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Michael Smoff normally avoided cemeteries, but this was not a normal time. It was far from in fact. As the massive oak trees loomed over him like evil guardians of the dead, Michael ignored them as they blew in the wind and focused on the large headstone in front of him. 

He never had liked cemeteries. They were awful things, always overused in horror films and filled with the dead. No one should ever have to go to them, Michael couldn’t remember the last time he had been to one. 

It could have been when his mother died a fierce hero saving thousands about a decade ago, but he couldn’t remember. After everything he had been through he had avoided, pain, suffering and death as much as he could. 

It was probably why he joined the Magic Healers Core straight out of university, so he could help others avoid what he couldn’t. As much as he loved those times fighting with the British Army all over the world, he still saw more friends die than he would wish on anyone else.

But the Wheel of Years kept turning.

The Wheel was such a stupid idea. Most ideas that Magical and definitely non-magical people had were plain stupid. Michael never ever understood the so-called greatness about the Wheel.

The entire silly idea was about time, and by extension years, went round and round and round on a wheel and everyone was at different points on the same wheel all turning, living and breathing. 

On paper it was a brilliant idea to Michael. He loved the theoretical concept of it. But in practice, why the hell did the Wheel keep turning?

As much as he hated the pointless non-magical religions (Magical peeps didn’t have religions as far as Michael remembered), at least those religions gave their worshippers a sense that the turn of their Wheel was by designed.

By in magical lore, the Wheel of Years kept turning, no matter how many people were mindlessly killed, starved and slaughtered. 

It made no sense to Michael whatsoever, he wanted to change it, he wanted to fix it, he wanted to break the Wheel.

The foul smell of horrible damp, ash and rot of the cemetery reminded Michael that he should never think like that. He had seen too many great magic users fall to the Darkness this year alone because they had wanted to break the Wheel. Yet if the Wheel stopped turning then chaos was unleashed and the Darkness ruled over the disorder.

Michael never believed such craziness growing up but this year... the Darkness had been growing stronger and stronger and stronger. It seemed to know exactly where to attack the NATO, British and American forces. It seemed to know everything. The Darkness was growing bolder, infecting everyone and everything it could to stop the Magic Core from living in peace.

The sound of the cold howling wind made Michael focus on the headstone again. It was disgusting but he didn’t expect anything less from a Follower of the Darkness, with its black stone surface that looked to be covered in mould. Even the trees, bushes and flowers around the headstone had been morphed into a nightmarish reality.

Nothing around the headstone looked natural or pleasant. 

The entire scene was outrageous to Michael, this was the disgraceful reality the world would fall into if the Darkness grew.

Then Michael noticed how the trees, bushes and flowers seem to turn and focus on him. He didn’t want to be here but he had a purpose, he had to witness the Wheel for himself, or at the very least he had to think about the New Year. 

Michael had never understood why his brother (the owner of the Headstone) had fallen to the Darkness this year. His Tour with a Scottish Regiment had been great until his brother turned. The Scottish were always great people with their rich folklore, sense of humour and amazing food. 

But Michael despised how his brother hated the Scottish and went out of his way to make them seem like fools. It was about that time Michael should have known his brother was falling to the Darkness, listening to its whispers and enjoying its touch. 

By the time Michael realised, it was far too late. Michael tried to reason with him, tried to save him, tried to help him. His brother wasn’t listening, so they fought and the brother died. 

Just looking at the disgusting headstone made Michael want to walk away and forget about his brother and his mistakes. But the New Year would be upon him in a few days and then the Wheel would have turned again. 

Michael had to talk to his brother, for better or for worse. He shouldn’t have wanted to do it, it was probably against magical law, but the greatest thing about death and stepping away from the Wheel, was his brother could be stripped of the Darkness. Meaning his brother might be his true self if he did this magical trick.

Michael had to take the chance.

He extended his hand towards the gravestone, thought about his brother and watched as rays of white light came out.

“Return to me brother for a little time, a little turn, a little... sibling love,” Michael said.

The headstone hummed a little as the half-blown off face of a young man popped out of the headstone and his smashed up arms pulled the rest of him out of the headstone.

Michael wasn’t sure of his brother’s appearance. He made sure he couldn’t remember his brother’s name as names had power. And if his brother had truly, truly fallen to the Darkness then saying his name could resurrect him to full life (and not this mere shadow of life that Michael had gifted him).

Michael could never allow his brother to return to the Darkness’ service. 

When his brother stood up, Michael shook his head at the disgusting twisted form of his brother. His body was normally tall, slim and attractive, having plenty of women chasing after him. No one would chase after him now.

His brother gave Michael a twisted smile. “You call Michael. Do you want to embrace the Darkness? It’s erotic touch. You must Michael,”

Michael couldn’t believe what he was hearing. This wasn’t his brother. His brother was softly spoken, he would never use the word erotic or anything so... forward. Michael hated to imagine what else the Darkness had done to him.

“What you seen the Wheel?” Michael asked.

His brother spat on the headstone. “The Wheel! The Wheel is foul. It must be destroyed. The Wheel turns and turns and turns. Singing to itself! Whilst I died. It turns and does nothing whilst we suffer!”

Michael just wanted to return his brother (or whatever this thing was) but he had to get answers. He didn’t know what answers he needed, Michael realised he had wanted them to questions he didn’t know. He supposed he just wanted to know more about the Wheel and what he needed to do in the New Year to keep everyone he loved safe.

“We all suffer Brother. I mourned your loss. I didn’t want to kill you,”

“And the Wheel just turned,” 

Michael shook his head. “The Wheel cannot be destroyed. The Darkness cannot be allowed to rule. You have seen what it does,”

“No Michael. It is you that cannot be allowed to rule. You know nothing of its touch. It is freeing,”

Michael took a step back. 

“The Darkness allows me to see the Wheel turning, hear its gear and everyone who makes it up,”

Michael smiled. He was getting somewhere. “What do you mean everyone who makes it up?”

His Brother stepped towards him. “The Wheel will always turn. The Wheel is made up of everyone. Everyone is a gear in the turning of the Wheel. The only way to break the Wheel is to break everyone and recast their souls in the Darkness,”

Michael couldn’t completely understand what his brother was saying, so he was saying that everyone on Earth was a part of the Wheel in one way or another. Meaning he was too. That was good, very good. If Michael could find out more about each so-called gear. Then maybe he could figure out how to help the... other gears move against the Darkness?

“Tell me Michael, the Wheel keeps turning, you keep suffering, you keep losing. Why do you fight and turn with the Wheel?” 

Michael didn’t actually know. He had always fought against the Darkness since he had been a teenager, it was what his parents had done and he had joined the army to stop the Darkness from growing. But he had never asked himself why, and he wasn’t going to start now.

“Can you see me in the Wheel?” Michael asked.
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