand. But knowing Aahil, it was probably something stupid and petty. 

Aahil dropped back to sit on his ass, his red-brown skin now free from blisters, but still looking a tad inflamed. "I need you and your parasite, and Hasumi, to do something to strip my magic. I can't fucking live like this."

I arched my brows at Aahil in surprise. "No."

Aahil turned to glare at me. "I don't recall asking your opinion, Lovell." It was more attitude than I'd seen from him since he came back to us, even if it was still a bit flat. And I was far too happy about the return of this bit of his spark to be mad about his snapping at me. 

"I don't care," I said, moving to sit cross-legged beside him. "No one is stripping your magic. You could die. Not to mention, you were so upset about not having your power to throw around when you were drained before." I shook my head adamantly. "No. We'll figure something else out."

His mutinous expression didn't change, but his shoulders rounded as he unconsciously hunched in on himself. "Do you know what it feels like to suffer full body burns every time you get a little upset? To have your own fucking magic try to immolate you from the inside out whenever you're waylaid by in inconvenient memory?" He scoffed. "I'm useless either way. But at least without my magic I was useless and not on fire."

Hasumi touched Aahil's shoulder and I think we all felt the calming magic the water weaver was gently pushing out. Aahil's shoulders rounded even more, and he hugged his knees to his chest. "It hurts," he whispered. "Everything fucking hurts."

I knew he wasn't just talking about the physical pain. And my heart broke for him all over again. 

Dark power swelled around us, and I watched in surprise as Dyre—no, Sunny—reached out and gripped Aahil's chin, tilting his head up so he had to meet the gaze of the wraith that lived inside the necromancer. "We will help you," Sunshine's deep, creepy-as-fuck multi-layered voice informed Aahil. "Do not worry our witch this way."

I shook my head. My life was so weird. Sunshine was a wraith. Technically, he should be incapable of feeling. Incapable of caring about people. But apparently, he cared about just two people. He would do anything to protect his host. And for some weird reason, the wraith was also attached to me. He didn't fully understand things like love or family. But he understood enough to know that seeing Aahil suffer made me sad. So he would help.

I patted Sunny's skinny shoulder. "Thanks. But you should probably stop touching Aahil. He doesn't like it."

The jinn in question was frozen, his gold eyes flaring with dangerous bursts of fire magic as he stared up at the taller man like a cobra about to strike. Aahil hadn't been a fan of unsolicited touching before his time with the O'Learys. And these days, it was an especially touchy subject. Pun intended. But I was pretty sure Sunny's grip on his chin was so strong that he couldn't pull away. He could dematerialize, but he clearly wasn't done with this conversation yet. "Get your fucking hands off me, corpse," he growled. 

I sighed. "Aahil. Sunshine. Stand down, guys. Please? I'm so fucking tired of the posturing."

Sunshine tilted his head to study Aahil, then glanced at me before finally removing his hand from the jinn. "The bright one is wounded. This causes you pain. I simply wished to help."

I nodded, feeling a headache coming on. "I know. He's thankful too. He just has a hard time saying that." Aahil scoffed at me, but I ignored him. "Can I talk to Dyre now? Please?"

The wraith blinked, and his black eyes bled to violet once more as Dyre took control. "Sorry," the necromancer said as he scrubbed a hand over his gaunt face. "He's restless. It would be a relief for us to have a magical puzzle to work out." He glanced at Aahil. "I'll help Andy come up with something to help the flares," he said without emotion. Then Dyre stood and strode off before Aahil could reply. Probably for the best. I watched the necromancer's long red ponytail swish across his dreary gray shirt as he turned the corner and disappeared from sight. 

I had things to work out with Dyre too. He still thought I should be horrified whenever I was in the same room as him. And I knew he wanted to dissolve the temporary lifebond we had formed in order to save the others. But I was determined to make sure he didn't plan on running away the moment he was free. 

Damn it, why was I so horrible at loving people? Oh, right. Lovell blood and all that. I had spent my whole life trying to prove that I wasn't like my evil ancestors. But lately I wondered… maybe I was poisoned down to my damned core. 

Aahil huffed and disappeared in a shower of sparks, probably off to his room, where he could brood in peace. I met Hasumi's turquoise eyes and let out a long sigh. The water weaver was probably suffering too, with their sensitivity to emotions and the current state of this entire messed-up household. They leaned in to press a soft kiss to my forehead before they also disappeared, probably off to check on Aahil. My insulin pump chose that moment to sound an alarm, letting me know that my blood sugar was dangerously high. 

I curled forward and put my face in my hands, my brain scrambling to find answers to all our problems all at once. 

But I suppose at least I wasn't bored, right?








  
  

Chapter 2


Andy





Before I stumbled across the bestiary and collected a gathering of weird magical creatures, I hardly ever stepped foot in the Lovell coven house. I had grown up in the orphanage, and the second I was old enough to get out—which was much younger here than in the human Planus realm—I found out the hard way that this place wasn't my home. 

The mansion was a horror show of terrible memories and even worse imprinted energies, since it had been inhabited for generations by evil assholes who did the nastiest magic they could think of with no worry over the consequences. I also had a hard time fitting in anywhere in the magical realm, in general. People either wanted to berate me and punish me for my family's wrongs, or they wanted to suck up to me and draw me in so they could learn every horrible secret my powerful family possessed. 

