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 Book One:
The Witching Pen

 


For my
sister.

Thanks for
reading

all my crazy
stuff.

 


 



Chapter One

 


“Feeeel everything around you … go into it …
become one with it...”

It was at
these moments Elena had to try really hard to feign interest. It
wasn’t Amy’s fault. Amy was just … well,
she was Amy, and this was a Wicca group.

Yeah,
everyone’s a Wiccan.

Except Elena.
Elena was not a Wiccan, but she couldn’t tell anyone what she
really was: a thirteenth generation witch. Her lineage granted her
powers that other fellow witches, whether Wiccan or not, did not
have – Elena was the real deal. For the hundredth time, she had to
remind herself that the reason she came to these sessions was to
connect with others, to make friends. The fact that she already
knew how to do what Amy was trying to teach (and knew how to do it
using actual magic) was completely beside the point. Elena,
although mostly happy with her own company, occasionally felt alone
– too alone and too different.

Closing her
eyes and trying hard to go with it, Elena let herself feeeel
her surroundings. It was like slipping into a warm favourite coat
and it came far too easily to her.

Elena, hold
back – don’t get carried away. It was her own voice of reason
saving her. No one needs to see what happens to you when you
lose yourself in meditation...

At that
thankful moment, Amy’s stopwatch beeped.

“Okay everyone
– great session today. Don’t forget your
glamour spells for next week,” she called out as people filed out
the door and others hung back in the hope of gaining advice, maybe
praise, from the group leader. They were all of mixed ages,
anything from eighteen to sixty.

“Elena, can I
have a quick word with you?”

Oh crap, not
good.

Elena always
tried very hard to stay out of everyone’s way, she tried especially
hard not to engage in conversation with anyone. It wasn’t that she
disliked people, but people invariably ended up disliking her … or
at least afraid of her. But she knew that her distance wasn’t
helping her cause to make friends and curb her loneliness, so
instead, she put on her best I’m-one-of-the-crowd-voice, and said,
“Sure.”

“Elena, you’ve
been coming here for three months now and you haven’t led a session
yet. I think you should, or at least think about it.”

“Sure,” she
said again. No way – unless you’re all prepared to see me
floating off the ground and accept it as reality.

“Okay … well,
how about next week? It’s the full moon – you could lead the
glamour session.”

“Er—”

“Great! That’s
settled.” Amy beamed a smile through her immaculate, white teeth
that left no room for compromise, and swiftly turned away from her
to talk to her avid followers.

She had tried
really hard to like Amy, but no matter which way she looked at it,
she couldn’t help but think of her as fake. Not a fake witch – no,
Amy exuded magic – more like a fake human being. She feigned
compassion, Elena was sure of it.

With a slight
smile, she reached into her bag as soon as she was outside the
meeting room, and pulled out a pen. It was nothing special to look
at – a standard fountain pen, with a dark blue, metallic surround.
She could have bought it at the local newsagents, but she hadn’t –
no, she’d found it in the middle of the suspension bridge that hung
over the river. She would never even have picked it up were it not
for the fact that at that second, she had been on the phone, with
notepad in one hand, needing to write down a name her mum was
spelling out for her. Her other hand had been rummaging around her
rucksack for a pen she didn’t have … and then the sun had bounced
off this one...

Knowing she
really shouldn’t, but itching to let out some real magic, Elena
pulled out her notepad and started to write...

 


Suddenly and
completely out of the blue, Amy Langdon’s skirt fell from her hips
and pooled around her ankles.

 


From behind
her, back in the room she’d just walked out of, Amy let out a
squeal of horror as a few hushed giggles floated on the air.

“Okay, so I’m
officially a bad witch,” muttered Elena, “but that was so
much fun!”

 


~*~

 


The smell of
roast pork greeted her as she walked into her flat. Karl was
cooking roast?

“Hey! I’m
home!”

“In the
kitchen!”

“You’re
cooking roast?”

“Yeah, why
not?”

“It’s
Saturday.”

“So? Is
Saturday roast against the law?”

“No, it’s
just, you don’t cook roast – I cook roast. You cook cheese on
toast.”

“Well, maybe
there are a few things you don’t know about me,” he teased. “How
was your fake witch group?”

She groaned.
“Don’t. Amy wants me to lead the session next week.”

Karl hooted
his laughter, which was met with a slap on the arm from Elena.

“Does she know
you’ll scare away her little band of followers if you’re allowed to
do such a thing?”

“No. I don’t
know how to get out of it. It’s crazy – I’m twenty-five years old,
and yet the woman reduced me to feeling like a clumsy, mute
teenager.”

“Just magic
your way out of it.”

“Not
something I want to resort to. Come on, you know the rules.”

“Rules are
there to be broken.”

“Hmm – spoken
like a true non-thirteenth generation witch.”

“Well, if
you’d do me the honour of making mad, passionate love to me, I’d be
a witch just like you.”

Elena sighed.
Of course this wouldn’t be the last time they had this
conversation.

Elena had
known Karl, “the boy from across the street”, since she was five
and he was seven. By his declaration, he’d been in love with her
ever since he was ten years old and saw her bring a butterfly back
from the dead, an act which had shocked her mother into an eerie
silence. Elena had never reciprocated his love – at least, she
didn’t think she loved him. Loved him as a best friend,
undoubtedly, but not in love with him. It was in fact
possible, that by the sheer impossibility of her ever being able to
be with anyone at all, she’d simply denied any feelings she may
have had – after all, that was better than admitting the truth. The
truth would lead only to grief.

“You don’t
want me, you just want my powers.” She knew she shouldn’t play this
game, but she desperately wanted to make light of the situation.
Karl was the least power-hungry person she knew.

“Yep, okay,
yes, you win – I want your powers, you’re absolutely right … now
give them to me!”

She squealed,
half in frustration and half in delight, as he catapulted her over
his shoulder and ran for the living room couch.

“Put me
down!”

“Not until you
submit, woman!”

“Never! Never,
never, never!”

Regardless, he
still dropped her onto the couch. She was not a large woman, but
she was taller than average, with Karl only half a head taller than
her.

“You out of
breath?”

“You kidding
me? You’re a waif.” He knelt on the floor and laid his head on her
lap. “Elena?”

“Yes?”

“What are your
plans for the future?”

A silence
filled the air, growing heavier with every heartbeat.

“Aren’t you
going to burn the pork?”

“It’s on a
timer. And don’t change the subject. I know you don’t want to talk
about me, or us, but there’s still you. What are you going
to do?”

“Karl...” She
really didn’t want to talk about this.

“You’re a
twenty-five year old virgin.”

“Hey!”

“Hey yourself
– it’s true. I know it’s not your fault, but … is that it? You’re
never going to give yourself to anyone because of a condition?”

