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    Chapter 1 
 
    Last night, my world completely changed. 
 
    Samara believed I was Satan reborn and destined to take over all of Scholomance and the realms. The news might change the course of the future, but deep down, I still felt like I was the same person.  
 
    Even if that wasn’t the case.  
 
    My thoughts spun around like a whirlwind, but instead of driving myself insane with questions about my past, I stared at the gorgeous former goddess in bed beside me and relished in all her divine beauty. She looked like a sleeping statue with her perfect profile, soft glowing skin, and rosy cheeks. Her long lashes fluttered as she slept deeply and peacefully, but when I brushed a strand of golden hair out of her face, her ocean-blue eyes opened and fixated on me.  
 
    “Good morning, master,” Samara purred in a sleepy voice. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “Of course,” I chuckled. “You barely moved an inch all night.”  
 
    “I was exhausted,” she said, and a smile played on the corner of her lips. “You certainly wore me out.”  
 
    “And I could do it again,” I muttered as I brushed the sheets away from her body. “What do you say? Up for another round?” 
 
    I still needed to speak to Theodora about this new Satanic revelation, but the gorgeous former goddess was too much of a temptation to overlook.  
 
    Samara giggled with delight, but before I could reach down to caress her body, a powerful gust of wind roared through the room. It was so strong, it caused the floorboards to creak, and all the blankets flew off the bed. 
 
    “What’s happening, master?” Samara screamed before she snatched my cloak and wrapped it around her shoulders.  
 
    “I don’t know!” I shouted over the chaos.  
 
    We scrambled off the bed, and I quickly pulled my pants up before I snatched my wand. Then I looked around and tried to determine where the magic was coming from.  
 
    “M-Master, I-I don’t feel well,” Samara suddenly whispered. Her face was whitewashed, and her legs nearly buckled beneath her.  
 
    “I’ve got you,” I said as I grabbed her elbow, but I couldn’t have her be weak in the face of whatever attack this was, so I lowered my voice. “You’re okay, Samara. You feel strong, and you will fight by my side.”  
 
    “Yes, my dark lord.” The former goddess straightened as the authority of my power and the blood pact coursed through her veins. She had no wand, but she was still capable of using magic, and together we would face this unseen enemy.  
 
    The two of us looked at every corner of the room, but there was nothing save the howling wind and the random debris it tossed up into the air. Then Samara abruptly screamed and covered her ears. She stumbled backward, pressed her back against the wall, and slumped down to the floor like she was in excruciating pain.  
 
    “My ears!” she cried out, and blood dripped out from where her palms were pressed against the sides of her head. “Do you hear that, master?” 
 
    “Hear what?” I demanded, but then my heart clenched as the golden-haired woman seemed to flicker in my vision. “Samara?” 
 
    Something was dangerously wrong, but before I could say another word, Samara lifted her hand and gasped.  
 
    Her arm was nearly transparent.  
 
    My mouth went dry as her entire body started to vanish, but before she could disappear entirely, I lunged out and grabbed her wrist. Together, we plummeted into darkness, and our bodies violently twisted through space and time. Suddenly, my tight grip on Samara’s wrist loosened as her body was flung away from mine, and I was left spinning on my own. I couldn’t even find the breath to scream the goddess’ name, so I just closed my eyes and braced myself for the inevitable impact that came moments later.  
 
    When everything finally came to a standstill, I cracked open my eyelids, but it took a long moment before my eyes adjusted to my new surroundings. No matter how many times I blinked, my vision remained blurry, and everything was an obscure mess of shapes and colors.  
 
    Finally, my vision cleared, and I saw a familiar, crimson-hued landscape with thick black clouds drifting by on a wind that wasn’t there. I tried to place the ebony and red mist before me, but then a sharp, agonizing pain penetrated my skull and made my temples throb. My hands shook, my eyes watered, and every movement drained me, like death was slowly consuming every fiber of my being.  
 
    “M-Master?” Samara’s voice croaked from somewhere off to my left.  
 
    I painstakingly turned in that direction, and I saw the former goddess sprawled on her back a dozen yards away, so I shoved my pain away and forced myself to move.  
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked as I rushed to her side.  
 
    “I-I think so,” she replied while she got to her feet, but then I noticed wisps of gray smog curled around her waist like dozens of smoky snakes. Her face was two shades paler than usual, and her eyes swiftly darted back and forth.  
 
    “What the hell are those?” I asked, and I narrowed my eyes at the curls of smoke twining their way around her body.  
 
    “I… don’t know,” she said in a trembling voice. “W-Where are we? I can barely see, my eyes haven’t adjusted fully, but this place feels… familiar.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but a terrible smell wafted up to my nostrils and made me gag. My eyes instantly watered, and I pinched my nose as I looked around me for the source. The mist and haze around us was thinning, and I saw shapes and silhouettes scattered across the ground around us. Then the shadows slowly took on more definition, and I saw charred and raw corpses on what I now knew was a battlefield. The stench of death clung to the air, and I curled my lip as I studied the blood-stained clouds of the holy kingdom I’d just destroyed. 
 
    “Why the hell are we back here?” I whispered. “How did we even get here? This makes no fucking sense.” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” an unfamiliar voice chuckled. “Does it not suit you? You created this blood-soaked realm after all.”  
 
    “Oh,” Samara gasped, but it was a small, quick sound, like the air had been punched out of her. 
 
    “Who is that?” I asked as I whipped out my wand. “Show yourself. Don’t hide in the shadows.” 
 
    “Who says I’m hiding?” the voice demanded. 
 
    I swung my magical weapon in every direction as I desperately tried to locate the source of the voice, and as I turned in circles, the sound of laughter suddenly rang through the air like a chorus of thunderbolts striking the same spot at once. It made the cloudy ground rumble and sent violent shivers up my legs.  
 
    “Are you looking for me?” the voice taunted, and when I spun around, I saw someone emerge from the bloody clouds. 
 
    Their face was hazy behind the wisps of red smoke trailing through the air, but whoever this person was, they were drawing closer and closer.  
 
    “I won’t ask again,” I snarled. “Answer my question. Now.” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” he sneered as he took another step forward, and suddenly, the image of him became crystal clear.  
 
    My eyes widened with fury as I saw a tall soldier with pale-blond hair, icy-blue eyes, and a small smirk plastered across his chiseled, predominant jaw. He wore a shimmering, white, toga-like gown with leather sandals, a bronzed breastplate, and a golden crown rested upon his head. He stared at me with a mischievous look in his blue eyes, and as he drew closer, his lips twitched into a broader smile.  
 
    “Then I’ll just kill you,” I growled.  
 
    “How brutish, but the real question is, who are you?” he asked, and his voice reverberated like the beginning of a brewing sea storm. “I have seen your power, and I must say it’s rather impressive… for a Wicca, that is. If that is truly what you are.” 
 
    “C-Cole,” Samara suddenly stammered by my side. “I know him. He’s--” 
 
    “Shut your fucking mouth, traitorous whore,” the elder snapped, and his face darkened. “I am the one you must fear above all else, for I am heaven’s sun, the Lord of Elders, the one who bears all holy power and domination over every creature and being in the worlds. I am the maker of mankind, and my work is not yet done--” 
 
    “I didn’t need a monologue, dumbass,” I sighed, but when I tried to wave my wand, my hand froze in place.  
 
    “Didn’t expect that, now did you?” he cackled before he raised his free hand into the air. “Minimo!” 
 
    A bright light, one that burned and shone more brilliant than the sun, suddenly spurted from his fingertips and came soaring right at us. I thought my head was going to split in half before the attack even came close to touching me, but still, I managed to raise my wand. 
 
    “Motus!” I cried out. 
 
    The elder’s incantation stopped right in front of Samara and me, and it burned my vision and made my entire body tremble. Then my throat felt like it was going to close up as the spell started to expand before me, and it nearly made me fall down to my knees. I could barely keep my eyes open, and the light was consuming everything in front of me. All I could see was a burning glow of white.  
 
    “You can’t fight it,” the Elder Lord chuckled, and the sound of his voice made my skin crawl. “Just let go. Both of you.” 
 
    “No thanks,” I growled as I narrowed my eyes at his spell. “Also, fuck you.” 
 
    I used all my energy to concentrate on the burning ball of light, all while keeping my focus on Samara as well.  
 
    “We won’t succumb to you,” Samara grunted as she lifted her hands, narrowed her eyes, and added her might to my own spell. “Cole is far more powerful than you’ll ever be.” 
 
    “You care about him, don’t you, whore?” the elder growled, and his brow furrowed in concentration as he maintained the incantation. “You turned back to the darkness just so you could open your legs for him. I wonder what he would do if I taught you a lesson? Revolo!” 
 
    Suddenly, Samara’s body flew backward, and when I looked over my shoulder, she was lying in a pile of blackened bones, and her eyes were shut as blood slipped down her face.  
 
    “No!” I snarled, but I couldn’t run to her because then the elder’s spell would overcome my own, so I glared at the bastard before me. “You fucking cunt. I will tear you to pieces for touching her.” 
 
    “That bitch deserves my wrath,” the elder sneered. “She turned against me… after everything I gave her. She will pay for her betrayal, and you’ll pay for your insolence. Now… let go.”  
 
    “Never,” I seethed. “And if you speak ill of her again, I promise I’ll carve every curse you’ve ever spat at her into your damned bones.” 
 
    “You are… too weak to defeat me,” he grunted, but I could see doubt flicker in his eyes as I continued to push back against him. Then the spell started to inch back in his direction, and I knew this was my chance.  
 
    I gritted my teeth, and beads of sweat trickled down my forehead as I tried with all my might to defeat his spell. My body trembled as I focused on the light, and it felt like my bones were about to break, but I bared down and willed his incantation to combust into a thousand pieces. Right before it exploded, I thought I heard him cry out, and then everything turned a burning shade of white. 
 
    It was like the sun just detonated in front of us, and my body violently flew backward. I hit my head against the soft cloud-like surface, and stinging hot bile rose up my throat when I forced myself to sit up. My entire body trembled as I stood on my feet, but I didn’t give a fuck.  
 
    I needed to get Samara and get the hell out of here.  
 
    When the light finally died out, I saw the Elder Lord sprawled on his side a dozen yards away, but soon, he was forcing himself back up. I swiftly adjusted my feet and kept them firmly planted beneath me, and my wand was pointed straight out in front of me.  
 
    No matter how hard I hit him with his own spell, I knew this bastard wasn’t finished with me.  
 
    At least not yet.  
 
    “Adtono!” the elder asshole screamed as he struggled to his feet, and a ray of deep-purple light exploded from the palm of his hand and went soaring in my direction.  
 
    I was able to physically dodge the incantation just seconds before it hit me right in the center of my temple, but when I spun around to check on Samara, she was already on her feet and ready to fight. The elder’s holy curse hovered inches away from her nose, and a glint of determination glittered in her narrowed, ocean-hued eyes. Then she smiled and focused intently on the light, and even before she opened her mouth, I could feel a ray of awesome power flowing through her body like a boiling stream of fire.  
 
    “You won’t kill me,” Samara growled as the light expanded in front of her. “And you sure as hell won’t make me pay for my sins. I have chosen the right side. I know who my true master is. Behold my power and feel my wrath.” 
 
    Now that it was two against one, I knew the Elder Lord was quietly quivering in his sandals. His eyebrows furrowed deeply in concentration, and a thin film of sweat glistened on his upper lip. I knew he was doing everything in his willpower to keep the spell from dying out, and at that moment, I felt like this was going to be one of my only opportunities to use his holiness against him.  
 
    So, with all my wicked power, I pictured a spell burning a hole right through the fucker’s robes and penetrating his heart. I willed the unholy darkness to come rushing to my side, and when I was ready, I silently uttered the tremendous and ancient Satanic spell. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    Suddenly, the plum-colored light in front of Samara expanded and grew like the sun, and its undying rays shone just as brightly. The Elder Lord gasped with shock, and his entire body trembled as he tried to control the spell. Then he turned his gaze toward me and scowled as we both fought against each other.  
 
    But Samara wasn’t about to let us have all the fun, and it didn’t take long for her to raise her hand even higher into the air. 
 
    “Exupero!” the golden-blonde screeched at the top of her lungs. 
 
    A bright yellow light suddenly exploded from her open hand and flew toward the purple blaze like a bolt of lightning. The Elder Lord’s bright-blue eyes suddenly widened, and he shifted his body so he was no longer holding onto the purple incantation. The two spells collided and exploded in a splash of color and light, and the elder snarled and focused solely on Samara.  
 
    “Occido!” he cried out.  
 
    A surge of green light shot from his palm as quick as a whip and flew toward the former elder goddess. For an instant, I feared for Samara, but she was already prepared to prove the extent of her formidable power. 
 
    “Perdere!” she shouted.  
 
    A ball of burning red light emerged from the center of her hand and soared right toward the Elder Lord’s magic. His eye twitched with dread, and his mouth curled into a deep frown before her spell turned both incantations into a million shards of glass.  
 
    “You truly do harness the power of the darkness,” he spat like each word tasted sour on the tip of his tongue. “How dare you turn your back on our people? Have I taught you nothing?” 
 
    “I have been reborn thanks to my true master,” Samara grunted as beads of sweat trickled down her forehead. “He made me realize you were never my people. You filled my head with lies and took advantage of me, but now I see clearly.”  
 
    “Stop this foolishness at once,” he said in a low purr like he was talking to a child or an obedient animal. “You’re simply confused, Samara. You know heaven is where you belong. Perhaps, if you submit yourself to me now, I can sway the others to let you live. This is your only chance, little one. Submit yourself to me. Return to us.”  
 
    “I’d rather die a thousand deaths than betray my unholy master,” Samara spat. “And you’ll never be able to call me yours again. I belong to Cole and no one else.”  
 
    “You deny me, but submit yourself to him so easily?” he snarled, and his voice made the clouds rumble.  
 
    Suddenly, everything turned a shade darker, and I could feel the tension rising in the air. The Elder Lord’s body trembled with fury, right before two giant, golden wings sprouted from the back of his shoulder blades. Then his face fell into an emotionless mask, and I braced myself for his next attack.  
 
    “Do your worst,” I growled, and my blood was pumping like a simmering river. “We’ll return the favor tenfold.”  
 
    “So you say,” he grunted, and for a moment, I thought he was going to utter his most powerful incantation, but then, everything became as still as stone. He studied us as he stood there silently, and even though I could see seething rage behind his eyes, he forced himself to smile. “You know what? You are not worth my effort. At least not yet. But I assure you, we’ll be meeting again shortly. Praetervolo!” 
 
    The Elder Lord suddenly disappeared, and we were left standing there alone in the bloody clouds strewn with the charred husks of my enemies. Only the stench of death and decay remained.  
 
    “Fucking bastard,” I seethed as I glared at the spot where the elder disappeared. Then I turned to Samara and offered my hand. “Let’s get out of here. I don’t want to be in this holy place one more damn minute.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the former goddess murmured as she slipped her palm into mine.  
 
    I closed my eyes and muttered the incantation to shadow port us back to Scholomance, and a moment later, I could feel myself leaving this world and entering another.  
 
    Everything started to spin in wild circles, and I pictured the rest of my coven, the school’s grounds, sturdy stone walls, and beautiful professors. I longed to return to our home, and soon I slammed into hard ground feet-first. Stars danced in the darkness behind my closed eyes, but at least I could hear my women’s voices, so I knew I was back on unholy grounds.  
 
    “Master!” Akira’s voice rang through the fog of my head. “Are you alright?”  
 
