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Chapter 1: Zafras the Brave 

The road had always been his friend. Zafras knew the view out of his windshield better 
than any other sight in his life. Well, there was one other sight that had seared itself into 
his brain. It wasn’t a pleasant landscape or the black highway stretching before his wheels. 
Instead, it was the color of blood, almost black, splashed all over his sister’s broken form. 
Zafras would never forget that, and he would find the creature responsible for her death. 
One day, he would.  

Until then, he traveled and he hunted. He killed any beast that could hurt innocent people 
like his sister. Zafras was no ordinary traveler. He had been raised in a warrior family, 
and his schooling had been conducted at the tip of a knife or the end of the barrel of a gun. 
Like his father before him, he belonged to an ancient society of supernatural hunters. His 
mother always teased, saying that they were descendants of knights, here to protect the 
innocent and slay dragons.  

Zafras had never faced a dragon, but he was sure that if one existed, he would kill it. For 
him, there was no excuse for evil, and there was no in between. It was good or evil.  



But back to the road. The backroad stretched dark and winding before the wheels of the 
gently growling pick-up truck. Zafras took pride in his ride, and he cleaned and 
maintained it like he did his collection of weapons. Though pride went to his sawed-off 
shotgun. It had been his first weapon as a child, and it was compact enough to fit under 
his long leather coat. For comfort, he had attached a strap to it, letting it hang by his side—
a modern version of the broadsword.  

He was fresh from a battle and thirsty as hell.  

Parking around the back of the wayward tavern, Zafras surveyed the area around the local 
watering hole. Entering the dimly lit bar, Zafras found an out of the way corner and 
ordered coffee. He had never enjoyed drinking anything stronger, except at funerals.  

The barkeep was a lady. Her dark red hair and fair skin instantly caught Zafras’ eye. She 
was enchanting. With a ready smile, she welcomed her patrons, exchanged pleasantries 
and kept inebriated advances at bay. As she glided up to Zafras’ table, she refilled his 
coffee and looked him in the eye.  

“Hey, stranger. What can I get you to go with that coffee?” she asked in a deep and husky 
voice. Zafras looked into her deep blue eyes, and he felt himself relax instantly.  

“What’s good here?”  

“Everything, honey. Well, maybe not the pecan pie. Old Mrs. Reynolds makes them, and 
she’s going a bit senile, so sometimes she ends up putting in cream of tartar instead of 
baking soda.” The woman smiled pleasantly and winked at him. “I’d recommend the 
pumpkin pie if you have a sweet tooth, or we can rustle up a mean steak if you’re 
ravenous.”  

“Hmm, but I had my heart set on some pecan,” Zafras teased, feeling an instant attraction 
to the pretty woman. “Well, pumpkin pie it is then.”  

“Wise choice. Coming right up.” And as swiftly as she had appeared at his table, she 
disappeared into the kitchen. A few seconds later, she returned with a plate of warmed 
pumpkin pie and a dollop of creme.  

“So, whatcha doing in these parts?” she asked as she set the plate on the table and topped 
off his coffee again.  

“Taking care of some business,” Zafras replied evasively.  

“Sinead, come away from that stranger and take care of your regulars!” a rude shout 
sounded from across the bar. A semi-inebriated man was rocking back on his chair and 
banging his beer mug on the table for attention. His beady eyes were staring at the bar 



lady with lascivious intent. It made the hair stand up on the back of Zafras’ neck. He 
loathed loudmouths and braggarts.  

“Yeah, Kent. I’ll be with you in a bit.” She was not impressed with the man.  

Zafras glared darkly at the man. Sinead simply waved the loud mouth off. She rushed off 
to tend to the other bar patrons, and Zafras quietly enjoyed his pie and coffee. It was really 
good. Sinead stopped by his table a few more times to fill coffee and chat. There was a 
natural goodness to her that soon had Zafras enamored.  

