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My cousin Anwyn burst into the office, flushed and out of breath. “Elita, I might have finally found something about your parents’ murder.”

“You know who killed them?” I bolted out of my chair with a cry of surprise. I had been searching for answers for years, even my demon boyfriend couldn’t offer me anything useful other than they were killed for who they were, for what they were—killed for being pure blood witches.

She looked chagrinned. “No, still have no idea who, but I think I could know why.”

“Oh.” I sighed and sat back down. Another dead end.

“Wait, it’s not a dead end. This information could lead us to who killed them.”

Anwyn, AKA She Who Knows seemed to have her powers back, I hadn’t even voiced my concerns aloud, but it was like she read my mind.

“All right, tell me more.”

“Have you heard of the prophecy about the two lovers that would save us from The Darkness? Two lovers from flowers and stone?” 

“Vaguely rings a bell.”

“I’ve been talking to my mother...”

“What?” I exclaimed. “You’re mother is functionally conscious now?”

“Um, yes, long story, anyway...she told me about a prophecy, two lovers destined to come together and save us from The Darkness. The two would be from family lines that had something to do with flowers and stones. Well obviously our family is the Rose line and Roses are flowers, as far back as we can trace our matriarchal lineage there has been at least one Rose witch in every generation. Well my father was a Tremaine, which means House of Stone. Flowers and Stone.”

“Okay, but what does that have to do with my parents?”

“Well lineage was everything to them. They were determined to prove they were pure blood witches, so they kept a very detailed genealogy, which I’ve been studying. Your patriarchal grandmother was an Easton—which means island of stones.”

“Okay great, they had something in common with an old prophecy. So what?”

“Well, I think our family is at the center of this prophecy whether we like it or not. And someone wants to make sure the “saviors” are not able to save us from The Darkness. Someone is eliminating any and all possibilities for who the lovers are. Think about it, my father was killed, my mother was pretty much dead for years in a magickal coma, your parents murdered mysteriously—and Galen and I have been targeted with murder and mishap more than once.”

“You think these things are all connected?” It was pretty farfetched but if Anwyn’s powers were at full strength she could connect dots when no one else would even see them.

“Come on, look at how many times something has come between Galen and me. How many times someone has tried to keep us apart? For goddess sake, Devlin tried to frame him for murder so he would be executed. Partially as revenge but that was just icing on the cake because the real person, or persons, pulling the strings wanted Galen dead—and when that didn’t work they employed all kinds of strange tactics to keep us apart. And the spells used seemed to bear an awfully big resemblance to things that lead up to the event when my father was killed.”
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