    I finally managed to peel my lids open, and when the common room came into view, the women were all staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips. I knew they were shocked to the bone, but they shook their heads and composed themselves before they reached out to run their hands over my body.  
 
    “W-What happened, master?” Morgana asked as she laid her hand over my still pounding heart. “We went looking for you this morning, but you were gone.” 
 
    “You look pale,” Marina commented with a small frown. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I grunted, even though my tongue tasted metallic. “But I saw someone who called himself the Elder Lord. He tried to kill Samara and me.” 
 
    “The holy ruler of all elder creation?” the bookworm brunette gasped, and it sounded like she was out of breath. 
 
    “What the fuckkkk,” Nyx drawled with hazy blue eyes, but I couldn’t tell if she was groggy because it was the morning or because she’d smoked something. Probably both.  
 
    “Yes,” I muttered, and I cupped my brow to try and stop the world from spinning. “He had pale-blond hair, ice-blue eyes, and a pair of golden wings.”  
 
    “He was the one who turned me to the holy side,” Samara clarified from beside me, and she dropped her head with a shameful expression. “He was powerful, alluring, and at the time, I fell weak to his charms. He is all-powerful, and everyone who believes in the holy light sees him as their almighty God.”  
 
    “How did this Elder Lord manage to take you, master?” Marina questioned, and the former siren frowned in confusion. “What about the wards? I know I’m newer around here, but I thought Scholomance was fully protected from outsiders.” 
 
    “Those wards have been around forever,” Circe added as she narrowed her serpentine eyes. “And I know the headmistress has only strengthened them recently.”  
 
    “Do you think the wards have fallen?” Revna gasped, and the wild witch glanced hesitantly at the walls around us.  
 
    “No, I think it was because of me,” Samara responded in a soft voice, and her face was pained when she turned to me. “He must have still had a connection with me, like a mark he left on my soul, and he’s one of the most powerful elders in existence. It probably wasn’t easy, but I bet he was able to bypass the wards to try and take me specifically, and when Cole grabbed me, he was dragged into it, too.” 
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Penelope hissed, and her chocolate-brown eyes narrowed. “This is not good…” 
 
    “No shit,” Akira grunted before she pushed back her dark hair. “Are you two alright? Did he hurt you?” 
 
    “He tried,” I responded before I looked at Samara, saw her head wound had already healed, and smiled. “But we fought the asshole off.”  
 
    “And now, master, I don’t think there’s any chance he could ever take me again,” Samara interjected as she copied my smile. “I think when we fought, my soul fully rejected him and freed me from his influence. I sensed this… unraveling inside me when it happened, and now I can’t feel an ounce of his lingering presence. All I can feel is Cole. He is everything to me.”  
 
    “Good,” I growled before I reached out and buried my hand in her golden hair. “Because you’re all mine, now and forever.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the former goddess sighed with adoration in her ocean-hued eyes. “I can think of nothing better. Thank you for claiming me. Your power is all encompassing, and I welcome it inside of me.” 
 
    “Well, that’s a relief, but what are we going to do?” Nyx asked as she chewed on the stem of her wooden pipe that she pulled out of thin air. “If he calls himself the Elder Lord, he must be the most powerful holy creature in all existence, so he’s not gonna be, like, easy to beat.”  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said as I straightened my back. “He may be the ruler of heaven, but this time, he’s met his match.”  
 
    “What do you mean, master?” Vesta purred, and I looked over to see the elvish witch had her snake familiar draped over her neck like a scarf.  
 
    “Just trust me when I say he’ll be dealt with soon enough.” Before I said a word to my women about what Samara had told me, I wanted to be sure I was who the former goddess thought I was, and the only way to do that was by gaining a private audience with Headmistress Theodora. 
 
    “But… master.” Morgana cleared her throat and shifted awkwardly on her feet. “That doesn’t exactly answer the question.” 
 
    “But you trust me?” I asked. 
 
    “With our lives, master,” Akira said in a firm tone. “You know this.”  
 
    “I do.” I smiled. “So, trust me when I tell you that I’m handling it.”  
 
    “We believe you, master,” Faye said, and her green eyes glittered with her faith in me. “More than anything in all the realms.” 
 
    “Good,” I said before I cleared my throat. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to find Headmistress Theodora and ask her a couple of questions.”  
 
    This time, I vowed to myself I wouldn’t step foot outside her office until she gave me all the answers I was looking for.  
 
    “But, we have class, master,” Morgana reminded me. 
 
    “I think the professors will understand,” Samara responded before I could give the bookish brunette an answer. “This is a very unusual situation.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I said, and then I took one more look around the group. “I’ll meet you all later.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded in unison.  
 
    I nodded in the women’s direction and took my leave, and as I made my way through the corridors and past other students, I couldn’t help but think about the Elder Lord and his undeniable power. His magic was strong, and I knew I’d need to gather my strength before I faced him again. If I was indeed who Samara said, then perhaps next time, I’d be able to kill him once and for all. 
 
    I was finally in front of Theodora’s office, and I raised my hand and knocked three hard times. It didn’t take long before the headmistress swung the door open, and when her bright blue eyes met mine, she smiled softly and studied me from head to toe. 
 
    “Cole,” she purred. “Come in… I’ve been expecting you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    “So, you know why I’m here?” I asked as she swiftly closed the door behind me.  
 
    “I can guess,” Theodora began, and her piercing blue eyes bored into my soul. “Satan, it feels like it’s been far too long since we’ve talked. Privately, I mean.”  
 
    “It does feel like an eternity,” I sighed as I studied her sharp features.  
 
    “Please, take a seat by my desk,” Theodora suggested.  
 
    I nodded in her direction and took a quick look around before I sat down. A crackling fire was burning in the hearth, and it cast a warm glow over the entire room. There were two glasses of wine on her desk and a long roll of fresh parchment with a feathered quill by its side. The room was cluttered with knick-knacks, books, cauldrons, potions, and empty vials, and from the looks of it, the headmistress was hard at work. Not only was her office showing signs of wear, but the headmistress was dressed in a silky but wrinkled nightgown, and there were soft gray shadows under her eyes. I could tell she was deprived of sleep, but it didn’t matter. She was just as beautiful as ever.  
 
    “Now,” Theodora said as she stood before me. “Would you care for a glass of wine before we begin? You might need it.” 
 
    “No, thank you,” I responded with a tight smile. “I’d rather sit down and chat if that’s alright with you.” 
 
    “But of course,” Theodora replied as she took a seat by her desk. “Go on.”  
 
    “Well, first of all, Samara and I were just attacked by the Elder Lord,” I started with the most immediate issue. 
 
    “What?” the headmistress breathed as she stilled. “Are you--” 
 
    “I’m fine, we’re fine.” I waved her off. “Samara thinks it was because he still had a… connection to a piece of her soul, but we’ve since severed that connection, and kicked his ass in the process.”  
 
    “My…” Theodora said as her blue eyes studied me, and her concern was replaced by pride. “I expect nothing less. You truly have become so much more powerful since you arrived.”  
 
    This was it. This was where I demanded my answers. 
 
    “Yes,” I began slowly, “about my arrival… and my power…” 
 
    “What about them?” she asked, but something glinted in her gaze as she leaned forward, and it almost looked like excitement. 
 
    “Samara has told me something,” I said. “She believes I’m destined to become the ruler of Scholomance and that I’m really--” 
 
    “Wait,” Theodora cut me off, and now I knew there was eagerness in her eyes. “Please understand that I’ve followed orders this whole time.” 
 
    “Orders?” I asked. “Who has ordered you to--” 
 
    “I have been ordered to show you this way…” she said as she closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  
 
    “By who? Ordered what?” 
 
    “By you, Cole. Long ago. This is what you told me to do.” The headmistress smiled before she lifted a hand and pointed at me. “Nos in tempore!”  
 
    Suddenly, the room disappeared from view, and I could feel my body leaving this world and seeping into another one. Everything twisted and turned, and my vision quickly became a maddening blur until we finally came to a complete stop. When I adjusted my eyes, I realized we were in a deep, dark, but familiar forest. The air smelled crisp, but there was also a hint of blood blowing in the wind. It took a moment, but I finally realized we were in the heart of the Scholomance woodland. 
 
    “Can you see?” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, “but--” 
 
    “Just watch, Cole,” she said as she gestured to the trees. “All will become clear, and all will change after this.” 
 
    “I know where we are, but something feels different,” I said as a chill crept up my spine. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “We’re in the past,” Theodora responded as her eyes darted in every direction. “This woodland was always cursed, mostly because of the blood which was spilled on this particular night.” 
 
    “And which night is that?” I asked as the shiver intensified.  
 
    “The night your mother died,” Theodora said after a prolonged silence.  
 
    I could feel my throat tightening in response, and I couldn’t even begin to form words as I stared at the headmistress. My world started to viciously spin, and for a moment, I thought I was going to be physically sick.  
 
    “My… my mother?” I breathed, and my mouth was as dry as sandpaper.  
 
    I’d spent countless nights imagining what my life looked like before I came to Scholomance, but no matter how hard I tried, I still couldn’t remember a damn thing. I’d wondered for too long where I originally came from, and now, I was finally beginning to get answers.  
 
    “The woman in your head,” Theodora explained with a sympathetic expression. “And the woman from the painting. You know by now they are the same woman… and she is the one who birthed your mortal form into this world. I was there on that night, and now, we have returned.” 
 
    “What?” My heart hammered violently in my chest. I almost couldn’t believe how many times the woman had slipped into my mind, and never once did she even hint at being my mother. “If that’s the case… where is she?”  
 
    Before Theodora could respond, a painfully shrill shriek filled the air, and it made my blood run instantly cold. I couldn’t feel my fingers or any bones in my body, and I spun wildly as I tried to figure out where the sound was coming from.  
 
    “It’s happening,” Theodora said as she looked past my shoulder and off into the distance. “Come. Follow me.”  
 
    I swallowed hard before I trailed after Theodora, and we wove through the blackened trees and growing mist. My stomach sank with each step, and my head continued to swerve around in vicious circles. A cold sweat broke across my face, and my hands were trembling as I tried to steady my rapid breathing. I didn’t know what to say, and if I spoke, I wasn’t sure if my voice would come out clear or quivering.  
 
    Finally, we came up to a cluster of rose bushes, and Theodora placed a hand on my shoulder and gently squeezed, but even her soft touch couldn’t bring me any comfort.  
 
    “Now, Cole,” she whispered. “I want you to prepare yourself for what you’re about to see. Take a deep breath before you look over the bushes. Your mother is there, and I know you’ll want to save her, but trust me when I say, there is nothing you can do. I’m sorry. The past is behind us, and it’s set in stone.”  
 
    “Understood,” I replied, and I was surprised at how steady my voice sounded.  
 
    “Alright,” Theodora sighed before she retracted her hand and slowly turned her head to look over the bushes. “Let us hope we both can…” 
 
    I followed her gaze, and my mouth dropped open at the gruesome sight before me. There, only a few feet away, laid the woman from my dreams. Her legs were spread far apart, and her gown was soaked in blood as she laid in the middle of a bloody pentagram drawn in the middle of the dirt. Another woman’s back was turned to me, but I didn’t need to see her face to know it was a younger Theodora. 
 
    “Push!” the other Theodora cried out. “Push, Lilith! Don’t you dare stop!” 
 
    “I-I can’t!” the woman from my dreams screamed, and it sent a murder of crows squawking and flying high into the air. “The pain! It’s too much!” 
 
    “You’re so close!” Theodora yelled. “I can see the head! Just one more push, make it count, Lilith. Use the strength he’s bestowed upon you!”  
 
    “I-I don’t think I can do it… I-I’m fading,” the woman panted, and her face was a dangerous shade of white. “I don’t think I can make it.” 
 
    “You cannot give up now!” Theodora encouraged. “Not when you’re so close! Keep going! Satan is with us. He is inside of you. So, push!”  
 
    The woman stared at Theodora, nodded, and with one more scream, she pushed until a small body slipped from her wide opening and into Theodora’s arms. The headmistress carefully tore the hem of her gown and quickly wrapped the squealing baby in a tight swaddle. The little creature was covered in grime and blood, and its face was scrunched up in protest as it tried to wriggle out of its confinements.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” I whispered to myself. It was strange to see myself so young and vulnerable and through my own eyes. 
 
    When I looked at the woman, relief and love radiated from her exhausted face, and I could tell she was itching to hold me. Theodora was just seconds away from handing the newborn baby over to her, but before she could, another moan escaped from Lilith’s lips.  
 
    “Theodora… it’s time,” Lilith breathed, and her voice was utterly broken. “I can feel my spirit waning. Will you do your part?” 
 
    “Yessss,” the other Theodora hissed. “I will bring him back to us when the time is right, as well as you.” 
 
    “I believe you, Theodora,” Lilith groaned as her face scrunched up with pain. “Thank you for staying loyal to me and the Dark Lord… one day, you will be repaid. As he has promised you… He will give you everything you desire…”  
 
    “I just desire to serve him,” Theodora said in a gentle voice. “Goodbye, my friend. Just let the darkness take over your mind and soul.” 
 
    “I-I-I’m ready,” Lilith sighed, and this time, there was a glint of acceptance in her eyes. “The pain… I almost can’t feel it.” 
 
    “It’s nearly over,” Theodora cooed. “Go to sleep now.” 
 
    Lilith weakly nodded in agreement and closed her eyes. Then a cool breeze swept past us, and it sounded like a long, drawn-out sigh. Lilith was no longer moving, and her skin was glistening, pale, and waxy. She looked like a bloody statue, and despite the gore that covered her skin, she appeared peaceful.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” the other version of Theodora whispered before she snapped her fingers, and Lilith’s body disappeared.  
 
    Suddenly, the baby started to violently squeal in Theodora’s arms, and the younger Theodora bounced it up and down before she fled deep into the woodland.  
 
    “Where are you going?” I asked.  
 
    “You’re about to find out,” Theodora responded before she snapped her fingers, and we were wrapped up in another cloud of purple smoke. 
 
    We were on the outskirts of the black forest, and from a fair distance, I saw Theodora running with the baby in her hands. Then she stopped in her tracks and crouched down into the dirt before laying the baby carefully on the ground. My other self squealed and cried out in protest, and my tiny fists were bunched up in the air as I kicked, thrashed, and screamed.  
 
    “Cum virtute forti ego tenebrae super me lavabantur,” Theodora said in a loud and commanding voice. “Accipe puerum ad a diversis mundi omnino nostra!” 
 
    Lightning suddenly split the sky, and the sound echoed all around us. It felt like it was coming from the ground and surging up my legs, and the sensation made my entire body shake. A violent storm was brewing, and when I looked up at the sky, a small tornado was beginning to form. 
 
    “Per meo verbum, anathema sit!” Theodora cried out. “Et salvus revertetur ad nos in ipso noctis tenebris magicae et sanguis ruinam!” 
 
    The baby was crying almost as loud as the wind, and I watched as the sky came down and devoured the squealing infant whole. I sucked in a breath of air and clenched my teeth as I watched myself disappear from this world. 
 
    “Where did you send me--” I started to ask, but then an intense pain pounded in my temples.  
 
    “You’re about to find out,” Theodora whispered. “My lord.”  
 
    I suppressed a scream and pressed my palms against the sides of my skull, and then my knees gave out. I fell to the ground, and a cold sweat broke across my forehead. I thought I was going to be sick, and my vision blurred as my world twisted and turned.  
 
