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			Every tale has a beginning. The third book in the Dawn of the Blood Witch Saga tells the origin story of the mysterious and powerful witch Trond, the Witch of the Silver Locust. Split into three separate timelines, the Silver Locust encounters friends and foes, both new and old, as he tries to open the gateway to the old ones and bring about the witch utopia of New Eden on Earth. 

			Inspired by true events, he will have to endure an exorcism, the Church of Satan, and the Son of Sam if he wishes to fulfill his destiny.

		


		
			​Part 1

		


		
			​Chapter One

			In the Time of Darkness 

			In the Age of Ice

			Summertime, 760 AD

			Caverns in the Far North

			Night of the Full Moon

			The fires burned low inside the gray abode, yet the shadows from the full moon peeking her rays into the mouth of the cave cast eerie shadows against the rocky walls. Jagged faces and distorted bodies took shape and flickered and flitted across the rocks. For a split second, I was filled with wistful longing and hope that struck me deep in my heart. Had the spirits come home to me? I breathed in and held my breath for a few seconds in wild anticipation, and like an optimistic little boy, I quietly whispered, “Please come home. Please come home. Please come…” But then a breeze blew in, and the shadow figures disappeared and shifted into something different. My heart sank, and I was once again overcome with that never-ending sense of misery and anguish.

			I sighed heavily with despair and made my way to my altar in the corner of the cave. It was situated deep enough so that it was somewhat hidden from the wandering traveler, nosey neighbor, or some other intruder to our home. It appeared to be an abandoned hearth or cooking station. The light from the fires at the front of the cavern scarcely reached it, so it remained tucked away and secret. But it was no secret. Not to me at least. That altar was my whole world now. It represented everything I had lost, everything that was stolen from me, and everything I was determined to reclaim and bring back into existence—for if Blodwyn could do it, I would do it, too.

			My sister Blodwyn was the greatest witch I had ever known. Her power and strength were known far and wide throughout the villages, even reaching the outer skirts of the more nomadic lands. Our mother had been the town healer, a Heksa in her own right, but Blodwyn far surpassed Mother’s talents and abilities. All I knew of my mother was from the stories passed down to me. She had died while bringing me into this world, and when that day had come, Blodwyn, seventeen years my senior, swooped me from between our mother’s legs, washed me off, and called me hers from the moment of my first breath. Mother had given me a name before I was born, but Blodwyn had nicknamed me Ruz—for I had been born of a Blodheksa and my birthing blood had stained my silver baby hair to bright pink. Ruz Solvven. Pink Silver. She affectionately teased me often about that. 

			From the moment I could understand words, Blodwyn had established that she was my caretaker, my protector, my mentor, my teacher, and my sister, but I was commanded to never confuse that with the title of “mother.” As a child, though, hearing the other children in our village speak the word “modir” to their caretakers was a little jarring. That was not a word in my physical reality. My modir was an entity—a non-corporeal object, a word spoken on the wind. Once, many years ago when I was three years old, I called Blodwyn “modir” just to see her reaction. I was curious if she would find it endearing and embrace the title like snapping into a new way of thinking. However, it was the opposite. She turned on me with great fury and struck me across the face. “Modir is gone, Ruz!” she had screamed. “Modir was taken away! But I will fix that. Mark my words. I swear it by the sky, and the moon, and the sun, and the stars, and the fixed iced earth, and the great beyond! I will slice open the sky and pull her back through the circle.” She raised her hand to the sky and waved it in an arching gesture. “For she is the Blodheksa, the Blood Witch who will open the gateway.” She closed her fist and struck her chest. “And I am the Blodsøster, the Blood Sister who will aid the Blodheksa in her mission.” She pointed her forefinger and jabbed it into the crook of my shoulder. “And you are the Blodbrødre, the Blood Brother who will fight by my side for eternity in the new world. This is how it must be.” 

			That was the first time I saw her eyes change color. They flashed gray, to gold, to green, to white. At first, I thought it was my imagination or my head still ringing from the open-handed smack she had walloped me with. But no. Her eyes changed. It was as clear as day and forever burned in my memory. And it was at that very moment, at three years of age, that I understood—I understood that we were different from other families in our village, different from other people in this world.