I quickly decided that it was in my best interest to move to the Planus realm with the humans and pretend I knew nothing about witches or magic. I only came back here as an adult to grab things to pawn so I could keep living far away from this shithole and all the pain associated with it. The house had been heavily booby-trapped the first time I set foot in it. Most of the spells were crafted so they only reacted to people who didn't have Lovell blood in their veins. But not all of them. I had spent a long time poking around the place, disarming nasty surprises so I could get to the valuables. 

I knew I hadn't found all the spells and traps. The place was immense, and I was only one person. Since coming back here, Elijah had used his incorporeal advantage to help me find a few more spells and disarm them so my guests wouldn't end up dead. There were some that I hadn't gotten around to disarming yet, like the man-eating bottom step in the basement—that thing was almost sentient, and it was going to take a lot of magic to destroy. And there was no guarantee I wouldn't take out the whole damned staircase in the process. But I knew there were also some spells I just hadn't found yet because I'd been busy with other crap. Like the bestiary. And the SA. And not dying. 

My houseguests were all powerful enough to duck and roll if they triggered something. I hoped. 

But I was really regretting my lack of thoroughness at the moment. Dyre and I had come up with a spell to help Aahil keep from hurting himself with his own magic. But we needed a trinket of some sort to put it in—a necklace, a bracelet, or some other type of jewelry that could hold the spell but would be convenient to take off in an emergency. Like, say, if the SA found us and the risk of suffering a few full body burns no longer outweighed the need for Aahil to use his magic to survive. 

The thing was, the spell would be deep magic, to affect him the way it needed to, and it would be best anchored in a vessel that had the right energies. Just what those energies were, I wasn't sure. But we'd know when we found it. Lucky for Aahil, the Lovell mansion was full of old, powerful, gaudy baubles. 

Dyre and I were currently on the hunt for a suitable piece, and we were drifting further away from the parts of the house that saw regular use. I was afraid one of us was going to trigger a booby trap and blow ourselves up. Although, knowing my family, blowing ourselves up would be the best-case scenario. We were far more likely to find ourselves in some sort of torture spell. 

I sighed and opened the door to what had once been my parents' bedroom. Distant memories wanted to come to the forefront, but it didn't take all that much work to push them back—I was only six years old when they died and I was taken away to the orphanage. And everything from before that time was murky, my memories happily suppressed by trauma. 

And by the magic Aahil had cast on me back then to erase my sister from the minds of all who knew her. His handiwork was fading a bit, now that I knew Atropa Belladonna Lovell existed. I would get little snippets of memory here and there, of an older sister who was the only one to make time for me while the rest of the coven was focused on their plans for world domination. But that was it.

The bedroom door creaked faintly as it swung open, and I cast out my awareness, trying to sense any wards or spells. The room was infused with a lingering hint of magic, the faintest trace of the auras of the powerful witches who had once spent so much time here. 

I tried not to think of my parents as people, if I could help it. They were things. Evil beings who were distant from me. Relatives on paper, but that was it. Nothing more to me than names on parchment. But sometimes I remembered they were people. 

Against my will, I recalled my mother and father looking down at me with actual joy in their eyes when I mastered a spell or did a bit of magic. And as my eyes traveled over the dusty four-poster bed and the expensive furnishings that filled their bedroom, I wondered…had these evil beings snuggled up in bed at night with a steaming cup of tea? Had they been human enough to talk about their day, to whisper their hopes and dreams to each other as they cuddled up to sleep? Had they loved each other? Were the monsters capable of that? And if they were, then were they really monsters at all?

I angrily swiped the back of my hand across my cheek to get rid of the stupid tears. Yes. They were monsters. My family was absolutely evil. No question. Bracing myself, I stomped across the room and threw open the tall, ornate wooden cabinet meant to store jewelry. 

A ward buzzed against my skin, but it settled almost immediately, recognizing me as family. I had never come in here in search of things to pawn. It just hadn't been worth stirring up the emotions that came with memories of my parents. When I saw the contents of the case, I snorted in disbelief. "Glad you had your fucking priorities straight," I muttered, slamming the door closed again. 

The case was completely empty. It was possible someone had stolen everything, but I highly doubted it with that ward in place. No one from the SA had been able to get into the mansion right after my parents' executions. Some sort of death magic had protected the place until I came of age. And the booby traps left behind afterward made it too risky to bother with. So I knew it hadn't been looted. My damned petty parents had simply hidden their valuables. 

I did a circuit of the rest of the room, checking hidden cubbies and all the nooks and crannies, but I already knew I wouldn't find anything. I was relieved when I finally stepped back into the hallway and shut the door behind me, blocking out all thought of my parents once again. Dyre emerged from a room a few doors down, his log nose wrinkled and waving his hand in front of his face as if to dispel a foul smell. 

"You okay?" I asked with a lifted eyebrow. 

He brushed his long red hair back from his face and looked down his aristocratic nose at me, his expression cold. "Your family was as bad as mine," he snapped. "I just broke a curse meant to melt my skin off my bones."

