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THE GREEN BINDS ALL

Traditional Druid Folk Song of Erthea



The green binds all, from stone to tree,

From star to stream, from wind to me.

It hears the cry, it knows the call,

It mends the wound, it breaks the fall.

The roots run deep where spirits dwell,

Beneath the moss, the fern, the well.

Speak soft your name, the land will hear—

The veil is thin, the dead are near.

O fire that danced in ash and bone,

O storm that carved the standing stone,

We walk in step with those before—

One breath, one path, forevermore.

So bless the rain, and bless the flame,

And bless the child who bears our name.

The green binds all—it does not break.

And in its arms, we all shall wake.

Optional funeral verse:

Sleep now, soul, in root and dew,

The world shall turn, and so shall you.

The green binds all, and never ends—

In death, in life, in kin, in friends.



By Flame and Sky

Traditional Atheran Song of Oath and Passage



By flame and sky, by stone and star,

We stand as one, no matter how far.

The world may break, the void may rise,

But oath and light shall not disguise.

Let fire judge what lies within.

Let wind erase forgotten sin.

Let crystal mark the soul we keep—

And silence guard the secrets deep.

One step, one breath, one thread of fate—

We walk the line and bear the weight.

So call us home or cast us wide—

Still flame and sky shall be our guide.
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The endless darkness shattered like glass.

Philippe gasped as consciousness dragged him from his deathlike sleep. His body refused to move, muscles frozen from decades of dormancy. Around him, the ancient chamber remained untouched — dust-covered tomes stacked on shelves, magical artefacts sealed in protective cases, a single chair positioned before a silver-framed mirror.

He’d been asleep for — how long? Fifty years? Perhaps sixty?

The curse of immortality Ravenna of the Vale had cast upon him and the other members of the Order had its cruel conditions. They could live forever, but periodically they were forced into a deathlike sleep. Sometimes for decades, sometimes for centuries. This time, something had wrenched him from slumber far too early.

“No,” he whispered. “Not yet.”

Another vision crashed through his mind. Temporal energy, golden and fierce, pulsed across his consciousness. A girl with blonde hair stood before a cracked mirror, her fingers tracing ancient symbols. Behind her, the shimmering presence of a woman in a dark cloak.

Ravenna.

Philippe fought to sit up, his limbs heavy as stone. The vision continued. The girl stepping through the mirror, Ravenna’s spirit guiding her. The pathways between worlds tearing open, wild magic pouring through the breach. Magic that carried Ravenna’s energy signature.

“Impossible,” he muttered, forcing himself to stand. He stumbled, catching himself against the wall. After so many years asleep, his body struggled to obey his commands. He brushed his dark hair off his face and rubbed sleep from his blue eyes.

The vision shifted. The same girl, but older now — standing on the edge of chaos, raw power coursing through her veins. She had long blonde hair and the blue Valeran eyes. The power of an Archdruid, but untamed and intertwined with something else. Something that belonged to Ravenna.

He needed to contact the others. If Ravenna had found a way to influence the worlds again — even as a spirit — the consequences would be catastrophic.

Philippe dragged himself to the mirror and pressed his palm against its cold surface. The glass rippled like water. He closed his eyes and sent his consciousness outward, searching for the other members of the Order.

Regina would be awake. She always was. The curse affected her; her periods of sleep came more frequently but lasted mere days rather than decades. Philippe focused on her magical signature. A sharp, precise energy like lightning contained in crystal.

Regina. Regina King.

The mirror pulsed beneath his fingers. For a moment, nothing happened.

Then the surface cleared, revealing a woman with pale skin and long black hair. Regina King stood in what appeared to be an ancient library. Behind her, magical barriers shimmered, containing objects of immense power.

Recognition flashed across her face. “Philippe? You’re awake.”

“Not by choice.” Philippe leaned closer to the mirror. “I’ve had a vision. I sensed Ravenna’s energy signature crossing between worlds.”

Regina’s expression hardened. “Impossible. Ravenna is dead.”

“Her body, yes. But her spirit...” Philippe shook his head. “She’s found a vessel.”

“Who?”

Another vision crashed through his mind — sharper this time. The blonde-haired girl standing beside an older woman who looked to be in her thirties. The same eyes, the same magical signature, but tempered with wisdom.

“Rhiannon Valeran, the current Archdruid. It’s her daughter,” Philippe said. “Vivienne Valeran.”

Regina turned away from the mirror, reaching for an ancient text bound in leather and metal. “The Archdruid’s daughter. How?”

“I don’t know yet. But she’s crossing into Atheria as we speak, following Ravenna’s spirit through an ancient artefact.” Philippe pressed his fingers to his temples. The temporal shifts were becoming more chaotic, harder to track. “We need to find Randal.”

“Randal?” Regina looked up from her book. “He could be anywhere. Or still asleep.”

“You know he watches over Ravenna’s descendants. If anyone has insight into what’s happening, it will be him.”

Regina closed the book with a snap. “If you’re right, and Ravenna has found a way back — " 

“Then our curse might be the least of our concerns,” Philippe said. “The worlds are at stake once again.”

The mirror shimmered as Regina traced a symbol across its surface. “I’ll prepare the sanctum. It’s been decades since the Order gathered.”

Philippe nodded. “I’ll find Randal. And, Regina —"

She paused, waiting.

“Remember our vow. We serve no Archdruid. Even if it means standing against Vivienne.”

Regina’s expression grew sombre. “I remember. The question is, will Randal?”

The connection faded, leaving Philippe alone once more. He turned to a small wooden chest on a nearby shelf. Inside lay a collection of crystals, each tuned to the magical signature of a member of the Order.

He selected a green crystal that pulsed with druidic energy. Randal was awake, then. Good.

Philippe closed his fist around the crystal and concentrated. The world around him blurred as his consciousness stretched outward, searching for the cursed druid who might hold the answers they needed.

The fate of two worlds depended on what they did next. And time was not on their side.
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The magical barriers surrounding the Forbidden City pulsed with ancient power. Regina King stood atop the eastern watchtower, gripping the stone parapet as she gazed across the wasteland that separated her sanctuary from the rest of Atheria.

She hadn’t left this place in almost two centuries. The curse of immortality bound her here just as her oath to protect the worlds from what lay within the city walls did.

Philippe’s message troubled her more than she cared to admit.

Ravenna. After all this time.

Regina closed her eyes. The magical barriers rippled with disturbance. Nothing catastrophic yet, but the patterns had shifted. Something interfered with the ancient wards she maintained.

She pressed her palm against the nearest ward stone, feeling the magic flow through her fingertips. The power responded to her touch. Five thousand years of practice had made her the foremost expert on containment magic in any world.

A rider approached from the south, the black cloak of the riders billowing behind. Regina watched as they dismounted at the base of the tower and climbed the steps.

“Report,” Regina said as the rider reached the top.

“The eastern wards are stable.” The rider bowed her head. “But we’ve detected unusual energy signatures at the northern boundary.”

Regina nodded. “Send a patrol. Triple the usual numbers.”

After the rider departed, Regina returned to her chambers. The circular room contained no bed — she rarely slept, and when the curse forced her into slumber, it happened so quickly she had learned to simply collapse wherever she stood. Instead, the space was filled with scrying instruments, ancient texts and monitoring devices tuned to the magical frequencies of the Forbidden City.

She approached the largest of her scrying mirrors, a disc of polished obsidian set in a frame of carved silver. Regina waved her hand over its surface, channelling her magic into the stone.

“Show me Vivienne Valeran,” she commanded.

The mirror’s surface rippled, then cleared to reveal a child with blonde hair. She stood in what appeared to be ancient ruins — the remnants of Ravenna’s former stronghold in Atheria. The girl moved, her fingers brushing against stone walls covered in symbols.

Regina leaned closer. The magical aura surrounding the girl pulsed with untamed energy — druidic at its core but layered with something else. Something familiar.

