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The Hunter’s Mark

The hunter’s life was simple: wake up, train, hunt, and return.He lived in the shadow of the Order, the holy organization that promised peace by removing the threat of magic. The Order had taught him that witches were demons, that magic was a curse, and that anyone born with a mark was destined to become a monster.

The hunter had been marked at birth.A small symbol burned into his palm, a mark that made the priests fear him and the people respect him. He had been trained to hunt those who bore similar marks, those who could bend reality and twist the world with a whisper.He had never questioned it.He had never wondered why he was chosen, why his hand carried a mark that made the air around him feel colder. He had simply accepted it. The Order had given him purpose, and he had given them his loyalty.

Until the day he met the witch.

It was a cold night when he received the order. A witch had been spotted near the river, a woman who had been seen healing a child with a touch. The Order called it an abomination. The hunter called it his duty.

He tracked her through the forest, following the faint trail of magic that only his mark could sense. The trees whispered as he passed, as if warning him. He ignored them.

He found her near the water, kneeling beside the child. The child’s fever had broken, and the woman’s hands glowed faintly with a soft light.

The hunter raised his weapon.

The witch looked up. Her eyes were not wild or dangerous. They were tired, and there was something else in them—something that felt like a memory of a world that no longer existed.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

The hunter’s hand trembled. “Step away,” he said.

The witch stood slowly, her eyes never leaving his. “You don’t have to do this,” she said.

The hunter swallowed. “I do,” he replied.

The witch’s expression softened. “Then you are not a hunter,” she said. “You are a weapon.”

The hunter’s heart pounded. He had never heard anyone speak to him like that. He had never felt anyone look at him as if he were more than a tool.

He raised his weapon again, but the witch did not move. She stood calmly, as if she had already accepted her fate.

The hunter hesitated.

In that moment, he felt something in his palm—a warmth, like a flame waking from sleep. The mark on his hand pulsed, and he felt a whisper inside his mind, a voice that was not his own.

The witch’s eyes widened.

“You hear it,” she said softly.

The hunter’s breath caught. “What is it?”

The witch stepped closer, her voice quiet. “It’s the old magic,” she said. “It’s the memory of the world before the purge.”

The hunter frowned. “What purge?”

The witch’s eyes filled with sorrow. “The purge of magic,” she said. “The day the Order began.”

The hunter’s mind spun. “The Order didn’t purge magic,” he said. “They saved the world.”

The witch shook her head. “They saved the world from themselves,” she said. “But they destroyed what made the world beautiful.”

The hunter’s grip tightened on his weapon. “You’re lying.”

The witch’s voice grew firm. “No,” she said. “You’re just afraid.”

The hunter felt anger rise in him. “I’m not afraid,” he said.

The witch smiled sadly. “You are,” she whispered. “You just don’t know it yet.”

The hunter raised his weapon, ready to strike. But the whisper in his mind grew louder, and he felt the mark on his palm burning.

The witch’s voice became urgent. “Don’t,” she said. “If you kill me, you will never know who you are.”

The hunter’s vision blurred. He felt the world shift, as if reality itself had wavered. He saw a flash of something—memories he didn’t own, a world filled with light and color, a world where magic was not feared but celebrated.

He gasped, dropping his weapon.

The witch reached out, her hand hovering above his palm. “You are not just a hunter,” she said. “You are the last key.”

The hunter stared at her, his mind racing. “Key to what?”

The witch’s eyes softened. “To the truth,” she said. “To the world that was stolen.”

The hunter felt his heart pounding. He had never felt so confused. He had never felt so afraid.

The witch spoke again, her voice barely a whisper. “If you follow the Order, you will become a monster,” she said. “But if you follow the truth, you will become something else.”

The hunter looked at her, his eyes wide. “What else?”

The witch smiled sadly. “A man,” she said. “A man who can choose.”
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The Witch’s Secret

The hunter did not kill the witch that night.

He left the forest with his weapon still in his hand, but his mind was empty. He could not stop thinking about the woman and the way she had looked at him. He could not stop thinking about the whisper in his palm.

He returned to the Order, but he could not bring himself to report the witch. The priests questioned him, but he lied. He told them he had lost her, that she had escaped.

They believed him.

But the hunter could not sleep. He felt the mark on his palm burning, and the whisper inside his mind grew louder. He began to see things he had never seen before: flashes of a world that no longer existed, images of people living in harmony with magic, of witches healing the sick, of forests glowing with life.

He began to question everything.

He returned to the forest the next night.

The witch was waiting for him.

“You came back,” she said.

The hunter nodded. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

The witch’s expression was gentle. “Then you are ready,” she said.

The hunter frowned. “Ready for what?”

The witch stepped closer, her eyes serious. “Ready to know the truth,” she said.

The hunter’s heart pounded. “What truth?”

The witch took a deep breath. “The Order is not what you think,” she said. “They are not saving the world. They are controlling it.”

The hunter’s voice was quiet. “Controlling it how?”

The witch’s eyes grew intense. “They hunt magic,” she said. “Not because it is dangerous, but because it is powerful. They fear what they cannot control.”

The hunter’s mind raced. “But the people are safe.”

The witch shook her head. “No,” she said. “They are not safe. They are ignorant.”

The hunter’s hands trembled. “What do you want from me?”

The witch looked at him with a sadness that made his chest ache. “I want you to stop,” she said. “I want you to stop killing my people.”

The hunter swallowed. “I can’t.”

The witch’s voice grew firm. “Yes, you can,” she said. “You can choose.”

The hunter’s mind spun. He had never been given a choice before. He had never been told that he could choose.

He felt the whisper in his palm growing stronger, and he realized with a shock that the mark was not just a symbol—it was a bond. It connected him to something ancient, something the Order had tried to erase.

The witch stepped closer and placed her hand on his palm.

The hunter flinched.

The witch’s touch was warm. The mark on his palm pulsed, and the whisper in his mind became clear.

Remember.

The hunter gasped. He saw a memory—not his own, but one that felt familiar. He saw a woman with eyes like fire, standing in a circle of light. She spoke words he could not understand, but the feeling
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