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Prologue

	 

	“Please, I don’t want to die.”

	“Hush now.”

	“Please. It doesn’t have to be this way.”

	“This is the only way, for thou art a witch!”

	Thunder boomed, and the crowd let out a scream. Maggie Huxley’s bonds were tightened by Pastor Bell, and the townspeople began to pile wood at her feet. The woman affixed to the dark tree struggled against the ropes holding her in place.

	“A curse on you. A curse on all of you!” Maggie cried. The townspeople gasped and stopped what they were doing. The crowd hushed down to watch what would happen next. A spotlight fixed on Pastor Bell. He turned to face the audience.

	“A curse. A curse on the good people of Burnham. From this non-witch. But if truly she be a good woman, then wherefore does this curse come from, eh?” he asked with a wry smile. The lights went up again to encompass the whole stage.

	The pyre around Maggie Huxley’s feet was built, and a torch was brought to Pastor Bell. He stood before the woman as she struggled and writhed, anger in her eyes.

	“Maggie Huxley, under the eyes of the law, I call you witch! You are the bride of Satan, and you have committed the heinous act of murder against your husband, Morris Huxley. What say you?”

	“Fools! If you kill me now, I will become even more powerful than you can imagine,” she hissed.

	“In the name of our Lord, I condemn thee to death,” Pastor Bell said. He lowered the torch as thunder crashed again. The audience screamed. A flash of lightning preceded a moment of total darkness. People gasped and shouted and called out in the dark.

	“Good people, be calm,” Pastor Bell called into the dark. “Be calm for—”

	The lights came back up. Maggie Huxley raised her arms, free from her bonds as crackling sound effects and a smoke machine implied the conflagration set to destroy her.

	“No, people of Burnham. Be ye not calm, for Maggie Huxley has seen you all!” The woman pointed her finger out at the audience, giving the evil eye to everyone in the crowd.

	“I know your faces and know your names. Maggie Huxley will return, and it will be your doom. This, I swear!” She cackled a terrible laugh and rose into the air while stagehands at the side of the stage pulled wires. Maggie rose quickly and swooped across.

	The audience cheered and laughed. Maggie flew first left and then right. One more swoop to the left, and she vanished from sight, her cackles fading into the darkness with her.

	Pastor Bell addressed the crowd again. At the back of the auditorium, Abigail Salter sat with Charlotte, Sandra, and Mary-Ann.

	“Obscene,” Abigail said.

	“It’s the same every year, Abby,” Charlotte said. Abigail’s expression soured.

	“No, they make it slightly worse every year. ‘If you kill me now, I will become even more powerful?’”

	“That doesn’t sound like her,” Mary-Ann agreed.

	“When did she say that? Defending herself against that oaf, Morris? Or running for her life from the mob? You know, at least Salem has the guts to admit their ancestors persecuted innocent women. Burnham wallows in lies and cruelty.”

	“These things take time, Abby. We’re working on it. Most people in town know better,” Sandra said.

	“But they still love those tourist dollars, don’t they?” Abigail countered.

	“Don’t you make a lot of money off of tourists?” Charlotte asked. Abigail glared at her, and she lowered her eyes.

	“I will gladly fleece the rubbernecking stray mongrels and the obstinate local population of every red cent if it means helping our cause, sister.”

	“Yes, I know,” Charlotte said, feeling chastised.

	The audience began to applaud, and the performers returned to the stage. Pastor Bell, Maggie and Morris Huxley, and the rest of the townsfolk from Burnham’s storied history all took their bow as the audience rose from their seats.

	The Burnham Historical Society, which liberally and voraciously ignored history in favor of sensationalism, had put on the stage play. Abigail watched every single year to see what new indignities the town would heap on itself.

	Salem was infamous for its witch trials. Later came the understanding that all of those women had been the victims of terrible abuse and murder. Burnham had no such moment of awakening. Sometime in the 1970s, the town council concluded that Burnham could earn tourist dollars by embracing the pseudohistory of evil witches and witch trials. Since then, the town had wallowed in the falsehoods of several hundred years of lies and exaggeration.