I sighed. "Mondays, am I right?" Skin-melting curses were just another day at the office around here. 

He gave me an unimpressed look, clearly not appreciating my humor. "Have you found anything?"

I shook my head. "Just finished searching my parents' bedroom, so that was fun. It looks like they hid all the good stuff before they faced off with the SA. But if that's the case, then I know where to look next."

Waving for Dyre to follow me, I headed to the vault. I knew it existed. I had been in there a time or two as a kid. But I hadn't bothered to try opening it as an adult because, quite frankly, I didn't want any part of the family fortune. And I didn't want to know what else they had stuffed away in there that they thought was valuable. The results of my family's black magic dabbling were often horrific. They had created Hibiscus, after all, combining bits and pieces of still living animals… and probably some poor human soul as well. And Bis hadn't been the only experiment in the basement lab—just the only one that was still alive when I found him. 

I led Dyre back down to the first floor, then all the way to the back of the house to a library that I never used. I had taken over one of the workrooms upstairs and a smaller study on this floor. This bigger library had been my father's favorite haunt, so I was less inclined to hang out here, simply popping in to grab a grimoire once in a while. When absolutely necessary. 

I crossed the room to a section of the towering floor-to-ceiling bookshelves that lined the walls and ran a hand along one shelf. "There's a door behind here. I just can't remember exactly where the latch is. And I'm pretty sure it's Lovell only."

Dyre joined me in my search for the release button as he scoffed at my concerns. "I'm sure your ancestors didn't account for a necromancer. And besides," he said, shooting a sharp look my way, "we're bonded. I have your magic flowing through my aura. It makes the family-specific spells less potent, I think." He shrugged. "I hit a couple of them upstairs and they just… fizzled out."

I frowned at him. Those spells should react to blood. But maybe he was right. Maybe the combination of Sunshine's power and our lifebond was enough to protect him. 

"Speaking of the bond," Dyre said as he ran his long fingers under the lip of the bookshelf. "We should do the ritual to dissolve it."

I knew this was coming. When we formed the lifebond, we had intended it to be temporary. It was a way to link our magic together so we could hide Sunny's presence and get the others back from the O'Leary asshats. Dyre and I hadn't been lovers at the time. We never intended the bond to be real. But some small, stubborn part of me was violently opposed to dissolving it now. 

I moved some books aside, shuddering at the touch of dark magic in them, and refused to look at the necromancer. "Not now," I said evenly. "We could use the power boost to work this spell for Aahil. And if—or when—the SA finds us, we'll be able to link up and amplify our power. Why get rid of our strongest weapon?"

He had moved closer, and I was surprised when he wrapped a hand around my wrist and turned me toward him. He usually avoided touching me. "Andy." 

His handsome face was too thin, all sharp angles and unhealthy shadows, but he was still alluring somehow, despite the pale, blue-tinged skin and the way his violet eyes sometimes flashed to pure black as the monster within him peered out. "After what happened, you can't honestly want to stay tied to me. We need—"

I stepped into his space, and he took an automatic step back, releasing my arm. It was always like this. He refused to get close to me ever since we'd spent the night together. He hadn't touched me since I had woken up to the wraith in my bed. No matter how many times I told Dyre that I wanted them both, that I hadn't minded at all that Sunshine had fucked my brains out using their shared body, he wouldn't believe me. He was convinced that he was a monster, and that he was now hosting a rapist inside him. The ridiculous idiot.

"Don't be stupid," I said firmly. "If you hate me, fine. If you're so sick of this connection between us you just can't stand it, then sure, I'll help you with the ritual to get rid of it. But I know that's not the reason you keep pushing this. You're only doing this because you think you're a monster and you're planning to run off the first chance you get, off to live in solitude and hate yourself forever." I poked him in the center of his skinny chest. "And I won't let you do that. Sunny won't let you do that. So you're stuck with us until you can listen to me for once and have an actual conversation about this." I turned away. "In the meantime," I said as I finally remembered where the damned button was. "We've got shit to do, and it really will be helpful if we keep this massively powerful connection for a while longer." 

I pressed the button and there was a faint click, then the bookcase swung outward, revealing a set of stairs that led down to a lower floor that wasn't connected to the rest of the basement level. I fumbled around and found a light switch, cheering out loud when the bulb still worked. Electricity was yet another facet of the whole pocket world that I didn't understand, but also didn't question for fear of jinxing us. Dyre heaved a massive sigh behind me as we both trudged down the stairs. 

The vault was sealed with an old-timey safe door, but it didn't require a combination. I simply had to place my hand inside a creepy indentation that was stained the rusty color of old blood. A spike shot up and pierced my hand, and I let the blood run for a second so the damned thing would see that I was a Lovell. 

What was funny to me about all the family-specific stuff was that the coven never once seemed to have been worried about someone within the family betraying them. On the surface, that seemed naïve. But then again, it made sense. I was pretty sure no one ever betrayed the family because they were too afraid to even think about it. My ancestors would not have hesitated to do terrible things to anyone who wronged them—even blood relatives. 

