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The Death of Rowan Copry

 

Elaine White


To all those who dream of rewriting the past.


Chapter One

August 1, 2040

 

WAKING IN A bed of tangled sheets, coated in sweat, was nothing new for Storm. Every night of the last fourteen years had been predictable, from the racing heartbeat and the slow-fading memories, to the shaking of his right hand every time he reached for a cigarette. He took his first puff, raked a hand through his hair, and swung his legs out from under the thin sheet.

Storm walked into the bathroom and started the shower. Eyeing the mirror, the inevitable awaited: black smoke as dark as his magic swirled in his eyes, tempting him to delve into the darkest of powers, a birthright no one had bothered to teach him. If he’d known how to wield forbidden magic, he wouldn’t have spent his adult life having night sweats and nightmares, all because the Fates were bickering bitches.

The thin line along his top lip suggested he was dehydrated. His tawny skin showed paler than usual, meaning he could add anaemia or vitamin deficiencies to his worries. That was all part of living in the West of Scotland, he supposed: sea air and lack of sunshine. Pushing aside the long fringe of his raven hair, he wondered if the time had come to move somewhere new, less conducive to invisibility. If he wasn’t careful, he’d fade for real.

Ignoring the temptation to test his untapped abilities, Storm showered to wash off the shakes, sweat, and lingering memories of the worst night of his life. He dressed in the invisibility of a white T-shirt, black jeans, and a black leather jacket, the same thing everyone else wore in this neck of the woods who came here to disappear. There was a reason he lived above a biker bar, miles from the nearest town, deep in the heart of the woodlands. The storms were turbulent here by the sea, and most witches knew better than to settle where magic was at its wildest.

Storm was safer living far from other magic users, friends and enemies alike. He’d come here to escape the world of magic, laws and backstabbing, and the politics of guardians, gods, and elements. Running didn’t exorcise his demons. He took them everywhere he went. If anyone was desperate enough to seek him out, they knew where to find him. The wind could tell them if they had the sense to listen.

He didn’t bother with keys or a wallet as he left the apartment and descended the steps. Wards carved into the wooden door frame kept everyone out. His bar tab was paid at the end of every month, when he got his pathetic human salary from the docks, and Storm kept strict control of his vices and exit strategies.

Magic coursed through his veins like a torrent of the most volatile cyclone. Nothing calmed the raging heat and hate beneath his skin like working on the docks, unloading the fishing boats. The movement, the lack of a routine, and never knowing what tomorrow would bring was the unpredictability his soul craved, the freedom and life of a drifter, with no job, boss, or family to tie him down.

On solid ground, with nothing but compacted earth and weeds beneath his black boots, he stopped. Storm tipped his head to the sky and basked in what the world could tell him. Rain was coming; not an unfamiliar warning in this area, promising not to be heavy or dangerous. He mentally pushed the warning aside and moved on to the next. The wind wanted him to know magic was in the air, someone powerful approaching from the west. He’d suspect someone was passing through, coming for his help, but the wind seemed unsure. When Storm stuck his tongue out, the first drop of rain brought little clarity. Something was coming. A deeply buried instinct screamed Beware! Nosy. Too curious. Whoever was on their way, the rain thought they should mind their own business.

Around Halloween, curious kids would drift through town in hopes of seeing the crackpot Storm Tera: prophesied Chosen One, mage of the elements and earth. Too early in the year for that, he wondered what was hunting him and why they made the wind nervous.

Storm mused over what was coming, wondering if they would be brave enough to approach or if he’d get to keep his peace for another day. Hopefully, the latter.

He went into the bar beneath his apartment, ignoring the stale air and sticky floor to focus on the familiar hints of hops and cigar smoke. The latter came from the old man in the corner, a permanent fixture since Storm moved here three years ago.

He smiled, remembering the first time the man had spoken to an invisible companion. Storm had tapped into his powers, wondering if a spirit, demon or creature was toying with the man, but there had been nothing.

Storm caught the bartender’s eye. He gave a nod of greeting and took the centre stool at the bar like always. No one spoke to him; they never did. The bartender tended to flirt late at night when Storm was leaving. He’d get that look in his big blue eyes, tip his head in curiosity and wait for Storm to make the first move. He never did, never would.

How could he explain the nightmares that plagued him each night? No ordinary person, those who lacked even the simplest magical gifts, would understand the black mist clouding his eyes whenever he felt too strongly, all because he didn’t know how to suppress the darkness in his veins.

Settled in his stool, Storm tapped out a cigarette and used Ithen’s old lighter for his second smoke of the night. At barely after midnight, he’d only left the bar a few hours ago but no one would remark on his return. They never did.

A glass of scotch appeared along with a tentative smile. When he didn’t react, except to lift his glass and take a drink, the bartender moved on, knowing better than to hover.

A lesson he wished the rest of the world would learn.

*

TWO SCOTCHES LATER, Storm glanced at his watch as the hairs on his arm rose in warning. He’d been here for thirty minutes, impatient for someone to make an appearance.

“Why don’t you start talking?” Storm said aloud, refusing to give the mysterious presence the recognition of turning. If they planned to hover behind him, they better get to the point.

Three seconds, three staccato heartbeats, and the click-clack of shoes brought them to his right side. A young girl leaned her forearms against the bar as she clasped her hands and heaved a sigh. “I can’t believe I found you.”

Storm rolled his eyes. He should have known better than to hope the entity the elements warned him of would be passing by. He glared at the girl who stood by his stool. She had black hair, a single electric blue strand on one side, tucked behind an ear that was pierced along the top ridge. Her nose ring glinted in the light reflecting off the bar bottles, and her face turned ashen white at his stare. “Whoever sent you, go home and tell them to piss off. I’m not interested.”

The girl reached into the pocket of her cropped leather jacket and slammed a ring onto the counter: the ring he’d ripped off his finger as he’d walked away from the massacre fourteen years ago, thrown into the flames to forever be forgotten; the ring that symbolised everything that made him the Chosen One.

“You need to return to your coven and fix this.” The girl held onto her anger until the door squeaked open and a single crow’s caw made her flinch.

Storm smiled at the message that resonated loud and clear. “Fix what?” he asked, taking another puff of his cigarette as he rolled the crow’s words over in his mind.

Leave. Run. Ithen.

The last word stung, but he wondered how one caw had translated into three individual, separate commands that the crow thought Storm needed to acknowledge. Why would those words make the girl flinch?