Ravenna’s signature.

“So it’s true,” Regina murmured, watching as Vivienne traced a complex pattern into the dust on an altar stone. The girl showed none of the hesitation one might expect from someone in strange surroundings. She moved as if guided by an unseen hand.

Regina switched her focus, expanding the scrying spell to reveal the larger area. The ruins were situated at a nexus point — a place where the boundaries between worlds grew thin. Such locations were always dangerous, doubly so when tampered with by someone with Archdruid blood.

A flicker of movement caught her attention. A translucent figure stood behind Vivienne, barely visible even through the powerful scrying mirror. The spectral woman’s lips moved, whispering instructions that Vivienne followed without question.

Regina’s blood ran cold. It was her — Ravenna — just as Philippe had warned.

The spirit turned, looking at the scrying mirror. A cruel smile spread across her face.

Regina. My old friend.

The words echoed in Regina’s mind, and the scrying mirror cracked, a jagged line splitting the obsidian surface.

Regina stepped back, her heart pounding. After centuries, Ravenna still had the power to unsettle her.

She strode to a cabinet and withdrew a small chest. Inside lay five crystals, each attuned to a member of the Order. Philippe’s glowed bright — he was fully awake now. Randal’s pulsed steadily — he had been awake for some time. Vesta’s and Vesper’s remained dark. They still slept, locked in the curse’s embrace.

Regina lifted a silver pendant from around her neck. The talisman — shaped like a dragon holding a Celtic knot — was the symbol of their Order and their means of direct communication.

“Randal,” she whispered to the pendant. “Answer me.”

The pendant warmed in her hand, but no response came. Regina frowned. Randal was always independent, often ignoring summons if he was engaged in something he deemed more important.

She tried again. “Randal, the Order must convene. Ravenna’s spirit guides Vivienne Valeran. The girl is in Atheria now, at the old stronghold.”

This time, the pendant glowed briefly. No words came through, but Regina sensed acknowledgment. Randal had received her message.

A sudden tremor shook the tower. Regina rushed to the window. The magical barriers surrounding the Forbidden City fluctuated wildly, ripples of energy distorting the air.

“Guardian!” A rider burst into the chamber. “The wards — they’re responding to an external force!”

Regina moved, descending the tower steps. Outside, the sky had darkened unnaturally, clouds swirling in patterns that mirrored the symbols Vivienne had traced in the dust.

Whatever Ravenna was planning, it had begun. The wild magic was responding to her influence, creating disturbances that threatened the very barriers Regina had maintained for centuries.

She strode towards the wall walk, summoning her magic. Blue energy crackled between her fingers as she reinforced the failing wards. The riders gathered around her, lending their strength to hers.

“Hold the eastern barrier,” she ordered. “I’ll stabilise the rest.”

As Regina worked, her mind raced. The Order needed to act quickly. If Ravenna had found a way to influence Vivienne — to use the girl’s connection to druidic magic — then all they had sacrificed might be for nothing.

The barriers stabilised, but Regina knew it was temporary. The real threat wasn’t here at the Forbidden City — it was wherever Vivienne was, following Ravenna’s guidance.

Regina made her decision. For the first time in nearly two centuries, she would leave her post.

“Prepare my horse,” she told the nearest rider. “And send word to the western outpost. I ride before nightfall.”

The rider stared in shock. “But who will maintain the wards?”

Regina glanced at the trembling barriers. “They will hold. And if I don’t find Vivienne Valeran, none of this will matter anyway.”

She returned to her chambers and retrieved a small wooden box from beneath a loose stone in the floor. Inside lay an ancient dagger. Its blade inscribed with symbols that predated even Ravenna’s time. The last time Regina had used this weapon was against Ravenna herself.

“Never again,” she had vowed then.

But vows, like curses, sometimes had to be broken.

Regina secured the dagger at her hip and gathered what supplies she would need. The journey to Ravenna’s stronghold would take less than a day if she rode hard. With luck, she would reach Vivienne before the girl did something that couldn’t be undone.

As she prepared to leave, Regina cast one last look at the broken scrying mirror. Ravenna’s mocking smile still lingered in her mind.

Five thousand years, and you still think you can stop me?

Regina squared her shoulders. “I did it once,” she murmured to the empty room. “I can do it again.”

But even as she spoke the words, doubt crept into her heart. The last time they had faced Ravenna, the entire Order had stood together. Now, with Vesta and Vesper still locked in their deathlike sleep, their strength was diminished.

And this time, Ravenna had a new weapon. A descendant of her own bloodline, with all the power that entailed.

Regina could only hope that Randal and Philippe would reach Vivienne in time. And that when they did, they would have the strength to do what was necessary.

Even if it meant breaking their ancient vow never to serve an Archdruid again.
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Mattias Randal crouched in the shadows of the ancient oak, watching the Valeran estate through eyes that had witnessed centuries pass. From this vantage point, he could observe the household without detection — a skill he had perfected over hundreds of years of secret guardianship.

The pendant at his chest had grown warm an hour ago, Regina’s message coming through with unusual urgency. He’d acknowledged it but hadn’t responded. Not yet. Not until he understood what was happening here.

Vivienne had disappeared twelve hours earlier. Her mother, Ann — Rhiannon Valeran, current Archdruid and direct descendant of Ravenna — had been searching the grounds with increasing desperation, her husband, Edward, at her side.

Randal’s curse throbbed beneath his skin, a constant reminder of his oath and his betrayal. For centuries, he alone among the Order had maintained contact with Ravenna’s descendants — teaching them, guiding them, ensuring the lineage continued while watching for any sign of Ravenna’s dangerous ambition reawakening in her bloodline.

He’d broken their collective vow to never serve an Archdruid again. But he’d never told the others about his suspicions. That Ravenna’s spirit had lingered, bound to her descendants through blood and magic.

Now it seemed his fears had materialised. Ravenna had found a way to influence Vivienne, perhaps even control her.

Movement at the eastern edge of the estate caught his attention. A man walked the perimeter, his hands trailing through the air as if testing for magical disturbances. Lucien, Edward’s father and Vivenne’s grandfather. As an overseer, the man had talent, Randal would grant him that, but he remained blind to the deeper threads of magic that bound this place together.

Randal slipped from his hiding place, moving through the forest with the silence of a hunter. He needed a closer look at Vivienne’s quarters. Perhaps something there would reveal how Ravenna had made contact.

The warden medallion at his belt hummed with energy, responding to his status as their leader. If necessary, he could summon his wardens — men and women trained to monitor and fight things that came from the world below. 

Regina and Philippe wanted the Order to convene, to decide Vivienne’s fate. But Randal had watched Ann grow from infancy. He’d secretly taught her the control she needed when her magic first manifested. The thought of the Order judging her, perhaps condemning her and her child, twisted something inside him.

Randal approached the east wing of the manor where Vivienne’s room was located. The window stood open, curtains billowing in the night breeze. He scaled the wall with ease, his cursed body unaffected by age or fatigue.

Inside, the room appeared ordinary at first glance. Books scattered across the desk; clothing draped over chairs. But Randal sensed the lingering traces of powerful magic. He crossed to the dresser where a small box sat open, its velvet lining empty.

“The mirror amulet,” he whispered, recognition dawning. The ancient artefact had been in Ravenna’s possession during her lifetime. A tool for crossing between worlds. He’d assumed it lost after her defeat.

How had Vivienne obtained it? How had she learned to use it?

A floorboard creaked in the hallway. Randal melted into the shadows as the door opened. Ann, Vivenne’s mother, entered, her eyes red-rimmed from worry. She crossed to Vivienne’s bed and sat heavily on its edge, her fingers tracing the embroidered coverlet.

Randal watched the woman he’d mentored in secret since her childhood. Ann possessed immense druidic power but lacked Ravenna’s ruthless ambition. He’d made certain of that, guiding her towards balance and temperance.