	Most famous among the victims of Burnham was Maggie Huxley. She had been a kind woman, a good wife. But her husband was a drunk and a bully, and the town was ruled by the iron fist of ignorance and intolerance. When Maggie Huxley killed her husband in self-defense, she knew she had sealed her fate.

	Rumors of her being a witch had already been circulating, perpetuated by her husband in his childish anger. Pastor Bell, a prejudiced and cruel man himself, latched onto them. And when Morris was found dead, the town came together in their misplaced hatred of Maggie. Only a witch would have killed a man like Morris, after all. In truth, everyone knew Morris was a drunk and a lout, but they didn’t care, not when they could blame Maggie to sate their bloodlust.

	Abigail always found the end of these plays distasteful. They ended with Bell burning Maggie on the Black Tree like the other witches of old Burnham, and her evil spirit fleeing to the ether. Unlike Salem, where witches were hanged, Burnham chose a truly grisly method of punishment in most cases. It did not happen that way for Maggie, though. She was chased from the town, but she was not killed. At least, not by the people of Burnham.

	Maggie had run to the nearby woods and fled to a cave to find refuge. But the cave was dark and full of dangers, and Maggie was not a woman who was skilled in navigating such places. In the darkness, she didn’t even see the drop in the cave floor. She fell and broke her neck instantly. No one ever found her body. Not until Selena Elliot.

	Selena had been the High Priestess of their coven. The strongest among them. A powerful witch. A better friend. She was wise and fierce, loyal and strong. She was Abigail’s mentor and sister.

	Months ago, Selena had left Burnham on a mission to right the wrongs of the past. She would not tell her sisters exactly what she was doing. But they all felt it when she died, in a place far away.

	When the other sisters of the coven sanctified Abigail as their new priestess, she had gone to Widow’s Cave—the cave where Maggie Huxley had died so long ago, and where her body still remained, deep in the dark. She had called out to Maggie Huxley, and the spirit had answered her. Abigail knew all of Maggie’s secrets now, just as Maggie knew her own. They had formed a bond. A partnership. One that would allow Abigail to take Selena’s place as High Priestess, and Maggie to enact her revenge on those who had wronged her.

	The crowd began to filter out of the theater. Abigail led her sisters out to the streets of Burnham. Charlotte, Sandra, and Mary-Ann had chosen Abigail to lead them after Selena’s death. They knew her strength and could see it was growing. They did not know Maggie was responsible for promoting Abigail’s newfound power. And they did not need to know.

	Abigail led them across Main Street to a storefront under a black and green sign. The Black Tree Bakery was one of the “Places to See” in Burnham, according to the town’s tourism board. The oldest bakery in the town with delicious cakes, pies, pastries, and more. The town called them “magical” because everything in Burnham had to play off of witchcraft. It was how the town made money.

	That everything Abigail sold was, in fact, magical was not known to the town council, the tourists, or the locals. They did not need to know. Maggie and Abigail had agreed that the sisters did not need to know, either. Not yet, anyway.

	The fact was, Sandra was too young and too weak. Her mind played at fanciful games. She wanted witchcraft to be like a movie, full of sisterhood and worshipping trees and the moon. She could cast an incantation or two, but she was not mature enough to handle the responsibility of true power.

	Charlotte was more practical. Older than Sandra and more powerful, she was a pragmatist and level-headed. Too level-headed. She was a woman who could wield primal magic but still struggled over things like car repairs or mending old jeans. She could not see the forest for the trees, and that was forever her weakness. She was a woman with a Ferrari who insisted on driving the speed limit.

	Mary-Ann was a balance between the two. If any of the coven had a hope of ascending to the level of Abigail, it was Mary-Ann. She had strength, but not nearly at the level of Abigail’s. Charlotte’s power was greater, in fact. But Mary-Ann had more potential.

	For all of their failings, Abigail still loved them all. She herself was not perfect, she knew that. She knew what they must think of her when her anger flashed and she became petulant. She did not like losing control of her temper and was quick to apologize and swallow her pride when she gained a cooler head. But it was the in-between times that were the problem. When her rage governed her actions. She was a bad friend in those times. A bad sister. That the other women tolerated and understood her failings was exemplary of the love they had for one another.