“My lineage is
not a condition.”

“It is if it
means you can never have sex … or never show your love to
someone.”

“And you’re
hoping that someone is you, right?” It was a bit of a sneer and she
knew she was hitting below the belt, but her irritability levels
had shot right up since he’d mentioned the V-word. Yes, she was a
virgin. She had no choice in the matter. If she decided to sleep
with someone...

“I’m hoping
you end up happily married to the man of your dreams and have a
horde of beautiful kids that’ll keep you on your toes by turning
your neighbours into various types of pond-life.” He then shot her
his signature grin. “But if it happens to be me, then I wouldn’t
say no.”

His grin was
truly infectious. As a boy, it was the first thing she’d noticed
about him – that grin had gotten them both out of trouble on many
occasions – and it was framed by a face that had never lost its
boyish looks, from the dimples in his cheeks, to his unkempt, sandy
blond hair and his sea blue eyes. He was your typical boy next door
– the one your mum would want you to marry, unless, of course, you
were Elena’s mum. Never the social butterfly, Katherine Green,
Elena’s mother, had never taken to any boy that Elena had found
remotely interesting. When she was fifteen, Elena had begun to talk
about Karl more – maybe she’d given away something in her eyes,
because that was when Katherine had sat her down and told her the
awful truth of her magical inheritance...

 


“I need to
talk to you, Elena, about sex.”

“Eeew,
Mum—”

“No
interruptions, please. I’ve been dreading this day.” Her mother sat
down next to her at the breakfast table and took her hand. “Elena,
you’re special. Being the thirteenth in our family line
makes you special – with that come certain
responsibilities.”

Elena rolled
her eyes. “Mum, I know about condoms and stuff.”

“Well you
don’t know about this: you can’t ever be in a
relationship.”


“What?”

“Sex is a
powerful thing for any witch, just like a first bleed is, but for
you, it’s ten times more potent.”

She remembered
her first period. She’d been thirteen and the moment she’d felt
that first trickle down her inner-thigh, unearthly storm clouds had
drawn in and the sky had been torn apart by thunder – an “April
shower of unexpectedly large proportions” is how it was reported on
the news, but she had known otherwise. That tingle at the back of
her neck always told her when something magical was afoot. The next
two weeks had seen her fending off men – all men and any man –
apparently she’d become some kind of ‘fuck me’ beacon, wafting
magical pheromones all over the place. The only person who’d seemed
completely oblivious to her change was Karl. It had crossed her
mind that maybe he was gay.

Thankfully the
whole ordeal had lasted for just her first cycle, with no other
problems in subsequent months.

“Elena,”
her mother squeezed her hand, drawing her back to the present. “If
you have sex, you’ll be giving away your power – literally. The man
you sleep with will take on your magic and you will be left barren
of it. You will no longer have any powers and you will never be
able to get them back.”

 


“It’s sort of
like, when Arwen in Lord Of The Rings gives up her
immortality to be with the man she loves.” She looked down at Karl.
His grin was gone.

“You’re a
beautiful person, Elena, and you deserve a man you love. It may be
worth considering giving up your witchcraft for a lifetime of
happiness … for a future family.”

“You think I
haven’t considered it?” she smiled, sadly. “To lead a normal life …
and then I think about someone else having this magic inside them
and what a huge responsibility it would be. I grew up with it – I
was prepared for it – someone else … how would they wield all this
power? I barely can. There are rules they’d have to follow, entire
scripts they’d have to learn … I’d be changing them forever; Karl,
I’d be tearing their life apart. How can I do that to someone? How
could I do that to you?”

She hadn’t
meant to cry, but there they were, those tiny, salty rivers carving
their way down her face.

Karl kissed
her knee. His hands were rubbing her thighs in comfort and not for
the first time, she cursed her life – cursed that she couldn’t just
sit back and give into this, relax into another man’s
affections.

“You shouldn’t
do this to yourself,” she whispered, tasting her tears on her lips
now. “I don’t know how you can stand it, being around me all the
time, knowing how you feel about me, knowing what you can never
have…”

“Ssshhh, baby,
it’s all right.” He got up, shuffled onto the sofa beside her and
draped her legs over his lap. “I know you, Elena – better than
anyone. I know what you can and can’t do, in every area of your
life. I know you suck at gardening—”

She
snorted.

“But if you
ever decide that you’ve had enough, that you no longer want your
magical nature, I’m here. I’ve seen what your powers can do, hell,
I’ve even helped you with a few spells – you can trust me with
them.”

She studied
him, letting herself drown in the blue of his eyes, something she
almost never did, ever since her mother had had the sex talk with
her. He really was beautiful. She found herself reaching out and
stroking his cheek.

“Are you
gay?”

“What?
Gay?”

His confusion
quickly turned to irritation – he actually looked a little pissed
off. Elena tried unsuccessfully to stifle a giggle at his
expression. It wasn’t often that Karl was caught off guard.

Catching her
eye again, he raised an eyebrow. “You think I’m gay?”

“I wondered
just once, a long time ago—”

He grabbed her
hips and pulled her down onto her back. His grin turned wicked as
he pinned her to the sofa with the weight of his body. Her laughter
died in her throat and for a moment, there was only Karl, his eyes
dancing like the waves of the sea, his hair the colour of a golden
beach. His nose brushed hers, her lips parted, he leaned
down—

Beep … beep …
beeeeeeeeeep.

They froze,
then Karl winked – the moment was gone.

“Pork’s
done.”

 


~*~

 


Down on the
street below, a shadow solidified. It took on the shape of a man,
tall and muscular. But he was not a man. His cracked face, grey and
hard like stone, was turned towards a window two storeys up, his
eyes – the clearest green you’ll ever see – completely focused on
the activities on the other side of the window.

If his solid
body could grow harder still, it did. Rage shone in his emerald
eyes.

How dare he –
how dare he touch what’s mine.

Somewhere, a
dog barked. He silenced it with his mind, his thoughts strangling
the animal until only a pitiful whimper travelled the air. There –
he felt better now.

His body began
to fade away once more. He could never stay in this world for too
long at a time, but before he became one with the shadows again, he
breathed out a tiny word, making sure it clung to the air as the
breeze carried it to the window that shielded him from the witch –
his witch...


“Elena...”

 



Chapter Two

 


She stared at the pen on her bedside table. Karl was
the only other person that knew about it. She’d considered telling
her mother, but they really weren’t that close, and besides, she
hadn’t got her head around it yet. She wanted to be sure of what to
do with it when others finally knew of its existence.

Letting out a
sigh, her mind took her back to dinner. She had to hand it to Karl,
that was a truly delicious roast … and then she was thinking about
his lips...

Get over it!
It’s not something that can ever happen!

