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“Show me what I seek, reveal the truth to me,” the woman intoned, touching her fingers to the water below her. 

The cold liquid trickled across her skin, then pulsed as her magic mixed with it. Nature had a lot to offer and if you knew the right spell, it could even reveal the future to you.

She sat crouched beside a small stream in the early morning light. There was no one else around, though she had cast wards to warn her if anyone came this way. It wouldn’t do for anyone to catch her in the act.

It may not be the burning times any more, but witches had always worked in secrecy. Humans were unpredictable, irrational. If they knew that magic exist they would want if for themselves and that never ended well. 

The water rippled and an image appeared. It showed a woman with long dark hair and dark eyes. She had a scowl on her face.

Adriana Alden. Of course it would be her. Of all the witches in Wayfield...

No matter what was going on in this town, she always seemed to be at the heart of it. 

She always believed the Aldens were just naturally talented, but now she knew there was something more. The power she sought lay inside Adriana. If she had known that sooner, she could have made alternative plans, but now that she was so close to getting what she wanted, she had to be smart about this. That power could turn the tide, if she could get her hands on it.

She let the image fade, sitting back on her haunches and sighing. It would not be easy to go up against Adriana. She was undisciplined and unpredictable at the best of times, but incredibly powerful. But what choice did she have?

The power Adriana held could change everything. Tip the scales in her favor. She had been hiding who she was for such a long time. It was exhausting to keep pretending to be someone she wasn’t. Acting like she needed the others in the coven when she didn’t. She was stronger than all of them combined, but with the power from Adriana...she would be unstoppable.

A smile touched her lips. She liked the sound of that – unstoppable. 

For too long she had to bow and scrape and pretend to be something she wasn’t. Ancient, powerful magic flowed through her veins and it was dark. Darker than anything she had felt before. If she unleashed it, there would be nothing she couldn’t do. The witches in this town would bow before her. They should. It was about time she got what she deserved.

Of course her mother urged caution. Told her to hide it. To wait for the right moment. The problem was her mother did the same and died in disgrace. She never found the right moment to act, or she was too much of a coward to try.

I’m no coward. I can do this.

She would happily do whatever was necessary to get her hands on that power.

As she rose from the ground, she felt one of the wards being breached.

Turning, she raised her hands, ready to blast whoever dared disturb her. Instead, she found a doe walking by. She dropped her hands and let out a breath.

Working out in the open like this was risky, but she did it anyway because she needed to prove she wasn’t scared like her mother had been. She embraced what she was, every part of it. 

Crouching, she gathered up her things and placed them in her bag. The last item was her athame. It was old, passed down from her great grandmother. The family crest was carved into the handle – a thorn covered rose. Thorne was the family name, though she didn’t use it. She still had to keep that hidden, at least until she finished her mission. 

The Thornes were not well liked in the witch community, by either side. They had been too ambitious back in the day, turned on everyone around them and it ended in most of them being wiped out. Only a few survived to pass on their magic. If there was any rival to an Alden, it was a Thorne. 

Gripping the handle, she held it up, letting the sunlight fall on the blade, imagining what she could do with it. All she needed to do was get close enough to Adriana and she could slit her throat. The power would be hers and the Thornes would rise once more. 

“Soon, Adriana.”
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“Where the fuck is it?” I muttered as I tried to drive and glance at the map on the seat at the same time. 

I had almost driven off the road a few times now. Good thing I hadn’t passed any cops so far. 

How much further could it be? I was in the middle of nowhere and I had no idea where I was going. The map was supposed to lead me to my father, that was what I intended with the spell. He was the only one who could help me now and once again he was nowhere to be found.

Story of my life.

Swearing, I jerked the wheel and pulled over at the side of the road. Snatching up the map, I tried to work out where the hell I was. There were so many roads they were starting to blur into one.