	For that reason, Abigail was protective of her sisters. The way Burnham treated the very idea of witches had her constantly feeling defensive as a result. These silly people who would sell baubles as ‘authentic’ witch trinkets from the time of Maggie Huxley, and give guided tours to the woods, to Maggie’s old house, to the Black Tree where she was to have been burned, and more.

	The town’s entire identity was wrapped up in it. They thrived on the lies. They lined their pockets with money from the deceived.

	Abigail’s bakery had been a perfect business to exploit the exploiters, as well as the foolish revelers. The tourists were not innocent. They wanted the thrill of the lie. They wanted to see evil witches burning at the stake. So every cupcake and cookie, every bite of huckleberry pie was laced with sacred words and waved with primal incantations. The Withering Incantation and the Spell of Transference hung heavy over the kitchen when Abigail worked late at night.

	When Louis Murphy, Burnham’s fat, obnoxious mayor, ate his morning chocolate raspberry muffin, each bite sent the faintest thread of Abigail and Maggie’s magic down into his guts. The tiny bursts of power would slough away at his life force. Just the tiniest bit of life pulled away from his insides and sent to Abigail.

	Every mortal being who tasted her food would shed little flakes of life energy that wound its way back to Abigail. When dozens of people per day enjoyed a cake or a scone, the effects built up. And during tourist season, when they came in droves to buy cupcakes by the dozen, and luxurious Dutch chocolate cakes, or decadent fudge brownies, every morsel pulled the essence of life from them and transferred it to Abigail in the form of basic, primal energy. Her power grew and grew.

	The people barely noticed. The more someone ate, the more they might feel tired at the end of the day. A little more rundown than usual. Their back would be sore. Their arms would get wobbly. Nothing that a good night’s sleep wouldn’t fix. Just a sign of a hard day’s work is what most of them would think.

	That their lives grew shorter was a thing none of them knew or suspected. And why would they? Abigail stole from the end of things. Was Mayor Murphy destined to die on a Thursday? Now it was a Wednesday. Soon it would be a Tuesday. And if his gluttony forced him onward, it would be Monday, then Sunday. It would go from July to June to May. But he would never know the difference. No one would.

	Abigail needed the power. It was the only way she could prepare for what was coming.

	When Selena had been in charge, the long-term goals of the coven were for balance and justice. Justice for Maggie and all the women like her. The town needed to make amends for what it had done.

	Selena had found an ally. That was what she had said, anyway. A powerful ally. One who could provide them with what was needed to set things right and to make Burnham see the error of its ways. To turn a corner and never again let ignorance and hate guide its hand against the innocent.

	The thought was lovely. And it died. It died when Selena’s life was snuffed out in a random field, with knife wounds all over her body. Whoever could kill Selena Elliot was powerful and dangerous. Abigail would not allow the man to harm her sisters.

	His name was Vincent Donnelly. This she had seen. With Maggie’s help, and with the power of the Goddess, Abigail had used her sight to see across thousands of miles. When the coven felt Selena’s power rise again from the dead, they had thought she found a way to return from beyond the Veil. But the truth was something darker.

	The man who killed her had taken her power somehow. This Vincent Donnelly. The smell of Selena was all over him, an accusing finger pointing at her killer. And he was heading their way. Perhaps to finish whatever he had started. If he had betrayed Selena, he would certainly kill them.

	Abigail wondered if it was her increased power that drew him. With Maggie’s help, she was so much stronger now. Maybe Vincent Donnelly could sense it. Maybe he wanted it for himself. But unlike Selena, Abigail would be ready for him.

	Somehow, Donnelly had tricked Selena. He had gotten the drop on her. Gotten her to let her guard down. But Abigail and the others knew he was coming. From across the country he was coming, and that gave them time to prepare.

	Vincent Donnelly would regret coming to Burnham. Not for long, of course. Just until they killed him.



	
Chapter 1

	 

	“Oh won’t you please take me ho-ome, yeah, yeah!”