			 And that’s how it was—our mother was gone, hidden somewhere in the shadows, somewhere in the great void between this life and the next. Blodwyn always preached about Mother’s eventual return. Thoughts of Mother’s resurrection consumed her day and night. I remember watching Blodwyn agonize over her altar, conjuring dark magics, mixing deadly potions, and making just the right combinations to will the Blodheksa back into form.

			And if she was successful, then I shall be, too…

			I knelt in front of the altar, raised my arms above my head, and began the prayer I had recited since the night Blodwyn died. It was a chant, really, a dirge of lamentation. A song of need and want and desire to raise not just her soul, but her body as well, from the great beyond. But I felt empty. Despondent. Useless…

			“Trond?” a soft voice called from the mouth of the cave. “Trond? Are you here?”

			Aizel, my companion, had returned from the outer village. I stood up and quickly shuffled closer to the fires, but not fast enough for her to catch me in the act. She put her hand on one hip and bounced impatiently on one leg. “That was fast,” I muttered.

			Her mouth made a condescending “tsk” sound that echoed throughout the cave, and as she fully entered, she slid the strap of her pack down one shoulder, emptying the contents onto the ground. Her tools clanked when they hit the stones, and she shook the pack with force to expel the pieces of blood-soaked cloth. 

			“Fast enough. It was Brigitta’s third child, so…” Her voice trailed as she bent over to pick up the scraps of fabric. “Here.” She extended her arm to hand them to me. “Put these on the altar with the others from the other day. Brigitta and Helga are cousins so their birthing blood could…”

			“Did the mother and child survive?” I asked.

			Aizel rolled her eyes and sighed. “Of all the years. Of all the babies I’ve delivered. You’re seriously asking this of me now? How many children have died on my watch? Do you think I would give you the blood of the dead? Do I not know how this is to be?”

			I lowered my head in shame. “I’m sorry…”

			“I know what you were doing, Trond,” she scolded. “I’m not stupid. And I’ve told you, it might not be time yet. We must have all the proper instruments in place. We must have the stars aligned just so. We must be patient…”

			Aizel’s words struck me deep and ignited a flame in my stomach. “Patient?” I screamed. “Patient? How much more patience do we need to have before we give up?” My eyes filled with tears, and I turned my head from her so that she couldn’t see my anger and sadness getting the best of me. 

			She placed a hand on my shoulder in comfort. “I want Blodwyn back as much as you do, Trond. She wasn’t just yours. She was mine, as well. She was everything to me, too.”

			I turned back to look at her, and her soft blue eyes were also rimmed with tears. Aizel had been Blodwyn’s best friend, her confidante, her rock. They had been inseparable and had shared a love like no other. I know it pained her, too, that we had been unsuccessful in resurrecting Blodwyn, but all these years of futile attempts and constant excuses left my heart soured to her. I knew first-hand what Blodwyn could do. I witnessed the enormous power she wielded, and I wanted that power for myself, if for anything but to bring her back.

			Aizel exhaled. Her sigh bounced off the rock wall and pierced my eardrums with a timbre that bore utter disgust. “There isn’t a book about this. We have no instructions on how to proceed. We need to continue exploring all the possibilities by our mere intuition. Blodwyn left no other guidance than that,” she pleaded with me as if reading my mind.

			Startled, I paused. Aizel and I had made a promise long ago that we would never enter each other’s minds unless it was an emergency. I tapped my forefinger to the side of my temple. “Get out of there,” I admonished calmly.

			My tone must have frightened her, for she took a step back and a look of concern briefly darkened her face. “Think what you will,” she began trying to brush off my threat, “but she charged me with watching over you.”

			“And when will that end, Aizel? I’m no longer a boy.”

			She grazed her eyes over my figure from my feet to my head. “No, Trond. You haven’t been a boy for quite some time.”

			“And yet, here I am. The body and countenance of a man of two hundred forty moon cycles. Yet that is not the truth. My time on this iced earth far surpasses that. And you… the face and body of a woman of childbearing age. Instead of delivering all those children, they should be falling out from between your legs by now. But how long and how old are we? The gift given to us by Blodwyn left us ageless on the outside, but are your insides rotted? You cannot be the Blodheksa if you can’t produce the twins! It has been months since you laid with me. You are too consumed with that book you’re writing, and those babies you’re dragging into the world. Why haven’t you let me touch you? Why haven’t you allowed me inside of you? Is your womb as desolate a cave as the place we…?”