Confusion
skirted over her thoughts. She really hadn’t believed she was in
love with him … could it be that all this time she’d just been
kidding herself? She didn’t like the way her heart was already
beating faster at the thought of their near kiss earlier that
night. They should never have bought a place together, but it had
seemed so logical. They were best friends, they had always done
everything together. So why not live together too? After all, he
knew everything about her – she wouldn’t have to run around ragged
trying to hide everything witchy about her.

She looked
again at the pen. Not for the first time, she considered what would
happen, what would her life be like, if she had the gall to write a
few selfish words...

 


Elena
discovered that all these years, her curse had been false and she
could, in fact, sleep with anyone she wanted, at any time, with no
magical consequences … she could fall in love.

 


God, it was so
tempting. But it still wouldn’t solve the fact that he’d be bound
to, not just her, but her entire lineage – a responsibility she
wasn’t prepared to put upon him. But … what would life be like if
he were also a witch?

 


He finally
told her his secret: he, too, was a great magician with unmatched
super powers.

 


He would be
her equal – it would be so much easier. Not that she didn’t
consider him her equal in every other way.

With a last
sigh at her ridiculous notions, she pulled her T-shirt over her
head and stripped her Levi’s from her legs. Snuggling down under
her duvet she took one last look at the pen that sat atop her open
notebook, then she reached out and turned the light off.

 


~*~

 



“Elena...”

Her name
reached her as a whisper on the cool autumn breeze.


“Elena...”

Forcing her
sleepy eyes open, she looked around for the voice that called to
her, expecting to find herself in her bedroom, maybe Karl at the
doorway, trying to get her attention. But she was not in her
bedroom. Suddenly alarmed, she sat up straight with a gasp. She was
still in her bed, but this was nowhere she’d been before. The floor
was gritty with sand and dust, an arid red; the room was not a
room, but a cave of some kind. Cream coloured, stone walls greeted
her, with candles lighting them in various places, flickering
orange in the darkness that surrounded her.

Okay … so I’m
still in my bed … so, this must be a dream … I hope.


“Elena...”

Her heart
hammered in her chest, almost drowning out her thoughts.

If this is a
dream, then it’s okay to ask who’s there, right?

“Who are
you?”

Silence
greeted her, and an unearthly breeze rippled her bedsheets – not
the cool breeze of autumn, but hot and humid, as if a dragon was
breathing on her. Beads of sweat began to form behind her neck –
this was magic, but not the good kind.


“Elena...” The voice was directly behind her now and her
name fluttered against her ear. She spun around, trying to keep her
fear reined in and failing when she came face to face with a man,
seemingly made out of stone, his face cracked like an old, dry
pavement, his eyes the clearest, sharpest green she’d ever seen –
inhuman – a demon.

She wanted to
scream, but her throat couldn’t work the sound out. She tried to
move, but her body suddenly seemed like stone itself, heavy and
cumbersome. And the demon sat at the edge of her bed. With a grey,
cracked finger, he stroked her cheek. A shudder vibrated through
her still body.

“Sweet Elena,
do you like my gift?”

“G-gift?”

“A magic pen –
a powerful pen for a powerful witch.”

“It’s – it’s
yours?” Her throat felt as dry as the cave floor – her words,
barely audible, hurt her every time she spoke.

“No, my
beautiful witch, it’s yours.”

His fingers
travelled down her neck. She wanted to smack him, hit him, at the
very least swat his hand away, but the back of her neck was burning
in warning of the black magic he exuded and she could not move. She
could barely shudder, but another one managed to snake its way down
her spine.

His fingers
stopped at the swell of her breasts and trailed across the edge of
her bra. To her horror, her skin began to tingle where he touched
her and a warmth spread between her legs.

No!

Her brain
suddenly kicked into action and she focused her intent fully on the
outcome she desired. She forced her throat to work. “Saepio,
saepio, saepio...”

The demon
laughed. “Your barriers won’t work against me, Elena – you have no
idea what I am.”

“Saepio,
saepio, saepio...”

No, the
barrier wasn’t working, but her body was loosening up, her senses
were returning, her throat becoming less dry...

His hand
snaked its way around her waist.

“I’m going to
show you how to use your new gift.” And then she was flush against
the length of him, his cheek against hers, his voice a deadly
whisper in her ear … “I’m going to fill you with my
world.”

Her throat
felt normal again, and finally, the scream that had been lodged
inside her erupted and shook the walls of the demon’s lair, even as
everything faded around her.

 


~*~

 


Karl had never
been a deep sleeper, but never in his life had anything brought him
out of slumber so quickly as the ear-splitting scream coming from
Elena’s room.

His heart
leapt right up into his throat as he dove for his door and half
ran, half stumbled down the hall. He’d never heard her scream
before, not like this, and once again he found himself overwhelmed
by the very essence of her – only this time it was her fear he felt
– and Elena never got scared.

He bouldered
his way into her room to find her sitting up, tangled in her sheets
and tearing at air.

“Elena!”

Did she see
him? She seemed to be looking at something...

“Elena! Wake
up!”

The look on
her face almost had him frozen to the spot, but his practical
nature always bested him, and he grabbed her shoulders instead,
trying to shake her into full alertness. The woman was rigid under
his hands, so he tried a different approach. Collecting her into
his arms, he planted a tender kiss on her forehead and rubbed her
back, speaking softly, “Elena, honey, everything’s all right. It’s
me – it’s Karl.”

She was
burning hot, her skin tacky with sweat, but she blinked.

Yes. We’re
getting somewhere.

“Elena, it’s
okay … everything’s okay...”

He rocked her
in his arms, back and forth.

“Wake up,
baby. Wake up...”

She blinked
again and turned her head. “K-Karl?”

“Yes, it’s me
… are you all right?”

She looked
skittishly at her surroundings, then surrendered into his arms, her
breaths coming out sharp and quick.

“What
happened?”

“There was …
something was here.”

He frowned at
her open window. Did she mean that someone was actually in
here?

As if reading
his mind, she shook her head. “No. It was like a dream, but it
wasn’t a dream.”

She paused and
seemed unsure of what to say next.

“Do you want
to talk about it?”

“I don’t know.
I...”

She looked at
him – looked right into his eyes with her own hazel ones. Up until
now it hadn’t even occurred to him that they were holding each
other wearing not a hell of a lot, and he forced his mind away from
the fact.

A slight smile
touched her lips. “I like your eyes – I like that they’re so blue.”
And then her smile disappeared, she looked away and shuddered. His
practical self won through yet again, and he used the opportunity
to untangle her sheets and draw them up around her – for his sake
more than hers. She shot him a grateful glance.

“It was a
demon. I think he was in this room, or at least, his shadow was. He
seeped into my mind as I was dreaming.”