But Vivienne had always been different. Curious, restless, drawn to spell weaving rather than druidic magic. More like Ravenna than either of them had realised.

Ann rose, moving to the window. For a heart-stopping moment, Randal thought she’d sensed his presence. Instead, she closed the window and pulled the curtains shut.

“Where are you, Vivi?” she whispered to the empty room.

The raw pain in her question stirred something in Randal. Guilt, perhaps, for what his actions centuries ago had set in motion. If he’d found another way to stop Ravenna, would her descendants still bear this burden?

Once Ann departed, Randal emerged from the shadows and continued his search. Behind a loose stone in the fireplace, he discovered a leather-bound journal. The pages contained sketches of magical symbols — ancient ones that Randal recognised from Ravenna’s time. Symbols he had never taught Vivienne.

The final pages detailed the mirror amulet and its connection to Atheria. Vivienne’s handwriting grew increasingly erratic towards the end, as if she’d written in a fevered state. The last entry simply read: She calls me to Atheria. I must go.

Randal closed the journal, his decision made. He needed to find Vivienne before Regina did. Regina would see only the threat — Ravenna’s influence taking hold in a powerful young spell weaver. She wouldn’t hesitate to eliminate that threat permanently.

He couldn’t allow that.

Slipping out of the manor, Randal returned to the forest. Once safely hidden among the ancient trees, he removed a small wooden box from his pack. Inside lay a glittering piece of crystal — a shard from the mirror that had once served as a permanent portal between Erthea and Atheria.

The crystal would take him to Atheria, but using it meant revealing himself. The wardens would know he had abandoned his post. 

But Vivienne’s life and perhaps the fate of both worlds hung in the balance.

Randal activated the crystal, channelling his druidic magic into its facets. The air around him shimmered as reality warped. He felt the familiar pull of the crossing, the momentary weightlessness as his body transitioned between worlds.

When the sensation passed, he stood in a forest of silver-barked trees — Atheria’s ancient Whisperwood. During Ravenna’s time, her stronghold had stood at the heart of that forest. If Ravenna’s spirit had guided Vivienne anywhere, it would be there.

Randal hurried through the forest, following trails that had existed for millennia. Few remembered these paths now, but Randal had walked them countless times during Ravenna’s reign. Before the betrayal. Before the curse.

The trees thinned as he approached a clearing. Ahead, broken towers pierced the sky — the ruins of Ravenna’s stronghold. Magic saturated the air, wild and untamed. Something powerful had been awakened here.

He crept closer, keeping to the shadows. In the central courtyard, Vivienne stood before a cracked altar, her hands tracing patterns in the air. Behind her, Ravenna’s ghostly form hovered — directing, instructing, manipulating.

Randal’s curse burned beneath his skin, responding to Ravenna’s presence. After centuries, she still recognised him — her former servant, her betrayer.

The ghost turned, looking directly at his hiding place. A smile spread across her translucent face.

Randal. You’ve been watching over my descendants all this time. How touching.

The words echoed in his mind, familiar and chilling. Vivienne continued her work, unaware of the exchange.

“Let her go, Ravenna,” Randal stepped into the clearing. “Your quarrel is with the Order, not with her.”

Vivienne spun around, her eyes widening. “Master Randal? What are you doing here?”

“I’ve come to take you home, Vivienne.” Randal approached. “Your mother is worried sick.”

“I can’t leave,” Vivienne shook her head. “Not yet. She’s teaching me things. Spells and powers Mama never would. Things I need to know.”

“She?” Randal questioned, though he knew the answer.

“My teacher.” Vivienne’s expression filled with wonder. “Her spirit has been guiding me for months. She says I have potential beyond anything Mama could imagine.”

The same words Ravenna had used to seduce the Order centuries ago — promises of potential, of power beyond imagining.

“Vivienne, listen to me. Ravenna isn’t what you think. She — “

A shift in the magical atmosphere interrupted him. Someone else had crossed into Atheria. Someone powerful.

Regina.

“We need to leave.” Randal reached for Vivienne. “Now.”

“I’m not going anywhere.” Vivienne stepped back; her hands raised. Power crackled between her fingers. The girl had a lot of power and they both knew it. “Not until I complete what I came here to do.”

“And what exactly is that?” Randal asked, though dread filled him at what the answer might be.

“To bring her back,” Vivienne said. “To give Ravenna a physical form once more. She says I have the power to do it — to restore her.”

Randal’s blood ran cold. If Ravenna returned to physical form, the Order’s curse might end — but at what cost? Her vengeance would be terrible, her power unchecked.

“Vivienne, you can’t do this. You don’t understand what she is — what she’s capable of.”

“I understand she was betrayed.” Vivienne’s eyes flashed. “By those she trusted most. By you.”

Ravenna’s spirit circled Vivienne protectively, her ghostly hands resting on the girl’s shoulders. You see, Randal? She knows the truth. And soon, everyone will.

Regina would arrive within minutes. Philippe wouldn’t be far behind. For the first time in centuries, Randal faced a choice that would irrevocably alter the course of both worlds. Stand with the Order and stop Vivienne, possibly harming the girl he’d sworn to protect. Or stand with Vivienne against his fellow Order members, breaking his oldest oath to prevent Ravenna’s return.

The curse of immortality weighed upon him. Five thousand years of life had taught Randal the hardest choices were rarely between good and evil, but between different kinds of pain.

“Vivienne,” he said. “Let me tell you the full story of Ravenna. Of the Order. Of the curse that binds us. Then make your choice.”

Vivienne hesitated, glancing at the spirit behind her. Something in Randal’s words had reached her — a flicker of doubt in her determined expression.

“I’m listening,” she said.

And as the magic of Regina’s presence drew nearer, Randal began the tale he’d kept secret for centuries — the truth about Ravenna, the founding of the Order and the terrible price they had all paid for their betrayal.
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The hidden sanctuary of the Order of Draconis lay beneath an ancient yew grove, its entrance concealed by magic older than any living being in either world. Philippe arrived first, descending the worn stone steps into the circular chamber that hadn’t seen all five Order members in decades.

He lit the torches with a gesture, illuminating walls covered in intricate carvings. Their history, their vows, their curse. At the centre stood a round table of polished black stone, five chairs positioned around it. The table’s surface shimmered, reflecting not the ceiling above but the skies of both Erthea and Atheria. Worlds that hung in precarious balance.

The air shifted as Regina materialised beside the eastern chair, her travel-worn appearance suggesting she’d ridden hard before using the sanctuary’s direct portal.

“Philippe.” She nodded, her expression grave. “You look well for someone recently awakened.”

“The curse ensures we’re at full strength upon waking,” Philippe replied. “Though I expect that wasn’t Ravenna’s intention when she cast it.”

Regina removed her cloak, revealing the ancient dagger at her hip. “Have you contacted the others?”

“Randal is already in Atheria. He reached Vivienne before you did and convinced her to pause whatever ritual Ravenna was guiding her through.”

Regina’s eyes narrowed. “And how do you know this?”

“I walked the temporal stream,” Philippe said. “I saw multiple paths converging at Ravenna’s stronghold. Randal standing between you and the girl.”

“He’s protecting her.” Regina placed her hands on the table’s edge. “After all we swore, after everything Ravenna did, he’s still protecting her bloodline.”

“His attachment to Ravenna’s descendants has always been... complicated.” Philippe studied the shimmering table surface. “Vesta’s awake. She’ll be here soon.”

As if summoned by his words, the air near the southern chair rippled with heat. Vesta stepped through, her copper-scaled cloak flowing around her like liquid metal. The centuries had not dimmed the dragon sorceress’s presence — her eyes still glowed with inner fire, her movements fluid and precise.

“The dragons sense it,” she said without preamble. “The balance shifts. Ravenna’s magic stirs after centuries of dormancy.”

Regina clasped Vesta’s forearm in greeting. “It’s been too long, sister.”