			Aizel struck me across the face, and I quickly reached my hand up to my cheek to ease the sting. “Enough!” she yelled, silencing my tirade, and I was suddenly transported back to the moment when Blodwyn hit me. For the first time in a long time, I felt small, and weak, and useless. Like a child. 

			“Aizel, I…” I stammered, but she quickly cut me off.

			“Enough, Trond.” Her voice was soft again, pleading me with, yet trying to find its own sense of rationale. “We are not just heksas, we are the Aevir, the eternal ones. A gift given to us by Blodwyn. And we will remain Aevir until the task at hand is complete, until our roles are fulfilled.” She lowered her head, and her mass of red curls tumbled and hung heavy on the floor. “I know I’m not the Blodheksa,” she said in a sad whisper. “I wanted to be. I prayed to be. I longed to be. But I know I’m not. Our restless nights together have brought forth no child let alone the Blood Sister and Blood Brother.”

			“So, what are you?” I spat at her with repulsion. “Was all this a lie?”

			“No, Trond. Not lies. Just because we have yet to unravel the secrets of it all doesn’t mean we were lied to.” She put her hand on my shoulder again and ran her fingers down the length of my arm until our hands met in an interlocking grasp. “What is the goal of our way?” she asked, prompting me to recite the tenants of our faith.

			“The Blodheksa will bring forth the Blodbrødre and the Blodsøster.”

			“And who is the Blodheksa?” she asked.

			“The most powerful witch in the world.”

			“And who are the Blood Brother and the Blood Sister?” she urged me on.

			“Her children who are the fixed points. They will be the vessels of her power and assist her in her goal,” I parroted back the words that had been ingrained in me from birth.

			She smiled at my response. “And what is their goal?”

			“To open up the realms so the old ones can reign again.”

			She squeezed my hand tightly, and her eyes lit up with pride at my response. “Lest not forget that. That is our core. Everything we do, we do with that in mind. You know I want Blodwyn back just as much as you do, but we can’t let our efforts for her rebirth blind us in the efforts of our main objective. Do you understand me, Trond?”

			I nodded. Begrudgingly. “And that’s why you’ve taken to writing it all down?”

			“Yes. The records. All of it. I dreamt of six books, so six I must write. One alone will take a lifetime. The dream told me we need to have a living record of our history. And who would write it all down? If not me, then who?”

			Anger swelled again inside me. I knew Aizel was trying to snap me out of my lowly state and bring my focus and attention back to what we’ve always strived to accomplish, but something inside me was unsettled. It felt to me as if she was forgetting Blodwyn. As if she was forgetting the supreme nature of her power. We couldn’t achieve our goal of a new world without Blodwyn; I knew that for a fact. Blodwyn was the key. And even though I’d lost count of the moon cycles that had passed since she died, I knew I could never give up on bringing her back.

			I reached out, grabbed Aizel by the shoulders, and pulled her to me. I bent down slightly and pressed my lips to hers, my tongue dancing wildly in and out. Her mouth was warm and inviting, and I began to stir between my legs at the very taste of her sweetness. For a moment, I felt her swoon against my hold and let herself ease into my passionate kiss, but after a while, she stopped and pulled away. “No,” she said. “We can’t.”

			“Why?” I asked as my forehead crinkled in confusion.

			“We shouldn’t.”

			“It’s nothing we haven’t done before!” I pleaded as the ache in my loins throbbed.

			“I know,” she said in a muffled voice. “It’s just that…”

			I gave her a little shove away from my space and turned my back to her. 

			We were silent in the cave for some time. I kept my back to her in defiance, and she proceeded to pick up the tools from the ground and put them back in her pack. After a few minutes, she mumbled something about it being too warm out for a second fire and extinguished one of them. The hissing noise echoed, and it grated on my every nerve. 

			“We’re going to have to leave here, you know,” she eventually said.

			Sharply, I whipped my head around in her direction. “Whatever are you talking about? This is our home. This has always been our home. We’re not going anywhere.”

			“The people in the villages are starting to talk. They’ve always talked, but this time it’s louder.”