Closing time, Zafras paused by his truck to check the landscape. Something had set off his 
warning bells. His eyes raked the shadowy treeline. Sinead locked up the bar and walked 
along the path near his truck. Kent came sauntering over, his intentions clear. Zafras 
intercepted, warning the thug off with a glare.  

“Can I walk you home?” he offered Sinead.  

“There’s no need. I live just up the road.” She sounded surprised, but as she glanced over 
her shoulder and saw Kent hovering nearby, she nodded gratefully. “Okay.”  

Remaining alert, Zafras walked her home. Her house was in the most remote area of town, 
and darkness lay heavy over the street. Taking the 
last steps up to her front porch, Zafras felt a serious 
electric shock down his spine and instantly became 
alerted.  

The attack came suddenly as a creature lunged at 
them from the darkness. The beast’s razor-sharp 
claws flashed through the night, gleaming under the 
moonlight. On instinct, Zafras pushed Sinead out of 
the way, taking the raking blow on his shoulder. 
Ignoring the pain, he spun, brandishing the 
shotgun. The twin barrels exploded, sending hot 
lead after the beast, which scrambled off into the 
night yelping.  

Sinead was instantly at Zafras’ shoulder, her eyes 
large with fear, and her face even paler, which only 
made her eyes even more luminous. She saw the 
blood on his shoulder, and her breath caught in her 
throat when she noticed the ragged gashes in his 
shoulder showing through the rips in his coat.  

“Zafras, you’re injured.”  



“Oh, it’s nothing. You should go inside. I need to go finish that beast.” Cocking the shotgun 
again, he began to reload with shells from his coat pocket.  

“No, stay with me. You’re hurt. Let me help you.” Sinead firmly grasped Zafras’ arm. 
Unable to refuse, Zafras allowed himself to be led into her home.  

Sinead made him sit on the bar chair in her small kitchen where she helped him strip off 
his leather coat. Fetching a first aid box, she gently cleaned the deep cuts in his shoulder. 
She pulled the skin together and applied some bandaids to keep the wounds closed.  

“You should probably go to the hospital and get some stitches,” she admonished gently.  

“I heal quickly. I’ll be okay.” Ignoring Zafras’ gruff refusal, her eyes roamed over his 
muscular arms. They were marked by an assortment of other scars, like signs on a 
roadmap.  

“You’re certainly no stranger to danger it seems.” Sinead looked up into his eyes then, and 
her eyes were tender.  

“I’ve been around.” Zafras felt oddly uncomfortable now. Her eyes were so deep, it felt as 
if they were piercing into his very soul. “You haven’t asked… about the shotgun.” He finally 
changed the topic.  

“I figured that you’d tell me if you wanted to.” Sinead closed the box and moved away. 
Zafras found his eyes following her involuntarily. He was no saint, but even he didn’t fall 
this easily or this quickly. Swallowing heavily, he rose to his feet and followed after her. 
Sinead turned about and looked at him invitingly.  

“Do you always take men home who you just met in the bar?” he asked huskily.  

“Only the ones who save me from oversized dogs. Besides, you asked to walk me home, 
remember?” She smiled, and a lock of hair spilled over her brow. Zafras gently scooped it 
behind her ear with his rough finger, feeling their bodies move closer as if by some 
magnetic power.  

When their lips touched, it was as if a fire was lit in their veins. The kiss was passionate, 
and Sinead couldn’t help pulling at Zafras’ shirt, unable to contain her need. Zafras was 
more sensible though, and biting his lips, he pulled back and shook his head for a 
moment. 

“No, this is a bit quick,” he said, gasping for breath. “If we go on like this, I might end up 
not respecting you.” 



Sinead looked at him with some confusion. Men like him were rare. She groaned softly 
with regret, still feeling passion burn in her heart. Finally, sighing, she asked, “So, I guess 
you’ll be leaving then?”  