    Then, suddenly, all I saw were flames. They were consuming me, but the fire didn’t hurt. In fact, it was intoxicating, like a drug slowly taking effect over my mind. I could hear a chorus of voices in the distance, and they were all whispering different words and phrases. It took a long moment, but soon I realized it was the sound of prayers and spells. They echoed all at once, and they sent a rhythmic pounding in my heart. I felt completely energized all of a sudden, like I was ready to take on anything. 
 
    My lord, Satan, Dark One, Satanas, the voices repeated over and over again. 
 
    The names of Satan rang through my mind, but suddenly, another image came to view. I held my breath and tried to focus on what I was looking at, but I’d never seen such a strange land before. There were buildings as tall as the clouds, and they were all silver and identical. There wasn’t any grass around, and the ground was solid and black with strange yellow markings. Moving objects sped across the black-and-yellow ground, and it seemed like there were people inside of the strange boxes.  
 
    “What the hell is this place?” I asked no one.  
 
    Then I saw myself in the distance. 
 
    Except, I didn’t look like me.  
 
    I was wearing a black jacket made of leather, with an odd-looking belt. My hair was shorter, and my clothes differed greatly from my usual attire. I barely recognized myself, and I seemed to be smoking something small and white, like a tiny roll of ivory parchment. I stood in front of some kind of shop with clear glass windows, rather than stained ones, and in bold letters, the sign above the door read: Tattoo Jungle. Some of the strange markings I’d always had painted on my skin peeked out from underneath the collar of the shirt I wore beneath the leather coat, and all of the sudden I knew the images were called tattoos.  
 
    This is where I sent you, Theodora’s voice echoed through my head. Your body needed time to gestate and gain power without fear of your enemies finding you. It is a world devoid of magic, both holy and unholy. A realm named “Earth.” 
 
    “I-I think I remember,” I stammered, and as I spoke the words, a wave of memories flooded my mind.  
 
    Suddenly, I recognized this world. Like Theodora said, it was called Earth and a city named New York, and no one concocted potions or recanted spells, and if they did, they were considered a freak. The buildings I saw were skyscrapers, and the speeding objects were called cars, and people drove them on roads. I recalled being a teenager and living in different homes. I grew up in an orphanage and frequently got in trouble with the authorities, and when I grew up, I owned a tattoo parlor. 
 
    It’s all coming back to you, isn’t it? Theodora asked.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” I said aloud. “Yeah… I remember it all.” 
 
    Good, she said before I was swept back into a void of darkness.  
 
    When the light returned, and I was back inside Theodora’s office. 
 
    “How do you feel?” the headmistress asked before she took another step closer to me.  
 
    “I’m not exactly sure,” I responded as I looked down at my hands. “I think I feel the same, but also, something is different. It’s terribly difficult to explain.” 
 
    “I understand, my lord,” Theodora replied as she studied me from head to toe.  
 
    “My lord,” I repeated with a small smile. I liked the sound of that. “So, I am Satan.” 
 
    “Yes,” Theodora responded, and her usually stoic expression suddenly became vulnerable and plaintive. “And I have served you faithfully for many, many years, Dark One. In order for you to fully reincarnate, I had to follow every one of your orders. You told me to send you off to be safe and bring you back when it was time, and you commanded me to hold back the answers to all of your questions until you were strong enough to protect yourself against the most powerful of enemies. I’ve done exactly as you asked, and now you are here, and now you know.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 
 
    Had I always known? Were the clues there the whole time? 
 
    Smoky memories tugged at my mind. I heard voices speaking a demonic language. I remembered a world of white clouds and endless music. I remembered a world of endless fire and screams. 
 
    I remembered Lilith spreading her thighs and begging to serve me in life and death. 
 
    But these thoughts left my mind almost as soon as they came, and they seemed like memories of memories of memories. As if it was someone else telling me a story they heard from another person. 
 
    “Why don’t I remember this?” I asked with a frown. “I actually don’t seem to remember anything before my time on Earth.”  
 
    “It will come back to you soon, my lord,” the headmistress assured me. “Once you have fully awakened your power.”  
 
    “That makes sense,” I mused before another thought occurred to me. “But why did Lilith give birth to me in the middle of the woods? Alone, aside from you, of course. Why couldn’t I have been born in Scholomance? You said I told you to send me away to keep me safe, but safe from what?” 
 
    “We had to hide your birth, from both holy and unholy members,” Theodora explained with a sigh, and she rubbed a tired hand across her face. “Not everyone believed Satan would return to us in the flesh, especially in the form of a male Wicca. The professors were skeptical at best, and the High Court downright mocked the very idea. But I believed. You came to me in dreams before Lilith got pregnant, and you told me we were both your chosen women. Her to birth you, and me to protect your mortal form. Then she came to me herself and confessed she’d had the same dreams. She soon started showing signs of pregnancy, even though she swore upon Hell itself she’d never lain with a man, and then you spoke to me even when I wasn’t sleeping. You whispered in my ear about the dark new dawn you would bring, and I knew you were our Dark Lord who would save us from our holy enemies.” 
 
    “But the others couldn’t be convinced?” I asked. “The High Court?”  
 
    “No.” Theodora shook her head. “And you warned me there were elder spies in the Wicca ranks, those who sought to undermine your dark supremacy, so I stopped bringing the subject up and vowed to keep you and your mortal existence a secret until the time was right. It was the safest option. After you were born, in addition to hiding you, I placed a memory charm on the professors, members of the High Court, and anyone who could remember Lilith. I wiped her from existence so no one would go looking for her, or for you. It took your help, of course, but together, with you in my mind and heart, we were able to keep you safe and bring you back when the Wicca world needed you most.” 
 
    “I see,” I murmured, but my mind was still swimming as it tried to process all this information. I’d come to the headmistress for answers at long last, and here they were, but it was a lot to wrap my mind around. I knew what she was saying was the truth, I felt it resonate through my very bones and blood, but until a few minutes ago, I was just Cole.  
 
    Now, I was the Dark Lord, Satan, the black messiah of Wicca-kind.  
 
    One question suddenly sprung to the forefront of my thoughts, and it rolled off my tongue in the same breath.  
 
    “So, what now?” I asked as I looked back at the headmistress. “What was our plan after you brought me back to Scholomance, and I amassed enough power to be ready?”  
 
    A broad smile stretched across Theodora’s face, and dark glee glittered in her eyes. “The plan is to bring all of Elder-kind to their knees and establish your dark reign for millennia to come.”  
 
    “And how are we going to do that?”  
 
    “Do you remember the two Defero stones I asked you to retrieve?” she questioned.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “What about them?” 
 
    “There is a third and final stone,” Theodora explained. “It will bring back anyone from the dead… as long as the most powerful being in the universe wields it.” 
 
    I pursed my lips and thought about the sacrifice Lilith had made for me. She died giving me life, and I knew deep in my heart, I had to do whatever it took to bring her back. This was her reward for her unwavering loyalty. 
 
    “I’ll find the stone,” I declared as I met Theodora’s eyes. “Just tell me where I have to look.” 
 
    “The stone and her body lie deep within a tomb,” the headmistress explained, “but there is more to it than finding Lilith.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked.  
 
    “If we are truly to defeat the Elder Lord and all of his holy followers, we will need to unite every Wicca available for the impending war,” Theodora explained. “But you and I both know witches can be a selfish, stubborn, bloodthirsty lot.”  
 
    “True.” I smirked. “And you think they won’t be able to work together to accomplish our goals.”  
 
    “Not without a leader,” the headmistress said with a smile. “Not without you, Dark Lord.”  
 
    “But you said none of the High Court believed you the first time about my rebirth,” I pointed out. “And then you wiped their memories of Lilith.”  
 
    “Of Lilith, yes, but not of you,” Theodora corrected. “Not completely. The rumor that the Dark Lord will one day be born again is still whispered about in shadows. We just need to prove he is you.”  
 
    “How?” I asked.  
 
    “By performing a series of Dark Miracles,” she said. “These unholy acts, including the resurrection of your dear mother, will unlock the full extent of your power. The tasks will be extremely difficult, out of the ability of any other Wicca, but if you can do this, then there will be no question of the extent of your power. All will know you’re the Dark Lord. All will know you are our god reborn. You’re nearly there, and once you do this, not even the High Council will be able to deny your rule.”  
 
    I thought about the thousands of witches in Scholomance, the other Academies, and the High Court, and then I envisioned them all bowing on their knees before me. The image filled me with dark satisfaction, and a sharp smile spread across my face. 
 
    “Very well,” I responded as I carefully studied Theodora’s sharp features and bright-blue eyes. “I will complete these Dark Miracles and lead Wicca-kind to war against the elders. We will destroy them once and for all.”  
 
    “As you say, and so it shall be, Dark One,” the headmistress intoned in a deferential voice.  
 
    It was simultaneously strange and not to hear the older Wicca defer to me, and I wondered if some of my memories from before my time as human were filtering back to me. Maybe not full memories, but at least sensations. This woman had been a loyal and devoted servant of mine since her birth, and I studied Theodora for a long moment in a new light. Satisfaction welled up inside me, and a smirk tugged at my lips. 
 
    “You’ve done well, Theodora,” I purred. “I may not fully remember our interactions before my birth, but I can feel I am well pleased with you.” 
 
    Theodora’s mouth parted open as her eyes widened, and then she slowly got down on her knees and bowed her head. An older, darker part of me knew this was where she had always belonged, and the last strangeness I felt at having the headmistress bow to me faded.  
 
    “I hope that is true, my lord,” she muttered with downcast eyes. “I am here to serve you for all eternity. I know I have frustrated you during your time here, but that was because of your commands. Every secret I kept was for you. Everything I did was for you, so I do hope I have honored your dark will.” 
 
    “You have,” I said before I placed a finger under her chin and raised her face to meet my gaze. “And you deserve a reward for your hard work. Name it, and I will grant it.”  
 
    “It is the thing I have always asked of you, my dark lord.” She took a deep breath.  
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “You do not remember.” She bowed a bit lower. “Last time… well… I understand why you picked Lilith. I understand why you asked me to instead take the seed of the powerful warlock so I could make Vanessa.” 
 
    “Wait, I did?” 
 
    “Yes,” she sighed. “You said you loved me so much, you wanted my lineage in a second fertile womb for you to impregnate, so I made her for you. But… my original desire still burns within me, my dark master. You picked Lilith instead of me, but… you did promise me that when you returned…” 
 
    “I would give you a child,” I finished.  
 
    “I would never ask for anything, except for this,” she breathed, and before I could reply, she swiftly continued. “I want you to fuck me and plant your unholy seed deep in my womb. I want to become a part of you for all eternity and serve you in every way possible, and I want to help grow your unholy empire until all of the realms are under your dominion. I am yours to command, Dark One, both in body and soul. And my womb is ready to receive your dark seed.” 
 
    Her confession sent a bolt of lightning down my spine and straight to my dick, and my blood began to bubble with desire.  
 
    “Rise,” I ordered, and Theodora quickly stood on her feet. “You have served me well, Theodora, and I’d be more than pleased to make you mine.” 
 
    “Then please fuck me, my lord,” Theodora begged, and her eyes were glittering with lust and devotion. “I’ve dreamt of this moment for years, and now, I feel like I can barely breathe. I need you. I need you deep, deep inside me. I need your sperm flooding my womb. I need your baby.” 
 
    “Then you will have what you desire, my Wicca,” I growled before I took a small step back, “Undress for me. Show me the body I will fill with my demonic children.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Theodora slowly rose to her feet as her fingers found their way to the lace around her nightgown, and with one gentle pull, the entire fabric fell off her body and pooled around her feet. 
 
    I took a sharp breath and studied her naked body from head to toe, and as my eyes wandered over her bare form, I could feel my blood pumping south.  
 
    The gorgeous headmistress was shaped like an hourglass, with full hips, breasts, and an ample ass. Her thighs were smooth like porcelain, and there was a small patch of dark hair between her legs. Her nipples were the same color as her rosy lips, and each time she took a deep breath, her heavy breasts heaved up and down.  
 
    “I’m ready, my lord,” Theodora said as she bit down on her lip. “I’m ready to obey your first command.”  
 
    “Get on the bed, then,” I ordered as I reached down to unbuckle my belt. “Lay on the pillows and spread your legs nice and wide for me.” 
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord,” Theodora breathed. 
 
    I quickly peeled off my clothing, and my erect cock sprung to view as I slowly made my way over to the longing headmistress. Her gaze never left mine as I slowly crawled on top of her, and when our bodies were pressed together, I smiled and looked down into her eyes.  
 
    “Tell me what you want,” I commanded. “My tongue? My fingers?”  
 
    “Your cock,” Theodora panted, and her voice was tinged with desperation as she reached up and clung to my shoulders. “Please, my lord. I have dreamed of it so often, and I cannot bear to wait a second longer. Even if it hurts at first, I want you buried deep inside me now. Please. Please. Please.”  
 
    “I love the way you beg, Theo,” I purred before I sat back on my knees. Then I spread my minion’s thighs open so that her pussy was presented to me.  
 
    The lips of her entrance below the small strip of dark pubic hair were glistening with her excitement, and I let out a primal purr as I took my cock into my hand and grazed the tip against her slickness. 
 
    “Master…” she whined as her body began to tremble. 
 
    “You are soaking wet,” I growled. 
 
    “For you, my dark master,” she gasped as her hips rocked toward me. “Please… penetrate me. Impale my body on your spear. Please…” 
 
    “Yesss…” I hissed as I slowly pushed my rock-hard cock deep inside her silky opening, and as her warm tunnel wrapped around me, the room began to spin around us. “Fuck, Theodora… You feel so good. You weren’t the only one who was dreaming of this moment. You are so tight, wet, and hot around my cock.” 
 
    “I was made to envelop you,” she groaned as I pushed deeper and deeper inside of her. “I have served you my entire life… my dark lord. Let my womanhood serve you now. ” 
 
    “Oh, it will,” I purred as I felt my tip gently push against her womb. I was balls deep inside of her now, and her pussy was scorching hot and gripped me like a fist. 
 
    “Thank you, Dark One,” the headmistress mewled as she threw her head back. “Thank you for blessing me with your cock.”  
 
    “And soon, I will bless you with my seed,” I growled before I pulled back and then drove forward again.  
 
    The two of us groaned with instant pleasure as I rocked my hips back and forth. I slowly picked up the pace, and soon, her velvet walls clenched tight around my throbbing cock. I wildly bucked my hips back and forth, and my breathing quickly grew wild and erratic. My body moved quickly, and the deeper I went, the tighter she wrapped her legs around my waist.  
 
    “My loooooooord,” Theodora panted, and her nails dug deeper into my flesh. “Yes, yes, yeeeeeeees! Your cock belongs deeeeeeep inside me. Please, don’t stop, unholy and d-dark one!”  
 
    “I won’t,” I promised, and the sound of our slick bodies slapping together echoed in the room. “Fuck, you’re so tight and wet.” 
 
    “Are you satisfied with my body, master?” Theodora asked as I plowed deeper inside her warm and wanting cavern. “Was I as tight and as warm as you expected?” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled, and I slammed harder and deeper inside her. “You were thirsty for my cock, weren’t you?” 
 
    “More than anything,” she gasped as her lips parted wide open, and she desperately gulped for air. “I’ve dreamed of this moment my entire life, my dark master. Ohhhh… Yessssssss…”  
 
    I continued to buck my hips forward, and the deeper and harder I fucked the headmistress, the more she screamed and begged for more. I grunted with each forceful thrust, and soon, I could feel myself growing closer to an explosive orgasm.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck,” I grunted as I moved my body with determination and vigor. “I’m soooo close, Theo, I can feel it.” 
 