After driving all night, I was exhausted and the cheap gas station coffee I got was long gone. A headache was forming over one eye and I couldn’t take any more of this crap. If I didn’t find him soon, I was giving up and going home.

To be arrested?

Just a few hours ago, I got a woman killed. Sure she was a witch and she was trying to kill me, but that didn’t change how it felt. Not to mention, the rest of the coven weren’t going to be happy with what happened. The second I returned to Wayfield, they’d kill me.

So maybe I don’t go back.

As tempting as that sounded, I couldn’t just abandon my life like that. Besides, I wasn’t going to run away from that bunch of bitches. They started this, not me. Trying to sacrifice me for power. It was deja vu all over again. My mother tried it and they wanted to finish it.

What does it say when it happens twice?

It said that my mother and her coven were power hungry and so were their daughters. I just happened to be the way they got it. But I escaped both times and I wasn’t going to let it happen again.

Trish chose to run in front of the demon. It was her own fault she died. That was what I kept telling myself, but I also couldn’t get the look on her face out of my mind. The terror as she knew what was about to happen. Would that image ever go away?

I suddenly felt very hot and my breath came in short bursts. I wasn’t a killer. There was no way I was going to end up like Veronica. 

Leaning back against the seat, I took a shaky breath. Then another.

The car engine roared and the radio started flicking through the stations at random. If I didn’t calm down, I’d end up totalling the car. Being stuck out here with no transport would only make things worse.

I took anther deep breath. I was safe. The coven didn’t know where I was and Michele had gone to try and fix things in regards to the demon. All I had to do was find my father and try to get him to help me. Everything else could wait.

Of course I had never met the man and had no idea what to expect. Given what my mother was, he probably had horns!

He had to be powerful, it was the only way to explain why I was. It wasn’t just the fact that I had absorbed the coven’s power, there was something else. Something inside me I couldn’t explain. I had used it a few times now and it was unlike any other ability I had. It had to come from my father. Which meant he was something more than a witch. I didn’t care what he was or whether he wanted to see me or not, I deserved answers. He could spare five minutes to give them to me.

The radio clicked off and I let out a breath. Okay, I could do this. Once I found him, I could figure out my next move. 

Lifting the map again, I tried to trace my path from the last gas station I stopped at. It was close. At least it looked close. Why were maps so difficult to read? I’d use a GPS, but my powers would mess with the signal. The last one I had blew up on me when I took a wrong turn. Okay, I blew it up, but it did lead me into a field. 

A car drove by, drawing my attention. It was a red pickup truck. As it went by, a guy in the passenger seat looked out at me. The look he gave me made the hair on the back of my neck rise. He was in his thirties, with dark hair and a baseball cap on his head. The truck didn’t stop, but I had a bad feeling. I was sure I had seen it several hours ago too when I stopped for gas. Where they following me? 

If they were, they could have just stopped.

Maybe I was imagining things. I was so used to people giving me dirty looks that I was seeing them everywhere now. Still, I needed to be careful. 

Pulling out, I started driving again. If I didn’t find this place in the next half hour, then I was going to have to find a motel somewhere and get some sleep. It wasn’t safe to be driving like this. Hell, it likely wasn’t safe to look for this guy at all. He might end up adding to my problems, not helping me. But I was desperate. And desperate people did stupid shit. 

As I drove, I did my best to push away all thoughts of what might be waiting for me. Of course I thought about my father over the years, what child wouldn’t, but I didn’t know what to expect. He could welcome me with open arms, or tell me to go to hell. Or he could try to kill me like my mother did. Anything was possible. 

He won’t get the chance.

I’d let him know that I needed his help and once done, I would be on my way. The one thing I was sure of was that I didn’t want a relationship with him. I had enough problems. If he didn’t want to know me my whole life, I had no interest in knowing him now.

Finally, I spotted a dirt road up ahead. Was that it? A quick glance at the map seemed to show that it was. I turned down the dirt road, manoeuvring carefully. Road was not the right word for it. If I got stuck out here, I was going to lose it. It would take forever to get help out here, if I could even direct them to where I was. 