			I sighed noisily. I always hated when she didn’t get straight to the point. “What are you saying?” I huffed with an agitated tone.

			“We’re the same, Trond. I delivered Brigitta’s baby tonight, but I also delivered Brigitta, and I delivered Brigitta’s mother, Alsin. Alsin is but forty years old, and by that measure, I should be sixty. At the least.”

			“And your point is?”

			“My point is, the time is coming soon to where all those who knew us from yesteryear will be gone, and the new blood will begin to question. They will investigate and poke and prod, and before you know it, we’ll be led to the slaughter for being otherworldly.”

			“But we are otherworldly,” I said flatly.

			Aizel huffed an exasperated sigh. “You’re not understanding.”

			“Oh, I understand just fine. I hear what you’re saying. You think we’re going to be persecuted by the people for being different. For knowing things and doing things they can’t understand to know or do.”

			“I don’t think. I know.”

			“And you want to leave our cave? Blodwyn’s cave? The place where she died and where her ashes remain! Are you suggesting we erase ourselves? Erase our names? Erase Blodwyn?”

			“Trond! I’m not saying I want to leave! I’m saying we’re going to have to leave. Eventually. Sooner than later. It’s something we need to plan for.”

			I raised my hand to silence her, and she muffled a groan in her throat. “Hey,” she cried out as I began to walk to the back of the cave, “you’re not allowed to do that!”

			“Well, stay out of my head next time!” I fired back.

			She grumbled some more, but as I advanced to my personal area, her voice became nothing more than a garbled din. 

			No sooner had I been out of earshot, there was a rustling from outside the cave walls and a heavyweight presented itself on my chest. My senses picked up on it immediately. A darkness blanketed the cave, and I set myself at a sprinter’s pace to reach Aizel where I had left her. Regardless of any squabble between us, she was still first and foremost mine—to love, and serve, and protect. 

			As quickly as I could, I bounded by her side. She was frozen in place with a look of confusion and fear plastered on her countenance. Instinctively, I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her closer to me in a defensive stance. Her gaze never wavered, and she continued to stare at the scene before us at the entrance of our cave.

			“Please,” the black-haired man begged as he laid the body of the young girl onto the ground. “Please help her. You are the one named Aizel Olz. The midwife. But the people say you are a great and knowledgeable heksa. You are the only one who can help my sweet girl. Please. I have no one else to turn to,” the man wept. Heaving sobs churned from the center of his barrel chest.

			I brought Aizel tighter into me as she looked up into my eyes. They flashed from soft blue, to green, to gray. Eyes that spoke of both uncertainty and fear. “What is wrong with your daughter, sir?” she asked, her voice quivering with each word.

			The man stood up and took a step back, observing the girl on the floor. She appeared lifeless. Her knees curled to her chest and her long black hair blanketed the granite floor. “She’s gone,” he cried.

			“Oh,” Aizel managed to say. “I’m so sorry, but if your daughter has passed, I can’t help you.”

			Suddenly, the girl shifted—a sharp, quick movement that was both unanticipated and unnatural. Aizel’s body tensed up against me and she squeaked.

			“No!” the man wailed. “Something has taken over her! Please. I beg you. You must get it out!”

			


		
			​Chapter Two

			In the Time of Darkness 

			In the Age of Ice

			Summertime, 760 AD

			Caverns in the Far North

			Night of the Full Moon

			The black-haired girl on the floor shifted slightly. Her leg jutted straight out from under her curled position, then seemed to lock back in place. But the movements were quick and jerky and not the natural motion and flow that the human body usually glides around with. Aizel’s eyes went wide, and she squeezed the back of my leg with her right hand. Her feeling of alarm quickly spread to me as my legs seemed to lock in place and my gaze trained on the girl at our feet.

			“Where are you from, sir?” Aizel asked after some time.

			“I am Sten. From the outer village.”

			Aizel’s grip on the back of my leg tightened. What she had spoken of earlier appeared to be true. Our reputations had extended out to the nomadic lands—beyond the interior villages, beyond the newer structures that were being built with wood, and beyond the fortification walls. The nomadic lands were mostly a mystery to the people in the inner compound. Not many had wanted to venture off and away from the comfort and protection of their modest caves and huts. Most never returned if they did—often dying from the wildlife or starvation or from finding a mate and roaming with the pack. 

