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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The magical practices, incantations, rituals, and belief systems depicted in this book are fictional creations. The Latin phrases and translations are employed as part of the fictional magical system and should not be interpreted as historical, religious, or instructional material.

The Coven Council of Stonehaven, the Aethelgard Scholomance, and all affiliated institutions, bloodlines, and magical traditions exist solely within the pages of this work.

The author acknowledges the traditional custodians of magical storytelling across all cultures and pays respect to the elders, past and present, of every tradition from which the universal themes of power, responsibility, and redemption draw inspiration.

Stonecastle Publications LLC is a fictional publishing entity created for narrative purposes.

For the warlocks walking the razor’s edge: the choice is always yours.

— Jerrimiah Stonecastle

Stonecastle Publications LLC

“Throwing stones at a glass house!”
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The air in the Stonehaven Council chamber tasted of old dust and older fear. It was a metallic tang, like blood on the tongue, that clung to the back of the throat no matter how many times one swallowed. The last of the day’s light, a dull orange bled of all its warmth, slanted through the high, arched windows, cutting across the circular room and illuminating motes of dust that danced like agitated sprites. 

The chamber was a place of history and judgment, built of dark, polished river stone and ancient, groaning oak. The walls were lined with shelves bowed under the weight of leather-bound grimoires and artifacts sealed behind glass, their silent, potent energy a constant hum in the background.

At the center of it all was the table. A massive ring of petrified yew wood, so large that the twenty-one members of the Coven Council seated around it seemed small in comparison. Their faces, some young and sharp, others weathered and wise, were all etched with the same grim expression. All eyes were fixed on the two figures standing in the open space within the ring.

Arthur Libeck stood with his shoulders squared, a pillar of defiance. At thirty-two, he was built like a man who worked with his hands as well as his will, his broad frame taut under his simple tunic. His jaw was set, his knuckles white where he clenched his fists at his sides. Beside him, her posture a graceful contrast to his rigid stance, was his wife, Andria. Her hand rested on the pronounced swell of her belly, a silent, powerful statement. Her gaze, however, was anything but passive. It swept the council, meeting each pair of eyes with a calm, unyielding strength that belied the gentle curve of her smile lines.

High Elder Valerius, seated at the head of the table, was the source of the room’s heaviest silence. He was so old he seemed carved from the same wood as his chair, his skin a tapestry of wrinkles, his hair a wispy white cloud. But his eyes, the color of a winter sky, were sharp and clear, holding a weight of centuries.

“The alignment is not a suggestion, Arthur.” 

Valerius’s voice was a dry rustle, yet it carried to every corner of the room. 

“It is a warning. A pattern etched into the fabric of fate itself. Six years, six months, and six days you have waited since your union. To conceive a child on this day is to invite a specific... resonance.”

“We are not inviting resonance, Elder.” 

Arthur’s voice was firm, though a muscle twitched in his jaw. 

“We are having a child. A child conceived in love, on a day that felt right to us. Are we now to schedule our lives, the creation of our family, around superstitious numerology?”

A murmur, disapproving and anxious, rippled around the yew table. A severe-looking woman with silver hair pulled into a tight bun spoke next, Elder Moira. 

“Do not dismiss what you do not understand, Warlock Libeck. Numbers are the architecture of reality. The Ancients understood this. The triad of sixes is a sigil of potent, unstable power. It is a key that has opened a door to ruin before.”

This was the cue. The story that hung over them all, the ghost in the room given voice.

Valerius leaned forward, his gnarled fingers steepled. 

“You are young. You did not see the cost paid the last time a warlock was born under this sign. Kaelen. Kaelen the Breaker.” 

He let the name hang in the air, a curse. 

“His power did not bloom; it erupted. It was not a tool; it was a wildfire. It did not build; it consumed. By the time the coven acted, he had turned the Whispering Woods to ash and crystal. He had enthralled three full covens to his will, turning families against one another. He believed might was the only right.”

Arthur’s face was pale, but his gaze did not waver. 

“I have heard the stories. We all have. They are told to frighten children.”

“They are told,” Valerius interrupted, his voice hardening, “so that we do not repeat the mistakes of the past. The final confrontation... it was not a battle against a monster from the outer dark. It was against a boy we had all watched grow. A boy who had sat at this very table. His parents... they stood where you stand now, begging for his life, for a chance to reach him. We granted it. And in that moment of mercy, Kaelen slew them first. He called it a ‘release from sentimental weakness.’ The cost of finally containing him... seven senior council members, including his own grandfather, were burned out of existence. Their souls unmade. We had to destroy one of our own, and the price was a generation of our wisest.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Andria’s hand tightened on her belly, a protective, instinctive gesture.

“Our child,” she said, her voice clear and melodic, cutting through the grim history, “will be born of love, not omen. We are not Kaelen’s parents. Our home is not a barracks for power; it is a sanctuary. We will guide him. We will teach him responsibility, not just control.”

It was then that the figure seated to Valerius’s right stirred. Magda, known to all as Granny, Andria’s own mother. She was older than Arthur but younger than Valerius, with a face that still held echoes of her daughter’s beauty in its strong bones and intelligent eyes. Those eyes, the same storm-grey as Andria’s, were now filled with a deep, personal dread that cut Arthur more deeply than the Elder’s warnings.