“You’re the Chosen One. You could have prevented this,” she said with obvious desperation, laying the blame at his feet.

He wouldn’t deny things had changed the night of the massacre. Storm had committed his first and last murder, and the covens had fallen apart. No longer with a founding family to follow or protect them, they’d splintered across the globe, putting entire countries between the few families left who cherished the old ways.

“Be specific. By ‘this’ do you mean magic?” Storm asked, taking a punt at the reason she’d come here. He’d sacrificed the Copry coven and refused the request by the mages and witches left after the war to form a new coven. Without him, they lacked a leader. “The world is better off without magic. Makes life a fairer playing field,” he said, wishing he’d known that before one of his closest friends died because he was human and had no ability to meet the Coprys in a fair fight.

“We have the power to send you back,” the girl whispered, leaning closer and darting her gaze around the bar, as if afraid someone might hear. Even if they did, Storm doubted they’d care or understand. The bartender had a touch of magic, an empath, and the old man in the corner stank of rotten magic never tamed. Everyone else was too drunk to notice.

Storm was the last of his line, the last Tera—the earth coven—after everyone in his family had died due to the complications of dark magic. The joke was that they’d been hated by the other covens since they first discovered their talent for the forbidden arts. If magic hadn’t wiped them out, Storm didn’t doubt the other covens would have. Yet they expected him to lead them?

“Tell us when the prophecy fell apart, and we can change everything! We can stop this from happening,” she said, the heat in her voice suggesting a personal stake beyond reclaiming magic.

Storm evaluated her out of the corner of his eye. He hadn’t eradicated magic, only levelled the playing fields by taking out the most powerful coven, the Coprys. Four other covens remained, and they kept out of his way. Tapping out a new cigarette, Storm imagined the impossible and wondered when the tide had turned against them. When Denver died? When Cesa Copry found the amulet to boost his coven’s powers? When the bastard accidentally killed his son with a curse meant for Storm? When Ithen died?

Storm could bring Ithen back, stop Cesa from getting the amulet, and stop Denver, Foley, and even Rowan from dying. He’d have to go far back, to before he botched his training, before he came into his powers. He’d need to have his memories to make this mean something. Without them, he wouldn’t know what to do differently.

Could he change anything? The Fates had all the power. If this was how they’d determined his life should go, there was no fighting, no changing his destiny, or denying them their pound of flesh. The Fates were the queens of magical power. Beyond the elements, and light and dark magic, there was no other more powerful…not even the Chosen One. Not wanting to miss a golden opportunity to stick it to the hags who had given him this shitty life, Storm gave in. He led the girl to a table in a quieter corner of the bar. If she had a way to send him back to where this prophecy shit started, he’d hear her out. Once he was seated in the wooden chair and placed his scotch on the table, Storm gave her the signal to talk.

Sliding into the booth opposite and brushing her long fringe over the top of her head, she introduced herself: “I’m Grace. Grace Glade.”

“Ah.” Bloody-minded and stubborn as hell, Grandma Glade had taken Storm in when his parents died. She said the Fates were foolhardy to let him walk the world without guidance, so she took him home and taught him what she knew. A white witch, one of light and goodness, she never knew the dark magic he needed to win the war, but few knew the dark arts like his family.

Her name was a blast from a past he’d rather forget. Gladys Glade—Seer, Woman of the Waters—her power was second only to his, as far as Storm was aware. She’d been out of the country the night Cesa Copry used the amulet to boost his power. They’d been thrust into a world of uncertainty and chaos, forcing Storm to step into a position he wasn’t ready for. If she’d been there, Gladys would have stood by his side and helped him hold the tide of cursed Coprys. Storm bet ten to one she had the same regrets he did. He could see her now, rushing to the woods outside his little shack where he lived alone, hoping she’d arrived in time, terrified by the wave of power and the tipping of the balance.

Averting his gaze to the slow-filling bar, Storm wondered what Gladys thought after she walked through the massacre he’d left behind. Was she ashamed? Did she understand what he’d done and his reasons?

By the looks of the waif, Grace was Gladys’s granddaughter. She had the same stubborn look in her eyes that swore she wouldn’t leave unless Storm went with her, the same force of nature batting at his magic. She must be an untrained seer if the trickle of contact meant what he thought.

Good luck to her. Gladys was the only one who had ever read his mind, his cards and his future. No other seer or reader, no matter how talented, could bear the burden. A girl in his high school had read his tarot cards once, but her hand kept shaking when she tried to turn his future card. Storm had taken pity on her and done it himself. He’d never told anyone what the card was, not even Gladys.

The Ten of Swords marked the lowest point of his life with nowhere to go but up; the Three of Swords signified rejection and betrayal; and the Tower meant disaster and groundbreaking change in circumstances. They should have been a foreboding three-card spread for the girl, but they’d soon found that two cards had been stuck together. Trapped beside the Tower was one further card that had the poor girl’s hand shaking. Storm turned over a reversed Ten of Wands and knew there was no hiding from his fate. Signifying a failure to delegate and a breakdown, the card only added to the reading that blatantly warned of a life-changing event likely to end in regret and failure. None of that could be a coincidence when he was yet to face the final war that changed his life.

Storm wondered if he could go back in time far enough to undo that reading, but that had been two years before the war and there was only so much he was willing to risk.

“Grandma Gladys said you would remember her,” Grace said with a glimmer of hope.

She must be a novice witch because Storm had learned before the age of ten that Gladys was always right. “She never was any good at staying out of other people’s business,” Storm remarked.

Grace huffed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Grandma says she was practically your mother so it is her business to poke around in yours.”

That was exactly what Gladys would say, though she’d give less attitude and a slap to the back of his head. Unable to resist, Storm levelled her with a hard stare and set his glass on the table. “What exactly is wrong with this world?” he asked, needing to hear her stake in this. “I eradicated the crooks: the guys using their power to make everyone else look like kids playing games, the guys on a path to destruction. I did what I had to do and fulfilled the prophecy—saving the world from power-hungry madmen with magic.”

“You disrupted the balance,” Grace replied, the words rolling off her tongue with the weight of truth. “You left witches without the balance to safely practice their magic. The elementals are literally losing their minds without contact with magic, and my brother has been chosen to fix your mistake!”

Normally he’d have smart words for her, a warning that payback was a bitch, that karma was kicking the Glades in the ass for not dragging themselves away from their cushy life to help him, but the thought of anyone else being chosen made him bristle.