	“He never stops,” Fix said.

	“Take me down to the paradise city where the grass is green and the girls are pretty!”

	“Has he even slept yet?”

	“I don’t know,” Vincent said. Dezzy was air drumming on the ceiling of the old muscle car Vincent had found after waking in the field. He turned his head to look at the man.

	“Don’t know what, man?” he asked.

	Vincent shook his head and turned the volume down on the radio.

	“Nothing. Can you check the map for me and see where the heck we are? I think we’re in Massachusetts but I honestly don’t even know.”

	“We are. Passed a sign a ways back, man. We should stop for lunch.”

	Vincent looked at his watch. Lunch sounded good. The last time they ate was at a gas station in the middle of nowhere. Dezzy opted for a stone-cold pizza sub and Pringles with a Pepsi. Vincent had a stale muffin and coffee.

	“We should hit up a real restaurant this time,” Vincent suggested. Dezzy nodded, bringing his air drumming to a crescendo.

	“Totally. I could kill a hamburger right now, man. Like, not literally. But I’d enjoy one. Or a meatball sub.”

	“I figured,” Vincent said, smiling. Dezzy was making up for several years of not eating. He had died back in 1987 after a Guns N’ Roses show. He’d spent several decades in the afterlife fixated on the idea of the meatball sub he was never able to eat before he died in a car wreck.

	Vincent was surprised how easily he had grown to enjoy Dezzy’s company. He had only known the man for a short time. He met him in the town of Alder Falls when the random jumble of voices and memories in Vincent’s mind convinced him he needed to be in that town.

	The true nature of the compulsion to go to Alder Falls was darker than Vincent could have ever imagined. A man named Bogdan Dalca, a man who Vincent first encountered as a corpse, had somehow transferred his spirit into Vincent’s body. His memories began to bubble to the surface in Vincent’s own mind.

	Dalca was a necromancer, a man with the power of Death. He had come to Alder Falls because of a powerful Font of energy that lay beneath the town. He cursed the place and brought the dead back to life, forcing the townspeople to live in fear or die and become his reanimated slaves.

	“You ever have a Philly cheesesteak, man? I could go for one of those, too,” Dezzy said.

	“I don’t know. Maybe,” Vincent said.

	Vincent could not remember his own life. He had woken up one day in a field with five dead bodies. Dalca was one of them. There were two other men, a woman, and a child. There was an altar, and the remains of a fire. Vincent had no memories of how he got there or who he was. If not for the ID in his wallet, he wouldn’t even know his own name.

	The only friend Vincent had in the world was Fix—who also had no memories of his own. And worse, had no body. He was a voice in Vincent’s head. He may have been one of the dead men, but neither of them knew. Dalca had been able to speak in Vincent’s head for a time. He even took over Vincent’s body once. So it was possible Fix was one of the dead men. But who had killed them, or why, was still a mystery.

	When Vincent freed himself of Dalca’s influence, more memories began to come clear in his head. There were a jumble of times and places in there, and he was sure now that they belonged to the other dead in the field. To Fix, to the woman, and the child—whoever they were. But his own memories were there as well. And some of them were beginning to scare Vincent. Because if they were true, then he may have been the reason those people died. And he did not want to face that reality.

	With no way of knowing who, or what kind of man he was, Vincent only had his memories to rely on. But he didn’t feel like he was that man. The idea that he would kill people in cold blood, even someone as dangerous as Bogdan Dalca, did not feel right to him.

	Dezzy’s uncle, Stanley Crisp, had told him that no matter what kind of man he used to be, he was a good man now. Vincent desperately wanted to believe that. He hoped he could believe that.

	“What about a Reuben, man? You ever had a Reuben?” Dezzy asked.

	“I don’t think he gets it,” Fix said.

	“I don’t know, Dezzy,” Vincent said. It was weird not knowing if he’d ever eaten certain kinds of food before. But it was weirder not knowing if he was a sadistic murderer who may have had some evil plan to do God knows what.

	“Yeah, man. You should try it. A good Reuben is life changing. I had one once, when I was like, eighteen, and I think it made me a better man.”