    “M-Me, too,” she furiously panted. “M-May we cum together, my lord? I want your thick cream to fill me up! Pleassseeeee!” 
 
    “Yes,” I snarled as I snapped my hips forward and plowed deeper inside her sweltering cavern.  
 
    “Coooooooooole!” Theodora screamed as her body trembled violently under my own. “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!” 
 
    When the headmistress came, she tossed back her head and screamed, and she was so loud, I figured the whole castle would hear her. The sound of her voice echoing through the chamber sent me into overdrive, and I exploded like a sweltering hose deep inside her hot, tight pussy. Her tunnel sucked me dry for every drop of cum I could give her, and my breathing was shallow and raspy as I tried to remain upright and steady. The two of us were greedily gasping for air, and even after a minute or two of us climaxing with each other, her pussy was still clamping furiously around my slick cock. 
 
    And I was somehow still pumping my seed into her hungry womb. 
 
    The door creaked open behind us, and when I looked over my shoulder, Vanessa stood there gaping. Her jaw was nearly scraping the floor, and I worried her eyes would pop out of her head.  
 
    “W-What’s going on here?” she demanded with her hand still on the knob. 
 
    “Vanessa,” Theodora panted with red cheeks and glistening eyes. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Vanessa hissed. “You… and… Cole? What?” 
 
    “Come inside and shut the damn door,” Theodora growled as she sat up. My cock was still deep inside of her, and the headmistress let out a gasp and closed her eyes as my shaft rubbed along a part of her tunnel that she particularly enjoyed.  
 
    “I… No…” Vanessa hissed as she moved to shut the door. 
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and Theo’s daughter froze with her mouth open. 
 
    I took several deep breaths and tried to steady my trembling body before slipping out of the headmistress. She sighed when I slid out of her dripping tunnel, and then we sat down beside each other on the bed and stared at Vanessa.  
 
    She was still by the door, and her face was pale as her lips trembled. 
 
    “Come in, and shut the door,” Theo ordered again, and then Vanessa did as she blinked her blue eyes at both of us. 
 
    “M-Mother,” she gulped and blinked rapidly. “What are you doing--?” 
 
    “You know perfectly well what I’m doing, you foolish girl,” Theodora said before she sat up and brushed a slick strand of hair out of her eyes. “I’m fucking Cole.” 
 
    “But… why?” Vanessa whined as she looked at me. 
 
    “Come closer… don’t be afraid.” Theodora said as she beckoned toward her daughter. 
 
    “I’m not afraid,” Vanessa snapped as she raised her chin. “It’s fucking Cole, why would you… with him… Mother?” 
 
    “I apologize for my daughter,” Theo sighed as she turned to look at me. “She has her father’s arrogance. You picked him for me because of his power, but after he impregnated me, I wanted nothing more to do with him.” 
 
    “W-w-what?” Vanessa gasped. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “I’ve enjoyed her stubbornness. I don’t remember asking you to make her for me, but she does delight me.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Theo bowed slightly to me. “I am glad she pleases you, even if she is disappointing me at the moment. 
 
    “What the fuck are you both talking about?” Vanessa screeched. “Mother, why are you fucking Cole? I… This makes no sense.” 
 
    “Why are you so dumb?” Theodora sighed. “I swear, if you were any denser, you’d be a pretty piece of granite.” 
 
    “What?” Vanessa gasped. “I… Why are you speaking this way to me--” 
 
    “Because you are a foolish and stubborn girl whose head is too big and full of air and rocks to come to the simplest and most obvious of conclusions. Why am I fucking Cole? Think hard, you beautiful idiot. Why did Cole, a man, come to our school? Why is he more powerful than anyone we’ve ever had at the academy? Why is every woman drawn to him? Why does he gain power at a rate unprecedented in Wicca history? You are my daughter, so you are a powerful Wiccan, but I want to smack the dumb out from between your ears right now.” 
 
    Vanessa’s mouth somehow opened wider, and then she glanced from her mother to me. 
 
    Then her eyes opened almost as wide as her mouth. 
 
    “Finally,” Theo snickered. 
 
    “Cole… is… Noooo… He can’t be…” Vanessa whispered. 
 
    “Ughhh…” Theodora sighed. 
 
    “Come closer, Vanessa,” I said with a coy smile as I raised my hand to her and beckoned with a finger.  
 
    “I-I’m not sure.” She hesitated as she chewed on her bottom lip.  
 
    “What are you unsure of?” I asked as I stared at the beautiful Wicca from head to toe. “You know the extent of my power, don’t you? I know you can feel it deep in your bones.” 
 
    “I know I feel something,” Vanessa said slowly, and when she looked at her mother, a mask of realization crept upon her face. “But… It… it can’t be.” 
 
    “Yes,” Theodora responded. “Cole is Satan reborn, the Dark Lord of all existence, the one I said would one day arrive to usher in a new dawn for Wicca-kind. Look deep in your heart, daughter. You know it to be true. You recognize the presence of our master. Now, get on your knees and beg for his forgiveness. Beg for him to forgive how you’ve treated him during his stay here. Beg for his mercy, you dumb bitch.”  
 
    “U-Unholy hell,” Vanessa breathed, but then her face paled even further before she quickly dropped down on her knees and bowed her head to the floor in front of me. “My lord… please forgive me for my past transgressions. I-If I had known who you were, I would not have… treated you as I have. I-I throw myself at your mercy, Dark Lord. I’m… Please, my master. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “You are forgiven,” I chuckled. “I always enjoyed your personality.” 
 
    “Thank you, Satan,” Vanessa whined as she somehow shrunk lower on the ground. “Thank you for your mercy. Again, I apologize for--” 
 
    “He’s forgiven you,” Theo cut her off. “Now stop whining, and rise up so that I can present you to him properly.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Vanessa raised her head and looked at me. “As long as it pleases our dark master.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “Obey your mother and stand. I want to see all of you.” 
 
    “A-Are you sure, my lord?” Vanessa asked before she cleared her throat.  
 
    “Stop overthinking it.” I smirked.  
 
    Vanessa stood up and put her hands at her side. She stood stiff as a board, and her blue eyes were wide with equal parts awe and terror. 
 
    “Isn’t she beautiful?” Theo purred. 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. “She is gorgeous. I’ve always thought so.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord.” Vanessa’s cheeks turned red, but she still looked like a rabbit caught in a trap. 
 
    “I still remember the words you whispered into my mind those many years ago,” Theo purred. “You said: ‘Make me another Theodora. You’ll only be able to make me a child every few years, but I will need more of my blood mixed with yours. I need another powerful and loyal Wicca womb to impregnate.’ Did I do well with her, my lord?” 
 
    “Yessss…” I growled as my eyes devoured Vanessa’s clothed body. 
 
    “Mother…” Vanessa whined as she bit her lip. “This… this is what you intended for me?” 
 
    “It is such a high honor,” Theodora chuckled. “Aren’t you pleased, daughter?” 
 
    “Yes,” Vanessa said as she turned her blue eyes back to me. 
 
    “Good,” Theo said. “Now, daughter. Remove your clothes so that our master can appraise your body.” 
 
    “N-n-now?” Vanessa gasped… “In… in front of you?” 
 
    “I’ve seen you naked before,” Theodora snorted. “And now I’m about to watch our dark master claim your body.” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Are you defiant?” Theo growled. “You would make a fool of me and your master? Take off your clothes, girl. I know you are dripping wet thinking about Satan filling you with his cock. Stop being coy. You are about to take our master’s penis deep inside of you. Then you will take his seed. Then you will make him a child. That is the entire point of your existence.”  
 
    Vanessa’s face scrunched up as if she wanted to say something defiant, but as she looked between her mother and me, I could see the cogs of her mind working their magic. Then she bit on her lip as she looked at me, and slowly, her fingers found their way to her bodice. 
 
    I quietly watched as Vanessa stripped naked, and I took a moment to relish in her sublime beauty. Her body shape was similar to her mother’s, but just a touch slenderer, and her skin was just as smooth and bright. Her breasts were full, and her nipples were swollen and perked a rosy pink. As I stared at her, she placed her hands against her flat stomach and looked down at her bare feet like she was too embarrassed to meet my gaze.  
 
    “Dark Lord,” Vanessa breathed before she let down her long dark hair. “Do I please you?” 
 
    “Look at me,” I ordered, and when her clear blue eyes met mine, my groin burned with desire. I stared at her naked and slender body, and the longer I looked, the more I was itching to slide my cock deep inside her. “You please me in a way words cannot describe.” 
 
    A fierce blush crept across Vanessa’s cheeks before she took a step closer to me and then looked down at my full, erect cock. She licked her lips, and when she reached the foot of the bed, her blush grew three shades darker. 
 
    “Kneel in front of your master,” Theodora ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mother.” Vanessa went down on her knees in front of me, and her blue eyes focused on my throbbing erection.  
 
    I turned to look at the headmistress, and a small smile spread across her beautiful face. Her eyes glittered with desire, and I knew she was ready for me to order Vanessa to pleasure me. I could feel the heat and desire radiating from both of the women, and I wanted to fuck both of them for as long as possible. I wanted to tease out their pleasure and agony for the entire night, so I figured I’d start by making love to each of them separately.  
 
    “Theodora, please take a seat over on the blue velvet chair,” I ordered. “I want you to watch as I fuck Vanessa and make her one of mine.”  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” Theodora purred with a slight nod. 
 
    I watched as the gorgeous headmistress strutted naked through the room, and desire swept across my body as she sat on the chair. Then she spread her legs for me, and I saw the pink lips of her pussy glisten with our combined juices. I studied her perfect form for a long moment before I turned my head and focused on the submissive Vanessa. It was strange to see her so vulnerable, and a part of me couldn’t believe she was ready to become mine once and for all.  
 
    “Are you prepared to submit yourself to me, both in body and soul?” I whispered. 
 
    “More than anything,” Vanessa answered softly. “I-I live to serve your dark desires, master.” 
 
    “Why don’t you show me just how yielding you are?” I grinned as I laid my body back on the silk pillows.  
 
    “What would you have me do first?” Vanessa asked, and a fervent, lustful light gleamed in her pale-blue eyes as she stared at my cock. “I’ll do… anything.” 
 
    “Suck my cock,” I growled. “I want to see if you can put me alllll the way inside your mouth, right until I’m fucking the back of your throat. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “Yesss, my lord,” Vanessa breathed. “Anything for you.”  
 
    My smile broadened as the professor slowly leaned forward, and not once did she break eye contact with me. When she was only a couple of inches away, her lips parted open, and a small smile tugged at the corners of her lips before she reached down and licked my cock from tip to balls.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck,” I grunted before I tossed my head back. “Your tongue already feels fucking fantastic.” 
 
    “I live to please you, my lord,” Vanessa moaned before she licked my rigid rod again.  
 
    She continued to taste every inch of me, and she purred with satisfaction before she wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock. I groaned, and a long shiver ran down my body when she started to bob her head up and down along my slick shaft.  
 
    “Shit,” I groaned. “That’s it… don’t stop.” 
 
    “You taste so good…” Vanessa said between sucks as her head moved up and down along my throbbing member.  
 
    “Yessss…” A deep groan rattled in my chest, and she gently gagged each time the tip of my pulsating cock scraped the back of her throat, but she continued to venture deeper and deeper. Then her blue eyes met mine, and they were glassy with desire and feral hunger.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” Vanessa moaned as she stared deeply into my eyes.  
 
    “Good girl,” I grunted, and then I grabbed her dark hair, wove my fingers tightly through her strands, and moved her head faster. “Now, go quicker… Take me deeper down your throat.”  
 
    Vanessa replied by moving her tongue in expert motions along my shaft, and each time she wriggled her head down to my balls, I tossed back my head and began to thrust deeper inside her mouth. My grip around her long, dark locks tightened, and then I bucked my hips with even more fervor. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm,” Vanessa groaned loudly as pre-cum and saliva dripped from the corners of her lips.  
 
    I snapped my hips faster and faster, and each time I slid my cock deeper inside her warm, hungry mouth, I could feel myself nearing an explosive orgasm. My entire body trembled with desire, and the faster I moved, the deeper Vanessa took me. The feel of her soft wet lips around the base of my cock made my body violently jerk upward, and when I could no longer hold back, I pushed hard into her mouth while I held her head firmly by her thick hair. 
 
    “Drink it all, Vanessa,” I growled as my release punched me in the stomach, and then I sprayed a bucket load of hot cum deep inside her throat.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm!” the professor gagged, but then she slurped and sucked like she was dying of thirst, and she continued to suck and drink all of my cum for a good minute. 
 
    Then, when my balls gave the last spasm, and she sucked out the final drop of my cream from my tip, I slowly released her head and slid out of her mouth.  
 
    “Good girl,” I sighed as she continued to lick my wet dick. “That was fucking amazing.” 
 
    “Yesssss…” Vanessa panted after she pulled herself away from my cock and licked her lips. “I relished every moment, my lord. Thank you for pouring your seed into my mouth. Now I know what I was missing.” 
 
    “You did exceptionally well.” I smiled, and her eyes lit up with desire. “Are you ready to receive another reward?” 
 
    “Yes, my lord,” she whined as she nodded eagerly. “I am, if it pleases you.” 
 
    “Sit on the bed and spread your legs,” I ordered. “I will give you a little treat before I slide inside you. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” she responded quickly, and then she climbed onto the mattress and spread her long creamy legs so that I could see her slick pussy. 
 
    She looked more than ready for me.  
 
    “Excellent,” I replied before I kneeled before her and slowly slipped a hand up her thigh.  
 
    Her skin was soft and warm as I continued to venture further toward her pussy, and she started to breathe harder and faster. The closer I went, the more exhilarated I became, and when I slipped my finger deep inside her wet, hungry hole, she instantly gasped and tossed her head back.  
 
    “I love your pussy.” I started to plunge my finger in and out of her opening, and the faster and deeper I went, the more she began to squeal, sweat, and pant.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, Satan,” she breathed as her breasts heaved up and down, and her cheeks deepened in color. “C-Cole… your touch feels amazing.” 
 
    “And how does this feel?” I chuckled before I slipped another finger deep inside her. “Do you like that?” 
 
    “Ooooooh, yes, my lord,” Vanessa mewled as she spread her legs even wider for me. “Don’t stop. Pleeeeeeeeease. That feels absolutely amazing.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t dare dream of stopping,” I growled before I began to use my thumb to tease her throbbing clit. “You’re so smooth and wet.”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck, I hope it pleases you, master,” Vanessa muttered before her eyes rolled into the back of her head. “Your touch is even more incredible than I imagined. I-I can’t get enough.”  
 
    “Just wait until my cock is deep inside you,” I purred before I rubbed her smooth bottom lip with my other thumb. Then I kissed her deeply, and when I pulled away, her lips were quivering and parted wide open. “Will you scream for me as I fuck your brains out?” 
 
    “Yes!” Vanessa panted in a wild, broken voice. “By Satan and the unholy pact, I will scream for you! I promise.” 
 
    “Good,” I said before I gently pulled my fingers out of her silky, sopping opening. “Then why don’t you climb on top of me?” 
 
    “With pleasure, my lord,” Vanessa gasped with wide, eager eyes. “I’d love to ride you like I’d ride a wild stallion.”  
 
    “So, what are you waiting for?” I asked. “Get on top of me. Right now.”  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” Vanessa responded, and a sly smirk played across her full mouth. 
 