“I think I’ll camp on your sofa, if that’s okay? Just in case that… dogs come back.” He 
gestured at the sofa.  

“Why would it come back?” Sinead sounded puzzled.  

“You never know. I mean, it looked quite rabid, so maybe it’ll think strangely.” With a 
frown, Sinead agreed. Though secretly, she was happy to have Zafras camping on her sofa 
since it meant that he would be near.  

“Okay. Suit yourself. But I warn you, that sofa is damn uncomfortable.” With a laugh she 
headed to her bedroom, firmly closing the door.  



Chapter 2: A Rose by a Different Name 

Early the next morning, Zafras woke suddenly as a 
sound from the kitchen shattered his dreams. 
Ignoring the tight pulling of the skin on his 
wounded shoulder, he rolled upright from the small 
sofa. Everything hurt. Sleeping in a space meant for 
midgets would do that to a six-foot man. Looking 
for the source of the noise, he saw Sinead in the 
kitchen, busily making breakfast.  

She was still in her PJs with a thin shawl wrapped 
around her slender shoulders against the early 
morning chill. Zafras rose and walked over to her. 
He paused before stepping closer to her. There is 
always an awkward moment after a person 
confesses they have feelings for another. It was 
almost a unifying theme in mankind, and Zafras, 
despite being an accomplished hunter and warrior, 

was no different. He paused and gazed longingly at the bare tops of her shoulders sticking 
out over the loose shawl. The memory of their kiss last night replayed in his mind, and 
hesitating, he raised his fingers, running them along the curve of her shoulder. Leaning 
in closer, he whispered a kiss on her cheek.  

Sinead groaned, but then covered her mouth before she leaned in for a kiss, giggling.  

“What?” Zafras asked, backing off in confusion.  

“Hmm. Well, I haven’t brushed my teeth yet.” She giggled again, blushing prettily.  

Zafras burst out laughing. “That’s okay, we’ve both got MB.” 

“Huh, MB?” 

“Morning Breath.” He grinned and with all the practice of the skilled hunter, he lunged 
forward, pinned her arms to her side, and kissed her full on the lips. Sinead melted into 
his embrace.  

“Morning, darling.” Sinead smiled, pressing her brow against his strong chest. “How did 
you sleep?” 



“Uncomfortably.” Zafras laughed, kissing the top of her head. He felt drunk on the scent 
of her body being so close to his. This kind of thing never happened to him. “How did we 
get here?” 

Sinead looked at him in confusion. “Well, you walked me home last night. . .” 

“I know. It’s just… Well, something like this, like us… This never happens to me.” He 
struggled to find the words.  

“Maybe it’s just fate?” Sinead suggested and with a whimsical smile tossed her hair back 
as she turned to make coffee. Behind her, Zafras smiled, but then the smile froze on his 
lips. His eyes darkened, and he became grim-faced. Before she could turn back, he 
suddenly slammed her into the kitchen counter, pinning her hands to the wall behind her.  

“Be still, beast! I bind you, by the power of Ariel, the lion of man. Witch, speak no more, 
and be bound to this warrior that you may know trial and penance.” Zafras spoke coldly 
and authoritatively as he tied Sinead’s hands together with a kitchen towel.  

Naked fear was written on her face, and he tried not to be swayed by her pleading eyes. 
He had seen the mark at the base of her neck when she tossed her hair back–the mark of 
the witch. It appeared as a broken angel, formed as a birthmark on some part of the 
witch’s body. There could be no denying it. Sinead was a Witch! 

After he had tied her to a chair in the kitchen, Zafras quickly found a permanent marker 
and scribed the symbols of power on her bare arms. He could not risk her getting loose or 
placing a spell on him. He acted almost mechanically, avoiding the look of anguish that 
burned in her deep green eyes. As an added precaution, he had gagged her as well. He had 
been trained in how to subdue witches and bind their powers, so he worked efficiently, 
choosing not to think of the kiss they had shared only minutes before.  