Once we spun the creepy old door open, I cast a spell to light the witch lights inside. The cavernous space was filled to the brim with my family's hoarded crap. The lights gleamed off precious metals, and gemstones, and ornate wooden boxes. Shelves were full to bursting with ancient grimoires and personal journals. And the nasty, residual magic coming off it all gave me an instant headache as it pressed in on me like a crushing physical force. 

"Goddess," Dyre said from right behind me, his deep voice rougher than usual. "This place is steeped in death and suffering."

I sighed. "Why do you think I never came down here and pawned all this shit?" Bracing myself, I took a few slow steps forward. "If there isn't some artifact in here that will work, then I don't know what to tell you."

He huffed a dry laugh and followed me inside. I braced myself as a sudden surge of magic echoed through the space, whirling to face Dyre with a warning shout frozen on my lips. But he was right—the Lovell-specific protection simply hit his aura and… dispersed. He grimaced, like it caused some discomfort. But then it was over, and the necromancer was still standing. 

"That's not right," I muttered, breath coming short after being convinced he was about to be killed. 

He shrugged, his violet eyes rimmed in a bit of black as Dyre and Sunshine both peered out at me through their shared body. "I have no idea," he said. And that was concerning, because Dyre was a master at magic, especially old magic. And blood magic was his natural affinity. 

I shook my head and turned back to the search. "Just… don't die."

He shouldered past me. "I'll try to remain as alive as I ever am," he said dryly, since he tended to look rather… undead, most of the time. He and Sunshine couldn't help that their symbiotic relationship was hard on their shared physical body. But Dyre was self-conscious about how he looked. 

We sifted through Lovell treasures for a while in silence before I finally found what we were looking for. "I think this is it!" I said, opening the glass case that contained a small locket. The necklace had traces of magic and emotion that I thought would make the perfect sympathetic magic for Aahil's spell. It was hard to describe. I felt sadness, and fear, and pain there, but also a heavy dose of love, and joy, and determination. Tenderness tempering the pain. And the magic on it didn't feel entirely Lovell in nature. It felt a little… wilder, maybe? It should be perfect for our purposes.

I took the necklace out of the case and turned to hold it out to Dyre. "What do you think? If I remember correctly, this belonged to one of the first witches in our coven, so I think it's a little less sullied than the rest." I shrugged. "Maybe she wasn't as awful as her descendants."

Dyre's eyes landed on the locket, and he froze. I watched in confusion as a wave of conflicting emotions passed across his usually stoic face. His eyes darted to mine, and I was surprised to see that one eye had gone completely black while the other stayed violet, something that usually only happened when Dyre was struggling to control himself. "Where…" his deep voice broke, and he had to try again several times before words came out. "How did you get this?" 

He held out a hand for the locket, his fingers trembling. I dropped the necklace into his big hand, wary as I watched the all-powerful necromancer have some sort of breakdown. 

"It was in a case," I said, hiking a thumb over my shoulder toward where I'd found the necklace. "Like I said, I vaguely remember my mom showing it off at some point when I was little. She said it belonged to the first witch to found our coven." I stepped closer, my heart pounding at his reaction. I put a hand a hand on his arm when he just stood there blinking as tears ran down his cheeks. "Dyre, what's wrong? Is it a spell? Are you hurt?" But I couldn't sense any active magic right now. 

He shook his head, his Adam's apple bobbing in his throat as he swallowed convulsively. "No. I…" He tore his gaze off the locket long enough to look at my face, his eyes searching. "Did anyone ever open it?"

I frowned. "I don't think so. I remember mom complaining about that when she showed it off to some elder from another coven. She said it was spelled shut, and they didn't want to destroy it by trying to force it open. Plus, they were afraid it might contain a hex or something, since the original owner obviously didn't want anyone else looking at whatever's inside."

I watched in surprise as Dyre lifted the thing and pressed the little heart-shaped locket to his lips. It was a spell of some sort, and I felt it release. The locket popped open, and a tiny slip of yellowed paper fell out into Dyre's shaking hand. 

"What is it?" I asked. "Is there something written on it?" 

Dyre's deep voice was nothing more than a pained whisper. "My love, there is no hope for me. Flee now, while you still can. And know you take the best of me with you when you go."

He spoke without looking at the paper, his eyes glazed with some heartbreaking emotion. 

"Dyre," I said slowly, a bad feeling creeping up my spine. "How did you open that locket? How do you know what's on the paper?"

He closed his eyes and curled his fingers around the locket and its contents, as if I might snatch them away from him. "Because I wrote it." He opened his eyes again, the violet pools wide and shocked. "I'm the one who gave it to her. Why does your family have my… Maureen's locket?"








  
  

Chapter 3


Dyre





Shock was a piss-poor word for what I was feeling right now. But it was the best I could come up with. I was in shock. My body felt tense, but weak at the same time. I was colder than I'd ever been—and I'm always cold as death. I didn't know if I wanted to shout or cry. Neither. I wanted to do neither. What I wanted was to rewind time and never set foot in that damned vault. 

The locket lay on the workbench on the other side of the room. I wanted it as far away from me as possible. And yet, I couldn't take my eyes off the damned thing. 

And of course, we had a fucking audience. Because a man couldn't have a damned mental breakdown or whatever this was without everyone in this house rushing over to get involved. As if they cared. 