    We quickly switched positions, and I adjusted myself on the pillows. Then I watched with hungry eyes as the dark-haired professor slowly placed both legs over my hips, and her bare pussy hovered over my tip. When we locked eyes with one another, she slowly lowered herself down onto my rigid cock, and both of us groaned with instant gratification as soon as the tip of my cock parted the lips of her pussy.  
 
    “That’s ittttttt,” I growled when we were connected.  
 
    Vanessa’s eyes widened with amazement and pleasure, and she started to gently ride me. Sexy little moans escaped from her lips as my tip went deeper inside her sweltering tunnel, and she shuddered when I was balls deep inside her.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” Vanessa breathed before she began to bounce up and down. “Your cock feels absolutely wondrous, C-C-Cole. Your dick is so loooooong and thick. It’s rubbing everywhere inside of meeeee… Fuuuuuuuuuck.” 
 
    I groaned with pleasure, grabbed the sides of her slender hips, and began to guide her faster along my shaft. Blood rushed to my cock as the professor continued to fervently bounce up and down like her life depended on it, and I bit down on my lip and continued to marvel at her full breasts and swollen nipples. Then I reached up to pinch one of her rosy buds, and when I squeezed, she squealed with delight and moved her body even faster. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck, yes, do that,” I ordered when she ground against my throbbing cock. “Don’t you dare fucking stop, or I’ll be displeased, and you don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    “N-No,” Vanessa gasped as her face reddened, and sweat trickled in between her breasts. “Fuuuuuuuuck! I-I think I’m close, my body feels like it’s on fire!” 
 
    “Cum for me, Vanessa,” I growled. “Cum all over my cock.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, Satannnnn…” she whined, and then her entire body shuddered. 
 
    Vanessa spasmed like her body was possessed, and her tunnel frantically squeezed and massaged my cock while her climax spiraled through her body. I pulled down on her hips and pushed my cock up into her tunnel as deep as I could go, and then I just stayed there while she climaxed around me. Then, after what felt like five minutes of her ecstasy, she slowly came down on her peak and collapsed on my chest. 
 
    “Ohhh… Satan,” she muttered. “That… was… wow…” 
 
    “If you like that, then I’ve got something else to show you,” I growled as I stared deeply into her blue eyes. “Will you obey me?” 
 
    “Yes,” Vanessa grunted as she began to rock back and forth on my cock again. “Just tell me what to do, and I’ll do it. I swear to you, Dark Lord. I’m your humble servant.”  
 
    “Then slowly climb off and get down on your fucking knees,” I commanded in a raspy breath. “I want you down on all fours, and then I promise I will fuck you senseless.”  
 
    Vanessa smiled through her erratic breathing and slowly but gracefully slipped off my titanium pole. I watched as she carefully got down on all fours on the bed, and when she was ready for me, I started to rub my throbbing tip along her swollen, glistening folds.  
 
    “Please fuck me, my lord,” Vanessa begged as she arched her back even lower. “I’m ready for you. I am ready for you to plant your dark and unholy seed in my womb.” 
 
    “As you wish,” I replied before I slid into her slick, pulsating opening. “Fuuuuuuuck.” 
 
    Vanessa’s hot, wet walls clamped around my cock and squeezed each time I prodded deeper inside her. The sexy professor grunted and moaned as I bucked my hips against her skin, and when I ventured deeper, she arched her back deeper, like an animal in heat. Her skin was hot to the touch, and she lifted her head and screamed when my balls banged along her skin. 
 
    “I’m soooooooo wet,” the professor mewled. “Oh, Satan, now I see what the fuss was all about. I-I can barely think or s-s-speak.”  
 
    “She’s experiencing pure ecstasy,” Theodora purred as she stared at the two of us with hungry eyes. “She’s on an entirely different plane.”  
 
    Vanessa’s entire body jerked forward as I thrust deeper and harder inside her sopping, sweltering cavern. She screamed out in pleasure as I picked up the pace, and each time I ventured deeper, she screamed and begged louder.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yeeeeeeees!” Vanessa shrieked.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuck,” I grunted as she struggled to remain steady and on all fours. “You’re sooooo tight, and you’re dripping all over me.”  
 
    “I-I can’t breathe,” Vanessa gasped in between long and ragged breaths. “I-I-I think I’m going to cum again!”  
 
    “So cum,” I ordered after a couple of more thrusts. “I’ll cum with you. Do you want me to fill you up?” 
 
    “Yes, m-my lord,” Vanessa squealed as her walls tightly clamped around my cock, and her entire body trembled on all fours. “Please fill me up. Please give me your seed. Fuuuuuuuck! I’m cumming! Yeeeeeeeeeees!”  
 
    Vanessa tossed back her long hair and screamed before she came hard, and she begged for mercy as she cried out in ecstasy. My cock wildly twitched deep inside her cavern and exploded like a hot hose, and I groaned as her pussy walls gripped and sucked on my member as eagerly as her mouth had just a few minutes earlier. I released every drop of cream I could give her, and it felt like my soul was leaving my body and filling up her womb.  
 
    “Fuuuck,” I grunted when we both caught our breaths, and I gently pulled out of her tight hole.  
 
    “That was absolutely incredible, my lord,” Vanessa panted, and her entire body quivered as my creamy seed gushed out of her trembling pussy lips. “What would you have me do now?” 
 
    “I want you to slip your fingers deep inside you,” I breathed. “Then lick them clean.” 
 
    “As you wish, my lord.” Vanessa grinned before she did as she was told.  
 
    My blood pumped in my ears, and I could feel it rushing south as she slid her digits inside her abused cunt. Then my entire body pounded with desire as she slowly pulled her slick fingers out of her opening and sucked on the creamy residue.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” she moaned as she sawed her fingers in and out of her mouth until saliva was dripping down her chin.  
 
    “Good girl,” I purred. “Now, trade places with your mother. I want you to watch as I claim her body and make her mine again.”  
 
    “Yes, master.” Vanessa obediently nodded.  
 
    I grinned as the two women did as they were told, and Theodora silently took her daughter’s place on the bed, but I shifted her so she laid on her back before me. My cock twitched with desire as the headmistress spread her legs wide open for me, and I couldn’t wait to be deep inside her hot tunnel.  
 
    Theodora’s lips instantly parted open, and she desperately sucked for air as I positioned myself on top of her. She locked eyes with me as I pressed my warm skin against hers, and without breaking contact, I slowly slid my thick rod deep inside her hungry pussy. She was already filled with my hot cum and soaking wet, so her body accepted my girth much easier than the first time I penetrated her. The two of us grunted with instant pleasure as I rocked my hips back and forth, and soon, her legs were wrapped tightly around my waist. Her velvet walls instantly clenched tight around my throbbing member as I picked up the pace.  
 
    “Hmmm… Sooooo goodddd,” I growled as I started to move like an uncontrollable jackhammer, and the headmistress gasped and bucked against me. Her nails dug into my skin, and she tossed her head back and forth like she was being possessed by a demon.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yeeeeeeees!” Theodora gasped as I prodded deeper and further inside her. “Your cock is soooooooooo thick and long, master. I-I can’t believe I’ve been deprived of it for so long!”  
 
    “Fuckkkkk,” I growled as I snapped my hips forward and plowed deeper inside her. Then my tip scraped the edges of her cervix, and Theodora shrieked with desire as her whole body jerked upward. “I’m so close, Theo.” 
 
    “When you cum, I-I want you to explode deep inside my pussy, my lord,” the usually demure headmistress requested as I slammed balls deep inside her. “Would you grant me that h-honor again?” 
 
    “I promise to flood your womb,” I grunted in between deep, hard thrusts.  
 
    “Oh, Satan!” Theodora cried out, and her face was a deeper shade of red. “More, more, more, more! Pleeeeeeease fuck me, master! Please give me your child!”  
 
    I moved faster and harder inside her, and as my thick rod continued to slide in and out of her opening, I could feel her walls tightening and begging for more. I gave in to her deepest desires, and with each swift thrust, she moaned harder and dug her nails even deeper into my flesh. I bucked my hips faster and faster against her skin, and she screamed when I moved my fingers to her clit. She bit her lip and shut her eyes, and I could tell it took all her willpower to open them and look at me as I moved my body against hers. I continued to fuck her Wicca brains out as every nerve of mine ignited, and when I felt like I was close to a mind-blowing orgasm, she opened her mouth and gasped. 
 
    “I-I think I’m going to cum!” she screamed loud enough for the entire castle to hear. “I can’t hold back any longer! Yeeeeeeeeeees! Fuuuuuuuuuck!” 
 
    “Cum for me,” I commanded. “Cum long and hard.” 
 
    “As you c-c-command, my lord!” Theodora gasped before her voice broke, and her entire body shook with fierce intensity. “Fuuuuuuck! Coleeeeeeee!” 
 
    Her pussy walls violently clenched and unclenched around my cock, and right before I spurted a bucket load of cream deep inside her, I took a brief moment to look down at her as she fervently tossed her head in between the pillows. Then my body violently trembled, and my head spun in circles as her velvety walls sucked me dry and tried to squeeze every drop of cum I had to offer her.  
 
    “Satan,” Theodora breathed a minute later as she went limp against the mattress, and she was covered in a light film of sweat. “That was absolutely… i-incredible.”  
 
    “It certainly was,” I sighed, and a thick stream of white cum seeped out of her bright red pussy when I pulled out. “Damn, I filled you all the way up, just like you wanted.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dark One,” Theodora purred as she reached down to play with my spear.  
 
    I took several deep breaths and tried to steady myself before placing my head down on the pillows and staring up at the spinning ceiling. Then, when I was ready to continue, I slowly sat up and stared at Vanessa. She sat cross-legged in front of us on the chair, and her eyes glittered with deep longing and lust.  
 
    “Would you like to watch as your mother licks my cock completely clean?” I asked with a small smile. 
 
    Vanessa slowly nodded in response, and without hesitation, Theodora sat up and hovered her mouth over my slick dick. I could tell she was eager to have a taste of me, and I couldn’t wait to give in to her desires.  
 
    “May I touch you first, my lord?” Theodora asked. 
 
    “You may,” I answered.  
 
    “Thank you, master.” The headmistress smiled before she reached over and moved her hands up and down along my pulsating shaft. “Ohhhh, you’re already sooooo hard.” 
 
    “That’s because I’m thinking about your warm, wet pussy,” I chuckled as she continued to stroke my member. “I want you to ride me, just like Vanessa did.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Theodora mewled before she leaned down and licked my cock from the tip down to my balls.  
 
    An intense shiver ran down my spine and sent goosebumps coursing all over my body, and I tossed back my head and struggled to breathe as the headmistress wrapped her lips around my cock and then wriggled her head down to my balls. She slowly bobbed her head along my shaft, and each time my tip hit the back of her throat, she gently gagged but kept going.  
 
    “Yes, just like that,” I groaned. “Don’t you dare stop. Not until I fucking tell you to. Fuck… your mouth feels incredible.” 
 
    Theodora groaned in response and then started to move her tongue in different directions. She licked every inch of my dick, and I could tell by the way she was breathing and furiously moving that she needed every inch of me.  
 
    As I fucked her throat repeatedly, I grew dangerously close to reaching an explosive orgasm. She moaned and sucked long and hard on my cock, and when I thought I was too close to a threshold, I decided she needed to ride me.  
 
    Now. 
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and Theodora immediately did as she was told.  
 
    “Yes, my lord?” she asked as she wiped the corners of her lips. “Is something wrong?” 
 
    “Not in the slightest,” I replied before I reached over and brushed a long strand of hair out of her eyes. “I just decided I need you to ride me right this instant, so climb on top and fuck me. That’s an order.”  
 
    “And it’s an order I’d be happy to obey, master,” the dark-haired beauty purred.  
 
    I watched with hungry eyes as she hovered over my throbbing tip, and I tossed back my head and grunted with immense pleasure when the headmistress slid onto my cock. 
 
    “Vanessa,” I groaned as I stared up at the ceiling. “Come over here.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Vanessa responded without delay. “What would you have me do?” 
 
    “Kiss me while your mother rides my cock,” I said in between grunts. 
 
    “Yes, my lord.” Vanessa whimpered. 
 
    Vanessa wasted no time kissing me, and I pushed the fingers of my left hand into her tight pussy while my right hand guided Theodora’s hip as she bounced on me. As my tongue danced with Vanessa, Theodora continued to rub up and down along my pulsating rod, and with each quick bounce, I could feel her walls tightening around my cock.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuck,” Vanessa squealed with delight. “I-I can feel a fiery coil deep in my stomach! My entire body is shaking! I-I’m going to cum from kissing you while you finger me.” 
 
    “Not just yet,” I ordered as I pulled back from her pussy, and I licked her juices off my lower lip. “Not until your mother and I are ready. Understood?” 
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, m-my lord,” Vanessa responded even though her thighs were violently trembling.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Theodora panted as she started to bounce her body atop my shaft. “Y-Y-Yeeeeeeeeeeees! I’m soooo close, master!” 
 
    I prodded deeper and bucked my hips faster, and when her walls clamped tighter around my cock, I could feel myself reaching an explosive threshold.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” I panted as my cock slid deeper inside her wet tunnel. “I’m going to cum. I want you both to scream at the same time and cum hard for me.” 
 
    “Yes, maaaaaaaaster!” the two women cried out in unison. 
 
    Theodora’s walls sucked and clenched around my shaft as I released a large, creamy load deep inside her wet, hot cunt. Meanwhile, Vanessa screamed and gasped as she spasmed against my hand, and I devoured her moans with my mouth.  
 
    “Cooooooooooole!” Vanessa squealed after they had both climaxed. “Fuuuuuuuuuuck… that was absolutely amazing.” 
 
    The sound of our mingled panting echoed as both women climbed off me and nuzzled themselves into the crooks of my arms. At that moment, all I wanted was to close my eyes and drift into a deep sleep. My body was sore but in the most pleasant way possible, and when Theodora and Vanessa sighed, I knew they felt the same way.  
 
    “Are we a part of your coven now, Dark Lord?” Vanessa murmured as she nuzzled against my chest.  
 
    “Well, usually, my women perform this ritual when they join me,” I mused while I stroked a hand through the professor’s hair. “It’s how they join the blood pact with me and become immortal.”  
 
    “I do not believe you need to resort to such things anymore, master,” Theodora said as she propped herself up on her elbow and looked down at me. “You are the Dark One. You have not unlocked your full potential, but already your power is nearly incomprehensible to our minds. If you will for something to be, then it will be.”  
 
    “Hmm, let’s see, then,” I muttered before I took a deep breath and looked deep into the headmistress’ eyes. “Theodora, you are both mine in body and soul. You shall not die as long as I am living, and you will devote your heart and life to serving me.”  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” she breathed, and a sudden wind swept through the room.  
 
    “Did it work?” Vanessa whispered when everything settled, and she stared at her mother with wide eyes.  
 
    “Only one way to find out.” I smirked before I leaned forward, pressed a kiss to Theodora’s neck, and then bit down on her shoulder hard enough to draw blood.  
 
    The headmistress gasped at the pain as I pulled away, but then we both looked down and watched as my bloody teeth marks slowly but surely faded from her skin.  
 
    “It worked,” Theodora confirmed with a broad smile, and gratitude and adoration shone in her blue eyes. “Thank you, master.”  
 
    “You are welcome,” I replied before I turned to the second Wicca beside me. “Do you wish for the same, Vanessa?”  
 