“The curse takes us when it will,” Vesta replied and turned to Philippe. “What of Vesper?”

Philippe shook his head. “Still asleep. The shock wave from Vivienne’s crossing wasn’t enough to wake them.”

“Four will have to suffice,” Regina said. “We need to act before — “

The room darkened, the torches flickering low. All three Order members turned towards the western chair as shadows gathered, coalescing into a humanoid shape.

“Four might indeed suffice,” came a melodic voice. “But five would be better.”

The shadows dissipated, revealing a figure in flowing robes of deepest purple. Vesper’s ageless face bore the same expression of calm intensity it had centuries earlier, their silver eyes reflecting the light in a way that wasn’t quite human.

Philippe stepped forward in surprise. “Vesper. You’re awake.”

“The curse relented three days ago.” Vesper moved to their chair. “I felt the disturbance — Ravenna’s essence crossing between worlds.” They glanced at the empty northern chair. “Where is Randal?”

“With the girl.” Regina’s lips pressed into a thin line. “Protecting her from us, I suspect.”

Vesper raised an eyebrow. “After all this time, he still harbours guilt over Ravenna’s daughters.”

“And now one of her descendants threatens everything we sacrificed to preserve,” Regina said. “Randal’s sentimentality endangers both worlds.”

“Perhaps,” Vesper conceded. “Or perhaps his connection to the girl gives us an opportunity. If she trusts him — “

The table surface rippled, interrupting Vesper mid-sentence. The reflection of Erthea and Atheria distorted, the boundaries between worlds thinning.

“She’s trying again,” Philippe said, his eyes fixed on the table. “Whatever ritual Ravenna guided her to perform — Vivienne has resumed it.”

Vesta approached the table, her hands hovering over its surface. “The pattern is familiar. A blood ritual designed to create a physical anchor for a disembodied spirit.”

“If Ravenna regains physical form —" Regina began.

“Her first act would be vengeance against us,” Philippe finished. “And her second would be reclaiming what she believes is hers.”

“The cycle would begin again,” Vesper said. “But worse this time. She would have a body young and powerful, but with all her ancient knowledge intact.”

The sanctuary door opened with a heavy groan. All four turned as Randal entered, his expression weary. Centuries of life had etched deep lines into his face, but his eyes remained sharp, intelligent and troubled.

“You’ve been busy,” Regina said. “Teaching Ravenna’s latest descendant how to resurrect her ancestor?”

Randal took his seat at the northern position. “I’ve been trying to undo the damage we caused.”

“Damage?” Regina’s eyes flashed. “We stopped a tyrant who would have enslaved both worlds!”

“And in the process, we killed her daughters,” Randal said. “Innocent children whose only crime was their bloodline.”

An uncomfortable silence fell over the chamber. The deaths of Ravenna’s daughters had never been their intention — but in the chaos of their confrontation with Ravenna, the girls had been caught in the crossfire. Their deaths had triggered Ravenna’s final curse, binding the Order members to immortality as punishment for their betrayal.

“What’s done cannot be undone,” Vesper said. “We gather now to prevent further tragedy, not to relitigate our past.”

Philippe nodded. “Vesper’s right. The girl — Vivienne — what is she attempting?”

Randal’s fingers traced a pattern on the table’s surface. “Ravenna has convinced her that bringing her ancestor back would restore balance between the worlds. That the Archdruid lineage has grown weak without her guidance.”

“And you left her there?” Regina demanded. “Alone with Ravenna’s spirit?”

“Not alone,” Randal said. “She’s protected by my strongest wards. Ravenna cannot reach her while I’m here.”

“For how long?” Vesta asked. “The girl has already shown she’s willing to follow Ravenna’s guidance. What happens when your wards fail?”

“They won’t,” Randal insisted. “Not before we decide how to proceed.”

“There’s nothing to decide.” Regina struck the table with her palm. “We neutralise the threat. As we’ve always done.”

“The threat is a ten-year-old girl,” Randal’s expression hardened. “Ann’s daughter. I won’t allow you to harm her.”

“You won’t allow?” Regina leaned forward. “You forget yourself. Our vow was clear — we serve no Archdruid. I thought we’d all learnt from that mistake centuries ago. We don’t involve ourselves with the most powerful person on Erthea. Not Ravenna, not her descendants.”

“A vow I broke centuries ago,” Randal admitted. “When I chose to guide the Archdruid’s descendants rather than abandon them.”

Philippe studied Randal with new understanding. “You’ve been teaching them. All of them. Through the generations.”

Randal nodded. “Someone had to ensure they didn’t follow Ravenna’s path. That they understood the responsibility of their power.”

“And yet here we are.” Regina scowled. “With Ravenna’s latest descendant attempting to resurrect her.”

“Vivienne is confused, not malicious,” Randal insisted. “She believes she’s righting a wrong. Helping a lost ancestor.”

“How convenient for Ravenna,” Vesta murmured. “To find a descendant so eager to help.”

“We must consider all options,” Vesper interjected. “If we move against Vivienne, we risk alienating the current Archdruid, Rhiannon. Starting another conflict that could destabilise both worlds.”

“And if we do nothing,” Regina said, “we risk Ravenna’s return. Which would be worse?”

The table surface rippled again, more violently this time. The reflections of Erthea and Atheria bled into each other, boundaries blurring. Wild magic crackled in the air.

“We’re out of time for debate,” Philippe said. “The ritual progresses, with or without our intervention.”

“Then we must act,” Regina insisted. “Go to Atheria. Stop the girl before it’s too late.”

“And if that means killing Vivienne?” Randal’s question hung in the air.

Regina met his gaze. “If that’s what it takes to prevent Ravenna’s return, yes.”

Randal stood, his chair scraping against stone. “Then we stand on opposite sides once again, old friend.”

“No.” Vesper rose as well, their silver eyes reflecting the chaotic swirl of the table surface. “We cannot afford division. Not now. The Order must act as one.”

“Vesper’s right,” Philippe said. “United, we might have the strength to separate Vivienne from Ravenna’s influence without harming the girl. Divided, we risk failing entirely.”

The five members of the Order looked at one another, centuries of shared history — triumphs and failures, agreements and disputes — passing between them.

“What do you propose?” Regina asked at last.

“We go to Atheria together,” Philippe said. “Approach Vivienne not as judges but as teachers.”

“She won’t trust us,” Regina pointed out. “She only knows Randal.”

“Then Randal will lead,” Vesper suggested. “With us in support.”

Randal studied their faces. “And if we can’t reach her? If Ravenna’s influence is too strong?”

No one answered. The unspoken reality that they might need to sacrifice Vivienne to prevent Ravenna’s return weighed heavily in the chamber.

“One attempt,” Regina said. “We try it your way, Randal. One attempt to reach the girl and break Ravenna’s hold on her. If we fail...”

Randal nodded. “Agreed. But I need your word — all of you — you’ll follow my lead with Vivienne. No aggressive moves unless I give the signal.”

One by one, the other Order members nodded.

“Then let’s go,” Randal said. “Before Ravenna realises we’ve gathered.”

“Wait.” Philippe raised his hand. “There’s something else you should know.” He hesitated. “I’ve walked the temporal streams. I’ve seen possibilities — branches in time where our intervention leads to consequences none of us intended.”

“What consequences?” Vesta asked.

“In some futures, our confrontation with Vivienne draws Ann to Atheria,” Philippe explained. “The current Archdruid crossing between worlds could destabilise the balance further.”

“All the more reason to resolve this quickly,” Regina said.

“If Rhiannon comes to Atheria,” Randal added, “she’ll bring her husband, Ed. People with no knowledge of the Order or our history with Ravenna.”

“Then our secrets may finally be exposed,” Vesper said. “After centuries.”

Philippe said, “The time of shadows may be ending, one way or another.”

“The Order has survived in secrecy for a reason,” Regina argued. “Exposing ourselves makes us vulnerable.”