“A demon?”

Nothing about
Elena or the life she led should surprise him anymore, but he’d
never heard her mention demons at all in the past, so here he was,
once again taken aback.

“I don’t know
much about them. There are text books and stuff, but my teachers
never concentrated on the demon worlds so much … guess I’d better
get researching.”

“A
demon? I don’t know what to say … how do you know it was a
demon?”

“Instinct, I
guess … and he looked kind of … demonic. Oh, God…”

“What?”

“The pen – he
said it was his gift to me.”

They both
looked at the pen that sat atop her nightstand.

“Do you
believe him?”

She shrugged.
“I have no reason not to. I mean, the pen just appeared one day out
of nowhere.”

“So you think
he planted it for you to find?”

“I suppose he
did, and I’d better find out why fast, because I don’t think this
was a one-off visit. Karl? Karl – what is it?”

Karl had
stopped moving; he’d almost stopped breathing. A feeling of dread
had sunk into the pit of his stomach. “Do you always sleep with
your notebook open?”

“Yes, it’s
easier for me to write down dreams and stuff when half asleep.”

“Did you write
down that?”

Elena looked
once again at the notebook and spotted what she had obviously
missed before. A strangled cry escaped her lips.

 


The plane’s
final engine failed, and the passengers screamed as it
plummeted.


Chapter Three

 


“Oh, God, I didn’t write that, I didn’t.” But it was
her handwriting staring back at her, down to the very last
detail.

“What does it
mean?”

Racing past
Karl, she grabbed her clothes and ran downstairs. Throwing on her
shirt, she opened her laptop and turned on the TV.

When Karl
caught up with her, he had the pen and notebook in his hand.

“A plane’s
gone down … a plane full of people.”

“You don’t
know that, Elena.”

“Yes, I do!
That’s what happens when I write with the pen. What I write
happens.”

“Yes, but
you didn’t write this.”

“I don’t
remember writing it, but what if I did? What if I did it while I
was dreaming, like sleepwalking – what if he made me do it?”

The laptop was
still loading and the TV was blaring at them. Elena skipped through
the channels, landing on the news.

“Nothing …
nothing about a plane crash.”

“Maybe it
hasn’t happened yet.”

She dropped
the control and snatched the pen from him. “Of course! Maybe I can
stop it.”

“Wait, what if
it has happened, and then what you write undoes it. Isn’t
that detrimental to time, or space, or physics or … something?”

She stopped
with the pen in mid-air and chewed her lip in thought. “I don’t
know. I don’t know what happens, but if the plane hasn’t crashed
yet, the alternative is that all those people die, so I’m willing
to take the risk.”

 


At the last
minute, by some miracle, the plane’s engines rumbled to

 


“Elena, look.”
He nodded at the telly.

She halted,
pen mid-air. The footage showed a video, home made and somewhat
blurry, of an aeroplane, crashing into a field near some houses. A
fireball went up around it. Residents ran from the disaster,
fearing for their own lives, screaming in a language she recognised
as Italian – this was happening in Italy. Tears blurred her vision
and the pen shook in her trembling hand – she was too late.

“When?” Her
knees felt weak.

“Looks recent.
Maybe it’s just a coincidence.”

“There’s no
such thing … Karl...” Her legs gave way.

“All right –
I’ve got you.” Strong arms helped her to the couch.

“Karl … I’ve
killed them.”

“Now, I knew
you were going to say that … and you know what I’m going to say,
right?”

“I did it –
this is my writing – I wrote this.” The murderous words, scrawled
in black ink, danced across her eyes and seemed to laugh at
her.

“Elena, listen
to me. If you wrote this, you didn’t do it consciously, and
I’ll bet you anything your dream demon had everything to do with
this. You said, he told you he was going to show you how to use the
pen.”

“He said he
was going to fill me with his world.”

His eyebrows
knitted together in confusion. “What the hell does that mean?”

Elena felt the
blood rush to her cheeks – she wasn’t sure she wanted to hazard a
guess. “That he’s going to turn me into an evil witch? I don’t
know.”

With a sigh,
Karl ran his hand through his hair, a mannerism he’d inherited from
his father. Elena realised years back, that he did it every time he
was trying to gather his thoughts.

“I think you
should call your mum.”

“What?
Why?”


“Self-explanatory, Elena. A whole bunch of people just died,
probably because of that pen that you know nothing about, and some
demon that you also know nothing about has the power to make you do
things you don’t want to do.”

Again, she
felt herself blushing. Thankfully Karl didn’t seem to notice.

“Your mum
seems the most logical, immediate solution. Either that, or The
Council.”

She grimaced.
The Council? Only as the very last resort. Karl was right, her
mother may have answers.

“All right.
Pass me the phone.”

“Now? It’s
five o’clock in the morning.”

“If I don’t do
it now, I’ll lose my nerve – pass me the phone.”

 


~*~

 


Elena sat,
drumming her fingers on the breakfast table, her lukewarm coffee
all but forgotten. The oven clock read 8:30 a.m. Time was going too
slow.

Having since
learnt that there were no survivors of the plane crash, and having
heard some of the passengers’ last minute phone calls to their
loved ones that were starting to stream into the news, Elena had
broken down sobbing. Not even Karl had been able to take away the
pain of the reality she had indirectly created. When her silence
took over and numbness began to sink in, Karl had sat her down at
the table and made her a steaming coffee, leaving her alone to
drink it, for which she was grateful. Now the numbness had started
to fade away, replaced by the edginess she always felt at seeing
her mum.

She had been
greeted with the usual stony silence when she’d told her over the
phone about the dream … and about the pen. Every conversation she
had with her mum was awkward and cold, ever since that day she’d
healed the butterfly. Before that, she had vague recollections of
warmth, kindness, laughter… Okay, so since then, she’d learnt that
witches weren’t allowed to meddle with life and death, but her
mother’s reaction had seemed too great for something she hadn’t
even known she could do at the time. Her eight-year-old self never
really understood what she’d done wrong, her teenage self used to
make up scenarios of what the issue might be, and her adult self
had given up wanting to know, preferring to keep the peace than
open a can of worms that would estrange her even further.

She shuffled
in her seat and glanced once more at the clock. She had said that
she would be here as soon as she could.

That was three
hours ago – she only lives fifteen minutes away, for God’s
sake!

“Jesus, Elena,
chill out. You’ll wear a hole through your seat.”

“This was
your idea, remember – I didn’t want to call her.”

“And was I
wrong? What’s the alternative?”

Sitting back,
she felt a sulk coming on – she couldn’t think of an
alternative.

“It’ll be all
right. Do you want me to make you another coffee?”

The doorbell
rang. Nervously, Elena jumped up. She really was all over the
place.