“The numbers have power, Arthur.” 

Magda’s voice was low but carrying a profound weight. 

“You know this in your bones, even if your modern mind rails against it. They pull at the threads of fate. They create a... a susceptibility. A channel. The energy that will fill your son will be the same that filled Kaelen. It is the vessel that concerns me.” 

She looked at her daughter, her expression pleading. 

“I am not asking you as a member of this Council. I am begging you, as your mother, as the grandmother of that child. Do not do this. Wait. Conceive another night. Break the alignment.”

“We cannot.” 

Andria’s voice was thick with emotion. 

“The choice is made. The spark is already lit.”

Magda closed her eyes for a long moment, a silent pain crossing her features. When she opened them, the grandmother was gone, and the Council member had returned. She looked at Valerius, then back at the couple.

“Then the Council must decree,” she said, her tone formal and bleak. “The child may be born. But from the moment of his first breath, he will be watched. I will take primary responsibility for the observation. If there is even a flicker of that same... hunger... that same corrosive arrogance, we will not wait. We will not debate. We will be prepared. Do you understand?”

Arthur wanted to rage, to shatter the ancient table with a bolt of power, to sweep Andria away from this place of fear and judgment. But he saw the resolve in their faces. He saw the fear, not malice, in their hearts. To refuse was to make his son an outcast before he was even born. To accept was to live under a microscope, with the sword of Kaelen’s legacy hanging over their child’s head.

He looked at Andria. A silent conversation passed between them in the space of a heartbeat. A slight nod. A resigned acceptance.

“We understand,” Arthur said, the words tasting like ash. “He will be watched.”

Valerius gave a slow, grave nod. “So it is decreed. The child shall be born. May the Ancients grant us all wisdom, and may they grant your son a gentler soul than the last.” He struck the table once with a small, stone gavel. The sound was like a tomb sealing shut. “This session of the Stonehaven Coven Council is concluded.”

* * *
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THE WALK BACK TO THEIR cottage was a silent one. The woods that surrounded Stonehaven were usually a place of comfort for Arthur, the deep green shadows and the scent of pine and damp earth a balm to his spirit. Tonight, the trees seemed like silent sentinels, watching them. The path felt longer than usual.

Their home was a welcome sight, a two-story cottage of whitewashed stone and dark timber, nestled in a clearing as if the forest itself had cradled it there. Smoke curled from the chimney, and the windows glowed with warm, golden light from the ever-burning enchanted candles within. But the weight of the Council’s decree followed them over the threshold, dimming the light’s comfort.

Andria moved to the hearth, stirring the embers of the fire with a whispered word. A flame leapt to life, casting dancing shadows across the room. The interior was a reflection of them: shelves overflowing with books of all kinds—botanical guides, historical treatises, potent grimoires—jostled for space with enchanted houseplants that glowed with soft, bioluminescent light. Drying herbs hung in bunches from the ceiling, filling the air with the scent of sage, thyme, and something sharper, like ozone and starlight.

Arthur didn’t bother with the fire. He went to the windows, the doors, running his hands along the frames. A soft, golden light trailed from his fingertips, reinforcing the protective wards woven into the very fabric of their home. The symbols, invisible to the mundane eye, flared briefly with a honey-colored radiance before fading back into the wood and stone. It was a ritual of protection, of warding, but tonight it felt like an act of defiance, of building a fortress against the very people who were supposed to be their community.

He was halfway through reinforcing the ward on the back door when a soft knock came from the front. Arthur and Andria exchanged a look. They knew who it was.

Arthur opened the door to find Magda standing on the step, the night at her back. She had shed her formal Council robes and wore a simple, practical dress of dark wool, a woven shawl wrapped around her shoulders. In her hands, she carried a basket laden with vials of herbs, fresh eggs, and a loaf of dark bread. The grandmother, bringing sustenance. The warden, arriving for her watch.

“May I enter?” she asked, her voice weary.

Wordlessly, Arthur stepped aside.

Andria said nothing, her back to her mother as she busied herself with a copper kettle, hanging it over the now-crackling fire.

Magda set the basket on the heavy oak table in the kitchen nook. She surveyed the room, her eyes missing nothing. 

“The wards are strong, Arthur. You’ve done good work.”

“They need to be,” he replied flatly, closing the door.

The silence stretched, broken only by the pop of the fire and the whistle of the kettle beginning to steam. Andria finally turned, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Why, Mother? You could have stood with us. You could have defended your own grandchild.”

Magda’s shoulders slumped. 

“I am defending him, Andria. Can’t you see that? By being the one to watch, I ensure it is done with love, with context. If I had fought the decree, Valerius would have assigned Moira. Do you want that bitter old hawk peering into his crib, judging his every gurgle? I have bought him time. I have bought him the benefit of the doubt.”

“At the cost of our peace,” Arthur said, his voice low. “He will grow up knowing his own grandmother is his jailer.”

“He will grow up knowing his grandmother ensured he had a childhood to grow up in!” Magda’s composure finally cracked, her voice rising with a raw passion. “Do you think I want
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