	Vincent laughed out loud as Dezzy leaned forward and changed the dial on the radio. He flipped up to a different station and found It’s so Easy by Guns N’ Roses.

	“Another Guns N’ Roses song,” Fix said. He and Vincent had noticed after the first day on the road that every time Dezzy turned on the radio, there was a Guns n’ Roses song playing. Every time he changed the station, he found a Guns N’ Roses song. They had literally listened to nothing but Guns N’ Roses since they left Alder Falls. It was apparently a power the former Scion had.

	Vincent had also developed powers. Thanks to being possessed by Bogdan Dalca, Vincent had learned necromancy. He was able to raise the dead and also sense their power. He had even brought Dezzy back from the dead, but not in the way Dalca did things.

	Stanley Crisp had explained that Vincent was able to use biomancy as well. The mirror opposite of necromancy. It was not the power of Death, but of Life. Where Bogdan Dalca could only reanimate dead things as dead things, Vincent had given true Life to Dezzy again. He had taken him from beyond the Veil—where he was serving as a Scion for a being known as the Prince of Nothing—and brought him back to life. Vincent did not know how. Neither did Dezzy nor Stanley.

	A sign on the highway indicated there was a rest stop ahead. A truck stop called Red Bird Diner. If they had hot food, it was good enough for Vincent.

	Dezzy had inexplicably found another Guns N’ Roses song as Vincent pulled the car into the driveway outside the Red Bird.

	The building was a long, wood-paneled structure. The front was all windows that allowed diners in booths to look out on the parking lot. Vincent parked by the green double doors and followed Dezzy into the building.

	“Just sit wherever’s open,” said a waitress. Her red shirt featured the eponymous bird from the Red Bird Diner on it. The place was huge, but there were only a handful of customers inside at the moment.

	The front counter featured a display case of desserts that Dezzy paused to look at for a moment. Vincent headed down to the left and took the first open booth.

	“That pecan pie is calling my name,” Dezzy said, taking a seat.

	“Any blueberry?” Vincent asked. Dezzy shook his head.

	“Nah, but there’s cherry. How long you figure till we get where we’re going?”

	“Soon. Feels soon.”

	“And there’s a witch there?” Dezzy asked. The waitress came over and set the menu in front of them, as well as two glasses of ice water.

	“Welcome to the Red Bird. My name is Casey. Can I start you boys with some drinks?” she asked.

	“I would love a Pepsi,” Dezzy said.

	“Coke okay?”

	“Oh, man. I guess so,” Dezzy said. “And can I get a piece of that pecan pie?”

	“Before your meal?” Casey asked. Dezzy smiled.

	“Oh yeah. You gotta eat dessert first. That’s, like, the best part of being an adult,” he explained. Casey smiled, not entirely convinced, and wrote it on her pad.

	“I’ll just have some coffee,” Vincent said.

	“Coming right up,” Casey said, walking away. Dezzy opened his menu.

	“I don’t think the witch is there. But she used to be,” Vincent said. Dezzy flipped the page in his menu.

	“Right on. Is she in your head like the necromancer?”

	“Sort of? It’s hard to say. I think I have her memories, though. And I saw her once. Or I remembered her. It’s hard to explain.”

	“Hey man, no worries. I used to usher souls through their journey beyond the Veil for an immortal cosmic entity that transcends human understanding. Life is nutty,” Dezzy said.

	“Yeah. I guess it is,” Vincent agreed.

	Casey returned with pie and drinks.

	“Have you decided on what you’d like?” she asked.

	“Could I get the bacon and blue cheeseburger with fries?” Dezzy asked.

	“You bet, medium rare?”

	“Oh, you know it. And also, can I get a Reuben sandwich?”

	Casey raised an eyebrow at him but nodded.

	“Hungry man,” she said.

	“Oh, and I guess an order of mozzarella sticks? Is it a lot of sticks?”

	“It’s five,” she said.

	“Can I get two orders?” he asked.

	“You sure can. Is that everything?”

	“Um. No. Yes. Yeah. I think,” Dezzy said.