Finally, his preparations done, Zafras leaned back against the kitchen counter, raking his 
hands through his unkempt hair. He felt a tremble run through his stomach at the thought 
of how he had been lured in by this woman, by this witch. This was the only explanation 
for it. Zafras had always been able to sense evil, but somehow, she had eluded his senses, 
blinding him to what she was. Doubt gnawed at his mind. Touching his lips, he thought 
of the kiss. How could he not? He had never kissed a witch before.  

Turning, he grabbed the salt pot from the cabinet and vigorously rinsed his mouth with 
salted water over the kitchen sink. Satisfied that his mouth was now clean of any witchery, 
he gasped for air. If only he could remove the memories of last night and this morning 
too. How had he been this deceived?  

There was no doubt in his mind about what he had to do next. Witches were evil and vile 
creatures of darkness, and he was honor bound to destroy evil wherever he found it. The 



society of hunters demanded it. There could be no doubt in his mind, but in his heart. 
Swinging back to her, he looked at Sinead again. Her green eyes were pleading again, 
begging him, and though he longed to take the gag off, he knew that he couldn’t risk it.  

What would she say? How could she possibly explain this? Zafras tried to convince himself 
of the shortness of their relationship–hell, it wasn’t even a relationship! After all, he had 
only met her last night. Why did he doubt then? He knew that he should take his shotgun, 
load the sacred cartridges from his left pocket, and end this beast’s miserable existence. 
So, why could he not?  

Reaching his hands to her, he held her neck, wanting to free her, needing to kill her, and 
being unable to do either. A thought occurred to him then. What if she was a reincarnated 
witch? He had read an ancient Sumerian text once while at the hunter’s society 
headquarters in which it referred to witches forcefully reincarnating into an innocent’s 
body. It was a kind of possession that started at birth. The innocent soul was then bound 
up with the evil witch, living in the same body. Perhaps Sinead was such a case.  

Fishing his phone out of his pocket, Zafras quickly dialed a number from memory. “Hi, 
it’s me. I’ve got a subject who I need to bring in.” An indistinct voice sounded from the 
other end, and Sinead looked at him with fear growing even darker in her eyes. “It’s a 
witch.”  

He waited while the voice on the line chastised him about not killing the beast 
immediately. “I know, I know. There’s something strange about this one. I think she might 
be a possessed witch. Can you get the counsel assembled to investigate it and if necessary 
do an exorcism on her?”  

There was silence, and then, “Okay. Bring it in.”  



Chapter 3: A Witch’s Trial 

 

The road, which had always been his friend and solace, stretched ahead of Zafras’ pick-
up. Tension was growing. Glancing in his rear-view mirror, Zafras looked at Sinead, who 
sat gagged and bound on the backseat. She had stopped struggling as soon as he lifted her 
into the pick-up outside her house. Luckily, due to the remote location of her home, he 
had managed to extract her without incident. Now, it was only a matter of driving her 
across four states to the headquarters of the hunter’s counsel.  

Zafras drove until nightfall, only then did he stop for gas and to buy a burger and root 
beer. He chewed glumly while his eyes focused on the set of green eyes that watched him 
endlessly from his backseat. Half-way through the burger he lost his appetite, and he 
chucked the burger back in the disposable box, moodily sipping on the root beer. Behind 
him, Sinead groaned softly, and she let her head sag down onto her chest.  

Rising, he walked around to the passenger door, casting a wary eye around to make sure 
they were not being watched, he opened the door and pulled her closer. She lay limply 
and unresisting on the backseat. Shifting the gag slightly, he dripped some of the root beer 
onto her lips, allowing her to suck the fluid through the gag. Thirstily, Sinead sucked the 
sweet liquid.  