“Perhaps,” Vesper said, “but remaining in shadow has its own price. Isolation. Distrust. The very things that led to our conflict with Ravenna in the first place.”

The five members fell silent, contemplating the magnitude of what lay before them. Not just stopping Ravenna or saving Vivienne but revealing themselves to the world after centuries of hidden existence.

“The sanctuary will hold the portal open,” Randal said at last. “If we need to return quickly.”

“Or bring others back with us,” Philippe added.

Regina touched the ancient dagger at her hip. “We have always stood together against Ravenna. Let’s hope we fare better this time.”

“We will,” Vesper said with quiet certainty. “Because this time, we understand what’s at stake.”

The Order gathered at the centre of the chamber, joining hands to form a circle. Magic surged between them — Philippe’s temporal awareness, Regina’s containment power, Vesta’s dragon fire, Vesper’s twilight energy and Randal’s druidic strength — combining into a force not seen in centuries.

The air shimmered as a portal opened, revealing the ruins of Ravenna’s stronghold in Atheria.

“Ready yourselves,” Randal said as they stepped towards the portal. “Ravenna won’t surrender her influence easily.”

“She never does,” Regina agreed.

Together, the five immortals crossed between worlds, their cursed existence binding them to a duty that had never truly ended. 
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Atheria welcomed the Order with a sky stained blood-red, the twin moons hanging low on the horizon. The air itself seemed charged with wild magic, crackling and shifting around them as they materialised at the edge of the forest surrounding Ravenna’s ancient stronghold.

The centuries had reduced the once-magnificent structure to ruins, its towers crumbling and walls breached by time. Yet power still lingered here. Old magic woven into the very stones. Magic that responded to Ravenna’s essence, even in spirit form.

“This way.” Randal moved ahead, his connection to the druidic currents guiding him through the ruins. “She’s in the inner sanctum.”

The others followed, each alert for traps or magical defences. Even in ruins, this had been Ravenna’s domain, designed to protect her secrets.

“The boundary between worlds thins,” Philippe murmured, his fingers tracing patterns in the air. “I can feel the temporal distortions growing stronger.”

Regina said, “Wild magic. Responding to whatever ritual the girl performs.”

They passed through a crumbling archway, its carved symbols still visible despite centuries of erosion. Vesper paused, their silver eyes studying the ancient script.

“Ravenna altered these wards,” they observed. “They no longer bar entry but channel energy inward. She’s been planning this for a long time.”

Vesta’s cloak of copper scales shimmered in the strange light. “Even in death, she thinks twenty steps ahead.”

“She’s not dead,” Randal reminded them. “Not truly. Her body perished, but her spirit remained — bound to her bloodline, waiting for the right vessel.”

The accusation in his voice was unmistakable. If they had found another way to stop Ravenna, perhaps her spirit would have passed on naturally instead of lingering, seeking vengeance and restoration.

“We did what was necessary,” Regina said, meeting Randal’s gaze. “As we must do now.”

The inner sanctum lay before them, a circular chamber open to the sky. At its centre stood Vivienne, her blonde hair billowing in magical currents as she traced complex patterns in the air. Each gesture left trails of golden light, forming a cage of intricate symbols around her. Behind her, visible only to those with the sight to perceive such things, Ravenna’s spirit hovered — guiding, directing, preparing.

“Wait here,” Randal instructed the others. “Let me speak to her first.”

Regina gripped his arm. “Remember our agreement. One attempt. If you fail — “

“I won’t fail.” Randal pulled away and approached the edge of the circle. “Vivienne.”

The girl’s head snapped up, her eyes wide with surprise. “Master Randal. You came back.” Her gaze shifted to the others. “Who are they?”

“Friends,” Randal said. “People who understand what you’re attempting. What Ravenna has asked of you.”

Vivienne’s expression hardened. “You told them about her. About what I’m doing.”

“Yes.” Randal took another step forward. “Because what you’re doing is dangerous. Not just for you but for both worlds.”

“She said you’d try to stop me.” Vivienne continued tracing patterns, the golden cage growing more complex. “She said you’d lie to protect yourselves.”

“Did she tell you who we are?” Randal asked. “What binds us to her?”

Vivienne hesitated, her hands pausing mid-gesture. “She said you were once her servants. That you betrayed her out of jealousy for her power.”

Behind Vivienne, Ravenna’s spirit smiled. A cold, triumphant expression.

“A half-truth,” Randal said. “We served her, yes. And we betrayed her — but not for the reasons she claims.”

“Why should I believe you?” Vivienne’s voice wavered.

“Because I’ve watched over you family since before you were born,” Randal replied. “I watched over your mother and her father before her. For centuries, I’ve guided Ravenna’s descendants, trying to atone for what happened.”

“Centuries?” Vivienne shook her head. “That’s impossible. Unless — “ She looked more at Randal, then at the others waiting in the shadows. “Who are you? What are you?”

“We are the Order of Draconis,” Randal said. “Cursed with immortality by Ravenna. The price of our betrayal.”

The golden patterns around Vivienne flickered as her concentration wavered. Ravenna’s spirit moved closer, whispering in the girl’s ear. The patterns stabilised, growing brighter.

“She says you’re lying,” Vivienne said. “That you stole immortality from her, along with her daughters’ lives.”

Regina stepped forward. “Enough of this. The girl is too far under Ravenna’s influence.”

“Regina, wait — “ Randal began, but Regina had already drawn her ancient dagger, its blade glowing with containment magic.

“Vivienne Valeran,” Regina addressed the girl directly. “I am Regina King, Guardian of the Forbidden City. That spirit whispering poison in your ear destroyed countless lives in her quest for power. If you complete this ritual, you doom both worlds to her tyranny once again.”

“Stay back!” Vivienne raised her hands, power crackling between her fingers. “I won’t let you stop this.”

“Child, you don’t understand what you’re doing,” Vesta joined Regina, her dragon fire magic heating the air around them. “Ravenna uses you as a pawn, just as she used us.”

“We can protect you,” Vesper added, their twilight magic creating a shield between Vivienne and Ravenna’s spirit. “Break her hold on your mind.”

Philippe hung back. “The balance shifts further,” he warned. “We have minutes, not hours.”

Randal turned on his fellow Order members. “I told you to let me handle this!”

“Your way failed,” Regina replied, the dagger in her hand pulsing with ancient magic. “The ritual progresses. We must act.”

“Not by threatening her.” Randal positioned himself between Regina and Vivienne. “Put away the blade, Regina.”

“Move aside, Randal.” Regina’s expression hardened. “I won’t ask twice.”

The tension in the air thickened, centuries of buried disagreements rising to the surface. The Order had never truly healed from their original conflict with Ravenna — the guilt, the doubt, the questions of whether they had chosen the right path.

“Stop!” Vivienne cried, her magic flaring in response to her emotions. “All of you, stop!”

Wild magic surged through the chamber, knocking all five Order members backward. The golden cage around Vivienne pulsed and expanded, its patterns spreading across the floor of the sanctum.

“Now you see their true nature,” Ravenna’s spirit whispered, loud enough for all to hear. “Divided. Weak. Unable to agree even among themselves.”

Regina recovered first, her containment magic forming a barrier around herself. “The girl is lost to us. We must stop the ritual.”

“No.” Randal regained his footing, his druidic magic calling to the plants around the ruins. Vines and roots burst through the ancient stones, forming a protective circle around Vivienne. “I won’t let you harm her.”

“This is madness,” Vesper said. “If we fight among ourselves, Ravenna wins by default.”

“She’s already winning,” Vesta pointed out, her dragon fire burning away the encroaching vines. “Look!”

Vivienne had resumed the ritual, her movements more confident now, guided by Ravenna’s spirit. The golden patterns had coalesced, forming a humanoid shape beside the girl — a physical anchor for Ravenna’s spirit.

“Philippe,” Regina called. “The temporal anchor. Can you disrupt it?”