"Dyre," Ambrose said softly, his hand on my shoulder drawing me back from wherever I'd just been. "Sweetheart, breathe."

I glared at the boogeyman. Sweetheart? I was a fucking monster, and he insisted on calling me stupid pet names. It had been nearly two hundred years ago now, but suddenly the memories of that night were as clear as if it had just happened. The terror, the pain. The blood. The screams of my family and coven as the wraith inside me devoured them all. 

All except for Maureen. We let her live. Somehow. Sunshine heard my desperation and let her get away, even then. Before we established our strange truce. 

I couldn't breathe. Suddenly there was no air in the room, and I couldn't fill my lungs. 

"Son of a bitch, Dyre, sit down before you pass out!" Andy. The earth magic inside her called to me through our cursed lifebond as she shoved me down into a chair, then pushed my head between my knees. "Breathe. Slow down."

Her tone was no-nonsense, but the hand that rubbed my back was full of comfort and tenderness. Oh, goddess, no. I had no right to enjoy her touch. I thought Sunshine taking over my body and making love to her while I was unaware was the worst thing I could ever do to this witch. 

But I was wrong. So wrong. 

A hysterical sob of broken laughter escaped me as I tried to get my breathing under control. I couldn't. I couldn't do this. Maureen. Had she… had she been pregnant when I turned into a monster and sent her away? 

The pain and confusion finally became too much, and I felt my consciousness fade away, shoved to the back of my mind where I could observe, but not participate. Where the physical sensations of my panic were muted, and my mind could rest. I didn't resist.

Sunshine sat up and took over. 

My host was upset. More upset than I had ever known him to be. These mortal emotions were still confusing to me, and usually I tried to stay out of situations like these. But this time, I was afraid the weight of his pain might actually break him. It felt like razor blades inside our chest.

"Dyre is in pain," I said, casting my eyes around the room for Ambrose and Oleander. The others would look out for my host out of obligation, because he was one of them. But these two loved him. At least, I believed they did. What did a wraith know of love? It seemed like something that could destroy as easily as it could save. 

"I know he's freaking out," Oleander said, coming to crouch down by my knee. "But I don't understand why, Sunny. I want to help, but I can't get a coherent explanation out of him. Can you tell us what's wrong?" She glanced at the locket, and there was a tightness in her expression, around her soft lips and the corners of her gray eyes. "It has to do with the locket. He knew the witch that owned it." She glanced at the others. "It's a family heirloom. Supposedly owned by the first Lovell witch. But Dyre said… he said he gave it to her." 

Those gray eyes met mine, and she did not look happy. "Tell me I'm wrong about what this means, Sunny."

I tilted my head, confused. Reaching out, I touched my witch's jaw, soaking in her warmth as I studied her face, trying to make sense of the confusion and fear I could feel through the bond between us. "I will tell you about the locket. Dyre… doesn't want to talk about it, but he seems to think you need to know."

An impulse passed through me, and I did what it told me to do. I wasn't like Dyre. My host always second-guessed everything he did. I knew what I wanted, and I knew no one could stop me from taking it. I had spent far too long in the dark and cold, deprived of the pleasures of this mortal world. I would not deny myself now. So, I pulled the plump green-haired witch into our lap and wrapped my arms around her. Dyre wouldn't let us touch her, wouldn't let us kiss those warm lips or lose ourselves in her soft body the way we did before. The silly man denied us this happiness for no reason. 

Oleander huffed in surprise, but didn't struggle. She was tense in my arms, but I didn't think it was because of me. It was because of this silly locket nonsense. Mortals were so strange. I let her warmth soak into me as I settled back in my chair. The others in the room watched us with varying expressions. Ambrose seemed amused. Hasumi and Niamh simply raised their brows. Aahil glared at us from where he was curled up in another chair in the corner of the workroom, making himself as small as possible. But Zhong stepped closer, his enormous body tensed as if he expected me to harm my pretty witch. Nonsense. I ignored the gargoyle, since he didn't stand a chance of stopping me, regardless. 

"Dyre's terrible family forced us together," I said evenly, relaying facts to the best of my ability. "From what I have seen of his memories, they often beat him, starved him, and locked him in the dark. They wanted him to learn black magic. They wanted him to be the perfect vessel for someone like me—for an entity of pain and darkness. They thought they could control us both once they forced me from my slumber and into the body of this boy. But they were wrong. I am too strong to be controlled, even in a mortal vessel." I shrugged. "So, we killed them all and drank their spirits so we could recover our power and escape that place."

Everyone was staring at me, but I didn't care. I was more focused on the way Oleander felt in my arms. I pressed a kiss to her temple, drawing in the scent that lingered in her green hair. She smelled like sunshine and growing things, earth magic and warmth, so much warmth.

"Sunny," she said in a strange voice. "Focus."

I sighed and returned to my story. "There was one mortal that Dyre wouldn't let me devour. He stopped us. She called us monster and ran away. She had that locket around her neck," I said with a nod toward the workbench where the necklace rested. "I could feel the emotions in him, but I didn't understand them then. Now, I know them to be… pain and sorrow. Loss."