“Excuse me?”

“Grandma read his cards. The Fates are putting him on the same path they sent you, hoping he’ll succeed where you failed,” Grace revealed, her tone laden with sadness and regret, and a flash of an image Storm was sure she didn’t intentionally share.

She was strong, potentially the next matriarch, though currently only fifteen or sixteen. The image came through loud and clear and set Storm’s teeth on edge. Her brother was fourteen at a push and far younger than Storm had been when he faced that hellish day.

“I don’t know who your brother is but he’s not my family, and he’s not a necromancer. He can’t fulfil the prophecy,” Storm argued, because there were only two ways to fulfil the prophecy: being a Tera and being a necromancer. Storm was the last of both.

“Exactly. He’s destined to repeat your failure,” Grace shouted, her voice loud enough to attract attention. The moment her control snapped, Storm raised his hand in a dismissive wave, and a quick silencing charm surrounded their table. “He’ll fail and lose everything, maybe even his life, all because you’re too scared to fix what you broke!”

Now he knew her reasons and why Gladys had sent her. They were breaking the rules, stomping on the covenant between witches, mages, and the Fates.

One lesson he’d learned from Gladys was that time belonged to the Fates. No one messed with time without their permission, and to ask required a necromancer. Death was the bargain made while resurrection would allow them to perform the spell if the Fates approved, and if they didn’t…well, the necromancer wouldn’t be needed.

“How?” Storm wondered, reminding the girl she’d told him to fix the past.

Her breathing calmed and she lifted her gaze, blazing with anger. “Stop resisting who you are. Become the dark power you were always meant to be.”

Yeah, the same old shit. She needed to be more specific, but after the bombshell she’d dropped, he wasn’t ready to get snarky. He needed to think clearly. “How do you know that going back will change anything?”

Grace reached with her right hand, hesitating with a jingle of multi-coloured bangles before touching his hand. The image she sent was intentional and clear, showing Storm a vision of himself at Adam’s Grove, his favourite place to think and clear his mind. Sitting on the grass, Denver and Foley were nearby laughing, Ithen sat by his side with a hand on his thigh, and Rowan lounged in the grass, though he’d never been a part of their friendship circle. Storm had been afraid to make friends with him, being a Copry son and a forbidden crush, and it remained one of his biggest regrets.

The vision was everything he’d wanted when the war was over: peace in place of death.

He didn’t need to ask, nor did he need to know where she’d taken those images from, since all his nightmares started as dreams and ended in blood, death, and blame.

She was a seer: Grace Glade, the next matriarch, the Girl of the Gales. Her talent was more forced than Gladys’s but strong, powerful. and unshakable. Whatever Grace set her mind to would fall into her lap because she was a bulldozer, a true believer in the Fates and their powers, a girl hell-bent on wielding her power to get what she wanted.

Instead of questioning him, Grace set her jaw and gave a brief nod. “Grandma has found a spell to send you back, under the blood moon. Tomorrow—” She paused and shook her head, her eyes closing in pain. “—tomorrow our matriarch will pass on to her next existence, and we’ll have lost our chance. Without her, we don’t have the power, and I wasted months trying to find you after your last disappearing trick. Don’t waste this last chance to change your life…and save the world.”


Chapter Two

STORM HAD BECOME good at walking away, damned proficient, but not this time. He had the chance to change everything, to undo every regret, to get one night’s sleep without nightmares, to make sure those nightmares never had to exist.

Storm paid his bar tab in full, dug his truck out of the garage beside the bar, packed everything he owned into a single duffel bag, and left a note at the bar for any of the guys from the docks who might want to hire him come Monday.

He wouldn’t be back.

He couldn’t face returning to this place. If Gladys’s spell failed, if he ended up in the same situation with the same nightmare behind him, he’d find somewhere else to live. Somewhere with crashing waves, inaccessible for 80 percent of the year, where no one would find him.

Storm didn’t mind the long drive ahead, despite facing hours on the road. He needed the time to think about Denver and Foley, about Ithen and how the war started, and how his life as the Chosen One had ended. He could think about the life he could have, erasing his past and building a new future, if he managed to change his fate.

The coincidental timing of Grace finding him on the last night before their time ran out to perform the spell meant something. When Grace said Gladys was dying, he almost shivered at the intense war of emotions that swelled inside him: anger that she wouldn’t be around anymore, guilt for walking away, mortification at what she must have thought of his final actions on the night of the war, and an unfathomable sense of relief that only compounded his shame. He couldn’t understand why he would be glad to see the back of the woman who had raised him for more years than his parents ever had.

The prophecy had been clear about his fate, about the weight of free will, and the importance of his powers. Magic had never lied, but Storm knew something was hidden amongst the words that could change the course of the war if only interpreted differently this time.

While Grace slept in the passenger seat, a backpack at her feet, Storm drove north to the rolling hills of the Highlands and the clear waters of Loch Lomond. He cracked the driver’s window open to let the salt air fill his lungs and the sounds of nature provide a soundtrack for their journey.

Fate awaited him. Whether he succeeded or failed a second time, he had a chance to make things go his way, the opportunity to save the people he loved and reverse the tidal wave of death that had transformed his life.

One damned prophecy—some scroll the Fates had woven into existence the night he was born to bind him to a task he had never been prepared for—was all that stood between Storm and a new, better life.

 

With blood of shadow and a heart of light, one shall be born under a storm of earth and wind. Master of elements, friend to the darkness and commander of demons, he shall bring forth a new era of magic. The Chosen One will face a Great Battle where success will bring about a Golden Age of magic, but his failure will make him a harbinger of doom to all who possess the gift. The world of magic will prosper or fall by his hand. For he is the one who is the sum of all powers and without him, magic cannot survive.

 

Every word was seared into his brain, branded by time, pain, and grief. Whatever the words meant, Storm only had a few short hours to find new meaning in the prophecy that governed his fate.

*

STORM FELT THE tension in the air the moment he pulled the car into Gladys’s driveway; the warning he wasn’t wanted, the trees whispering the return of the Dark One.

Grace was still asleep when he put the vehicle in park and stepped out. They’d been on the road for three hours, from Stranraer to Loch Lomond, stopping only so Storm could sit in a lay-by, gripping the wheel as he talked himself out of turning around.