			“This is Runa, my daughter,” Sten’s voice grew desperate. “Please. I have come such a long way. Please help us.”

			Aizel relaxed her grip on me and breathed heavily. I had no way of telling what was going through her mind at that moment. My first instinct was to send them away, tell him to drag his daughter up from the ground, leave and never look for us again. We had been distrusting of outsiders for as long as I could remember, and this was no different. But there was something in Aizel’s demeanor that told me otherwise. She moved cautiously to the girl and knelt beside her. Runa’s long black hair was strewn over the rocks and covered her face. Aizel gathered the ebony mass into one hand and swept it aside to examine her. The girl was pale—much paler than the normal tones of someone from the outer village. She was still and death-like in appearance. Had her body not jolted in my presence earlier, I would have mistaken her for dead. She also had a tiny build—small in stature with her cheek bones jutting out sharply from the side of her face. When Sten had first dropped her to the ground, I assumed she was a girl of no more than twelve, but as Aizel revealed Runa’s countenance, it was obvious she was much older. 

			“Is she sick?” Aizel asked as she began her examination.

			“Yes!” Sten cried out. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.”

			Aizel waved her hand dismissively. “No, I mean is she ill? Unwell? Does she have a cough? Was she experiencing pain in her head? Was she running a fever?”

			Sten shook his head furiously. “No! No! Nothing like that.”

			“Was she attacked by an animal? Bitten? A spider, maybe? A snake? Venom, poison?”

			“No! Runa is a good girl. She listens. She takes care of me. She makes the fire. She cooks the food. She mends the clothes. She stakes the tents. She knows what to eat and what to stay away from. She knows the land from which she was born.” 

			Aizel ran her hand down Runa’s neck and made gentle pressing motions as if searching for something. She hummed a little when everything seemed to be in order, straightened out Runa’s curled-up legs and began pressing gently on her abdomen. “Hmmm,” she seemed to sing. “Is she with child?”

			Sten’s eyes widened. His thick black eyebrows disappeared under his shaggy hair. “With… with child?” he stammered. “No. Nothing like that. She does not have a mate. There’s… there is no one.” A shock of pink bloomed on his pale cheeks. 

			Aizel glared at me, and I gave her a knowing look. We both knew the father’s denial meant absolutely nothing. But after pressing some more on her abdomen and squeezing her breasts for the tell-tale signs of life swelling inside her, Aizel determined that Runa was in fact not pregnant. 

			Yet, throughout Aizel’s initial examination, Runa remained in a comatose state. Aside from the twitches and jolts her body made when they first arrived, she had not moved again, nor had she opened her eyes. “Sir, can you tell me what happened? Can you tell me why you believe there is something inside your daughter? Does she… have the sight?”

			Sten knelt beside Aizel and looked over his shoulder as if to insure we were alone. He began in a hushed voice, and his words came out feverishly, as if he needed to rush through the story so as to not be heard or discovered by someone, or something.

			“I believe she can commune with the otherworld. Not often, but I have seen her go into a… a… a trance. Ever since she was a little girl. We ignored it. Thought it might have been an affliction in her brain.” 

			Aizel hummed some more. “What exactly happened that led up to her sickness—to her being like this?”

			“I can’t say when it happened, but about fourteen moon nights ago, Runa went for a walk.”

			“By herself?” Aizel asked.

			Sten nodded. “A few hours after she had returned, she took ill.”

			Aizel rested her backside on her heels and motioned for me to join them, but I already knew. She and I had worked side by side for so many years that we no longer had to signal into each other’s minds the images of our needs. We worked so flawlessly in tandem that I already knew she wanted me to give the girl another look. As I eased myself next to Aizel, I immediately reached for Runa’s arm, rolled up her long sleeve, and began carefully inspecting every inch of her skin. She was limp, like dead weight. I was able to do my own poking and prodding and nary a single stir came from the girl. It was eerie enough a feeling for me to place my hand over her nose to determine if she still breathed. When the soft air came from her nostrils, I sighed and continued my inspection. I did not speak or interject myself into the conversation. I just listened and observed.

			“What do you mean she took ill?” Aizel asked.