“Why?” Zafras finally stormed, shaking her by her slender shoulders. His eyes noticed 
how her arms had bruised from when he had restrained her earlier. The sight of the blue 



marks, covered over with binding spells on her skin written in permanent marker, stabbed 
at his heart. “Why did you have to be a witch? What did you hope to accomplish with me?”  

Knowing he could not risk giving her a chance to reply, he closed the door and drove 
through the night, arriving at the out of the way farmstead that was the hunter’s council 
headquarters in the early hours of the morning. The pick-up seemed to almost cruise up 
the winding road of its own accord. Zafras had not been born here, but as a child, he had 
been reborn here with his first beast kill. His mind briefly flashed to the slaughter of the 
small weir-beast. It had been caged, and as an object lesson, Zafras had been told to slay 
the creature with a hunting knife. He could still hear its screams and shrieks; these often 
kept him up at night.  

At the large barn, a group of burly guards pulled Sinead from the pick-up. They dragged 
her limp form to the middle of the barn. A cage had been suspended from the reinforced 
beams of the roof. Sinead was brutally hurled into the cage, and one of the guards locked 
the iron gate with a note of finality.  

“We will learn the truth of this creature, Zafras,” one of the guards said, gesturing for him 
to leave. Zafras hesitated for a moment, looking at the cage swaying from the roof and 
feeling as if he was committing some vile sin. Sinead’s eyes followed him until he had 
finally walked from the barn.  

John walked up to Zafras, offering him a bottle of Scotch. “Drink some. You may not be 
able to forget, but it will help you to handle the pain.” Taking the bottle, Zafras downed 
about a quarter before gasping for breath and rubbing at his eyes angrily.  

“How didn’t I see it?” Zafras asked, sniffing loudly.  

“You were blinded. Witches are devious; you know this, Zafras.” John didn’t bother to go 
into any further details. For him, a witch was a witch, and the only good witch was a dead 
witch. “Don’t worry. We will find out how she bewitched you.”  

A scream suddenly sounded from within the barn, and Zafras shot upright as it tore 
through him. He looked at the barn door, indecision written on his face. Zafras was torn 
between wanting to be with Sinead and wanting to walk away.  

“Maybe you should take a drive and come back when this is over?” John suggested, 
glugging some Scotch noisily.  

“What are they doing to… it?” Zafras took the bottle, numbing his pain one sip at a time.  

“You know the method.”  

“I’ve never witnessed it, and the training manuals were a bit vague.”  



“Trust me, you don’t want to know anything more. You don’t need more details of what is 
going on in there.” John swilled the last of the Scotch then strolled off in search of another 
bottle as a haunted look took up residence behind his eyes. Looking around, Zafras edged 
around the barn, found a side entrance, and quietly slipped inside.  

Inside the barn, the smell of blood was heavy upon the air, and Zafras paused as his eyes 
took in the full horror of the grizzly scene, rooting him to the spot. The cage had now been 
suspended over an open fire, next to which there was a large vat of water. Using a thick 
rope, the council members were taking turns dangling the cage with Sinead in over the 
flames, and then immersing it in the freezing water.  

Her lips were a dramatic blue in her pale face, and the skin of her legs and arms were 
flayed by the brutal flames and frigid waters. She was trembling so convulsively that the 
cage was shaking as it hung midair. Somehow, her eyes found Zafras behind the stack of 
bales in the barn where he had hunkered down as he entered through the back door. 
Strangely, her eyes were sad as they looked at him. The gag had slipped from her lips from 
being waterlogged, and she pulled it free.  

“Why?” she asked simply, being careful not to let the council members see she was 
speaking to him. “I never hurt anyone.”  

“You are evil, you witch. Admit your crimes, and we can end your suffering mercifully.” 
One of the council members spoke up. “We have evidence of your involvement in the 
death of a hunter’s family member. The sister of Zafras died a year ago, and your likeness 
was recorded near the scene of her death by a security camera. You should be grateful 
Zafras didn’t know this, else he would have ripped you limb from limb himself.”  