	“I’ll have a Reuben, too,” Vincent said. He figured he might as well try one now. Dezzy smiled and reached over the table for a high five. He had taken to high-fiving Vincent a lot while he was driving. Vincent put his hand up and Dezzy slapped.

	“My man. You’re in for a treat. So good.”

	Casey left, and Vincent added some sugar to his coffee while Dezzy sipped his Coke.

	“You think this’ll be like Dalca?”

	“In what way?”

	“In a ‘possess your body until a voodoo loa has to be summoned to separate the two of you’ way,” Dezzy said. His Uncle Stanley had called upon Baron Samedi to save Vincent when Bogdan Dalca took over. But that was not going to be an option again. Especially since Stanley was still in Alder Falls.

	“Oh. I hope not,” Vincent said. He was not sure, but he felt like he was better able to control things now. He didn’t think he would let anyone get the drop on him the way Dalca had. Not again, anyway.

	“He has a point,” Fix said. Vincent said nothing to the voice in his head. It was a concern. But he got a different feeling from the woman. Even though he was fairly certain she was a witch, and she had also been at whatever ritual ended with Bogdan’s death and Vincent’s memory loss, she felt differently in his mind.

	The memories he was getting from the witch were not like Dalca’s. The necromancer’s had been clear and driven by powerful emotion. Rage, most often. His memories bowled over Vincent like a big screen movie, taking him over and wrapping him up in the feelings and events of Dalca’s past.

	The witch was different. Her memories seemed to seep in like water through cracks. Sometimes Vincent felt like they were his own thoughts until the sights and sounds became unfamiliar to his conscious mind.

	If there was rage behind the woman’s emotions, Vincent could not feel it. If anything, there was a sense of detachment, a scientific interest devoid of feeling, in the way her thoughts felt to him. But it was clear that whatever had happened to her in that field in which she died started in a town somewhere in Massachusetts.

	Vincent took another sip of his coffee and got up, excusing himself to use the washroom. He walked along a row of booths lined with red, fake leather to a doorway marked Restrooms at the far end of the building, and stepped into the men’s room.

	The room was less clean than he would have liked a diner restroom to be. The waste basket hadn’t been emptied recently and from the smell of things, someone needed to run a mop over the floor. But compared to some gas stations he’d stopped at, it wasn’t the worst, though.

	Vincent walked across to a urinal. He started humming a song, reading some of the graffiti on the wall.

	“What’s that song?” Fix asked.

	“Hmm?”

	“You’re humming,” Fix said. Vincent continued the tune. He did not recognize it.

	“...wouldn’t you love to love her…” Vincent muttered, heading to the sink to wash his hands.

	“Vincent?” Fix said.

	“All your life you’ve never seen a woman, taken by the wind,” Vincent sang to himself.

	“Vincent, what are you doing?”

	“She’s like a cat in the dark.”

	“Vincent!” Fix shouted in his head. Vincent looked up. His hands froze, half-lathered, as the water ran into the basin.

	“Who are you?” Fix asked.

	The red-haired woman in the mirror touched her face with a soapy hand.

	“That is a good question,” she said. She stared through Vincent’s eyes at Vincent’s face. But it was now the face of the woman he had met in the field, in a dream he shared with Bogdan Dalca. The woman with the red hair. Sharp features and green eyes. The witch.

	“Is this Vincent?” the woman asked.

	“Yes,” Vincent answered. They both used his mouth to speak. Vincent could still see from his own eyes. It was not like when Dalca took over his body. The woman was not overtaking him. It was like she was sharing with him, two passengers in the same car. Only, her control seemed to exist in the mirror.

	Vincent lifted his hand, looked at it. He was still in control. Or maybe just sharing control.

	“My name is Selena,” the woman said. The words came out of Vincent’s mouth. The voice was not his own. The accent was subtle from New England.

	“Oh. Nice to meet you?” Vincent said. He looked at her in the mirror. She stared back, unimpressed.

	“We’ve already met,” she said. Her tone was icy.

	“I don’t remember,” he answered.

	“Is that so?”

	“I met you in a dream, I think.”