The door opened as he walked up the front path, and Gladys stood in the doorway. The woman was eighty and hadn’t changed much in the intervening years, still tall enough to reach his shoulder. “Why does it always take the end of the world to get you to behave?”

He rolled his eyes, put a hand on her arm and guided her into the house. “It’s five in the morning. You shouldn’t be out in the chill air,” he admitted, not sure he liked how unsure the wind had become since Grace arrived on his doorstep.

Gladys folded her arms, stubbornly refusing to sit. “What has the wind been telling you?”

“Not much. You know better than anyone how connected I am to the elements, especially when they’re in turmoil. Something has stirred them up and they’re scared.”

The witches and mages thought he was a freak for how close he’d become to the elements, more than any elemental witch could manage. They’d never understood why the wind chose to talk to him. Why did the rain nourish and calm him when it was torrential and angry? Why could he walk through a tornado and feel nothing but a gentle breeze and a light mist of rain?

Storm still didn’t fully understand but both sides respected the bond they’d made. He didn’t need to know why to cherish the gift.

“You look dead on your feet. Go to your old room to sleep,” Gladys said, rubbing his arm in reassurance before turning and walking away.

The house felt strange and smelled of cardamom, and the walls whispered secrets in a voice too faint and historic to make out. If Storm had mastered necromancy as the rest of his family had, he could tap into that magic, but the thought of speaking to the dead, of raising the dead had always frightened him.

He’d been born on the Day of the Dead—the holiday of his ancestors—and had an unnatural affinity for voices no one else could hear. The thought of encouraging that gift was more than he was ready for at eighteen. He’d shunned most of the traditional lessons, planning to learn when he was older, when he knew more about how to give and take equally.

Now he’d never know enough. Ithen had been the last to understand the intricacies of necromancy, an academic who had studied the dark texts but never physically practised. If he’d known how, he could have stopped everyone from dying.

Storm straightened the knitted blanket along the back of the sofa. He couldn’t count how often he’d walked into this room and felt overwhelmed. The living area had always been the safest place in the house, where he could sleep in peace without the unseen whispering in his ear. To the left: a place for boots, coats, and the most conflicted area of the house, the most possessed, the darkest and most foul place he’d ever been.

Gladys never noticed. Storm wished he hadn’t, but this house was old and full of things. Some ancient ancestor built the house when the country was new and young, putting his blood, sweat, and tears into every log, wall, and window. Storm could feel the history, the violence of the day, the danger, lingering in every inch.

A shiver racked his spine as he pushed the thought away. The path along the back of the sofa toward the kitchen, the wooden staircase on the left, and the garden beyond the kitchen that used to be his refuge were all familiar, yet not right. Maybe after he’d had some sleep, he’d go out to clear his mind, to get rid of the ghosts haunting this house.

Nothing in the old cabin-designed house had changed. Every stair continued to creak, and he walked into his old bedroom to find the only difference was one extra single bed on the wall by the door.

It was a tiny space for a growing boy, barely eight feet by eight, a box room with a single bed beneath the long window straight ahead. The old crate bedside table was how he’d left it, a single alarm clock and a paperback on top, his books still inside. Storm raised an eyebrow and crossed to his old bed, the sheets fresh but the same he’d last slept under. Gladys had been taking care of his room long after he moved out when he was fourteen. He’d told Gladys he was never coming back, so why the time capsule?

Although disturbing, there was a sense of comfort in finding everything as he’d left it. If everything was about to change, if he went back in time to change everything about his adult life, it was fitting to be surrounded by childhood familiarity first.

The kid lying in the other bed was asleep. He had the complete opposite colouring as Grace, albino white hair and a weaker jawline. Storm figured this was the brother, DJ, that she’d mentioned during the drive, the one cursed to a prophecy he could never fulfil, named after Gladys’s son who had died young.

What the hell were the Fates thinking? DJ was small and fragile in a way Storm had never been.

Sighing his displeasure, he ditched his bag by the side of the bed and flopped onto the duvet to close his eyes. Knowing what needed to be done was one thing, but knowing DJ would face the consequences of his failure if he walked away was another.

He wasn’t aware of when he fell asleep, he only knew something had changed. The dark things lurking in the house crept closer, the whispers giving way to screams, pleas, crying and bargaining, the same as with most other nights in this house long ago. He’d been better at blocking the sounds out then but was too tired to manage tonight.

The ghosts gave way to memories which morphed into a different cacophony of sights and sounds. The thought of dying and finally being free, when Cesa tossed a curse his way…seeing the horror on Rowan’s face as he raced toward Cesa…the way the world held its breath as Rowan stepped in front of Storm and the curse hit. The rush of wind against his ears screamed a warning, telling him this was wrong, this wasn’t right, and Storm caught Rowan’s body as he fell in slow motion, while Cesa shouted his shock somewhere in the distance.

Magic made a vicious weapon, working through the human body and attacking the vital functions to ensure death. Even as Rowan lay in his arms, blood trickling from his mouth, muttering words he couldn’t hear, Storm turned toward a scream that spoke of more pain than he’d ever experienced. Foley stood over Denver’s prostrate body, shock written across his face as he fell to his knees and Storm realised Denver was dead.

Piecing together the facts as his mind and heart fled into panic, pain and confusion, he realised Cesa had thrown a death curse. The spell had hit Rowan, passed through him and hit Denver, both standing in a perfect line of motion, running to save his life.

One white witch, one human: both dead because Storm had failed.

Consciousness returned in a flash, without the sweating and the fight or flight response. Storm raked a hand through his hair as he fought the memories. A cough made him turn instinctively toward the door.

DJ sat up in bed, the duvet draped protectively across his lap, his eyes sad and face pale. “Does the house haunt your dreams too?”

Storm swore internally, wondering why Gladys kept him here if he was sensitive enough to hear the voices. Most seers couldn’t connect to the abyss—the world between the living and dead, where spirits, demons, and magic lingered until called upon—but if DJ knew the house was haunted, he was at risk of more than bad dreams, as Storm had once been.

“No. My demons are personal.” Storm sat up against the headboard, the familiar creak of the wooden base and the squeak of the mattress reminding him he was in the one place he swore he’d never come back to. Instead of lingering in his thoughts, he flashed DJ a smile. “The house is old and speaks to those who listen, hoping you’ll help heal the pain,” he explained, in case he hadn’t reached that less than reassuring part of the deal. As though seeing and hearing ghosts wasn’t bad enough, they thought anyone who could communicate with them should be responsible for their problems.