A warm hand on
her shoulder encouraged her back down. “I’ll get it – you try and
relax a bit.”

Picking up the
intercom, Karl buzzed her in and walked off through the lounge to
open their front door. She heard her mother’s heels echoing on the
stone stairs outside, getting louder with every step. She heard
Karl’s warm, friendly hello greeting, and then her mother’s voice,
curt, crisp – a startling contrast to his – “Good morning, Karl.
Still hanging around, are you?”

Elena bit back
the anger that surged up her throat. Just keep your cool. You
only have to do this for maybe an hour, two at the most, and then
she’ll be gone.

Her footsteps
made their way into the kitchen.

Elena rose
from the table and turned around. “Hello, Mother.”

“Elena. So,
where’s the pen?”

Straight to
business then. No ‘how are you?’,
no peck on the cheek. Typical.

“Right here on
the table.”

All three of
them stared at it, as if waiting for it to announce itself. Of
course, it did nothing.

“Goodness,
it’s so … unassuming.”

“Yes. Mum, do
you know anything about it?”

“There’s a
fable about a ‘witching pen’ – it was
always thought to be a fairy tale.”

“Any chance
it’s not?”

“Apparently
so. But first, tell me about your demon.”

Elena baulked
at the reference to the demon being hers. “I pretty much told you
everything on the phone.”

“You didn’t
tell me what he looked like.”

“Oh, um … he …
his eyes were green – a brilliant green, like emeralds shining in
the sun. His skin was grey and looked like it was made of stone,
and it was cracked, like a dry pavement – and hard, but only like
leathered skin, not hard like stone.”

“You touched
him?” Her mother’s voice was tight, her lips drawn in. She looked
disturbed.

“No. He – he
touched me...”

Unbidden, her
mind replayed his fingers trailing down her neck, how they felt on
the tops of her breasts … she knew her face was an obvious shade of
red. Out of the corner of her eye, Elena saw Karl fold his arms
across his chest. Shit!

Her mother was
eyeing her suspiciously. “Were you attracted to him?”

“What? No!”
She answered too quickly, and her face turned a shade darker.

Her mother’s
eyes narrowed. “I see.”

Karl was
standing still as a statue and Elena desperately wanted to explain
it wasn’t what he thought … or at the very least for the ground to
swallow her up.

“You met a
Shanka demon.”

“You know
about demons? What’s a Shanka demon? Why have you never told me
before? Why don’t I know about demons?”

Ignoring most
of her questions, as usual, her mother got straight to the point –
as usual. “Demons rarely cross dimensions. Shanka demons are one of
the few that do. They are a type of incubi, and their women,
succubi – they connect with you through your dreams, often to
seduce you so they can steal your sexual energy to feed their own
strength, sometimes so they can impregnate you to ensure
continuation of their bloodline in this dimension, and occasionally
for some other, greater purpose that’s not always known to us. As a
tribe, they have exactly one goal and they are ruthless in
attaining it: they want to rule over our dimension.”

“And … they’re
using the pen to help them do this?”

“I would say
so – not just the pen, but you, too.”

Elena’s
stomach sank. She felt sick. Her throat forced out the word that
was eating away at her brain. “Impregnate?”

Her mother
ignored her. “The plane crash was a demonstration. It was to show
you what they are capable of and that they’re serious about
it.”

“Those words
were in my handwriting.”

“Yes. Your
demon wanted you to understand the power that he has over you.”

“Why? And he’s
not my demon.”

Her mother
sighed. For a fraction of a second, something that looked like
tenderness shone through her features and Elena remembered a moment
when she was five, both of them laughing together, sitting on the
swings in the park … then the softness was gone and her distant,
cold mother stood before her once more.

“You’re a
thirteenth generation witch, Elena – and a virgin. He’s come to
claim you, and your magic, as his own.”

 


~*~

 


Karl’s limbs
were starting to hurt, because he was stiff as a board. He didn’t
dare move. If he moved, he may just lash out and hit something.
Hearing that Elena was in any way drawn to the demon was enough to
churn his blood, but hearing that he – it – wanted to claim
her, had violated her through her dreams, had his blood
boiling with an anger very few people had the misfortune to
witness. He remembered the scream she’d let loose that had pierced
the night. He’d touched her. He’d touched her.

What the hell
was ‘claiming’ her supposed to mean anyway? Elena belonged to no
one – she wasn’t some kind of possession.

The thought of
someone forcing himself upon her sickened him. But this wasn’t
someone, this was something. Once again, this was a
magical incident – once again, he would be rendered useless
and unable to do anything to help. Because he was not magical.

He gritted his
teeth. If anyone thought he was about to lie down and just let
Elena be seduced by some demon, they had another thing coming,
magic or no magic.

Elena’s
pinched tone brought him out of his thoughts. “How do I stop
him?”

“I don’t know
that you can.” A crack sounded in Mrs Green’s voice. The woman’s
façade was breaking – twice he’d noticed this since she’d arrived
and it was twice more than he’d have expected. Maybe he should be
relieved that she wasn’t a complete ice queen, but he was more
worried about what it meant.

“Then … how do
I stop more planes going down? How do I make sure he can’t control
what I write?”

“I’m not sure
of that either. You’ll have to try and fight him, or use a
protection spell before you sleep; he can only reach you in
your dreams – that’s the only time he’s corporeal. Any other time,
he’s just a shadow. Maybe have Karl protect you.” She said this
reluctantly, her disdain audible. He was used to it by now. He’d
always assumed it was because she didn’t want her daughter losing
her powers to him – he was the ultimate threat to her and her
lineage. Until now.

He spoke for
the first time since she’d gotten here. “Maybe we should tell The
Council.”

“Really, Karl
… and what do you know of The Council?”

“Mum, stop it
– you can’t ask Karl to protect me one minute, then treat him like
shit the next.”

Elena’s voice
was trembling. She didn’t usually speak out against her mother.

I guess
feeling responsible for a plane full of people dying will alter
your priorities, thought Karl, wryly.

Mrs Green
exhaled sharply. “Fine. But we’re not involving The Council.
They’ll turn your lives upside down to solve any problem.”

“If people are
dying, is that really an issue?” asked Karl.

A smirk turned
up the corner of the woman’s mouth. “They’ll interrogate you, leave
no stone unturned and nothing you hold dear will belong to you
anymore, it will belong to them – you have no idea, boy.”

He bristled at
the insult, but remained silent, refusing to let her push his
button. He didn’t know why, but he was sure something wasn’t right.
All the information Mrs Green had given them had been to the point
and concise – too concise.

“Mum, what do
you think I should do with the pen? Should I hide it? Maybe then,
the demon won’t know where it is. You seem to know more about this
than me – maybe you should take it and keep it safe.”