	“You killed me, Vincent Donnelly. Do you remember that?”

	Vincent stared at the reflection in the mirror. He felt his body go rigid and his stomach knotted up. He had suspected he was the one who had killed the people in that field. But he didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t know why he would have done such a thing. Or how.

	“I don’t. I don’t remember that,” he said.

	“No. No, you don’t, do you?” She looked suspicious. She made his body lean in closer, looking into her own eyes in the mirror.

	“Who is that listening to us?” she said quietly.

	“What do you mean?” Vincent asked. She smirked.

	“The one who asked about your singing?” she said. “There’s someone else in here.”

	“You can hear me?” Fix said. Selena smiled, though it was not a friendly expression.

	“Of course. And you are?”

	“That’s Fix,” Vincent said.

	“Fix. That’s your given name?” Selena asked.

	“It’s the only one I have,” Fix answered. Selena’s eyes narrowed as she stared into them. As she stared into Vincent.

	“And who are you, Fix?”

	“I don’t know,” he answered quietly.

	“Is that so?” she said.

	“We woke up together. In that field. With... where you were,” Vincent said. Selena chuckled.

	“Yes, our little ritual. Some trick that turned out to be. I assume you didn’t get what you wanted,” she said.

	“I don’t remember anything,” Vincent said.

	“I do, Vincent. I remember the way that knife felt sliding into my back. Again. And again. And again.” She pounded her hand on the edge of the sink to accentuate the point.

	“I’m sorry,” Vincent said quietly. Selena laughed at him.

	“You’re sorry? For murdering me?” she said.

	“I don’t remember you. I don’t remember any of it. But I’m sorry it happened,” he said. His stomach felt like the coffee he had drunk earlier was pure acid now. He felt sick.

	“How can you be sorry for something you don’t even remember?” she asked him.

	“Because I don’t... know. I don’t want to hurt anyone. Maybe I did. But I don’t know why. I don’t know who I was.”

	“And now? You are going to kill my sisters just because?” Selena said.

	“What?”

	“My sisters. In Burnham. That is where you’re going. I have seen that much,” she said as though it were an accusation.

	“Yes. But no. Not to kill anyone. I don’t even know where I’m going.”

	“Then why, Vincent?”

	“Because it’s what you remember. I can see this place. Feel it. It’s a place you want to be.”

	Selena cracked a smile and rolled her eyes in the mirror.

	“Oh, I see. And you’re just being a good Samaritan, bringing me home,” she said. Vincent shrugged.

	“I just thought I could find out who you were and what happened to you. Maybe find a way to get you out of my head,” he said.

	“Brilliant plan predicated on a maybe, Vincent. Whatever gave you the idea that such a thing would work?”

	“Worked on Dalca,” Fix said.

	Selena inhaled sharply and stood up straight.

	“Dalca?” she said. “Bogdan Dalca?”

	“You know him?” Vincent asked.

	“All of my coven know of the Necromancer, as do many others. Seems you remember enough of our ritual to recall that monster. And that is all I need to know about you and your lies,” she said in a hiss.

	“I’m not lying,” Vincent said.

	“I am not so gullible as to trust a friend of Bogdan Dalca,” she said.

	“We killed Dalca,” Fix said. “Again.”

	Selena cocked her head to one side.

	“Again?”

	“He possessed me. Tried to kill everyone in the world. But we stopped him,” Vincent said.

	“How? Why?”

	“Because I don’t want everyone in the world to die?” Vincent offered. Selena laughed.

	“Oh, it was just me, was it?”

	“I don’t—”

	“Remember, yes,” she finished for him. “Dalca was powerful. Very powerful. How did you stop him?”

	“I have his power,” Vincent said. “He took over my body. I had his thoughts and memories. I… learned it, I guess? The way he did it.”

	“You are a necromancer?” she said.

	“I can use necromancy. And biomancy, I guess.”

	“Biomancy? Absurd,” Selena said.

	“Why is that absurd?” Vincent asked. He found her tone more insulting than anything else. Almost like she didn’t believe he was capable.

	“They are incompatible. They are the sun and the moon,” she said.

	“Well
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