If DJ wasn’t in the room, he’d give them the finger to remind them of the deal he’d made years ago: if they left him alone, he wouldn’t blast them into the darkest parts of the abyss.

“Because the house has seen death,” DJ whispered in understanding.

“The hazard of being old, I guess. How deeply do you feel the spirits?”

“What do you mean?”

Scratching the stubble he’d have to shave before he faced Gladys, Storm thought about how to phrase his concerns. “When you dream about the house, do you see the spirit world like a movie in your head? Are they distant, like a normal dream? Do you start to forget the minute you wake up?” The way DJ squinted thoughtfully, hand shaking as he toyed with a loose thread on his duvet, said he wasn’t prepared to admit his dreams were different. “Or do you feel their presence in your bones, when you’re dreaming? The pain, the fear that danger is lurking around the corner, waiting for you?”

DJ’s green eyes widened, different to Grace’s dark gaze, enough to suggest the translucence of the colour was due to a gift no one but Gladys knew of.

A faint creak drew their gaze to the doorway, where Gladys stood with an arched eyebrow, her arms folded over her chest. She’d changed into a black floor-length dress with a sweetheart collar and added the onyx jewellery passed from one matriarch to another. “Don’t frighten the boy,” she scolded, stepping into the room to brush a motherly hand over DJ’s white hair.

Storm swung his legs over the edge of the bed and offered a placating smile. “Your house is freaking him out.” Rising from the bed, he grabbed his bag and headed for the door, planning to wash in the bathroom at the end of the hall. “At least I’m willing to tell him the truth.”

Gladys glared but didn’t stop DJ from catching Storm’s hand as he passed. Those big eyes stared and barely glanced in Gladys’s direction. “I feel them in my bones. The house is in pain. If I don’t help, the spirits will hurt me.”

“DJ!” Gladys said the word, but her tone was undecided between panic and scolding. Did she think he was making this up, or was she afraid of who he was speaking to? The one who was willing to be honest and let him know this shit was normal.

Storm ignored her protests and eased DJ’s hand off his. “The house will never hurt you. I feel them in my bones, too,” he said because DJ needed to hear the words. “If you’re not careful, the spirits can make you hurt yourself. You’ll prick your finger on invisible splinters, trip or fall down the stairs for no reason.” He’d done that more times than he could count, moving out at a young age to get away from the chaos and pain. “Be careful, be smart, and don’t touch anything that freaks you out. Do not invite them in.”

DJ nodded, so solemn and afraid his heart hurt. “How do I stop them?”

“Build a wall in your head and put the dark things behind it. When you go to sleep, build more of your wall to help you sleep in peace.” Storm paused and glanced at Gladys, deciding to say the words aloud. He wished he’d been smart enough to maintain his wall over the years, but he hadn’t needed one in so long. “If tonight goes to plan, you won’t go to sleep tonight. You won’t exist. You won’t even be a thought in your mum’s head yet and this house will haunt me instead.”

DJ looked at Gladys with suspicion. “Okay.”

Storm turned to leave, but DJ stopped him after only a step.

“You can’t let Rowan die.”

“What did you say, sweetie?” Gladys asked, her sugary-sweet voice suggesting she was freaking out, and she’d never seen this side of DJ.

“Huh?” DJ rubbed his eye and blinked, his mouth opening to speak.

Storm raised his hand and twisted his wrist, sending the kid toward a sleep without dreams. When he flopped onto the bed, Gladys frowned, knowing who to blame for his unnatural sleep. He nodded toward the corner of the room where the shadows were the deepest. “Something is hovering. It’s been watching my dreams…and his.” What did the creature see in DJ’s dreams to warn him that Rowan wasn’t meant to die? “It’s figured out what we’re doing and trying to help.”

“Why are my ghosts helping you?” Gladys asked, returning to the same grouchy woman who’d raised him but never coddled or doted on him the way she had with DJ. He wondered if that was enough of an explanation for DJ’s obvious mistrust of the woman.

Storm spared her a glance as he walked toward the bathroom, pausing at the door to offer an honest answer. “Because you’re dying and you’re such an old bag you never told me?”

She had the grace to blush. “It was my business.”

“Hmm, what did you say to Grace? You’re basically my mother, so my business is your business? Doesn’t that work the other way?” he asked, knowing she wouldn’t agree. Storm shut the door on her silence, ran the shower, and prepared to freshen up. DJ’s words clung to his bruised heart, troubling him. He didn’t like how Gladys treated his gifts, dismissing his abilities and knew that if the past couldn’t be changed DJ’s only hope was for Storm to fix the problem before he left. Just in case.

*

STORM STEPPED OUT onto the porch to tip-tapping knitting needles. He leaned against the support post, opposite the swing chair Gladys occupied. He gazed at the garden, the colours more vivid in the early morning light.

Two hours of sleep would have to be enough; they needed to spend the rest of the day finalising the spell to perform at midnight, under the blood moon. “Why does DJ possess the sight? He’s a white witch, a seer by birth, and shouldn’t have that ability.”

Gladys paused her knitting, avoiding him to gaze at her overgrown garden of white flowers. “He’s a strong empath. I presume the spirits opened a previously unknown doorway,” she theorised, unconcerned by what that was doing to DJ. She met his gaze and raised an eyebrow. “Curious that they’d tell you to save Rowan Copry, no?”

“No.” The Gladys he used to know would understand, but he was beginning to realise he didn’t know her as well as he thought. “Of everyone killed during the war, Rowan was the only one Cesa didn’t hate or target. He’d give everything to save his son.” He remembered the bargaining and pleading Cesa had done with the universe when Rowan died and would bet his life that Cesa regretted ever starting the war. If he’d known Rowan would sacrifice himself to save Storm’s life, he may never have sent that killing spell. Storm dug cigarettes from his jeans pocket and lit one.

Grace emerged from the house and scrunched her nose. “Those things will kill you.”

“Promise?” He flashed a grin, to remind her who she was dealing with: the necromancer, untrained though he was; the Dark One, the one who held the fate of magic in his hands. He wasn’t afraid of death. Storm’s biggest regret after losing the war and everyone he cared about was living on without them, each day meaning less without the people he loved most by his side.

Grace stomped into the house, leaving him to face Gladys’s glare. “You can’t spend the rest of your life grieving for silly boys who never loved you. Do this and you will discover your true fate.”