Zafras paled behind the bales, and he felt his hands curve into fists of pure rage. Had 
Sinead killed his sister? Was she the vile creature responsible for his beloved Mary’s 
death? Looking over the bale, he focused on Sinead’s trembling form. Where he had felt 
pity, he now felt nothing.  

“I didn’t kill her!” Sinead protested through chattering teeth. “That girl was already dead. 
She had been turned by a creature. I ended her suffering.”  

“Liar!” The council elder roared at Sinead, banging against the metal bars of the cage with 
a long baton. “You took an innocent life.”  

“Believe what you will, but I know I have never harmed anyone innocent.” Sinead hung 
her head in pain and anguish. She felt utterly betrayed by the humans, but mostly so by 
Zafras.  



“If you will not admit your deceitful deeds, then you will be sentenced, and your miserable 
life ended in the fires of righteousness.” A council member stared at Sinead with a burning 
intensity. There seemed to be an unearthly hunger in the man’s eyes.  

Zafras simply couldn’t stand it anymore. He stepped out from behind the bales where he 
had been hiding, walking into the light of the fire. The stench of burning flesh was 
overwhelming, and he gagged on it.  

“Zafras! You should not be here, hunter,” a council member rebuked him.  

“I had to see. I needed to know.” Zafras stopped near the cage and looked up at Sinead. 
“What has she admitted to?” he asked, turning to the council members. “Why didn’t you 
tell me of the evidence you had in my sister’s death?” 

“It would not have helped you, hunter.” The elder member sighed then, and softly draped 
his arm over Zafras’ shoulder. “You should leave, Zafras. This is not for you to witness. 
Witches can beguile the heart.”  

“Ask them about how your sister died, Zafras,” Sinead weakly whispered from behind 
him.  

“Pay her no mind. That is the rambling of an evil beast.” The elder started pulling Zafras 
towards the door.  

“Ask them why she was tied to a stake as bait for the beast that slew her. Zafras, search 
your heart, and you will know the truth of my words.” Sinead slumped down in the cage.  

“What?” Zafras swung to confront the elder. His mind was screaming at him to beware. 
The senses that had always detected evil in his mind were now roaring in protest as he 
looked at the elder. For the first time, he noticed the malicious glint in the elder’s dark 
eyes. The man’s narrow lips curved back in a sneer as he shook his head at Sinead.  

“Lies. The words of all witches are lies.” The elder signaled and the cage was lowered into 
the fire once more.  

“Why do you torture her? Surely, you should try to expel the witch spirit from the innocent 
girl’s body? She is possessed. The fire hurts the girl’s body, not the witch’s spirit.” Zafras 
looked back at the flames, which were licking hungrily at the slender body lying at the 
bottom of the cage. “Stop!” he roared then.  

“Do you question our methods, Zafras? Perhaps you have been bewitched by this beast, 
and we should take steps to question you?” the elder’s voice had a meaningful tone to it. 
An underlying threat of violence and pain that would be dealt to all who opposed them.  



“No, of course not, elder.” Zafras respectfully bowed and walked towards the door. Behind 
him, Sinead lifted her head and whispered, “I’m sorry about your sister, Zafras.” He felt 
his heart almost burst in his chest at the tone of regret in her voice. 

Leaving the barn, Zafras walked straight to his pick-up. His mind was made up as he slid 
behind the wheel and roared off into the night.  



Chapter 4: Magic and Mayhem 

There was a side road that led off into the night, and Zafras knew it circled back behind 
the barn. Following the track, he finally flicked the pick-up’s headlights off, letting 
darkness wrap him and his approach to the barn. At the last possible moment, Zafras 
floored the gas, accelerating into the back wall of the barn, storming inside in a rain of 
shredded planking and a spray of hay. The debris instantly caught alight as it landed near 
the open fire. Soon the whole barn was up in flames.  