			“She said she felt sick in her stomach.”

			“Are you sure she wasn’t bitten by something?”

			“Yes. Yes. Her mother asked if she had eaten something in the woods, or if something struck her, or stung her, to which she replied ‘no, no, no.’ She’s grown up on the lands. At seventeen years old, I think I’m inclined to believe my daughter. Besides, she didn’t present with the usual poisoning symptoms.”

			Aizel ignored his fatherly justification. “What happened next?”

			“There was some meat leftover from the hunt that day. Gyda cooked some up, fed it to Runa, and she appeared to feel better.”

			“Gyda?”

			“Runa’s mother,” Sten gushed, and tears poured down his face. “My sweet, sweet wife.”

			Aizel put her hand on his knee. “Please. Go on.” She coaxed.

			Sten inhaled deeply and exhaled with a “whooo,” as if to steady his breathing and clear his thoughts back into focus. “Everything was fine from there. Runa was a little tired and sluggish, but what teenage girl doesn’t get that way during her moon time?” He tried to let out a little chuckle. “Then one night, she awoke screaming from a dream. Gyda and I rushed to her tent, and she was soaking wet from fright. She was saying something about a pair of hands pulling her mouth open, and she couldn’t move or fight against them. I thought for sure someone in the camp had tried to attack her, but she insisted they weren’t the hands of man. She said they didn’t feel like the hands of man. Gyda and I calmed her down from her nightmare, and she went back to sleep.”

			“It didn’t end there, did it?”

			Sten slowly shook his head. “Every night after that was the same. Screaming from the nightmares. By the third nightfall, Gyda decided to sleep in her tent so she would be able to calm her down right away. But then. The other morning…” Sten’s voice trailed, and his breath hitched in his throat. I picked up Runa’s other arm to examine it and noticed deep brown flecks under her fingernails. I turned my head to Aizel to get her attention, but she was fixated on poor, sobbing Sten.

			“She killed her,” I finally said. “She killed your wife.”

			At the sound of my voice, Runa’s body began to convulse. The three of us jumped up, startled. 

			“No!” Sten cried. “Not again! Hold her down!” He shouted.

			Aizel leapt on top and straddled Runa’s upper body while Sten bent forward and secured her legs. The girl thrashed and jerked with such brute force it was no wonder she didn’t crack her head wide open on the rock floor of the cave. And all the while, I stood by and watched the scene unfold before me. It was mesmerizing—the unnatural shaking of her body, the growling sounds gurgling from the base of her throat, her hair dancing wildly about her face. 

			And then, Runa finally opened her eyes and stared at me. They were like two black gems gleaming in the moonlight—magical and awe-inspiring. When I gazed back, my heart was set aflame, and I was consumed in their charm and power. Her eyes held me locked in place, swaying in time with the rhythm of her spasm. Her eyes took me far away—to another time fresh beyond my comprehension of existence, to another place with dancing trees in a forest of metal, and an opening in the sky, glittering on the edge of the cosmos. Her eyes took me through that void, and I saw the world that we had so longed to create. And I was there, and Aizel was there, and Blodwyn was there, and we were accompanied by a line of heksas that spanned through time and space. Hundreds upon hundreds of years. And I saw the old ones lumbering through the vast terrain. Their gnarled bodies outstretched for miles against the red horizon, and the line of heksas bowing in supplication to their splendor and glory. It was magnificent. I wanted to stay in that vision forever—stay trapped in Runa’s eyes until the end of time.

			“Trond! Trond!” Aizel’s screams broke into my mind. But it was more than just her screaming. She had slashed her way through my consciousness with all her force and energy like a hot poker searing the flesh of a downed elk. “Help me!” she screamed again, and that time I snapped back into the present. “Get behind her! Lift her up!”

			Runa’s spasms had ceased, and she was limp and still once again, but a small puddle of her blood had formed by her head as I had suspected it would. Swiftly, I made my way over to her and lifted her shoulders, hoisting her to a semi-standing position. Sten came up next to me, propped one underside of her arm onto his shoulder, and I slithered over to mimic his actions on her other side. 

			“Take her to the back where the supplies are,” Aizel instructed. “Place her at the wooden chair in the middle of the room.”

			“Not in my space?” I questioned. My tone
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