Her mother
looked surprised. “And how would I be able to do that when you’re
the only one who can touch it?”

Elena looked
at Karl in confusion. His super-logic kicked in straight away and
he shot her a glance he hoped she’d interpret as ‘keep quiet’.

“Yes, of
course. In all the chaos we forgot … Elena, remember what happened
when I tried to pick it up?”

“Oh...”

He held his
breath, hoping she’d trust him enough to go with the lie.

“Yes, of
course...”

Good.

“Well, Elena,
I have to go now – I have appointments I can’t cancel. But these
are for you.” She produced two small, leather-bound books from her
bag. “This one contains stories of myths and legends; there’s one
called The Witching Pen – maybe you’ll find it useful. And
this one...” She hesitated before giving it to her daughter. “This
is about the Shanka tribe and their history. Consider it your demon
bible until we know better what to do. I’ll see myself out.”

With a curt
nod to Karl and not even a goodbye to Elena, Mrs Green made her way
out of the flat, leaving them both in silence.

The door
clicked shut behind her.

Elena spoke
first. “Wow. What a lot of information – and also not a lot, if you
know what I mean.”

Karl said
nothing, lost in thought, staring at the pen on the kitchen table.
He walked over to it and picked it up.

“What was all
that about? Nothing happens to you when you touch the pen.”

“But your
mother seems to think it does; seems to think you’re the
only one who can touch it.”

“Why not just
tell her the truth?”

“Because I’m
afraid we can’t trust her, Elena.”

“Karl, I know
she’s cold, but this is big stuff – she wouldn’t keep anything from
us, surely. Why would she?”

“I don’t know
why, but she is. You never told her what the demon looked like over
the phone, and yet she pulled out a book about that very demon from
her bag. She’s not telling us everything. I’m sorry, Elena, but we
can’t trust her.”

 



Chapter Four

 


Elena’s eyes were starting to hurt. All she could see
in front of them was black and white print, the word ‘demon’, and
the vision of a plane crashing as people screamed. To make things
worse, every now and then she caught an image of her future self,
her belly blown out and undulating with demon spawn. Gross.
Gross, gross, gross!

She and Karl
had just read all about ‘the witching pen’ and the Shanka tribe
from the books her mother had given her, and she wasn’t sure she
was any the wiser. The story of the witching pen was straight
forward, the purpose of the pen, a bit clearer – she just had no
idea what it had to do with her. The history of the Shanka was
interweaved with the myth of the witching pen. From what she could
gather it told the tale of the creation of the demon world, sort of
like the story of Genesis, only for demons. She would
therefore assume that some of it would be half-truths, steeped in
age and mystery – clues rather than fact...

 


At the dawn of
time, seven demon tribes walked the earth: the Lagool, the Brujii,
the Malattal, the Brokk, the Totilemi, the Dessec and the
Shanka.

Lokoli was the
queen of all demons, with magical abilities that were unmatched and
a bloodthirsty nature that knew no mercy. Similar to any archetypal
God or Goddess, how she actually came into being was not known. But
Lokoli was responsible for the creation of all demons, able to
build and destroy worlds at a whim with her pen – the witching pen.
More powerful than her wand and greater than any known magic, it
belonged to its master alone, the fires of death coming to all
others daring to even touch it.

One day, tired
of being alone and of having no one to share her creations with,
she decided that she needed a mate. Not just any mate, but the
strongest, most bloodthirsty demon – one that she would regard as
an equal in every way. So, with the witching pen, she wrote six
races into being. The Lagool lived in water – oceans, rivers and
swamps – and she gave them the gift of sight. The Brujii lived in
the forests and woods, and were given the gift of magic. The
Malattal lived under the ground, in caves, and held the gift of
prophecy. The Brokk inhabited the cold places of the north and were
given the gift of immortality. The Totilemi were not limited to a
region, but travelled the earth, and were given the gift of
knowledge. Finally, she created the Dessec to inhabit the hot
deserts, and gave them the ability to bend time.

Observing her
work, Lokoli still felt unhappy. She realised that in order for a
mate to truly be her equal, they would have to match her in power.
So she decided to create one more race: the Shanka. They were given
the gift of creation itself – power over life and death would be
theirs. But too afraid they would one day use their gift to destroy
her, she banished them from the earth, forcing them to live
ethereally, only able to enter this dimension through shadows and
dreams.

Centuries
passed, and the seven demon tribes grew strong and proficient in
their separate crafts. The time had come to find her mate. She
declared that each tribe must choose a worthy champion to represent
them. The champion must show her to what extent he had mastered his
gift. The one who had learnt to use it most wisely, to its fullest
potential, could claim her as his and share in her power. Together
they would rule over all.

One by one,
each demon champion showed her the best he could conjure with his
gift. She remained unimpressed. They showed her nothing she
couldn’t do herself – until the champion of the Shanka began to
appear in her dreams. He was nameless and faceless, moving within
shadows, living only in her dreamworld. She could not grasp him,
could not control him, and with every new night, she found herself
more and more intrigued by his mystery and powerful magic, until
she became obsessed with lust and passion for him. He filled her
mind.

She announced
him the winner and the new king of demons, to rule beside her. She
presented him with the infamous witching pen – now he would wield
it too.

That night, as
promised, she allowed the Shanka to claim her and her powers. But
she did not know the seething anger that the Shanka tribe held
towards her – an anger they had kept hidden in the shadows where
they lived. Enraged at being outcast from their rightful home, that
night, in the throes of Lokoli’s passion, the Shanka stole her life
as well as her magic...

 


“I wonder what
happened next,” said Karl.

Elena flicked
through the last few pages. “There’s just a bit more about how,
even though the Shanka were now rulers of all demons, they couldn’t
actually rule over them because even with Lokoli’s death, they
could still not materialise in this world. But they kept the pen,
which was now rightfully theirs, and have made it their mission to
find a way into our world, which they consider their rightful home.
And that’s pretty much all it says.”

“Why not just
write what they want into existence?”

“Maybe they
can’t. Maybe the conditions of their creation are too big for them
to undo, or maybe they can’t hold the pen because they’re not
corporeal – who knows.”

“So they’re
using you to do it instead.” His voice was as grim as her thoughts.
“Why you?”

“Mum said they
want my powers. Makes sense. Look what they did to their own
queen.”

They both fell
into silence, yet their thoughts seemed to bounce off the walls:
one of these nights, she might be the one to die in her dreams.

“I won’t let
it happen, Elena.”

Glancing up at
him, she marvelled at the certainty in his voice. Karl had nothing
to protect himself with, nothing to protect her with, and even
though she couldn’t quite believe his words, they still felt like a
warm blanket around her. She smiled her thanks and hid her
worry.

“I don’t want
to leave you, but I’ve got to go to my group.”