    “More than anything,” the previously sharp professor practically begged, and she bared her neck as she scooted closer.  
 
    I repeated my declaration with the second dark-haired beauty, and a gust of wind swept through the room again. Then I bit Vanessa just because she seemed to want it so bad, and she mewled as I pulled away and licked the blood from my lips. 
 
    “Now…” I purred as I looked at both women. “I plan to fuck you both over and over again until the entire castle knows you’re both mine.” 
 
    “Truly, my lord?” Vanessa asked as she pressed her nipples against my ribcage. “Would you claim us all over again?” 
 
    “Of course.” I grinned as the two of them caressed my bare chest, and immediately, the blood rushed down to my cock like a boiling river. “I want both of you to bend over Theodora’s desk and present your cum-filled pussies to me. I’m not done filling them, and I’m not going to be done until long after the sun rises.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    When I woke up, Theodora and Vanessa still had their warm bodies pressed against mine, and both women were sound asleep. The last eight or so hours felt like an incredible dream, one I’d been waiting an eternity for, and I was still pleasantly sore.  
 
    I carefully pulled my arms from underneath each woman and stretched my limbs out until the feeling returned. The sun was pooling inside my bedroom, and the burning rays cast a warm orange glow on every piece of furniture. The day felt incredibly promising, and I desperately wanted to get out of bed and seize the beautiful morning.  
 
    “My lord?” I heard a sleepy voice croak, and when I glanced to my side, Theodora was looking at me with clear blue eyes. “How did you sleep?” 
 
    “Like a slumbering demon.” I grinned. “And yourself?” 
 
    “The same,” she replied, and then she stretched out her arms. “Vanessa, are you awake?” 
 
    “Yes,” the professor mumbled in a low voice. “I am.” 
 
    “Good,” the headmistress responded. “Now, let’s get up. We have work to do before Cole begins his most important journey.”  
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Vanessa replied, and this time her voice was much more alert.  
 
    “Cole,” Theodora purred, and then she looked deeply into my eyes. “When the time comes, you will feel my presence, but for now, please enjoy your morning. Hos parere imperio!” 
 
    A deep cloud of purple smoke engulfed me, and when it vanished, I found myself completely alone in my room. I took a deep breath, and then I padded barefoot over to the bathroom. 
 
    “Good morning, sir,” a familiar voice echoed through the bathroom when I stepped inside. “Shall I prepare your bath?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, Cordelia,” I said.  
 
    “I’ll add a special ingredient to it, just for you,” the ghost-maid responded. 
 
    “Thank you,” I chuckled. “I appreciate it.” 
 
    “But of course, sir,” she replied, and then the water began to run. 
 
    Lavender-hued water ran through the tub, and when it was filled to the brim, small rose petals appeared on the surface, and the entire room smelled of flowers and lemon. I quickly undressed, and I couldn’t wait to slip deeper into the warm water.  
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief and submerged myself in the tub, and all the tension and hurt instantly left my body as I breathed in the spices and herbs. My muscles loosened, and the fog in my head immediately cleared.  
 
    Yet, even as I submerged myself in the blissful water, I couldn’t help but feel a heavy weight on my heart and mind.  
 
    I was Satan. The Dark Lord who responded to unholy prayers and used supreme power to protect those who believed in the darkness. I was a leader of the highest position and power. I didn’t remember anything of my past demonic self, but I swore I would do everything and anything to protect my loyal followers. There was no other choice, and by the time I stepped out of the tub, it felt like I was a completely different person.  
 
    “Thank you, Cordelia,” I said as I rubbed my neck, and for once, there were no knots or kinks. “I hope I’ll see you again soon.” 
 
    “Are you traveling again?” the ghost-maid asked. “I thought you just returned.” 
 
    “We did,” I sighed, “but it turns out we’re leaving again.” 
 
    “Well, I hope you return soon, sir,” Cordelia responded after a long moment. “You haven’t been back for a very long time.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. “I hope so, too.” 
 
    I wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped back into my bedroom, and there was a fresh shirt, trousers, and a cloak waiting for me on the bed. I quickly got dressed, and when I was finished, I headed out the door and downstairs to the common room. By the time I got there, the women were already seated and eating a full breakfast. I thought for a moment about telling the coven I was Satan, but I wanted to wait for the right moment. My women and I had just returned from an arduous journey, and they deserved to enjoy this moment of tranquility before I laid out my entire destiny, which included them as well. So, I told myself to wait just a little longer, and I took a look around the room. The familiars were all gathered around the fireplace, and when Alexander saw me, he flew over to perch himself on my shoulder.  
 
    Master, he said. What’s wrong? 
 
    “Is it that obvious?” I chuckled.  
 
    It’s written all over your face, he responded.  
 
    “It turns out we’re leaving,” I sighed quietly so the witches wouldn’t overhear me yet. “We have another mission to accomplish.” 
 
    And accomplish it, we will, Alexander said in a firm voice. Wherever you go, we will follow.  
 
    “Thank you, Alex,” I said. “I appreciate that.” 
 
    “Appreciate what, master?” Akira asked after she swallowed a bite of toast and glanced over at me.  
 
    “Nothing.” I smiled. “Just talking to Alex.” 
 
    “Aren’t you hungry, master?” Penelope asked with an arched orange eyebrow. “Cordelia prepared quite the feast.” 
 
    “She’s right.” Marina grinned before she took another serving of eggs and placed them on her plate beside what looked to be a helping of small, fresh fish, still in their scales. “I never knew food on land could be so delicious, but I also miss the taste of the sea sometimes. You should have some, master.”  
 
    “No,” I said, even though the platter of breakfast was more than mouthwatering. “I don’t have an appetite. Besides, it’s a beautiful day, and the faster we leave this common room, the better.”  
 
    “Where are we going?” Samara asked, and her ocean-hued eyes glittered with curiosity. 
 
    “You’ll see.” I rubbed my hands together and stared at the two new additions to our unholy coven, and then a thought occurred to me. “But first, Samara, Revna, Beatrix, and Marina, I want you all to follow me.” 
 
    The four witches exchanged looks before they stood on their feet and stared at me. The four of them were dressed in the standard Scholomance outfits with their short dark plaid skirts, white button-down blouses, and knee-high black socks. Their hair was pulled back into long fishtail braids, and their cheeks and lips were tinted with a hint of rouge. They all furrowed their eyebrows, but despite their anxious demeanors, there was a glint of eagerness in their eyes.  
 
    “What’s going on, master?” Revna asked. 
 
    “I’m going to make rooms for the four of you,” I stated. This was the perfect way to welcome them into their new home and set them at ease before I shared my revelation. “Now, come along.” 
 
    The four women laughed with excitement and followed me up the small flight of stairs, and when we were facing the row of bedrooms, I swung around and grinned at all four of them. 
 
    “Which room will you create first, master?” Samara asked with an arched eyebrow. “Not that it matters… I’m just curious. Even when I was a student here, I never had my own room.”  
 
    “I’ll do all four at the same time,” I responded with a lazy shrug.  
 
    “Can you really make four rooms at once?” Revna gasped, and her blue eyes were as wide as dinner plates.  
 
    “Well, we’re about to find out,” I chuckled. “Just stand back and watch.” 
 
    The women did as I instructed, and when I was ready to evoke my almighty magic, I raised my hands in the air and closed my eyes. I pictured the four women in the back of my mind, and as I thought of them in their entirety, I took their auras, their interests, and their presences and forged it all into material objects. My head spun in furious circles, and my mind conjured up about a hundred different items, colors, patterns, and of course, four wide-open spaces to exist in between Morgana and Akira’s bedrooms.  
 
    It took a minute or two, but even with my eyes still tightly shut, I knew their doors must have appeared because of the small surprised gasps I heard. I smiled to myself, and when the air stilled, I peeled my lids open and stared at the four new doors with gold plaques plastered on each one. Each bedroom door bore the name of its respective owner in beautiful cursive handwriting, and a heartwarming sensation filled my chest as the four women jumped up with glee. I knew it was still going to take a while to feel comfortable, but I was doing all I could to make them feel like they were at home.  
 
    “Who would like to see their room first?” I asked as I glanced at the four women.  
 
    They looked at each other and seemed to consider the question, but then Samara spoke up.  
 
    “If I may, master, I think Revna and Marina should see their rooms first,” the former goddess said. “Since they are new to Scholomance entirely.”  
 
    “O-Oh, right,” Beatrix gasped, but then she nodded her head in agreement. “Yes, while I am very excited for my new room, the school itself isn’t new to me, so I don’t mind waiting a moment.” 
 
    “Well?” I asked as I looked between the wild witch and former siren. 
 
    “She can go first,” Marina said and gestured to Revna. “I also don’t mind waiting, master.” 
 
    “Alright, Revna,” I said as I stared at the wild Wicca. “Do you want to take a look at your new bedroom?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the dark-blonde witch breathed before she placed her hand on the doorknob and gently pushed it open.  
 
    The four women gasped with surprise and awe when a light-blue bedroom opened before us. There was a giant bed in the middle of the room with a sky-blue cover and icy, blue-toned sheets, and it was adorned with fluffy white pillows, four towering bedposts, and a cream-toned fur blanket. There was also a grandiose wooden bookcase in the corner and a small closet by the bed, and when Revna pulled the closet door open, there was a silver and gold bow and a long leather quiver with matching arrows inside. 
 
    “Unholy fuck,” she breathed before she reached inside and picked up a random arrow. She twirled it between her fingers and then turned to look at me with awe and gratitude bright in her eyes. “Thank you, master.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said before she placed the arrow back in its quiver and then closed the door. “I’d do anything for my coven.”  
 
    The women continued to marvel at a large, multi-patterned handwoven rug beneath our feet, and against the wall, there was a small wooden desk by the window with a dark velvet chair. The floors and walls were made of sleek mahogany wood, and there were rows of strange ornaments, like bear claw bones, woven circles, and foxtails nailed by the wild woman’s bed.  
 
    Revna breathed in and out in astonishment, and I knew the dark-blonde witch adored every tiny detail because she didn’t say a word as she studied her new belongings and bedroom.  
 
    “Wow,” Samara exhaled. “This is an incredible creation, master.” 
 
    “It truly is gorgeous,” Revna added as her dark-blue eyes wandered around the room in amazement. “I-I almost can’t believe it’s mine, and the desk is lovely. It will allow me to write letters to my sisters in the village. They will certainly want to hear about all our adventures. But enough about me. I want to see the other rooms, too!” 
 
    “Well, would you like to see your room now, Marina?” I asked the former siren.  
 
    “Yes, master.” She smiled as a blush tinted her cheeks. “I would like that very much.” 
 
    The witches followed me next door, but then I gestured for Marina to open it, and she looked positively giddy as she skipped forward and turned the handle.  
 
    The room on the other side of the threshold was a study of blues. Navy-blue rugs covered parts of the mahogany wood floor, and the canopy bed was draped in silk curtains in sky-blue and teal. Accents of white furniture and decorations were scattered here and there, like shells and spirals of glass that looked like icicles, and the effect was somewhere between a sandy beach paradise and the cold icy realm where I’d first met Marina. The room also smelled faintly salty and cool, and the former siren took a few steps forward with awe written all over her face.  
 
    “Do you like it?” I asked.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Marina breathed as she turned back to face me, and there were actually tears in her eyes. Then she threw herself at me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pressed salty teary kisses all over my face as we spun around. “Yes, yes, yes! Thank you so much. This is truly the best thing anyone has ever done for or given me. Thank you, master. Every day I am eternally grateful that you saved me from my former master, and just being by your side is reward enough, but this…” 
 
    “You deserve it,” I said with a smirk, and I caressed her cheek before I set her back on her feet. “You are one of my loyal women, and you get the perks that come with such an honorable position.”  
 
    “Thank you, mast--” Marina started to say again, but then she glanced over my shoulder, and her eyes went wide as she gasped. “Is that a pool?” 
 
    “Go look,” I chuckled and nudged her in the direction of the second doorway off to the right. I knew how much being in the water relaxed the former siren, so I made sure to install a huge pool and hot tub in her bathroom.  
 
    Marina giggled as she skipped off to go investigate, and the other witches trailed after her. They spent a few minutes laughing together and sticking their toes in the water to splash each other, but soon they all looked up at me leaning in the doorway.  
 
    “Can we see the next room now, master?” Marina asked with a radiant smile. “I don’t want to waste all our time here.”  
 
    “Any time spent with any of you is not a waste of time,” I assured her, but then I nodded over my shoulder. “But yes, we can see the next room, but the question is whose?” 
 
    “Beatrix,” Samara replied instantaneously.  
 
    “M-Me?” the timid-witch squeaked. “I-I don’t mind--”  
 
    “No, you’ve been loyal to our master longer,” the former goddess said, and she cast the shy brunette a reassuring smile. “I am more interested in getting to see your room, Beatrix.” 
 
    “O-Oh.” Beatrix blushed and dropped her eyes. “W-Well, if you insist, I guess we can go to my room.” 
 
    “Lead the way,” I said and gestured for her to go first. 
 
    Beatrix swallowed sharply, but then she walked past me out of the bathroom, led us out of Marina’s chamber, and led us to the next door in the hallway. The brunette stared at her prettily written cursive name for a long moment before she reached out, turned the knob, and swung the door open.  
 
    The room itself wasn’t over the top, but then again, neither was the timid brunette. Bookshelves covered most of the walls, much like in Morgana’s room, but upon closer inspection, I noticed almost all of the tomes had to do with charms. There was also a large table along the far wall with a built-in shelving unit beside it, and I could see magical odds, ends, and ingredients stashed in bottles along the shelves. The bed was large and draped in pale-silver silken sheets and pushed up beside the large picturesque window, and the piles of pillows pressed against the headboard were different hues of muted maroon.  
 
    Beatrix inhaled sharply as her eyes roamed around her new chambers, and then she took a tentative step into the room, then another. She wandered over to the bookshelves and trailed her fingers along the spines, and then she made her way to the table and its shelves of ingredients.  
 
    “Oh, master,” the charm-witch breathed as she picked up some of the vials and studied what was inside them. Then she turned to me, and a wide, uninhibited, radiant smile spread across the usually shy witch’s face. “Charms and potions sometimes go hand in hand, so this setup is perfect if Penelope and I want to work together on something new.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad Penelope will like it, but I’m more interested in what you think at the moment,” I chuckled. “Do you like your new room?” 
 
    “O-Oh, yes, of course, yes, I love it!” Beatrix blurted out, and she clutched her vials to her chest in an endearing movement. “Thank you so much, master, I could not have asked for anything better.” 
 
    “Good.” I smiled. “I’m glad.” 
 
    My women and I spent a few minutes taking the tour of Beatrix’s room, but then the charm-witch turned to Samara with the same bright smile that hadn’t left her face.  
 
    “Now, it’s your turn!” the brunette giggled.  
 
    “I’m sure your room is going to be absolutely lovely,” Revna added.  
 
    “Yes, why don’t you take a look at yours, Samara?” I suggested. “That way, you can tell me if it suits you or not.” 
 
    “I’d love to, master,” the former goddess answered before she slowly turned around and headed past the threshold.  
 
    We silently followed Samara out the door, and when she opened her own bedroom, the bright morning light was already seeping in through the stained-glass window. Her chamber was made out of gold and velvet, and pale fur carpets were splattered on the dark, sleek, wooden floor. Purple satin sheets covered the top of the bed, paired with an arrangement of full, fluffy pillows, and countless furs were plastered across the covers, too.  
 