I shifted uncomfortably as Dyre's emotions rose up again inside us. He didn't like this part of the story. But it was so long ago. And I was only relaying facts. "He was intimate with the girl before we were forced together. He has memories of her. Carnal memories, but soft… I think he cared for her. But she clearly wasn't worth his pain, since she called us monster and fled. Horrible girl." How dare she hurt Dyre that way after he insisted on saving her! I should have eaten her.

Oleander tried to pull away, but I held her tighter. I never got to hold her. I wasn't about to let her go now. "Sunshine," she said in a sad, exasperated tone of voice. "I need to get up. There's a book I need to get."

Hasumi moved before we could argue. The water weaver's ability to read emotions and feelings made them nearly telepathic. "Which one?" they asked as they moved to the bookshelf where Andy's gaze was directed. 

The witch slumped back against me as she directed the pretty water weaver to fetch an old tomb that turned out to be a record of all the witches born into the Lovell line. "Maura Lovell was the founder of our coven. I'm sure she changed her name. She brought together a bunch of other witches to establish the Lovell coven, but she was human." She ran her fingers over the first couple of entries in the book. "Her daughter was the first of the powerful ancestors who gave my family its reputation for greatness. A little girl with blood magic."

She shut the book with a thud and threw it aside, then she turned to me and stared into my eyes. "I need to talk to Dyre, Sunny."

I growled. If I let Dyre take over again, I couldn't touch my witch. And my host would cry and be angry and sad, and it would hurt inside. "No."

She arched her brows at me. "Seriously, dude? Be stubborn later. I know Dyre's an ass sometimes, but this is really a conversation he needs to take part in himself."

I narrowed my eyes at her. "You are my witch. He can't keep denying me what I want."

She almost smiled for a moment there, a little twitch of her lips that I was sure under any other circumstances would have been a laugh at my expense. The gall. No mortal laughed at my displeasure. They were supposed to cower. Her reaction made me want to kiss her. So I did. And she kissed me back, even if she was a bit distracted at the moment.

Pulling back, I leveled a warning look at her. "I will go. But he will be very upset."

She nodded. "I know. I think… I think we're both about to be very… upset. But I need to talk to him so I can confirm what I think is going on here."

So I let myself merge with my host again, mourning the way I knew he was going to react. 

Oh, goddess Sunny, what did you do? I leave for one little freakout, and suddenly Andy is in my lap, pressed up against my chest, all curves and earth magic, and warmth, and things I can't have anymore because every bit of me is wrong. "Shit," I muttered, removing my hands from Andy's body. 

Instead of moving, she stayed perched on my knee as she stared into my eyes, searching for answers that I could tell from her expression she already knew she didn't really want to hear. Without Sunny's extra strength, my leg was going numb. But I didn't shove her off me. Yet. She'd leave on her own soon enough. And, despite all my bluster about wanting to do the right thing with the lifebond and all… I just couldn't bear the thought of losing her forever.

"Dyre," she said softly, and I was too aware of all the other people in the room. "Marua Lovell was a human. But she already had a witch child when she started my coven."

I forced the words out through the pain and confusion. "I didn't know. I… she never told me. Maybe she didn't know herself at the time. When I nearly killed her and let her run away." I looked down at my hands. "She was the only light in my world back then. The only good thing. But she was only a human servant. And my family threatened to hurt her if I didn't go along with their plans." 

My voice cracked, and I blinked rapidly to keep from fucking crying again. "I gave her that locket and told her to run away, to leave me behind. Because I knew that whatever my family was up to, it was going to be bad. I had no idea that…." I cleared my throat and looked up, finally meeting those sad gray eyes. "She was pregnant. Must have been. A witch child with a rare blood affinity, with enough strong magic to build generations of powerful magic users? That had to be my blood. I was a Blaisdell. We were some of the strongest witches in the world. And I…she…we're…."

She finally stood, and I immediately missed her warmth, even as I fought the urge to vomit. 

"Related," she said flatly. "We're related. Your kid was the founding witch of my entire coven." She spun away with a short, hard laugh, running a hand through her green hair and giving it a tug in frustration. "Goddess fucking hell." 

I stood too, unable to keep still, moving to the opposite side of the room to pace, far away from the distant relative I'd fucked. Shit, this was a new level of horror, even for me. 

"Fuck everything!" The entire room watched as Oleander Lovell lost her temper. I thought I had seen her angry before. But that was nothing compared to the tidal wave of wild, uncontrolled power that burst from her core, hitting the workbench and blasting it into oblivion. 

Bits of wood and paper rained down on the now-silent room. No one moved for a moment. Then the others all shared one big "time to go" glance and left. The elementals and the boogeyman simply dematerialized and transported elsewhere. Zhong and Niamh slunk out the door like their asses were on fire. 

Which left me alone with an angry Lovell. Or an angry Blaisdell. Goddess, kill me now. 

Of course, I find one good thing in my life, and it is too good to be true. Too good to keep. Too good for my sullied black soul. That seemed to be the pattern in my life. I had fallen in love exactly twice in my long, cursed existence. And both times were a fucking disaster. 