“That’s okay.
It’s not even midday – I won’t be going to sleep any time
soon.”

“Yeah, well,
call me if you need anything. I’ll be back around three.”

“You just take
care of your group; I’ll be fine.”

Every Sunday,
Karl ran a group called Fighting Fists. Ever since he was a
boy, he and his mother had been regularly beaten by his alcoholic
father, who hosted a lifetime’s worth of anger issues. His mother
was constantly black and blue, at first in places no one could see;
then he got more cocky, and when Karl was around fourteen, she’d
started sporting the occasional black eye, or swollen cheek. There
were only so many times you could fall down the stairs or walk into
a door and eventually, people began to talk. His father was too
drunk to notice or care. It wasn’t long before the police started
to turn up – Karl had even been responsible for a few of those
calls. Sometimes, his dad would just get locked up for a night,
sometimes they only issued a warning. His mother had been
crazy-scared of what he’d do to her if she ever filed a report
against him, so she never did.

One day, when
Karl was seventeen, he’d come home from school and found his mother
dead on the living room floor. Her face had been smashed in with a
lava lamp. Who knew those things could be so tough?

Naturally,
Karl had grieved, but with an eerie maturity beyond his years, he
had also accepted that there was nothing more he could have done
when all the help that was offered her, she’d refused.

His father had
been sentenced to fifteen years in prison with the possibility of
early probation after ten years for good behaviour, and providing
he remained clean. Since Karl’s eighteenth birthday had only been
two weeks away, social services had dragged out the initial
paperwork so that by the time accommodation could be sorted for
him, he’d already become an adult by law. They’d left him alone
after that.

Everyone had
told Karl he’d been so lucky to avoid his dad’s fists; some people
had asked him how he’d managed it. None of them realised that he
had also, repeatedly, been on the receiving end of his father’s
tirades, even thrown himself in the firing line to protect his mum.
But Karl, was one of those exceptional people that just didn’t
bruise. She’d seen it herself.

Once, she’d
found him at her doorstep, limping because his dad had jumped on
his leg after knocking him to the ground. It had been a miracle his
bones hadn’t cracked. Fully intending to heal him with her powers,
he’d pulled down his trousers to reveal unmarked skin where there
should have been blue and purple marks. Even though some of the
physical pain remained, the limp had all but gone the next day.
Eventually, the pain had gone too.

Every Sunday,
Karl tried to give a group of strangers, victims of domestic
violence, what he couldn’t give his mother: the courage to fight
back, no matter how impossible it seemed.

Elena looked
down at her books, then at the clock. He’d only been gone fifteen
minutes. With a sigh she stood and stretched her limbs. She was
sick of reading about a problem she couldn’t solve. Now would be a
good time for the friends she didn’t have – catch up on her girly
time and get her mind off things.

Maybe I
should conjure myself some friends. She looked at the pen still sitting on the breakfast
table and shivered. Maybe not.

She wasn’t
sure she wanted to touch it ever again knowing what she knew
now.

The doorbell
rang.

She frowned.
Had Karl forgotten his keys?

The audio on
the intercom hadn’t been working for weeks, so she buzzed whoever
it was straight in and opened her front door. Footsteps sounded on
the stairs, sounding less sharp than her mother’s had – no
heels.

“Hello?”
called out a familiar voice.

Amy? How
weird.

“Amy?”

“Yes.”

“Up here –
just one more flight.”

Looking as
friendly as ever, Amy’s blonde hair seemed to bounce ahead of her
as she ascended the stairs. It always looked pristine, as if she’d
just stepped out of a shampoo ad.

Elena’s hand
flew to her own dark brown mane. In contrast, it was thick and
unruly. Its only redeeming feature was that, when the sun shone on
it, hidden strands of red and gold came to life.

“Elena, I hope
you don’t mind me turning up. I was passing by.”

“Not at all.
Come in.”

“Thanks.” She
flashed a smile.

Elena wondered
if either of her parents were dentists.

Closing the
door behind them, she showed her into the kitchen and pulled out a
chair. “Would you like a drink?”

“Do you have
any lemons?”

“Yes.”

“Great. Can I
have a hot water with lemon?”

“Coming right
up.”

“Wow, what a
sweet place. Do you live here on your own?”

“I share with
a friend.”

“That’s nice.
I live on my own and the bills are stupidly high.”

“It is nice to
share costs, I guess. So, what brings you to sunny Wimbledon?”

“I’m meeting
someone here anyway, and, well, I wanted to call in and say I’m
sorry if I upset you yesterday when I asked you to lead the session
next week.”

For a minute,
Elena caught her breath, thinking that Amy had figured out she’d
been the one responsible for her flashing the entire group. She
sort of regretted doing it now.

“I don’t want
to force you to do it if you’re not comfortable with it.”

Looking at
Amy, Elena realised that she actually looked genuine for a change.
Had she been wrong about her?

“Well, I’m not
a good social speaker...” To be honest, the whole thing seemed so
completely insignificant compared to last night’s events. Surely
she could lead one session without exposing her magic. “But, no
time like the present to learn, right?”

Amy beamed
another smile that reached her blue eyes, and Elena found herself
smiling back.

“I’m sorry
I’ve not really made enough of an effort to get to know everyone.
Life’s just been kind of hectic.” She placed Amy’s water in front
of her.

“Oh, I know
what that’s about. Thanks.”

“Amy, how did
you know I lived here?”

Looking
sheepish, she wrinkled her nose. “I did a locator spell. Sorry. I
know that’s kind of rude, but I did try to call you first.”

Not seeing her
mobile phone anywhere, Elena remembered it was on her bedroom desk,
still turned off.

Well, I
guess that makes us even – I use a spell on you, you use a spell on
me. But part of her was also surprised that Amy had that kind
of power. Sure, an air of magic did surround her all the time, just
as it did Elena, but it took years to get a locator spell accurate.
Amy had obviously been practising since she was young, and Elena
was starting to realise she’d gotten the woman all wrong.

“Listen – me
and some of my coven members are meeting on Tuesday night for some
spellworking. Would you like to come along?”

Would she? She
wasn’t sure to be honest … but she had just been thinking it would
be nice to hang out with some girlfriends and get away from her
thoughts, even from her thoughts about Karl...

“I mean, you
are a Solitary, aren’t you? It wouldn’t be breaking your own
coven’s rules?”

“No, I am a
Solitary.” Now was probably not the right time to go into her long
and complicated family history. “I think that would be nice.”

“Great. Here,
let me give you my number.”

Before Elena
knew what was happening, Amy had reached across the table for the
pen and notebook.

“No!”

Something that
looked like a small bolt of lightning shot out from the pen into
Amy’s hand. A scream filled the air and Amy’s hand went up like a
fireball.

