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It's been three years since Holly banished the Shadow. Tom never told us what exactly happened in his prophetic dream. Holly and I finished our college courses, I don't know how but we managed it. I found a job at the Boston guildhall and Holly starts work at the local TKMaxx next week, so we decided to move out of Northlands and into Boston. We've lived in Northlands village our entire lives but it's time for a change, so we used our inheritance money to buy a small terrace house near central park. Together we agreed the village held too many bad memories, so we had to leave it behind. Holly is still at risk of becoming a vessel, so she needed to get away from the negativity that still lingers in the air around the village and caravan park. This will be a fresh start for both of us, free from all things mystical. Aunt Lindsay helped us move into our new home and left us to unpack the rest of the boxes. While I started to unpack, Holly spent hours sitting on our sofa hugging one of Tom's old hoodies. I tried my best to comfort her, but she shut down completely and locked herself in her room leaving me to unpack the last few boxes on my own. It took a couple of hours for me to finish, and I eventually passed out on the sofa. It was dark by the time she came back downstairs that day. I try my best to keep her positive but it's tough. We both miss Tom so much.
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I brush my fingers over the picture of Tom on my bedside table. “I miss you.” The air shifts around me and I sigh. “Hello Nors.”

“Lightbringer.” Her voice fills the empty space. “How are you feeling today?”

“Still not a vessel Nors.”

“That's...”

“I know. You don't need to check on me, I'm fine.”

“You miss him.” I pull my t-shirt on and scrape my hair up.

“Every day but I'm fine.”

“You don't have to hide it from me.”

“Hide what?”

“Your sorrow.” I close my eyes and close my t-shirt drawer.

“Nors, I am fine. No, Tom isn't here, and I miss him with everything I am, but I can't dwell on that. I need to stay positive.”

“He'd be proud of you.”

“I know.” I smile at his picture and start to leave the room.

“Focus on the light.”

“I will Nors.” And with that my spirit guide is gone.

When I get to the top of the stairs Charlie is standing at the bottom waiting for me. She frowns and side steps so she's not so much in the way.

“You ok?”

“Yeah.”

“Nors?”

“Yup.”

“You want to talk about it?”

“Nope.” I squeeze past her and pull my trainers on.

“Going for a run?”

“Uh-huh.” We've had the same conversation every morning for the last year.

“Hol...”

“What?” This is where she lectures me about bottling up my emotions and shutting her out just like Tom used to. I lean on the wall and wait for the lecture to start. She shakes her head and slaps the banister.

“Nothing.” I put my hand over hers and bite my lip.

“I won't be long.”

“Ok.” I smile and leave the house.

The summer sun warms my cheeks as I begin my first lap of central park. Running has been one of my biggest coping mechanisms, Tom definitely had the right idea. It keeps the dark thoughts at bay and makes me feel more alive and one with nature. I can't become a vessel, I have to keep going no matter what. A light breeze brushes my face as I slow my pace and stop under the trees. I lean forward and brace my hands on my thighs as I catch my breath. My shadow shimmers and pulsates. It shifts towards me. I stumble back and lose my balance. My head bounces off the tarmac and the sky darkens above me. I squeeze my eyes shut. This isn't happening, it's all in my head. The Shadow is gone. “He’s coming.” A voice hisses in my ear, my heart pounds, and my head spins. “He's coming.”

“Excuse me? Miss are you alright?” I open my eyes and look up at the woman leaning over me. She has a concerned look on her face but something about her puts me on edge.

“Yeah, um... yes I'm fine. Just lost my balance.” I sit up and rub the back of my head.

“You're very pale my dear.”

“I’m fine, thank you.” I push myself up to my feet and dust myself off. The woman smiles but there's a darkness in her eyes that reminds me of Sophie. I can't take my eyes off hers as I slowly back away from her. “Holly run.” Nors’ voice sounds in my ear. I manage to break eye contact and turn on my heel. I sprint back the way I came, back to the only light I have left, Charlie.

I let the front door slam behind me, I kick off my shoes and skid into the living room. Charlie looks up at me, the smile on her face fades. “What?”