  
  

Chapter 4


Andy





My hand shook slightly as I transferred the potion from the mortar where I had ground and mixed it, using a pipette to fill the little cavity inside the stupid fucking locket. The tiny note was gone from inside it—I didn't see if Dyre had kept it, and I honestly didn't want to fucking know. The locket had been cleansed, and the spell ingredients were prepared. Now all we had to do was combine me, Dyre, and Sunny's magic with a boost from Hasumi, and activate it. 

I had offered to find another anchor for Aahil's spell, so Dyre could keep the locket if it held as much sentimental value to him as I suspected it did. But he had brushed off my concerns. 

Stupid thing. It was irrational to be jealous of a woman who had lived and died a couple hundred years ago. And I wasn't. Really. But I was pissed off that the Goddess thought it would be funny to add this bullshit in on top of my already fucked-up life situation right now. 

I took a deep breath and tried to focus on what I was doing, rather than constantly trying to puzzle out whether Dyre's contribution to my bloodline was far enough away to be overlooked. I mean, it had been a couple hundred years, and a lot of Lovell witches died early because of magical stupidity, so… there had been plenty of generations between us. Right? 

"Stop," Hasumi's smooth voice halted me before I could add another drop of the potion to the locket. "If you add too much, the surface tension will break and the potion will spill over. And if it touches the workbench—"

"It will mess everything up and we'll have to start all over," I finished for the water weaver, feeling like an idiot. "Thanks."

I tossed the pipette back into the mortar and straightened, pushing my hair back out of my eyes. Dyre was standing on the other side of the workbench, looking grimmer and more corpse-like than ever. His glaring and brooding was the stuff moody emo-goth teenagers only dreamed of. He hadn't spoken to me all day, except to mutter quick directions to help with the spell. I think I'd prefer Sunny right now, if all he was going to do was pout. It was a sad day when the evil wraith was a better companion. 

I met Hasumi's turquoise eyes and the water weaver nodded slightly in understanding. The cool, comforting swell of water magic sent calming waves of tranquility and goodwill through the room. 

My shoulders came down from where they'd been scrunched up around my ears, and my breathing deepened. But no amount of relaxation was going to suddenly produce the answers to all my problems. 

At least for now, I could do something about one thing that was bothering me. At least I could help Aahil, even if I had no damned clue what to do about anything else. The jinn currently sat cross-legged in the middle of a spell circle he had helped me draw. He was bare-chested for the first time since he'd come back to us, wearing nothing but a pair of soft joggers and hardly any of his usual jewelry. The piercings at his navel, nipples, and ears glinted with gold, but he had removed the rest of his usual jewelry so it wouldn't cause an issue with his new locket. 

Goddess, I hoped this worked. Aahil had never been a large person, and his extreme personality generally made him feel more imposing than he was… but even discounting that, he was looking too thin, and he still had dark shadows under his pretty golden eyes. This was all taking too much out of him. He sat with his hands resting loosely in his lap as if he was completely unconcerned. But there was tension in his shoulders, and his eyes narrowed slightly when he caught me looking at him. 

"You ready?" I asked as I approached the spell circle. 

He shrugged. "It can't be any worse than setting myself on fire multiple times a day."

I opened my mouth to tell him not to be flippant. I knew none of this was as easy for him as he was making it out to be. I was glad his sarcasm was returning—it meant a slight slip of his fiery personality was coming back—but I didn't want him to go back to using snark and sharp edges to deflect his pain like he had done before.

Hasumi spoke before I could, probably sensing that I was likely to say something that would only end with us fighting. Even this tender, vulnerable new Aahil could get under my skin sometimes and make me want to shake him, and I thought the feeling was mutual. 

"I will know if it is too much for you, little flame," the water weaver said calmly. "I will monitor what you are feeling the entire time."

Aahil swallowed down whatever defensive reply he might normally have made. Instead, he just nodded. "Fine."

Dyre came to stand beside me just outside the circle. Sunny's dark energy was close to the surface, so I wasn't surprised when it was the wraith's eerie, multi-layered voice that spoke. "No harm will come to your jinn, Oleander. Shall we proceed?"

I waited for Aahil to protest at being called my jinn… but he didn't react. It was strange how much I actually missed his snippy attitude sometimes. "Sure," I said dryly. "Let's get this show on the road."

My head was pounding, and my mouth was dry. I was getting nauseous intermittently as the day progressed. My insulin pump vibrated against my stomach, where it was tucked into my waistband, but I had the volume turned off. There was no sense even looking at the screen. It would only tell me what I already knew. What it had been telling me for a couple of days now. I was low on insulin, and my blood sugar was dangerously high. I had used the last vial of insulin to top off my pump last night, and I would probably run out this evening. Rationing my doses, drinking my magic-infused concoctions, and praying to the Goddess to just give me a fucking break for once could only do so much. 

If I didn't get more insulin soon, my body would start shutting down as ketoacidosis, or DKA, set in. If I was being honest, it had probably already started. But, you know, one thing at a time here. 

I held out the open locket in the palm of my hand, careful not to spill the fluid held inside the concave surface. Dyre and Hasumi both held their hands over mine, and we all started channeling magic into the potion, activating it and setting the spell into motion. Aahil was a powerful fire elemental, and jinn flames were nearly unstoppable. It was going to take a doozy of a spell to keep him from burning himself.