“Oh my God,
help me!”

Elena’s own
magic tingled in response to Amy’s cry of pain, immediately dulling
her shock as her hands filled with blue light. Trying to zone out
the woman’s screams of terror, she directed it at the fire and the
flames grew smaller, gradually fizzling out. When it had died
completely, she took Amy’s ruined hand into her own and her light
turned green. Amy’s hand began to heal straight away. Burnt shreds
of skin fell away to reveal new, unmarred skin beneath.

Amy’s screams
had become whimpers, no longer carrying pain, just disbelief.

When her hand
had completely healed, Elena released it.

The air was
heavy with shock and the smell of burnt skin, sickeningly sweet,
clung to it. She wanted to offer a logical explanation, but none
came to mind. The only thing that came to mind, was the certainty
that any friendship with Amy had ended before it had begun. So she
was surprised when Amy’s next words were laced with awe.

“That’s some
powerful shit you’ve got going on.”

“God, I’m so
sorry. Are you okay?”

“Thanks to
you. What’s with that pen?”

“Er … it came
my way – there’s a curse on it. I’m trying to undo it.” It was as
close to the truth as she could muster. “I should have moved it,
Amy, I’m so sorry – I had no idea you would try to pick it up.”

Amy let out a
weak laugh. “Why would you. Don’t worry about it. So …
Tuesday?”

Elena looked
at her in surprise. She still wanted her to come over? “Um … if
you’re still happy with that, that would be great.”

“Okay. Well,
I’m going to go now – I have to meet someone.” She eyed the pen
suspiciously. She clearly couldn’t wait to get out of there.

“Yes, you
said. I really am sorry.”

“It wasn’t
your fault. It’s cool.”

With one more
of her big smiles, this one more forced than the one before, she
headed towards the door.

“Well, thanks
for coming over.”

“Okay. See you
Tuesday. Oh … I didn’t write down my number.” She glanced towards
the kitchen again, unsure of what to do.

“You know
what, I think I still have your number from a few months back when
I joined the group.”

“Oh, okay
then. Well, ’bye.”

And then she
was gone.

Elena shut the
door.

So that’s what
happens when someone else touches the pen.

 


~*~

 


“Did you see
it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you touch
it?”

“Yes.”

“What
happened?”

“My hand went
up in flames and it hurt like hell. Elena healed it. Powerful.”

“Yes, she
is.”

“I was talking
about the pen.”

“Don’t
underestimate her, Amy. She’s more than she seems.”

“So, what do
you want me to do now?”

The Elder
sighed with regret. “The pen must be destroyed. I was hoping with
your powers, you’d be able to bring it to us. We’ll have to think
of a new way to get it. While the owner of the pen is alive, no one
else can touch it.”

Amy fidgeted.
“I don’t want to hurt Elena. There must be another way.”

“You’d better
look for it then, because destroying the pen is our priority. If
that means killing the witch, so be it.”

 



Chapter Five

 


Karl and Elena sat at the breakfast table, which also
served as their dining table, eating their Indian takeaway. The
autumn sun was just beginning to set and Karl was trying very hard
not to stare at the way it bounced off Elena’s hair, creating a
kaleidoscope of the season’s colours around her face. If anyone was
in doubt she was a magical being, they wouldn’t have any trouble
believing it now.

She glanced up
at him and gave him a quick smile. He wrenched his eyes away and
took another mouthful of Biryani.

“Do you think
it’s a good idea?” she asked.

“Going over to
Amy’s on Tuesday?” She had filled him in on the day’s events. “I
don’t think it would do any harm – might be good to get your mind
off things. We all need a break.”

He hadn’t
meant that last sentence to come out sounding as harsh as it did,
but Elena wasn’t the only one getting a little frazzled now that
night was almost upon them. He’d vowed to look after her while she
slept and he wasn’t going to go back on his word. Exactly
how he was going to look after her though, was something he
hadn’t fully considered. If last night repeated itself, he’d have
to pull her out of sleep. Would he have to watch her screaming in
terror again? Or, asked the darker half of his mind, would he have
to watch her getting hot and bothered while the demon worked his
mojo on her? He inwardly groaned at the memory of how her skin felt
last night – feverish, sweaty – he should have thought more
carefully about how to go about this. Of course, Elena’s safety
came first, but where she was concerned, he was also a man
harbouring unrequited love and unfulfilled needs … for too many
years. When she’d let her guard down and they’d almost kissed
yesterday, he’d let himself feel what he never dared to
acknowledge: hope. Now, a new fire that was hard to temper kept
licking at his heart, refusing to be put out...

“Penny for
your thoughts?”

He swallowed
the last of his food. “Just trying to plan tonight. Make sure we
don’t leave anything to chance.” His response was purposely
ambiguous and he looked at her pointedly to gauge her reaction.

She went a
little pale at the mention of tonight and he suddenly felt bad for
bringing it up. “I’m sorry—”

“No, don’t be. You’re right, and I need to think about it. I
mean, I have been. I wish I knew how to stop him
appearing.”

“How about
using the pen?”

She shrugged.
“I doubt he’d have given me a pen that I could use against him, but
it’s worth a shot.”

It was still
there on the table, where it had been since the early hours of the
morning. She picked it up along with the notebook and wrote:

 


The Shanka
demon can no longer enter my dreams.

 


Then she held
out the pen to Karl.

“What?”

“You need to
write something. You never have. We know you can touch the pen, but
we don’t know if you can use it.”

He nodded,
wondering why he’d never tried to use it. He guessed it was because
he could never think of anything to write. It was like that with
birthday cards too – he never knew what to put in them.

He took the
pen and book from her and faltered.

“Just write
anything – anything trivial that won’t matter if it comes to
pass.”

“Erm...” God,
he was useless at this.

 


Elena’s hair
turned blue.

 


“Hey!”

“What?”

“I don’t want
blue hair! What the hell did you write that for?”

“It seemed
trivial.”

“Blue hair –
blue? That’s trivial? What if I can’t undo it?”

Karl stared at
her blankly. His throat went dry. He felt like a total dickhead,
but writing really wasn’t his strong point, so he went for humour
instead and flashed her a grin.

“I was going
to write that all your clothes fall off, but figured you may have a
problem with that. This was the second thing that came to
mind.”

Elena scowled,
but a hint of a smile graced the corner of her mouth. “If I wake up
with blue hair tomorrow morning, I’m turning you into a toad.”

“And if you
kiss me


















































































































































tmp_442f6543092c845ae9ac72e60b377af5_YpPX_u_html_m3462141f.jpg





cover.jpg
—

The Complete Boxed Set
DIANNA HARDY

N> JNIL40 SANYS IHL
w 30148 NOW3d 3HL