“I... I...” My mind goes blank, and I stare at her. My heart races as I try to find the words. Charlie stands up and pulls me into a hug. “I think I saw another vessel in the park, the shadows... moved. Charlie...” The words spill out like a flood gate opened in my mind.

“Hey, it's ok. You're ok. I'm here.” Her voice is soothing but there's only one thing in the entire world that I want and need in this moment of complete and utter fear.

“Charlie, I want Tom. I need him.”

“I know Hol.” She pulls us both down onto the sofa and holds me close. She presses my head into her shoulder, and I hear her heart pounding as fiercely as mine. I squeeze her back and push the fear away. “I'm sorry.” I mumble into her hair. She chuckles and squeezes me tighter. “You miss him too Char and I'm acting like a baby.”

“Hol. You don't have to apologize, I'm here for you no matter what.” She pulls back and wipes my tears away. She smiles and clears her throat. She holds a finger up, I know what she's going to do, and it makes me smile despite the sadness in my core. “Hol, babe.” She imitates Tom's voice, a smile on her lips as she tries not to laugh. “You need to stay positive. Don't let yourself darken. I'll always be with you, plus you have Charlie and she's pretty awesome. You'll be fine.” She smirks and coughs. She pats her throat and shakes her head. “Gods that hurt. Well?”

“Like he was in the room.” I chuckle and press my lips together. I feel the darkness fade and my spirit lift. “Thank you. You're right you are pretty awesome.” She holds her hands up and grins.

“Hey, I didn't say it, he did.” I roll my eyes and she laughs. “Seriously though, it's not a problem. I'm always here if you need me, Hol. You know that right?”

“Yeah, I know.”

“And I can invoke my boar headed cousin whenever you need.” I shake my head at her and roll my eyes.
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Holly's words play on my mind as I cook our tea. All I want to do is call Tom, tell him to come home. Tell him that we need him, but I can't and that hurts so much. I'm way out of my depth here, how do I keep Holly positive if I struggle to stay positive myself. If there are more vessels near it can't be a good sign. “Charlie?” Holly's voice pulls me out of my daydream. I turn to face her and smile. “Are you ok?” She frowns and steps forward.

“Yeah, fine.”

“Charlie.”

“Really Hol, I'm fine, just lost in thought.” She narrows her eyes and tilts her head.

“What were you thinking about?”

“Nothing important.” I force a smile and turn back to the Bolognese pan. She sighs and leans her back against the kitchen counter. She watches me for a few seconds then folds her arms under her bust.

“You were thinking about him weren't you?”

“Heh, yeah thinking about how nice it is to cook without interruption. Oh wait, I have you for that.”

“Charlie...”

“I'm fine, Holly. Stop worrying.” I glance at her and continue stirring. I smile at her and wet my lips. She bites her bottom lip and shakes her head. “What?”

“If Tom could see us right now he'd be pissed.”

“Probably, I can imagine it now. Charlie stop teasing her. Holly stop worrying so much, negative emotions aren’t good for you.” She chuckles and bumps her hip into mine. I look at her, she’s smiling but I can see the darkness behind her eyes. She is freaking out about this vessel thing, and I don’t know what to do to help. “Hey, we'll be ok.”

“I know. We have each other right?”

“Yeah.” She pats my shoulder and walks away.

I sit in the armchair and watch Holly sleep on the sofa. Her jaw twitches and she rolls onto her side. “Hol?” I lean forward and bite my bottom lip. “Holly.” She groans and scrunches her face up. I push myself up and walk over to her.

“Tom... I... no...” she mumbles some more and covers her face with her arm. “I'm sorry.”

“Holly “ I touch her shoulder, she flinches and wakes with a start. “Are you ok?”

“Hmm?” She frowns like she doesn't know where she is or who I am. She stretches and her eyes focus on my face. “What?”

“You were talking in your sleep.” I sit on the arm of the sofa and put my hand on her leg.

“Oh.” She sits up and rubs her eyes. “Sorry.”

“No, it's ok. I was just worried about you.”

“Yeah... um... I...”

“Nightmare?” She seems to be having them a lot more now Tom's not with us.

“I think so, but um... I don't remember what happened.”

“Hol.” She always remembers, I've never seen her forget a dream. I frown and sit next to her. She looks at me and licks her lips.
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