    The rugs were as white as snow and looked just as soft, and a small study section was by the window, with a tall bookcase and a gold-toned desk. The room was elegant, sophisticated, and simple, and I could tell by the sparkle in Samara’s eyes that she was utterly in love.  
 
    “Incredible,” she whispered before she twirled around the room. “This is far more beautiful than any of my old chambers. I’m absolutely enamored. Thank you, master! I adore it.” 
 
    “I can tell,” I chuckled before she leaped onto her new bed and started to pet the pillows. “Take a moment to enjoy it but remember there is plenty more to see.” 
 
    This morning, I planned to take the two new witches for a small tour around Scholomance before we left the grounds. I wanted them to have a feel for their new home before they wandered around the halls with hundreds of curious, and possibly judgmental, students. I remembered what it felt like to be an outcast and hated by almost everyone, and I didn’t want that for either of them.  
 
    “Alright.” Samara smiled before she clambered off her bed. “I’m ready, master. Let’s go exploring.”  
 
    “Oh, yes, let’s!” Revna grinned with her chin raised. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    “Follow me, then,” I responded, and it was difficult not to smile at either of them.  
 
    The four witches nodded in agreement, and the doors closed on their own as we walked out into the hall. Then we went down to the common room, and the rest of the coven was still seated on the sofa and nibbling on their breakfast. No one seemed to be engaged in conversation as they ate in silence, but when they heard our footsteps coming down the staircase, the witches whipped around and stared at us with curious eyes and lopsided smiles.  
 
    “Are you pleased with your new rooms?” Akira asked after she swallowed a large bite of toast. 
 
     “Oh, yes, our master did a splendid job,” the wild woman replied. “Would you care to join us while we tour the castle?” 
 
    “Sure!” Morgana smiled from ear to ear. “We don’t have class for another hour, and if there’s anything you should see, it’s definitely the library and study hall.” 
 
    “Surprise, surprise,” Nyx snickered, but Morgana didn’t pay the smoking witch any mind. 
 
    “I think the grounds are worth seeing as well,” Penelope added as she twirled a bright orange lock around her finger. “There’s a maze we could show you. It was used during something we called The Exams. All first-year students have to go through it, but by Satan’s luck, and Cole’s influence, neither of you will have to endure it.” 
 
    “Oh, she’s right,” Vesta purred. “It’s a headache, to say the least.”  
 
    “I only remember bits and pieces of my exams,” Circe chimed in as she narrowed her serpentine eyes. “But it was quite painful and bloody from what I recall.” 
 
    “Awful,” Beatrix breathed with a pale face and wide eyes. “I barely survived.” 
 
    “Well, I guess Revna should count her unholy blessings,” Samara said before she awkwardly glanced down at her feet. “I, on the other hand, also remember having to go through The Exams. I remember it like it was yesterday.” 
 
    “Ah,” Akira said after a long and somewhat awkward pause. “Duh, of course, you had to go through it. Sorry, I guess we forgot.” 
 
    “We apologize,” Nyx yawned and then gave us a sleepy smile.  
 
    “It’s alright.” Samara shrugged. “It was many years ago, so I’m not surprised you forgot.” 
 
    “Well, if we’re going to explore as much as we want to,” I began before I glanced at each woman. I’d given the coven their moment of peace, but it was time to get to business. “We need to go, but before we do, there’s something I need to tell you.”  
 
    “What is it, Cole?” Morgana asked in a much more dramatic tone. “Whatever it is, it seems serious.” 
 
    “It is,” I said. “Look, I know it’s not ideal, but I wanted you to know we’ll be leaving Scholomance again.” 
 
    “Why?” Circe asked, and her forked tongue slithered out of her mouth. “Not that I’m questioning your decisions, master. I’m just curious.” 
 
    I swallowed hard as I stared at the serpentine Wicca, and I decided that if I was going to tell them the truth about myself, the whole truth, the time was now.  
 
    “Because I am Satan reborn,” I explained as calmly as possible. “And to unlock the full extent of my power and convince all of Wicca-kind that I am the Dark Lord, I must complete three unholy tasks, including the resurrection of my mother. She’s the woman from my dreams, and she sacrificed her life to bring me into this world. I have seen it.” 
 
    At first, the women said nothing. They simply stared at me with gaped mouths and wide eyes, and I could feel thick tension and revelation filling up the room. None of the women seemed to be even breathing, and then Morgana let out a squeak as her legs trembled. 
 
    “Unholy hell,” Akira finally muttered before she collapsed down on her knees and bowed her head. “My lord… we beg your forgiveness for any past insults we placed upon you.”  
 
    “Yes, we most certainly do,” Vesta purred before she also got down on her knees, and the rest of the women followed. 
 
    “The Dark Lord is our master?” Nyx murmured with dilated, glassy eyes that stared up at me in awe. “This is… way fucking awesome.”  
 
    “Awesome?” Morgana squeaked again from where she was practically pressing her forehead into the ground. “N-Nyx, don’t be disrespectful--” 
 
    “No, it’s okay,” I chuckled in a dark, husky voice. “I think it’s pretty awesome.”  
 
    Nyx flashed me a starry-eyed, stoned grin, and Penelope shyly raised her head up and met my gaze. 
 
    “M-Master?” she stammered. “If I may ask a question?” 
 
    “You may.” I nodded.  
 
    “W-Well… why didn’t you tell us sooner about who you really were?” she asked before she quickly dropped her chocolate-brown eyes. “N-Not that I’m questioning your judgment, m-my lord, I just… wish we could have known sooner so we could have worshiped you properly.”  
 
    “To put it succinctly, I didn’t even remember myself until very recently,” I said, and then I reached out, slid my finger under her chin, and lifted her gaze to mine. “I never lied before, I truly did not remember my past until Samara, and then Theodora, helped me remember.”  
 
    “You knew?” Beatrix gasped as her head whipped around toward the former elder goddess. 
 
    “Yes.” Samara nodded. “Or at least strongly suspected. Why else do you think I was trying to defeat him so badly when we were enemies?”  
 
    Beatrix just gaped at the former goddess until I cleared my throat.  
 
    “But, rest assured, Penelope,” I said as I smirked down at the orange-haired, potion making prodigy. “You’ve treated me just fine. I am well-pleased with you and all of your coven sisters. Your fierceness, loyalty, and dark devoted hearts have made me proud to call you my own.”  
 
    “T-Thank you, master,” the orange-haired witch breathed as she stared up at me with adoration.  
 
    “I knew there was something special about you, my lord,” Circe purred from where she knelt, but because of her forked tongue, it sounded like a low seductive hiss. “I knew it from the moment you breathed life back into my broken body.”  
 
    “As did I,” Marina said, and the former siren flashed me a grateful smile. “I knew I would submit myself to your power the moment you saved me from my cruel former master.” 
 
    “And I am very glad I did,” I said as I aimed my smirk at the two witches, but then my eyes roved across the line of women kneeling at my feet. “I am very glad for all of you. You each have your unique talents and skills, and coupled with our blood pact and my own power, we will bring the Elder Lord and his kingdom to their knees.”  
 
    “We are here to serve you for all eternity, master,” Faye whispered in a broken voice, and tears of joy sparkled in her emerald eyes. “We will follow you to the very ends of the worlds if we have to.” 
 
    “Do you ask anything else of us, my lord?” Revna questioned, and I could see eagerness and desperation to please me sparkling in her sapphire-colored eyes. “We’ll do whatever you ask. We are mere servants to your dark will.” 
 
    That includes me, Cole-- er, Dark One… errr, Satan? Alexander said in my head, and I glanced over to see all the familiars bowing to me in respect, too. I’m sorry if I ever pissed you off… or acted like a shit… or didn’t listen. 
 
    “All is forgiven,” I assured my familiar, but I shifted my gaze back to my coven. “For all of you. So, rise. The past is the past, and I want to look forward to a wonderful and dark future. Things may be different from now on, but I am still your master. Obey my every whim, and once we defeat the Elder Lord and his minions, you will all sit at my side as my powerful, unholy dark brides.”  
 
    “Brides?” Morgana gasped as she and the others scrambled to their feet, and the bookworm’s beautiful blue eyes nearly popped out of her pale face.  
 
    “Of course.” I smirked. “And the mothers of my future offspring.”  
 
    “That sounds like a beautiful dream, master,” Vesta purred as she batted her silver eyes at me and chewed on her plump violet-colored lips. 
 
    “A dream I plan to soon make a reality,” I declared with authority ringing in my voice, but then another thought occurred to me, and a smile tugged at my lips. “And maybe sooner than I think, since I’ve already expanded our coven even further.”  
 
    “You have?” Akira grinned and crossed her arms over her chest. “May I guess as to who?”  
 
    “You may,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Vanessa,” the black-eyed witch immediately snickered. “I could see her resolve weakening by the day when she was traveling with us.”  
 
    “I can’t blame her, our master is very alluring,” Circe said, and her serpentine eyes glittered with desire as she raked them up and down my form.  
 
    “Is it true, m-my lord?” Beatrix stammered as she twirled a lock of brown hair around her finger. “Did the professor submit herself to you?”  
 
    “Yes.” I smirked. “Vanessa is a part of our family now… as well as her mother.”  
 
    “What!” all the witches gasped at once.  
 
    “No way!” Nyx breathed with glassy eyes. “The headmistress? That’s even more fucking awesome. Do you think this means Vanessa will have less of a stick up her ass now?” 
 
    “After last night, which is when I assume she became one of us,” Akira said in a sly voice. “I’m sure she’s feeling waaaaay less tension.” 
 
    “Akira…” Morgana said with a cute little frown. “She’s still our professor.” 
 
    “So what?” The dark-eyed witch shrugged. “Vanessa may be a professor, but our master is the Dark Lord. He outranks her and the headmistress now… wait, does this mean we don’t have to go to class?”  
 
    “What?” Morgana gasped, and her hands shot up to cover her mouth in horror. “Noooooooo. We have to go to class.”  
 
    “Oh,” Marina pouted. “I was just starting to enjoy the classes.”  
 
    “Don’t worry, you can still go to class,” I laughed. “Well, perhaps save Samara, since she’s just as powerful as the professors. But, for the rest of you, I want you all well-prepared for the coming battles, so you’ll learn all that Scholomance has to offer. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord,” my coven answered diligently.  
 
    A grin spread across my face. I liked the way that sounded.  
 
    “Err, master?” Revna spoke up, and she even adorably raised her hand like we were already in a classroom. “I-I do not wish to sound ungrateful or hurried, but--”  
 
    “You want to see the rest of the school and grounds?” I finished for her with a smile.  
 
    “Yes,” the wild witch murmured, and she blushed as she averted her gaze. “If that pleases you, my lord. I just… wish to see your home.”  
 
    “Making you happy pleases me,” I said as I reached out and cupped her warm cheek. “So, if you want the rest of the Scholomance tour, that is what we shall do.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” Revna breathed before I swooped down and pressed a kiss to her rose-pink lips.  
 
    “Alright, are we ready?” I asked as I pulled away from the blonde and faced the rest of my coven, who nodded in response. “Then let’s get going.”  
 
    “Oooh, I’m so excited to see your school,” Revna giggled as we walked toward the door, and the wild witch was already several steps ahead of us. “I can hardly wait!”  
 
    “Okay, hold your centaurs,” Akira laughed as Revna yanked open the door. “We’re coming.” 
 
    With that, we left the common room and wove through the corridors as the bright morning sun rose higher and higher. As we ventured toward our first and closest destination, the two new additions occasionally stopped to stare at the live paintings, but no one said anything until we reached the doors of the study hall.  
 
    I could feel Samara and Revna breathing heavily behind me, and when I pushed the doors open, a fresh breeze swept across our faces and through our hair. The air in the study hall was cool, and everything smelled like pinewood and roses. Of course, no one was awake, and it was strange to see the vast room so cold and empty, but there was something so serenely calm about the large, vacant chamber.  
 
    “Wow,” Samara said before she reached up and caressed one of the marble demon statues. “It looks so different… it feels completely different, too.”  
 
    “Does it?” Morgana asked as she carefully studied the former goddess. “In what way?” 
 
    “It’s like being inside a waking memory,” Samara said without looking away from the demonic statue. “I can’t explain it, but it feels like I’ve strolled into some kind of strange, inexplicable dream.” 
 
    “How many years has it been since you last stepped foot in Scholomance?” Akira asked, but the question lacked the black-eyed witch’s usual sharpness. She merely sounded curious, and I was proud my coven was welcoming the former goddess so well into our ranks. 
 
    “Too many to keep count,” Samara replied with a long, heavy sigh. “My holy magic kept me alive for so long. I was essentially immortal. I couldn’t tell you how many years it’s been exactly. Many thousands.” 
 
    “It must feel so strange,” Faye commented as she brushed back her long, blood-red hair. “I couldn’t even begin to imagine what you’re going through right now, Samara.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Marina added. “I mean, I know I felt like a fish out of water when I first arrived, but you were actually here, years and years ago. What a strange feeling, indeed.”  
 
    “Well, I appreciate your empathy,” Samara said after a moment, and then she forced herself to smile. “But it’s alright. Cole has been making the transition as smooth as possible.”  
 
    “I’m glad to hear that.” I grinned. “Now, let’s keep going. We still have more to look at--” 
 
    “Like the library?” Morgana asked as she bounced on the balls of her feet. 
 
    “Morgana, you already know what the library looks like,” Akira chuckled in a light-hearted tone. “Why are you acting as if you’ve never seen it before?” 
 
    “Because Revna hasn’t!” the bookworm replied with bright eyes. “Duh! It’ll be like seeing it for the first time all over again.”  
 
    The other witches giggled as we left the study hall and quickly made our way to the library. Morgana eagerly walked by my side, and when we approached the towering entranceway, she pressed her palm against the door and shoved it open.  
 
    “This is it!” she squealed before we walked past the threshold. 
 
    Like the study hall, the library was eerily quiet and empty. The bookcases towered three stories tall, and there was a burning fire already glowing in the fireplace. It cast shadows over the red floors and wooden walls, and the air smelled of worn-out pages, smoke, and moth-eaten velvet.  
 
    “What an amazing collection,” Samara breathed, and her ocean-hued eyes sparkled in amazement. “It’s still as magnificent as I remember.” 
 
    “Really?” Morgana asked. “Has nothing changed?” 
 
    “Well, there are some differences,” the former goddess explained. “The collection has most certainly expanded. I think Theodora added a new level if I’m not mistaken.”  
 
    “This is one of the most incredible things I’ve ever seen,” Revna murmured with her mouth agape. “I-I’ve never seen so many books. And we’re allowed to read… all of them?”  
 
    “Mostly,” Morgana pouted. “There are some forbidden tomes…” 
 
    “That’s never stopped us before,” Akira snickered under her breath.  
 
    “And I don’t think much is off-limits to us anymore,” I added with a smirk. “So, Revna, you may read to your heart’s content, and let me know if the professors say anything to you.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” the wild witch said as her sapphire eyes glittered with happiness.  
 
    The women took their time to explore the books, and when they were done, we headed out and took a moment to stand in the hallway.  
 
    “Where shall we go next?” Revna questioned as she skipped slightly ahead of me.  
 
    “Where would you like to go?” I asked. “We only have about thirty minutes left before you need to head to class.” 
 
    “Are you not joining us, master?” Akira asked with a black arched eyebrow.  
 
    “I’m Satan,” I reminded her with a broad smile. “What else would there be to learn? I’ve decided Samara and I are exempt from any more lessons, but we still have some time to kill.”  
 