He couldn’t decide what irritated him more: the years he’d spent away from home, making his own decisions and guiding his own fate or the thought of being lectured by an old woman who was dying and pinning all her hopes on him.

He savoured his smoke—the last he was likely to enjoy in this timeline—and decided to prod. Everyone was being secretive about this spell Gladys had found, and he needed to know more before he let anyone screw with his past or present. “When I go back, will I have my memories? I need to make different choices to change the outcome of the war, so will I know what needs to be changed?”

“No.” Gladys didn’t mince her words, resting an appraising eye on him. “Your memories will be with you in your dreams. Whether you trust and learn from them will show us what your true fate is.”

“Meaning?”

“If you trust them, your fate was always yours to decide. If you do not—”

“My fate was sealed from the start, and the Fates are royal bitches.” He nodded his understanding. Even now, he was at the mercy of the bloody Fates.

Gladys nodded and continued the annoying click-clacking knitting needles. “I’ve imprinted words into the spell to ground you to the time, allowing your mind to focus on choosing your destination. The words will remain in your head, cementing your memories of the past until you return to the moment you choose. Whenever you hear the words, you’ll get flashes of memories from the past.”

“The future.”

The clicking stopped for a blessed moment as Gladys raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”

“If I’m in the past, any memories will be from my future. If you want to be technical.” He wasn’t being an infuriating shit, but he wanted to be correct and precise because all spells required focused intention. If they made a mistake, he’d go nowhere or get lost in the In-Between—the place where lost spirits dwelt and no witch ever wanted to go. Unlike the abyss, which was a neutral place, anyone who ventured into the In-Between by accident was stuck there. No one could find their way out without help, and that usually required someone being aware they were trapped there which seldom happened.

“I don’t.”

Storm ignored her pissy attitude for now. He’d say something later if needed, when the rest of the Glade coven had gathered to offer their strength to the ceremony. “What are the words?”

“Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.”

“How original.” The names haunted him enough in this life, that he figured karma was making sure he’d take them back to his past. “I better not get a flash of memories every time I hear those words. At least take out my name,” he insisted, refusing to explain to everyone in his past why he was acting weird and had persistent headaches.

“No making changes!” Gladys snapped, more of a cranky bitch now than she’d ever been. This whole dying thing hadn’t mellowed the old grouch. “Though I wonder if I should have included Rowan.” She tutted and returned to the knitting she was making a mess of. “No matter. You’ll figure it out or you won’t.”

“Awfully reassuring. It’s not like the fate of magic, four lives, and my future rely on this going well or anything.”

Gladys rose from her seat, smacked him on the head and headed into the house, silently refusing to admit she was cold, while tugging her shawl around her neck.

Storm knew better than to follow. Gladys hated anyone smoking in her house, and he could deal with the cold long enough to wait. He’d finish his smoke, think about what she’d said, and gather the guts to challenge her inaccuracies in front of her entire coven.

If he intended to mess with time and the Fates, he wouldn’t go by half measures or garbled spells. This had to be done right or not at all, and someone of Gladys’s age and power should know better.

So why was she the one making all the mistakes?


Chapter Three

STORM WHILED AWAY the hours pretending to play chess with DJ. For every move, he offered advice about how to block out the voices, how to placate them when the ghosts wouldn’t leave and techniques on how to help friendly spirits pass on, if he was brave enough to try. Since no one else was teaching DJ about his unusual ability, Storm figured he should.

Grace avoided him, convinced her ability would help during the ceremony, but Storm guessed Gladys would bear the real weight of the spell. If Grace did anything, she’d be learning from her matriarch, and Storm was selfishly relieved that he would either be in the past or unconscious whenever Gladys kicked the bucket and was gone from his life forever.

Storm savoured the final taste of his last cigarette. In a few minutes, when the moon hit the right spot in the sky, they’d perform the ceremony, and he would be eighteen. When the cigarette was done, he ground it into the ashtray on the porch wall and pushed away from his perch.

Gladys was doing something with salt, muttering to Grace about the proper etiquette of the spell. DJ had asked to be excused, preferring to sit in the field of white flowers with his back to the ceremony. With the whole Glade coven gathered—three families of grandparents, parents and their children—power lingered in the area. Whatever the outcome, Storm would face it like a Tera. He was done running from the past. This time, he would dive in head-first.

Stepping over the threshold of mason jars full of Christmas lights, Storm offered Gladys a raised eyebrow for the theatrics. He was surprised they weren’t candles or other Hollywood shit.

“These eyes aren’t what they used to be,” she said, glancing around to make sure no one else was listening. Gladys grabbed his arm and urged him into the centre of the circle the jars had created.

Storm stepped into the perfect central position as Gladys stepped away to accept a book from Grace.

“Keep your mind focused on what point of time you want to return to,” Gladys called out as the rest of the coven took their place, one to each of the mason jars. “The coven will speak the spell, and I will repeat your focus words. If I falter, Grace will continue without me. You need to focus on the timeline. Repeat the time and date to yourself,” she advised, despite having been through the plan a dozen times during the day.

The waiting had been the worst part, knowing what needed to be done but having to wait for the coven to arrive, for the moon to rise and everything to come into place.

Storm stood in place and focused his mind. “Take me to the night of my eighteenth birthday.” That was when this started, when he came into his power, decided what magic to learn and began his training. If they had any chance of making this work and changing fate, he had to undo everything that followed that night: the fighting, the training, the lack of dedication he’d put into his magic. He had to relearn everything and hope to hell it worked.

Gladys walked the circle, weaving magic in her wrinkled hands with every step. “The gods who gave us the Fates…the gods who created this dark being…lend us your hand, your power, your will and send him to the night of his ascension. Send him back in time. Break the laws of the Fates and help us save those who come after us,” she said, her voice strong and unwavering for the first time during his short visit.

A crackle of white light appeared between the hands that twisted and formed the spell with light. “Allow him to fulfil the prophecy that will save us…you…and magic. Give us one chance to right this grievous wrong, and pray he can make a change worthy of your sacrifice.”

Storm’s words faltered as dark clouds swept in from the west, the wind rushing to his ears with whispers of “magic” and “gods” and a suggestion of the Fates’ anger. A drop of rain splashed onto his forehead, offering peace and replenishment, promising to wipe the slate clean and start anew. Storm managed his first smile in hours. The rain had come to cleanse this place, to accompany Gladys home when the spell was over, to wash away the dark magic woven in his palms. He hadn’t tapped into his magic consciously, but as always, the black mist in his veins responded to the storm and Gladys’s words.