Why would he be hidden all the way out here?

I didn’t know what I expected, but I thought he’d have an apartment or a house or something. Was the map wrong? 

I came to the end of the track and found a cabin in front of me. Okay, guess not. There was smoke coming out of the chimney, so someone was home. It was kind of run down, difficult to find. Which suggested he was hiding out here. Hiding from what though?

If he’s anything like me, could be anything. 

Another reason to be cautious. I didn’t need him mistaking me for one of his enemies. 

Stopping the car, I got out and approached cautiously. How would he react? He might not even believe me when I told him I was his daughter. I didn’t know for sure if he knew about me. He could have found out about me at some point. But if that was the case, then he clearly decided to ignore me. A million scenarios ran through my head, but I forced them away.

Just get it over with.

There was no time to screw around, he either helped me or he didn’t, but I wouldn’t know until I asked.

Fifteen feet from the cabin, my foot came down on something. I heard a snapping sound and suddenly a log swung free from a tree, heading straight at me. 

Throwing up my hand, I halted it in mid-air, inches from my face. I let out a breath. That was too close for comfort.

“What the fuck?” I muttered.

Moving out of the way, I released it and it swung on. It lost momentum and gradually came to a stop. 

That was a hell of a security system, crude but effective. Anyone who needed this, had enemies. Why was I not surprised? I hardly expected him to be a saint. But if he was hiding out here, with booby traps everywhere, then something was definitely wrong. I knew this was a bad idea. I should have just hopped on a plane and flown somewhere hot.

One thing bothered me though. It wasn’t a magical trap. Did that mean he didn’t have magic, or that he couldn’t use it? Or maybe he was being cautious in case some unsuspecting delivery person set it off and he didn’t want to reveal magic to them.

“So. You finally showed up.”

The voice startled me.

Confused, I turned to find a hunched over old woman on the porch, wearing a shawl. Not what I was expecting at all. Did I get the wrong place after all?

“Who the hell are you?” I blurted.

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m your grandmother, Adriana.”
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“Oh come on, you’ve got to be kidding me,” I said with a groan. 

There were so many ways I envisioned this going, but this was not one of them. I never once considered a different relative being out here. I didn’t know there were any other relatives to find.

She arched an eyebrow. “Good to see you too.”

If I thought the spell was going to lead me to anyone other than my father, I wouldn’t have done it. I didn’t know she was still alive.

“I take it you’re my maternal grandmother,” I asked. 

The eyes and mouth looked like the pictures of my mother. There was that same callous air about her too. The pictures I found were buried in a shoebox under my mother’s bed. Forgotten and covered in dust. Chas said she was dead, I never questioned it.

“Aw, you mean your mommy didn’t tell you stories about me? Share precious photo albums with you?”

My headache was getting worse now. Why did she have to be so evasive?

“Can’t say we had that kind of relationship. The only thing she ever did with me was try to sacrifice me as a baby.”

There wasn’t an ounce of surprise on her face. She sniffed. 

“Well, yes, Veronica can be...volatile at times. Did she send you? Is she finally coming to find me?”

She didn’t know. Guess she didn’t follow the news. 

“Veronica is dead.”

That did seem to surprise her. Though she didn’t seem upset, more relieved. What the hell went down between them? And was it going to affect her willingness to help me?

“Oh. Guess things caught up to her in the end,” she said cryptically.

“Actually it was the demon she tried to sacrifice me too. She got greedy, then paid the price.”

She leaned against the post on the porch as she took that in. Part of me was curious to know more about her. I mean this was a link to my past, my family, but I knew I couldn’t risk letting my guard down. Anyone who birthed Veronica was not to be trusted. 

“Can I come in?” I asked.

“Why? What are you doing here?”

Sighing, I said, “I was looking for my father, but the spell led me here. Guess it just picked up my closest blood relative.”