But an excess amount of powerful magic was something we had in spades around here these days. Sunny alone could probably cast this spell, but having the extra boost from me, plus the added calming and quenching flavor of Hasumi's water magic in the mix, would make sure that nothing was getting through to hurt Aahil. 

As usual with these sorts of things, the prep work and the buildup were way more time-consuming than the actual working of the magic. I felt our magics swirl together and light up the wards on the locket. Aahil gracefully unfolded himself and came to stand on just the other side of the spell circle. I held the glowing necklace out to him, and he added his own magical signature, just a little taste of his power, so the locket's spell would identify him as its target. 

The liquid inside the locket absorbed into the metal, fusing the magic to it. Then Aahil picked it up and draped the chain around his neck. We pulled back our magic, everyone took a deep breath, and it was done. 

"How do you feel?" I asked the jinn as he stood before me. His face was scrunched up like he expected something terrible to happen, but nothing did. 

"I can't touch my flames," he whispered. "I can't pull on my power. But… I can't lose control of it either. So it looks like your little solution is a success, Lovell."

I nodded. "Good."

He could take the necklace off anytime he wanted, just in case he needed to use his magic in an emergency—say, if the SA showed up and tried to murder us all. But otherwise, his power was almost completely suppressed. He could transport and do some minor workings, but no fire. No heat at all. The destructive forces inside him were subdued. 

Aahil stepped out of the circle and headed to a nearby chair to grab up the baggy sweatshirt he had left draped over the arm. He tugged the shirt over his head and seemed to lose some of his tension as he was swallowed by miles of fabric. "Thanks," he said in a soft, flat voice. Then the jinn padded out of the room without a backward glance. 

I sighed. He wasn't going to accidentally set himself on fire. But there were so many more hurdles he had to get through. Niamh and Zhong had been hovering out in the hallway, and they came into the workroom as Aahil left. 

"Did it go okay, then?" Zhong asked eagerly, glancing after where Aahil had disappeared. It was strange and heartwarming to see him so concerned about the jinn. Last I knew, they hated each other. Apparently, mutual captivity had helped them bond or something. 

"Yeah, it worked," I said, fighting a small swell of nausea. Hasumi shot me a look that said they knew exactly what I was trying to pretend wasn't happening. 

I rubbed my forehead and willed my blurry vision to clear. Right. More important things to worry about now. Couldn't fight the SA, check on my sister, save Aahil, or figure out if I was in love with my great-great-great-great-etcetera grandpa, if I died of DKA. 

"I need to go to the Planus realm," I muttered. "Like yesterday."

"I'll go with you," Niamh said immediately, crossing her arms over her chest and squaring her shoulders like she was certain I was going to argue. 

She was right. I was. "No, you're not," I snapped. 

Zhong opened his mouth to say something, but I cut him off. "And neither are you. Have you guys looked in a mirror lately? Even if I was willing to risk the SA catching you—which I'm not—you would stick out like a sore thumb. Neither of you can pass as human, and the disguise charms we'd have to use would probably draw even more attention. The SA has to be on the lookout for that kind of thing by now. 

Ambrose stepped out of the shadows where he'd probably been lurking the whole time and placed a hand on my shoulder. But he didn't offer to come with me like the other idiots. The boogeyman was a walking nightmare. A sexy nightmare, but still. Humans would freak if they saw him walking down the street. And the SA would probably sense his magic. Same with Dyre. The SA knew I had a necromancer with me, and they knew exactly what it looked like when we hid him. They'd be all over that the second we stepped out of our nice, safe pocket realm. 

"I'll go by myself. It will be quicker and easier that way." And less risk of the others being imprisoned yet again by power-hungry assholes. 

A cool, graceful hand touched my other shoulder, and Hasumi caught my attention. "If you go out there alone and are attacked, you would stand a better chance of escaping with some additional support. I will go. I can pass as human, or close enough. And my magic is more flexible. I stand more chance of escaping their traps or sliding under their radar."

I heaved a massive sigh. But I knew there was no way they were going to actually let me leave this realm on my own. Ambrose had gone out once already to get news, and although he wouldn't admit it, I suspected he had almost been caught. It wasn't safe to go alone, and we all knew it. 

Hell, it wasn't safe to leave our little pocket world sanctuary at all. But it was that or I died, simple as that. 

"Fine," I huffed out. "Give me a few minutes to get ready and we'll go… I've put it off too long as it is."

I turned to ask Dyre if he would keep an eye on Aahil in case the suppression spell wasn't as stable as we hoped, or something made it misfire. But the necromancer was gone, apparently having slunk out of the room while I was distracted.

Cool. Fine. This was fine. 

Ignoring my pounding head, I made my way to my bedroom to grab some extra charms and say a few prayers to the Goddess. Because I was pretty sure I was about to die either way. Or something else really awful would happen. Knowing my luck, it would be the latter. No way would the powers that be just put me out of my damned misery. Nope. The universe would just find new and ever-more creative ways to fuck me over. 

As I made my way upstairs, I thought I heard a voice whispering in my ear, but I shook it off. No. No time to figure that out, because I needed to go back downstairs and get an anti-nausea tea before I vomited. Then I'd go get my charms and head out to the pharmacy. 

Good plan. 
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