Philippe stepped forward, his hands weaving through the air as he attempted to untangle the temporal threads binding Vivienne’s ritual. “The pattern is too complex. Too many potential futures converging here.”

“Randal,” Vesper said. “We may not have a choice. If Ravenna returns — “

“There’s always a choice,” Randal insisted. “Vivienne, listen to me. What Ravenna offers is a lie. She doesn’t seek restoration — she seeks dominion.”

“She’s bringing balance,” Vivienne replied. “The worlds were meant to be joined, not separated. She will restore what was lost.”

The ground beneath them trembled, wild magic seeping up through cracks in the ancient stones. The sky above darkened further; the twin moons eclipsed by unnatural shadow.

“She’s nearly done,” Regina warned. “We must strike now.”

“No!” Randal’s magic surged to manifest in a wall of pure natural energy. “I will not allow another of Ravenna’s bloodline to fall by our hand!”

“Then you doom us all,” Regina replied, her containment magic clashing against Randal’s barrier. “Again.”

Randal stood alone, protecting Vivienne from his fellow Order members. Regina, backed by Vesta, pressed forward with the intent to stop the ritual by any means necessary. Vesper remained between the factions, attempting to mediate even as the situation deteriorated. Philippe continued his efforts to untangle the temporal distortions, his face strained with concentration.

Ravenna’s spirit watched with cold satisfaction.

The golden patterns surrounding Vivienne grew bright, the physical anchor nearly complete. In minutes, Ravenna would cross from spirit to flesh, using Vivienne’s magic as the conduit.

“Please.” Randal made one final appeal. “There must be another way. We can’t repeat our mistakes.”

“Some mistakes must be repeated,” Regina replied., “if the alternative is worse.”

A new presence brushed against Philippe’s temporal awareness. His head snapped up, eyes widening. “Wait. Something changes. Someone approaches.”

The others paused, sensing the disturbance in the magical fabric. A powerful magic user had crossed from Erthea to Atheria, following the same path Vivienne had taken.

“Ann,” Randal breathed. “She’s found a way through.”

The ritual faltered as Vivienne sensed her mother’s approach. Her concentration wavered, the golden patterns flickering. “Mama?”

Ravenna’s spirit grew agitated, pressing closer to Vivienne. Finish it. Now. Before she interferes.

“She’s coming for me,” Vivienne whispered. “To stop me.”

“To save you,” Randal corrected. “Because she loves you. As a mother should love her daughter.”

For the first time, doubt clearly showed in Vivienne’s expression. “But Ravenna says — " 

“Ravenna lost her daughters,” Randal said. “And blamed us for their deaths. Everything she does now — everything she asks of you — springs from that loss and her desire for vengeance.”

“Is that true?” Vivienne asked the spirit hovering behind her.

Ravenna’s form flickered with anger. They murdered my daughters. Just as they’ll murder you if you falter now. Complete the ritual, Vivienne. Give me form again.

“She’s not telling you everything.” Randal pressed his advantage, sensing Vivienne’s growing doubt. “Ask her why she needs your body as an anchor. Ask her what happens to your spirit once hers takes residence.”

Horror dawned on Vivienne’s face as understanding set in. “You — you’d replace me?”

A necessary sacrifice, Ravenna’s spirit replied without remorse. Your body houses power far beyond your ability to wield it properly. Under my guidance, that power would reshape both worlds.

“At the cost of my life.” Vivienne took a step back from the nearly-completed anchor. “You never meant to teach me. You meant to take me.”

Foolish child, Ravenna’s spirit hissed. Do you think your mother would understand your power? She fears it — fears you.

“That’s not true,” came a new voice from the entrance to the sanctum.

All eyes turned to see Rhiannon Valeran. She had long blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. Behind her stood her husband Ed, a tall man with kind eyes and a practical demeanour. Along with Ed’s father, Lucien.

“Mama,” Vivienne’s voice broke, tears welling in her eyes. “I — I didn’t —”

“I know.” Ann stepped forward, her druidic magic a stark contrast to the chaotic energy filling the chamber. “I know what she promised you. What she showed you.” Ann’s gaze moved past her daughter to the Order members. Recognition flickered in her eyes as she looked at Randal. “You. You’ve been watching over us. All this time.”

Randal nodded. “I had to ensure the lineage remained strong. That none fell to Ravenna’s influence.”

“Until now,” Regina added.

Ann ignored the jibe. “Vivienne, come away from there. Whatever she’s told you, whatever she’s promised — it’s not worth your life.”

“But the power she offered —" Vivienne began.

“Is yours already,” Ann said. “Your magic is different from mine, yes. But that doesn’t make it wrong or lesser. It makes it yours.”

The golden patterns surrounding Vivienne flickered more as her concentration fractured. The physical anchor for Ravenna began to dissolve, golden strands unravelling.

Ravenna’s spirit let out a soundless howl of rage. No! After centuries I will live again!

With a final desperate effort, Ravenna’s spirit lunged towards Vivienne, attempting to force her way into the girl’s body without the completed ritual to smooth the transition.

“Vivi!” Ann cried out.

Randal threw himself forward, his druidic magic forming a shield between Vivienne and Ravenna’s spirit. “Not this time,” he growled. “Not another daughter.”

The impact of Ravenna’s spirit against his shield sent shockwaves through the chamber. Randal staggered, his immortal body absorbing the brunt of the magical backlash. Behind him, Vivienne collapsed, the golden patterns around her shattering into motes of light.

Regina stepped forward, the ancient dagger in her hand glowing with containment magic. “Now, while she’s vulnerable!”

“Wait,” Philippe called. “The temporal streams — they’re crossing!”

Wild magic erupted throughout the chamber as the botched ritual collapsed completely. The boundary between worlds thinned to the point of rupture, reality itself buckling under the strain.

“We need to stabilise the boundary!” Vesper shouted over the magical cacophony.

“How?” Ed asked, sheltering his wife and daughter behind his body. “What’s happening?”

“The ritual was meant to create a vessel for Ravenna’s spirit,” Vesta explained. “Without completion, the energy has nowhere to go.”

“It will tear both worlds apart,” Randal warned, still maintaining his shield against Ravenna’s increasingly desperate attacks.

Regina exchanged a look with the other Order members. “Together, then. As we should have been from the start.”

The five immortals of the Order of Draconis formed a circle around Vivienne, combining their unique magical abilities into a unified whole.

Ravenna’s spirit howled in fury as she realised what they intended. You cannot contain me! Not again!

“We don’t need to contain you,” Randal replied. “We only need to guide you.”

The Order began a complex incantation, each member contributing their particular magic to the whole. Philippe’s temporal awareness stabilised the fracturing timeline. Regina’s containment magic formed a pathway. Vesta’s dragon fire provided the necessary energy. Vesper’s twilight magic bridged the different magical disciplines. And Randal’s druidic power connected it all to the natural world.

The wild magic coursing through the chamber gradually calmed, channelled by the Order’s combined efforts. Ravenna’s spirit fought against their magic, but with each passing moment, her influence weakened.

Ann stepped forward, adding her own considerable power to the mix. “I don’t know who you all are — aside from Randal — or what history you share with my ancestor. But if you’re trying to save my daughter, I’ll help you.”

Ed joined his wife. “Tell us what you need.”

The Order worked in silence, their centuries of experience evident in every gesture, every pulse of magic. Slowly, painfully, they constructed a new magical framework — not to destroy Ravenna’s spirit or to help her cross into physical form, but to guide her back to the spirit realm where she belonged.

“It’s working,” Philippe murmured as the temporal distortions began to resolve. “The boundaries stabilise.”

Ravenna’s spirit grew dimmer, her connection to the physical world weakening. This isn’t over, her fading presence promised. I will find another way. Another vessel.

“Not in this lifetime,” Ann replied, her arms around her unconscious daughter. “Never again.”