One who didn’t even know her daughter was dead or what happened to me. Living up to the family legacy – being a total bitch.

She eyed me, considering the request.

“What do you want from me?”

That was a good question, I hadn’t quite worked that out, but I also didn’t want to stand out here all day. I was tired and I needed to get this sorted so I could get some rest. 

“Advice. Help with something.”

I started forward and she threw up her hand to stop me.

“Ah! I wouldn’t if I were you. That wasn’t the only booby trap.”

Standing with my foot in mid-air, I looked around but I couldn’t see what else lay in front of me. I really didn’t need to be cut in half or blown up.

“Can you do something about it?”

She hesitated for a moment, then muttered a spell and I felt the air shift around me. So she did have magic. Maybe she figured the first trap would take care of humans, the rest would work on anyone with magic. Hope she didn’t get the mail man out here.

“Come inside then,” she muttered, turning away.

I felt her magic as she cast there and it was much weaker than I expected. Then again, most witches were weaker than me. Still, I expected more from an Alden. 

Stepping forward slowly, I made my way up onto the porch. If this was the woman who raised my mother, then I needed to be careful. She was likely just as bad as Veronica had been. Maybe worse. 

When I entered the cabin, I was hit by the scent of various herbs and incense. She might not have a lot of power, but she was certainly doing some potion work. What did she get up to out here? The vibe said cooking children who ventured into the woods. I wouldn’t rule it out.

“Nice place,” I said, trying to be polite. 

It was sparsely furnished, but cozy with the roaring fire. I guess if you wanted somewhere private to work, this would do the trick. Can’t say I haven’t considered running away to somewhere remote myself over the years, but I never went through with it. Wouldn’t give a lot of people the satisfaction. 

She moved to the fire and lifted a kettle off it. Holding it up, she asked, “Tea?”

“Uh, sure.” I wanted something stronger, but I needed to keep my wits about me. “So, how do you know my name?”

She glanced over at me. “I heard through the grapevine she had given birth. Got the name, nothing more.”

So she cared enough to check. Given my mother died not long after, I was surprised she wasn’t told that too. And who gave her my name? Did she have spies in Wayfield? She did live there at one point, so she must have some. Someone she trusted to keep her secret that she was still alive. 

Whatever brought her out here, she certainly didn’t want to be found. 

I glanced at the table on the far side of the room which was covered in potion vials and various herbs. What was she making? Maybe she made potions and sold them for money. Plenty of humans would buy them if they thought they were herbal remedies. Or drugs. It was a good way to make money if you could stand the constant smells permeating the house. I wasn’t a fan myself. Plus I had a habit of burning them. Why use potions when I had the firepower I did?

She motioned for me to take a seat in the chair near the fire. I did, but stayed alert. I had no idea what to say to her. Most grandmothers were supposed to be kind, loving toward their grandchildren, but Alden women weren’t capable of that. 

I had to admit, a small part of me was relieved she wasn’t my father. If anyone would understand what I faced, it would be her. As for my father, well, either her magic was stronger and overwhelmed the spell, or he was dead. 

Once the tea was poured, she took a seat opposite me and studied me critically. 

“Do you always dress like a whore?” she asked.

“Only on days of the week ending in Y.”

A laugh burst from her. “Oh honey, you may not have been raised by Veronica, but that was so her.”

I was tempted to throw the tea in her face for that comment. I didn’t want to be compared to that monster. There were plenty of people back in Wayfield who liked to tell me what she had been like too, but they at least didn’t compare us. At least not beyond both being heinous bitches. It struck me that very few people actually knew Veronica. Not well, anyway. 

“Look, I didn’t come here to be insulted, can you help me or not?”

She set her cup on the table beside her and clasped her hands in her lap. 

“What do you want?”

I hesitated, not knowing where to start. To buy time, I took a sip of the tea. It tasted vile, but I swallowed it anyway. 
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