“Keep going,” Gladys shouted, until her coven chanted Latin words asking for all she’d spoken, in a language the gods understood. While they took over—looking ridiculously un-witch-like in their jeans, cable sweaters and work clothes—Gladys gave Grace a nod and the two began the last part of the spell.

“Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.”

Closing his eyes, he cemented them into his brain, drawing a mental image of each boy as their name was spoken, focusing on what time and place he wanted to appear. If the spell went to plan, he’d come out the abyss during November second at ten o’clock at night, just as the ceremony of his ascension was starting. The worst case was that he’d step from the abyss just as his past self was leaving the same hallowed place after gaining his full powers, marking the end of the ascension ceremony rather than the beginning.

Either way, Storm had a chance to make things right. If he arrived at any time other than an hour previous or post his ascension, he was screwed.

“Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.”

The power beneath his skin prickled with heat in an unspoken demand to be used or released. The storm brewed above, violent and angry as the rain poured, soaking them from head to toe. When Storm would normally be exempt from the effects of the rain that had always been a friend, he was drenched in seconds along with everyone else.

Gladys blinked the water from her eyes as calmly as he did, ignoring the weather to focus on her words. Around her, the coven faltered, their voices growing weak with cold or fear. If they weren’t careful, they would add an unexpected layer of fear to the spell that could ruin their intention.

The thunder rumbled loud enough to drown them out and a flash of lightning split the moon in the sky. Grace squealed and rushed to cower behind a woman who must have been her mother. Lacking her voice, her power, Gladys faltered.

Storm curled his hands into fists and closed his eyes tight. “Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.” A breath, a beat, a roll of thunder and the chanting began again. “Take me to the day of my ascension,” he said, adapting his previous chant due to the time constraint. He couldn’t do both chants and be precise; they didn’t have the time. Half an hour would see the end of the moon’s peak and the close of the magical window.

Their voices blended in the night, Storm’s strong and insistent, while Gladys sounded weak and tired. The words became a mantra, spoken over and over again until they were perfectly in sync.

Storm could feel the spell weakening. If they didn’t get another boost of power soon, this would end with nothing more to show for their efforts than a raging thunderstorm. Storm didn’t realise how badly he wanted this to work until a quiet voice repeated the chant; a sweeping voice with not an ounce of demand or violence, yet the entire world responded. The storm sucked in a breath, paused for a split second and broke abruptly, leaving DJ standing beside Gladys, taking her hand with a warm smile. His words grew in strength and power as his voice joined theirs.

“Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.”

Storm nodded to the brave kid, though DJ seemed embarrassed by the recognition. Bolstered by the tangible effect of his added power, all three voices grew louder, stronger, until they were shouting into a now calm sky: “Denver. Foley. Ithen. Storm.”

“Take me to the day of my ascension,” he added, needing the specific command to get him to the place he was needed.

The words rolled through his mind, in thought, in voice; Gladys’s voice pleading due to her weakened state; DJ shouting the words with a command the sky would gladly obey.

Storm held his breath, hoping and praying they’d done this right. This was his last chance to be the Chosen One, not the screw-up he’d become.

*

STORM WAS ENVELOPED in darkness, the strength of DJ’s will sending him into the abyss: the dark place, the home of necromancy. There was no better confirmation that phase one had worked than standing here, surrounded by endless night.

A sharp-tipped talon dragged along his shoulder blade, and Storm shivered, closing his eyes to avoid seeing what creature was approaching. The touch brought a memory unbidden to the forefront of his mind, of being twelve years old and watching talon-tipped fingers creep over the edge of his bed in the middle of the night. Untrained as he was, he hadn’t understood what they were asking, knowing only that they wanted to latch onto him. He had some vague sense that the demon needed to feed on his strength and would give him everything his heart desired.

Thank the gods he’d been too terrified to agree.

Those nights still haunted him but not as badly as the night he lost the war. Storm pushed the image aside, not knowing whether he’d conjured the demon with his thoughts and fears or if they’d been waiting until he was weak enough to offer anything for their power.

Another scrape of the talon flicked against his hand by his side. He instinctively looked to see if the contact had left a mark and saw the door he needed, a shimmer of magic in the nothingness of the dark. He almost thanked the demon for the guidance, but prudence made him bite his tongue. Nothing good ever came from being grateful to a demon, and he wasn’t interested in getting involved in a pact or trade.

Storm kept his mouth shut and looked around, searching for a path to the doorway. More shapes moved in the darkness, indecipherable one minute, a bloody scar, withered hand or a sneer barely visible the next. The doorway seemed far away and close, the distance indistinct in the darkness. Storm crouched to touch the surface he stood on, solid and secure but invisible to the eye. He traced his fingertips across the platform, using both hands to find an edge to guide him. Two side steps and he may have fallen off the ledge by accident. Bloody demon.

Scrunching his nose against the deep-seated fear of heights he’d never confided to anyone, Storm closed his eyes and slipped his right leg over the edge.

He didn’t want to do this, but he wasn’t staying here in limbo. Shuffling around, he held on to the ledge with both hands and swung his legs over the edge. He maintained a death grip, wondering what would happen if he fell into the nothingness; would he disappear and cease to exist, or would he fall for an endless eternity, never to find ground again?

This was too important to fail now.

“One,” he counted, shaking his head at the thought of what he was about to do. “Two.” He eased his grip on the ledge and took one final breath to calm his nerves. “Thr—” Storm let go before he’d finished the word, knowing if he got to the end of three, there would be a four and a ten and a never-ending cycle of doubt. He let go mentally and physically, falling through the depths of the abyss, hopefully heading toward the door leading to his past.


Chapter Four

Fourteen Years Ago

November 2, 2026

 

A HEADACHE THE size of Texas beat at his skull. Realising he was lying on grass, Storm pushed against the ground and attempted to sit up, confused and disorientated. The last he remembered he’d been sitting on a blanket in the field at his little shack, preparing for the ceremony to ascend to his true powers. He lifted his right wrist to glance at his watch, relieved the date and time showed it hadn’t been long since he last looked.

A strange swirling churned his gut, a hungry, desperate feeling that clawed at his insides. His magic had woken, demanding something he couldn’t interpret. Storm needed to get somewhere safe, familiar, then visit Gladys and figure out what had happened to make him feel unsettled in his own skin.