Dark smoke funneled into the structure, and Zafras shook his head to clear his mind from 
the massive impact. Slapping the deflated airbag aside, he stumbled from the driver’s side. 
The elder had been right before the front grill as Zafras drove into the barn. Now he lay 
spread in a bloody smear under the wheels. The supporting beam had cracked, and the 
cage now lay on its side, split open with Sinead lying unmoving on the dirt floor nearby.  

Stumbling closer, Zafras quickly scooped her up in his arms. He was relieved when he 
checked for a pulse and found a steady beat in her slender throat.  

“Sinead, wake up. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me, but we need to get out of here 
now!” he raggedly whispered in her ear. Her arms tightened around his neck in response. 
She buried her head into his chest as he lifted her and carried her towards the truck.  

A sudden and powerful blow struck him in his shoulder and again in his lower back. 
Knocked off balance, Zafras stumbled and fell to his knees. His arms were suddenly weak, 
and he struggled to lift Sinead again. Trying to rise again, he managed to get up on one 



leg before another blow threw him forward. This time, he heard the loud bang from 
behind him. Gunfire! 

Rolling over, Zafras tried to draw his shotgun from under his coat, but his fingers lacked 
all strength now, and suddenly, he was choking on fluid bubbling up in his throat. 
Gasping, he tried to protect Sinead under his body.  

Half rolling to his side, Zafras saw John walk up to him, a gun leveled at his chest. The 
man had a light of madness in his eyes as he savagely kicked some burning hay from his 
path while drawing ever closer.  

“Ah, Zafras, so the witch got to you, huh?” John grated between clenched teeth. “I see you 
are just as weak minded as your sister was.”  

“Wha-What do you know about my sister?” Zafras choked out.  

“She died like a coward. Turned by the thing we were supposed to kill.” John spat in 
disgust then.  

“You left her to the beast!” Sinead grated from behind Zafras. 

“Shut up, devil’s whore!” John screamed, cocking the gun. Zafras’ fingers inched closer to 
the shotgun’s trigger. He just needed a few more seconds.  

“What does she mean? Did you leave my sister to die?” he played for time, knowing the 
answer already.  

“She was as good as dead. What would have been the point of dying with her, huh?” John 
tried to justify his actions angrily.  

“No point, I guess. But, thanks.” Finger closing on the trigger, Zafras sent hot lead into 
the hunter’s body. Finally, his sister was avenged.  

“Zafras, come on. We have to get out of here!” she urged, pulling herself out from under 
his body, pulling at his arm to try and get him to the truck.  

“No, leave me. You go. Get to safety.” Zafras gently touched her face, leaving a bloody 
smear down her cheek as he kissed her one last time before slumping forward into 
Sinead’s arms. “I’m sorry. Please… Please forgive me.”  

“Zafras! No, Zafras!” she screamed, shaking him desperately.  

Holding his bloodied body in her arms, Sinead began to chant in her mind, drawing forth 
all the magic she had and all the spells she knew. Finally, releasing the power in her, she 
cast a spell of transference. Within a matter of moments, the bullet holes closed on Zafras’ 



body, appearing on her own body instead. As he suddenly gasped for breath, she breathed 
her last, slowly melting into his body as her life force winked out.  

Blinking, Zafras held Sinead’s limp body, then looked at his chest where the blood had 
been seeping from a bullet wound only moments before. It was gone. Then realization 
struck, and he knew that Sinead had given her own life to save his.  

Roaring his anguish to the sky, he finally kissed her brow and laid her down before he 
stumbled into the pick-up and drove off into the night. Behind him, the barn had reached 
the state of a burning inferno, and it exploded in a fireball that lit up the night. Zafras 
drove like a man possessed, neither caring about safety or direction. He just needed to get 
away from the memory of what had just happened and how a witch had saved his life. If 
he had been more mindful, he would have seen the pair of glowing green eyes in the rear-
view mirror as they emerged from the darkness of his backseat.  
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