With a final surge of combined magic, the Order completed their work. Ravenna’s spirit vanished, forced into the spirit realm and sealed there by powers she could not overcome — at least for now.

The wild magic dissipated, leaving the ancient chamber in eerie silence. Vivienne stirred in her mother’s arms, her eyes fluttering open.

“Mama?” she whispered. “What happened?”

“It’s over,” Ann assured her. “You’re safe now.”

Regina turned to her fellow Order members, her expression grave. “For how long? The seal won’t hold forever.”

“Long enough,” Randal replied, exhaustion evident in his features. “Long enough for us to find a permanent solution.”

Ann looked up at the five immortals who had helped save her daughter. “I think,” she said, “we have much to discuss.”

The Order of Draconis exchanged glances. Their division had nearly cost them everything. Perhaps it was time for a new approach.

“Yes,” Randal agreed, speaking for them all. “I believe we do.”
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The aftermath of the confrontation left the ancient chamber in disarray. Wild magic had carved new cracks in the stone floor, and the air still crackled with residual energy. Regina stood apart from the others, her containment magic extended in a thin barrier around the site where Ravenna’s spirit had vanished.

“The seal won’t hold,” she said, her fingers tracing patterns to strengthen the magical barrier. “Not for long.”

Ann cradled Vivienne in her arms, her daughter pale but conscious. Ed knelt beside them, his calm demeanour a stark contrast to the chaos of magic surrounding them.

“Who are you people?” Ed asked, looking from one Order member to the next. “What just happened to my daughter?”

“We’re the Order of Draconis,” Randal spoke up. 

“I thought you were a myth,” Ann remarked.

“Myth often has roots in truth,” Vesper replied. “You know of us?”

“Fragments in ancient texts. Whispers among the oldest magical institutions.” Ann’s gaze lingered on the dragon and Celtic knot symbols adorning their robes. “Five immortals cursed by Ravenna herself. The betrayers who became guardians. I already knew Randal was cursed. I didn’t realise there were more of you.” Ann looked up, her attention shifting from Vivienne to the Order members. “You knew Ravenna? The first Archdruid?”

“Knew her?” Regina gave a bitter laugh. “We served her.”

“Until we didn’t,” Randal added. “Until we saw what her ambition would cost both worlds.”

Philippe moved to the edge of the chamber. “This conversation would be better continued elsewhere. The magical backlash from the failed ritual will draw attention.”

“Unwanted attention,” Vesta said, her dragon fire magic creating a protective circle around the group. “Ravenna had allies in Atheria — beings who would see her return.”

“Vivi needs healing,” Ed insisted, helping his daughter to her feet. “And answers.”

Regina stepped forward; her decision made. Centuries of hiding in shadows had led them to this moment of crisis. Perhaps a new approach was indeed necessary.

“I can stabilise her,” she offered, extending her hand towards Vivienne. “If you’ll permit me.”

Ann hesitated. “What will you do?”

“Containment magic,” Regina explained. “To suppress the residual energy from Ravenna’s attempted possession. Without it, the magical backlash could harm her.”

After a moment of consideration, Ann nodded. Regina approached Vivienne; her ancient dagger now sheathed at her side. She placed her palm on the girl’s forehead, channelling her specialised magic in precise, controlled bursts.

The colour returned to Vivienne’s cheeks as Regina’s containment magic neutralised the chaotic energy lingering in her system. The girl’s eyes cleared, focusing on Regina with a mixture of fear and gratitude.

“You wanted to kill me,” Vivienne said.

“I wanted to stop Ravenna,” Regina corrected. “I’ve seen what she’s capable of.”

“As have we all,” Vesper added. “Our methods may differ, but our goal remains the same — to prevent Ravenna from regaining power and influence over either world.”

Randal approached Ann. “Your daughter was targeted because of her potential. Her ability to weave spells in patterns Ravenna herself created.”

“Spell weaving runs in the Valeran bloodline. I have it too,” Ann said. “Though it manifested in Vivienne with unusual strength.”

“Not unusual when one considers her heritage,” Regina said, completing her work on Vivienne and stepping back. “She carries Ravenna’s magical signature, passed down through generations.”

“The connection made her vulnerable to Ravenna’s influence,” Philippe explained, returning from his vigil at the chamber’s edge. “But it also gave her the strength to resist, in the end.”

Vivienne straightened, pulling away from her mother’s support. “I didn’t resist enough. I believed her lies. I wanted to believe them. The power she offered felt right. Like it belonged to me.”

“It does belong to you,” Randal assured her. “But on your terms, not hers.”

Regina studied the girl with new consideration. Perhaps Randal had been right to protect her. The fact that Vivienne had questioned Ravenna at the critical moment suggested strength of character that Regina had not expected.

“We need to leave this place,” Vesta urged. “The magical disruption has awakened things that should remain dormant.”

“Back to Erthea?” Ed asked, supporting Vivienne with a steadying arm.

“The sanctuary,” Vesper suggested, looking to their fellow Order members for agreement. “It stands between worlds, protected from both.”

Regina frowned. The sanctuary had been the Order’s private domain for centuries. Bringing outsiders there represented a fundamental shift in their approach to their mission.

“Is that wise?” she asked. “The sanctuary contains our most guarded secrets.”

“Secrets that may need to be shared,” Philippe said. “The temporal streams show multiple futures where isolation leads to failure.”

Randal nodded. “We’ve tried secrecy for centuries, Regina. Perhaps it’s time for a new path.”

The ground beneath them trembled, a reminder of the unstable magical conditions surrounding them. Regina made her decision, pragmatism overriding tradition.

“Very well,” she conceded. “The sanctuary it is.”

With combined magic, the five Order members created a portal leading not to Erthea but to the hidden space between worlds where their sanctuary resided. Ann, Ed, Lucien and Vivienne watched in amazement as reality split open, revealing a passage of swirling energy.

“Stay close,” Randal instructed as they entered the portal. “The path can be treacherous for the uninitiated.”

The transition lasted seconds, ending as the group materialised in the circular chamber of the Order’s sanctuary. The black stone table at its centre still reflected the skies of both Erthea and Atheria, though the images had stabilised since their departure.

Regina moved to the eastern alcove, activating protective wards with a sweep of her hand. “We should be safe here, for now.”

“This place...” Ann turned in a slow circle, taking in the ancient carvings and magical artefacts. “It exists between worlds?”

“Neither in Erthea nor Atheria, but connected to both,” Vesper explained. “A sanctuary created during Ravenna’s time and repurposed after her fall.”

“When you betrayed her,” Ed said.

“Yes,” Regina said, facing them with her chin raised. “When we betrayed her. A choice that brought us eternal life as punishment, and eternal duty as consequence.”

Vivienne sank into one of the stone chairs. “She told me you killed her daughters. Is that true?”

A heavy silence fell over the Order members. They all sat fidgeting or glancing at the table.

“Not on purpose.” Randal grimaced. “During our final confrontation with Ravenna, her daughters were caught in the crossfire.”

“Their deaths drove Ravenna to cast her final curse,” Vesta continued. “Binding us to immortality, forcing us to live with the weight of our actions for eternity.”

“A cruel punishment,” Ed observed. “To live forever with regret.”

“And a clever one,” Regina added. “Our immortality comes with conditions. We are forced into periods of deathlike sleep, sometimes lasting centuries. Ravenna ensured we would live forever but be unable to maintain constant vigilance.”

“Which is why you created your separate organisations,” Ann said. “The wardens, the riders.”

Randal said, “Each of us established structures that could continue our work during our periods of dormancy.”

Ann studied the dragon and Celtic knot symbol carved above the main archway. “And Ravenna? What happened to her physical form after your confrontation?”

“Destroyed,” Philippe answered. “But her spirit remained, bound to the bloodline she created. Your bloodline, Archdruid.”