For now, he focused on trying not to vomit.

“What in the Mother happened to you?”

Startled by the low, deep voice, he looked up to find Rowan standing over him. Without conscious thought, words fell from his mouth in utter panic: “I can’t let them kill you.”

Rowan’s smirk morphed into a scrunch of eyebrows, then descended into a chuckle. He tipped his head to the sky and muttered to the elemental gods. The unfortunate tip of his head when he glanced at Storm gave a crystal clear view of startling cornflower blue eyes. Damn him. Storm had always had a thing about eyes, the supposed window to the soul. If that were true, Rowan needed to be scrubbed in vinegar because Storm had only ever been captivated and confused by the swirling depth of Rowan’s eyes that kept so many secrets.

“Good to know. Who is trying to kill me?” Rowan asked, folding his arms over his chest. That look grated against the barrier Storm had long ago erected against Rowan’s power to spellbind him with a glance.

Storm pushed those thoughts aside, as he always did, to focus on the question. “I don’t know. I don’t think—” Why couldn’t he find the words or the thoughts to make sense of what he’d said? He had no choice but to ignore the warning, refusing to give any Copry—no matter how pretty—the knowledge that pieces of his memory were missing. “What are you doing here?”

Squinting in concern, Rowan unfolded his arms and crouched to get within a comfortable eye level, apparently aware Storm wasn’t capable of standing. “Do you know where here is?” he asked, reaching for Storm’s forehead.

He’d normally swat the hand away, but the warmth was soothing and comforting against his skin. “Nope.” Those blue eyes evaluated him while Rowan absently nibbled on his lower lip, drawing Storm’s distracted mind straight to his mouth.

Storm let his gaze rake over Rowan for a different reason, surprised the son of his arch-nemesis didn’t appear to be in his usual mood. Something sad and deeply buried held him at a distance from his magic, and he was dressed differently: in black trousers, an off-white shirt and black suspenders. Gods be damned, the man looked like he’d stepped from a 1920s Hollywood movie, a vision he’d never expected to see, never mind anticipated could make his heart race. Rowan’s hair was perfectly placed but no matter how good he looked or how much the style suited his tall, lithe frame, accentuating the muscles of his broad chest and strong shoulders, sadness permeated his aura.

“You’re on our land. What are you doing here?” Rowan asked, a faint flush to his cheeks that said he didn’t know what to make of Storm’s appraising look.

Rowan was a year older, not exactly out of bounds romantically, but on his No-Go list for many more reasons than age. Storm cleared his throat and wondered why he couldn’t catch a break. He’d lost parts of his memory of the day, let Rowan see his attraction—something he’d sworn never to do—and couldn’t seem to get his head into shape.

“Honestly…I have no idea,” he confessed, hating saying the words to a Copry. “I think I had a vision.”

“Not a dream? Or a hallucination?” Rowan checked, without being condescending, unlike his father.

“No. This was vivid, about the covens and…the future.” Rowan shouldn’t be the one he was talking to about this. Storm shifted onto his hip, waited for the dizziness to pass and moved onto his hands and knees in an attempt to gradually get to his feet. He could only hope a defensive spell over the Copry land had confused and disorientated him; otherwise he was in trouble.

“Come on. I’ll help you sneak out before my father sees you,” Rowan said, moving closer to help Storm stand. “Damn. You have a bump the size of a watermelon and it’s bleeding.” He shifted his weight to support most of Storm’s, and together they managed to get him to two feet. Rowan held him by the shoulders and shook his head. “You were probably sleepwalking, having weird dreams about magic and fell and banged your head. Simple. I’ll get you presentable and you can get on your way.” Rowan clearly wasn’t convinced by his theory but the quaver in his voice said he didn’t want to know what else could have caused the wound, and Storm couldn’t disagree.

“I think I was going somewhere,” Storm said, eyeing the field he’d never been in, to figure out where he’d been going. He must have wavered off track or hit his head before drifting onto Copry land.

“Sleepwalking.”

Ignoring the truth was pointless, with such a strong feeling of wrong in the pit of his stomach. “No. I was going somewhere important. I have to…do something,” he admitted, allowing Rowan to slip his arm over a strong shoulder to steady him. When Rowan took a first step, Storm matched him. They tested three, with Storm pausing to shake off the dizziness after each step, before he was able to match Rowan’s pace.

The field backed onto Tera land, six acres occupying the house he’d never lived in and the shack he’d taken over when he was fourteen. He loved living in the shack, being away from the chaos of the covens, with only Gladys capable of breaking through the magical protections Storm had set around his home. How the hell had he walked three or four acres in his sleep, to bang his head and drift onto Copry land? Cesa had erected a six-foot electrical fence between their land the moment Storm’s parents moved in and he discovered they were of the dark arts. How did Storm get past the fence? Why would he bother?

Rowan heaved a sigh when they turned a corner at a row of tall bushes that hid a summer house that looked dilapidated, probably abandoned since Rowan’s mother died when he was a child. Storm didn’t want to go inside. He was afraid that in the state he was in he’d see something he couldn’t avoid. He didn’t want to insult Rowan by mentioning what may haunt the inside. He doubted he’d want to know if his mother’s ghost remained in her favourite part of the grounds.

Shoving open the glass-paned door, Rowan helped him shuffle over to a nearby chaise, old and well worn. “You’re disorientated by the head wound and because your magic goes screwy on the day of your ceremony. Once you’ve bonded with your full abilities, things will be better,” Rowan said, grabbing a footstool to drag in front of the chaise.

Storm wasn’t sure why he cared or what he was afraid to say, but he needed to rest and not have to think. Rowan fetched a first aid kit from a cupboard, returned, and started treating his head wound. While he worked, Storm looked closely and discovered the summer house wasn’t abandoned. The original furniture remained: the chaise, the footstool and a coffee table. Rowan had claimed the space with a stereo on a desk in the corner, a few cushions, blankets stuffed into an armchair and books piled high beside the desk.

This looked a lot like his shack, like a sanctuary, an escape, a private place others shouldn’t have been invited to share. Why had Rowan brought him here?

*

ROWAN INSISTED STORM stay for an hour to make sure his wound had healed and he wouldn’t fall asleep. Due to witches and mages healing at an accelerated rate, his head wound was almost closed by the time he left with more questions than answers.
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