Regina crossed to the black stone table, her finger tracing the boundary between the Erthean and Atherian skies reflected in its surface. “For centuries, we’ve maintained the separation between worlds. We’ve contained threats she set in motion. All while knowing her spirit waited for an opportunity to return.”

“And now she’s found one,” Vivienne said, her shoulders slumped. “Through me.”

“Found and lost,” Vesper corrected. “Your rejection of her was significant. It weakened her hold on this realm.”

Regina approached Vivienne. “Ravenna’s influence left traces in your magical signature. Mind if I examine them more?”

After a nod from Ann, Vivienne extended her hands. Regina took them in her own, her magic probing the subtle patterns woven through the girl’s aura.

“Fascinating,” Regina murmured. “Ravenna taught you her methods of spell weaving, but you’ve adapted them. Made them your own.”

“Is that significant?” Ed asked.

“It might be.” Regina released Vivienne’s hands, her mind racing with possibilities. “Ravenna’s magic was distinctive — structured, precise, almost architectural in its design. But Vivienne’s adaptations are... different. More fluid. Intuitive.”

“And that matters because...?” Ann prompted.

“Because it might give us a weapon against Ravenna herself,” Regina explained. “A magical approach she wouldn’t expect or recognise.”

Vivienne straightened in her chair. “You mean I could help fight her? After everything I did?”

“What better way to make amends?” Regina asked. The girl had potential. Perhaps more important, she had motivation to stand against Ravenna now that she understood the spirit’s true intentions.

Randal gave Regina a surprised look. “You want to train her? After arguing she was too dangerous to live?”

“Circumstances change. Approaches must adapt.” Regina met his gaze with newfound respect. “You were right about her, Randal. I see that now.”

“If I may,” Ed interjected, “the legends suggest the Order took a vow never to serve an Archdruid again after Ravenna. Yet here you discuss training the Archdruid’s daughter and collaborating with the Archdruid herself.”

“Vows, like curses, sometimes must be broken,” Vesper said.

Ann stepped forward, her power a presence in the chamber despite the sanctuary’s neutral nature. “I don’t ask for your service. I ask for your knowledge. Your experience. If Ravenna targets my daughter because of her blood connection, I need to understand the threat.”

“And we need allies who understand both worlds,” Philippe added. “The temporal streams show increased instability in the boundaries between Erthea and Atheria. Maintaining separation may no longer be viable.”

“If the worlds can’t remain separated, then people need to understand how to navigate both. They need education. Structure,” Ed said.

Regina caught the look that passed between Randal and Philippe. “You’ve foreseen this,” she accused Philippe. “In your temporal viewing.”

“I’ve seen possibilities,” Philippe admitted. “Multiple futures where the boundaries fail despite our efforts. The question becomes not how to prevent crossing between worlds, but how to manage it.”

“Through education,” Ed repeated, his background as a scholar evident in his approach. “Creating a formal institution that would unite magical traditions from both worlds.”

The idea hung in the air. For centuries, the Order had worked to maintain separation between worlds. The suggestion they might instead facilitate controlled connection represented a fundamental shift in mission.

“An academy,” Vesper mused. “Teaching control and understanding of varied magical traditions.”

“Bridging Erthea and Atheria through knowledge rather than conquest,” Randal added. “What Ravenna sought through domination, achieved instead through cooperation.”

Regina found herself considering the idea with unexpected openness. Perhaps it was seeing Vivienne’s potential or recognising the changing patterns in the magical boundaries between worlds. Centuries of the same approach had led them here, to near disaster. A new path might indeed be necessary.

“The United Magickind Academy,” Ed said. “A place where traditions from both worlds could be taught, understood and preserved.”

Ann looked at her husband with growing excitement. “With your background in education and my connections as Archdruid...”

“And our knowledge of both worlds’ magical systems.” Randal gestured to include all five Order members.

“Ravenna will return,” Regina cautioned, unwilling to abandon prudence. “The seal we placed on her spirit is temporary. When she breaks free, she’ll seek another vessel, another opportunity.”

“All the more reason to prepare,” Ann said. “To create structures that can withstand her influence and counter her methods.”

“Through education,” Ed repeated.

“Through collaboration,” Randal added.

“It won’t be simple,” Regina said. “Centuries of tradition stand against such change. Many in both worlds prefer isolation to integration.”

“Nothing worthwhile is simple,” Vesper replied.

Regina made her decision. “If we pursue this path, we’ll need structure. Rules. Protection against the exact threats we’ve spent centuries containing.”

“That’s where your expertise becomes essential,” Ann acknowledged. “Each of you brings knowledge that must be preserved and shared.”

“Very well,” Regina said, her gaze moving from Randal to Vivienne. “Let’s discuss how to build this academy of yours. And in the process, create a weapon even Ravenna won’t expect.”

The ancient sanctuary, witness to centuries of the Order’s secret councils, now hosted a new kind of gathering — not five immortals bound by curse and duty, but a coalition of beings from both worlds, united in purpose despite their differences.

As Regina outlined her initial thoughts on protective measures for the proposed academy, she felt something she hadn’t experienced in centuries: hope.
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​​Chapter 7
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Philippe stood apart from the others in the sanctuary, his mind stretched across multiple temporal planes. While the group discussed the practical aspects of establishing the United Magickind Academy, he traversed the timelines of Vivienne’s past, present and potential futures.

Time walking required intense concentration, his immortal curse providing the necessary disconnect from linear time that made such observation possible. To Philippe, time existed not as a straight line but as interwoven streams, branching and converging in patterns that responded to actions and decisions.

The temporal plane surrounding Vivienne glittered with unusual complexity. Threads of magic connected her to Ravenna across centuries, but newer threads had formed since their confrontation in the ruins. Connections to possible futures where her spell weaving developed along different paths than her ancestor’s.

Philippe focused on the moment Ravenna first made contact with the girl. He needed to understand how the spirit had gained such influence and when the manipulation had begun.

The timeline crystallized, showing him Vivienne six months earlier. She sat alone in her bedroom at the Valeran estate, frustrated after a failed attempt to master druidic magic under her mother’s tutelage. Her hands moved through the air, tracing patterns that came to her through intuition rather than instruction.

A mirror on her dresser flickered with unnatural light. Within its surface, Ravenna appeared — not as a full manifestation, but as a subtle influence, suggesting alterations to Vivienne’s natural spell weaving gestures.

Philippe watched as, over subsequent weeks, Ravenna’s guidance grew more direct. The spirit built trust with the girl, portraying herself as a misunderstood ancestor seeking to pass on lost knowledge. She positioned herself as an alternative to Ann’s druidic teachings, offering validation when Vivienne felt her mother didn’t understand her magical approach.

The critical juncture appeared three months into their interaction. Ravenna directed Vivienne to an ancient box hidden in a forgotten section of the estate’s library. Inside lay the mirror amulet — a relic from Ravenna’s time that could open pathways between worlds.

“There,” Philippe murmured, identifying the pivotal moment when Ravenna’s manipulation became control. The amulet contained fragments of Ravenna’s original magic, creating a direct channel for her influence.

He pulled back from the past, focusing instead on potential futures. The streams split into countless possibilities, but Philippe concentrated on the strongest paths.

In one timeline, Vivienne continued training under Ann’s guidance alone, her spell weaving abilities stunted by approaches unsuited to her natural talents.

In another, Regina’s containment techniques suppressed Vivienne’s connection to Ravenna but also limited her magical growth.

A third path showed Vivienne studying under multiple mentors — drawing from the diverse knowledge of the Order members while developing her own unique style.

This third path interested Philippe most. In it, Vivienne’s spell weaving evolved into something neither Ravenna nor the Order had seen before — a hybrid approach that drew from multiple magical traditions while remaining distinctly her own.

“Philippe.” Vesper’s voice pulled him back to the present. “Your insights would be welcome.”

Philippe blinked, his perception narrowing back to the physical plane. The others watched him with varying degrees of curiosity and impatience.
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