    “If that’s the case, I’d love to check out that maze you spoke of,” the wild Wicca replied with a broad smile. “It sounds almost dangerous.” 
 
    “I haven’t seen it, either,” Marina said with fluttering purple eyes. “I’d love to see it.”  
 
    “Ooh, maybe I could get some ingredients for this potion I’ve been trying…” Penelope muttered almost to herself, and her brow wrinkled as she seemed to mentally go through a potion recipe. 
 
    “Then let’s go.” I smirked. “It’s on the border of the academy grounds, and it will take some time to get there, but it will be nice to get some fresh air.”  
 
    Revna squealed with excitement, and Samara chuckled as I led everyone out of the castle and across the vast green plains that led to the maze. Suddenly, a deep, strange sensation coursed through my entire body as we neared the massive maze, and when the sun rose even higher, the feeling grew far more intense. Each step I took felt painful and forced like I was pushing against an invisible wall.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered to myself.  
 
    My head quickly started to spin, but thankfully, the moment was fleeting, and I soon felt like myself again.  
 
    “Are you alright, master?” Circe asked in a gentle voice, and she narrowed her serpentine eyes at me. “You looked quite pale for a moment there.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine,” I replied, even though I was still dizzy. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Akira asked, and her eyebrows were furrowed with concern. 
 
    “I-I just feel a little strange, like--” I said, but an image of Theodora suddenly sprung to mind.  
 
    “Master?” Revna asked when I didn’t say another word.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” I said as I saw the headmistress in my head, as clear as day. “We’ll have to postpone the maze tour until later. We need to get to Theodora’s office. Now.” 
 
    “What about class?” Morgana asked as she bit her lip. 
 
    “If Cole says we need to go to the headmistress’ office, then that’s where we go,” Akira said in a firm voice. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Without another word, the coven and I turned around and headed to Theodora’s office. My footsteps were heavy as we strolled through the corridors, and as we walked, I wondered what this new sensation was. I could feel Theodora’s presence, and the pull was so strong I stopped in my tracks and envisioned the office with all of us inside. Then, before I knew it, I could feel my body transporting through space. My stomach twisted and turned, but when everything grew still, we were exactly where I envisioned us. 
 
    Vanessa and Theodora stood by the headmistress’ long desk, and the first thing I noticed was how different Vanessa looked when she wasn’t in one of her gowns. Instead, she was dressed in dark velvet pants, knee-high leather boots, and a dark-red corset. Her white tunic was tucked into her pants and bodice, and her long dark hair was tied into a neat fishtail braid. Her face was free from any makeup, and she also wore a long, emerald-green cloak. She looked like she was prepared to trek through the deepest woodland and ready to face the cooler and harsher weather. 
 
    “Ah, there you are,” Theodora said as she closed the door behind her and looked at each woman carefully. “Now, are you ready to begin your next quest? If you thought you’d seen it all before, I’m afraid you’re in for one hell of surprise. ”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” my coven dutifully responded.  
 
    “We’re ready,” Akira affirmed with her chin raised.  
 
    “Great.” Theodora smiled. “I suppose we’re sisters now, bound by blood and incredible power. Now that our connection has deepened, I’ll be able to aid you all more. No matter where you are, I’ll sense your distress if you find yourselves in a prickly situation. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” the witches repeated. 
 
    “Not only do we understand,” Penelope added, and the other women all turned to look at her, “but we vow with all our might and hearts to not fail you. There is no doubt in my mind.”  
 
    “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” Theodora purred, and her eyes were glittering with pride. “Now, I’m sure you’ll want to know where I’ll be sending you--” 
 
    “The thought did cross my mind,” Circe interrupted as she looked at Vanessa from head to toe. “It looks like Vanessa is prepared to walk through a frost-bitten woodland.”  
 
    “That’s a surprisingly accurate description of where we’ll be going,” the professor said in a steady voice. “We’ll be shadow-porting to a realm known as the Gorean region. It’s a vast, deep woodland, home to creatures forged by holy and unholy magic. It’s considered a dangerous realm, but the true peril lies on the borders. There are clusters of soldiers, once considered great and powerful centaurs, who now trek through the woods on a pile of bones. They smell flesh like a wolf smells blood, so we’ll need to be careful. There will be eyes on us at every turn.” 
 
    “Once you reach this realm, my master, you’ll then complete three unholy tasks or rather, three Dark Miracles,” Theodora continued as she met my gaze. “First, you have to trespass into an elder kingdom and transform their holy river into a poisonous river of blood. Then you must raise all the unborn children from the dead and unleash them upon the masses. This plague will not only kill an elder king and send a message to the Elder Lord, but it will also be the beginning of unlocking your undeniable power. Then you must break into the Holy Assembly and destroy all its members. It is a palace filled with holy and powerful believers of the elder lord, similar to our High Wicca Council. And finally, for the third Dark Miracle, you will have to enter your mother’s tomb and find the last Defero stone and the body of Lilith. Once she has risen, this will also break the memory spell placed on the teachers, and all of Wicca-kind will have no choice but to bow to you, Dark Lord. This is your unholy plan that has taken decades to come to fruition, master, and I cannot wait to bear witness to your dark glory.” 
 
    “I understand, Theodora,” I replied for the coven, and then I flashed the sultry older witch a smile. “We’ll venture quietly and carefully, and I will return victorious and bathed in the blood of our enemies.” 
 
    “I would expect nothing less, master,” she purred, but then her eyes suddenly darted back and forth like a frantic bee. “Wait, how silly of me, we’re missing something.” 
 
    Theodora snapped her fingers, and suddenly a thick cloud of mist surrounded us. When the fog cleared, the familiars were floating or crawling around the office, and even if I couldn’t understand all the creatures, I could tell they were surprised and perhaps even a little agitated. 
 
    Hey, Cole, Alexander said before he flew over and hovered by my side. Are we leaving now?  
 
    “Yes,” I confirmed, and when I glanced at everyone, pride swelled deep in my heart.  
 
    A part of me still couldn’t believe how far I’d come. When I first arrived at Scholomance, I was alone and hated by nearly everyone. No one even looked in my direction, and I wasn’t sure how long I’d survive behind these walls. Now, I’d learned I was Satan reborn, and even the headmistress of the academy was a member of my unholy coven. I owned her soul, along with all these other women, and together, I knew we’d be able to face the Elder Lord and his holy army.  
 
    “I have two gifts for you, my lord,” Theodora said with her head held high. “I hope they will please you.” 
 
    “I’m sure they will,” I responded.  
 
    Theodora smiled and snapped her fingers, and two artifacts appeared in midair. It was the golden key and the undying compass from my last quest. They both hovered above my eyes, and I immediately noticed something was different about the needle of the compass. It was bright gold, and when Theodora smiled at me, I knew she must have sensed my question.  
 
    “The needle’s been replaced with a fragment of the crown Samara submitted to you,” Theodora explained. “You’ll never feel lost with this around your neck.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said before I took the compass and wrapped the cold chain around my neck.  
 
    “Now, before I send you away,” the headmistress continued. “We need to change your clothing and provide you with provisions. I won’t be sending anything your way once I transport you. Any outside magic can be easily detected, and it would be unwise to test the magnitude of the Elder Lord’s abilities.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I said in a firm voice. 
 
    “Now, hold still, please,” Theodora responded as she rolled up her sleeves and flicked her wand in our direction. “Verto!” 
 
    A sapphire-blue light soared through the air, and when it washed over us, I could feel the fabric on my skin shifting into something different. The feel of soft cotton suddenly turned into delicate velvet, and the cloak clasped around my shoulders felt lighter.  
 
    When I looked at the other women, they were all dressed in the same fashion as Vanessa. They all wore either black or brown knee-high boots, belts with hooks on them to carry weapons and other supplies, long cloaks, and waist cinching corsets.  
 
    “I look sexy,” Nyx chuckled as she looked down at her bulging blue breasts.  
 
    “Practical,” Vanessa said before she looked at her mother with her chin raised. “I believe we’re ready to go, Headmistress.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Theodora said before her bright, sky-blue eyes looked deeply into mine. “Now, travel only during the day. If darkness takes over, find seclusion and wait it out. Understood?” 
 
    “Do not worry, Theodora.” I smirked. “You know I will not fail.” 
 
    “Apologies, my lord,” she murmured as she sheepishly bowed her head. “I have worried for you for so long--” 
 
    “And that time is over,” I cut in with authority ringing in my voice, but I smiled to let her know I was not upset over her devotion. “The time has come for me to embrace my destiny and my power.” 
 
    “Of course,” the headmistress said with a faint smile of her own. “I have the utmost faith in you, Dark One. Now, everyone, close your eyes. This won’t be an easy ride.” 
 
    Before we were sent away, I took one more glance around the office and briefly wondered when we would return. I missed these stone walls, morbid paintings, curious students, and quirky professors. We’d barely been back, and already, we found ourselves on the brink of another mission. As my eyes wandered around the warm, safe office, I also questioned how long it would take to retrieve Lilith and bring her safely back to Scholomance, but the time for questions was over. 
 
    It was time for action.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio!” the headmistress cried out. 
 
    Once the incantation was complete, a deep-purple cloud washed over us, and Theodora completely disappeared from view. My body violently twisted and turned through endless and mysterious realms, and as we ventured into the unknown, heat rose up my neck, my ears pounded, and my heart hammered in my chest. It took a long moment before my feet were planted firmly on the ground, and when the purple mist cleared, a chilling wind brushed across my skin and pierced my bones. Then I looked up at the sky, and it was a mix between rose-pink and tangerine-orange. Time must have moved differently here, and I guessed it was early morning. A cluster of deep-brown trees surrounded us, and their long, spider-leg branches were adorned with wispy, dying leaves. Rotted foliage littered the forest floor, and the layer of leaves reached past my ankles. My coven looked around suspiciously, and several of them scrunched up their noses and made small gagging noises.  
 
    “Do you smell something?” Circe questioned as she pinched her nose. 
 
    “Fuck,” Marina coughed. “It’s worse than a dead school of fish.” 
 
    “I-It smells like… something fetid,” Beatrix gagged, and when another gust of wind whipped past us, I smelled it.  
 
    The stench was overpowering, and bile churned in my stomach. We covered our mouths, and when I narrowed my eyes and stared off into the distance, I thought I saw something hidden beneath the leaves. It took a moment, but I soon realized it was a bloody, greenish hand. The fingers were sticking out, and they looked stiff with missing or blackened fingernails. Whoever this hand belonged to, they must have died days ago.  
 
    “Shit…” Akira muttered after she followed my steady gaze. “This isn’t good.” 
 
    I took a small step forward to further inspect the mysterious hand, but then I nearly tripped over something bulky buried beneath the leaves. When I glanced down, I flinched because a pair of brown, vacant eyes were staring back at me. Even at first glance, I knew life had been drained from them a long time ago, and the notion sent a horrible chill down my spine.  
 
    “What is this?” Faye gasped with bulging eyes. “It’s like we’re--” 
 
    “In an unmarked graveyard,” Vanessa finished. “We need to move. Now.” 
 
    Before we could agree with her, the sky immediately darkened, and the wind grew sharper and louder. I sensed something watching us, and whatever it was, it was drawing closer and closer. I immediately gritted my teeth and quietly reached for my wand, and as soon as my fingers wrapped around the wooden hilt, a voice erupted from the trees and sent another violent shiver through my body.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” it cackled. “What do we have here? A group of wanderers, alone in the forest? What a lovely treat indeed.” 
 
    “That’s where you’re mistaken,” I growled, and I could feel everyone’s bodies tensing up. “We’re not a group of mere wanderers.”  
 
    “Then whom am I speaking to?” the voice asked. 
 
    “Your worst fucking nightmare,” I answered as the sky turned pitch black. 
 
    Whoever this was, I already knew they possessed both unholy and holy magic, and even if I couldn’t see them, I sensed they were the same bone-riding creatures Theodora warned us about.  
 
    I realized at that moment, if the headmistress warned us not to tackle these creatures head-on, then I knew we had met one hell of a match. The air continued to grow colder, and a thick dark mist swept across our eyes and swirled around our ankles.  
 
    What the fuck is going on, Cole? Alexander asked as the wind grew stronger. I can barely see a damn thing.  
 
    “Right there with you,” I said while I stared off into the distance. “Clearly, these assholes need the darkness to fight. They’d rather cower in the shadows than fight fairly.” 
 
    “We can fight in any element,” the deep voice growled over the wind. “You dare question our authority?” 
 
    “Then why do you need the mist to shield you?” I sneered in the hopes of making these creatures show themselves. 
 
    “You dare to question us?” the voice cackled. “I can’t tell if I’m impressed or sickened by your confidence.” 
 
    “You should be fearful,” I snarled. “Now, show yourself.” 
 
    “I think not,” the voice replied, and another deep growl resonated in the air.  
 
     The sound echoed like a chorus of drums, and the sky started to crack with bright-yellow lightning. Heavy rainfall swiftly began to pour from the heavens, and the sounds of a growing storm surrounded all of us. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Nyx demanded as she squinted into the gale. “I can’t see a fucking thing!”  
 
    “The creatures Theodora spoke of, they must be a band of wild ghouls!” Morgana shouted. “They turn invisible and use the elements to do their bidding! Be careful. If they get too close, they can kill you with just one slash from their fingernail.”  
 
    The rainfall quickly intensified, and each rush of thunder sent a deeper shiver down my spine. I whipped my wand out and narrowed my eyes in every direction as I tried to see past the heavy rain, but there was nothing in sight. My vision must have been deceiving me, though, because I thought I heard a deep, hungry growl somewhere nearby. Then, before I knew what was happening, I was violently pushed back into the dirt.  
 
    “Master!” Vanessa screamed.  
 
    The others cried out in protest when I slammed hard against the ground, and searing pain shot through my body. I could barely breathe as cold mist completely shrouded me, and there was weighted pressure on top of my chest. It felt like a heavy animal with four paws was on top of me, and whatever it was, it smelled of wet fur and metallic blood. Invisible claws dug into my flesh, and my lungs were threatening to combust under its massive weight.  
 
    “Don’t try to cast any spells on it,” Morgana warned. “If we do, it will hit Cole!” 
 
    “Well, fuck,” Akira screamed, and her voice was laced with panic. “Then what the hell are we supposed to do? Just stand by and watch?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what you’ll do,” I grunted, and it took all my willpower to speak. “I’ve got this.” 
 
    Whatever was on top of me, it was using its time to taunt me, but that was its fatal mistake, so I reached up with my free hand and grasped something that felt like a thick, furry neck. A deep growl reverberated over the sound of thunder, and I pressed as hard as I could against the transparent tissue. The more force I used against this invisible enemy, the more determined it grew to overcome my hold and snap at my neck. As the seconds ticked by, I could feel it growing more and more impatient, but still, it was no match for me. The firmer I pressed against its nape, the more it whimpered and grunted in protest.  
 
    “Get… the… fuck… off,” I snarled as I pressed my thumb on what seemed like the center of its throat.  
 
    The invisible creature felt like it was leaning forward, and as it tried to reach for my face, I could hear its hungry growls and feel the thick drool dripping from its mouth. It desperately snapped and wriggled furiously against my grip, and I’d had enough, so I reached down into my waistband and wrapped my fingers around the hilt of my bonded blade. I knew even if this creature was invisible, it could still die by the end of my unholy weapon, and with all my strength, I retracted the knife from its sheath and thrust it upward into the air.  
 
    Suddenly, a rain of thick blood poured on top of me, and it filled my mouth and slipped down my throat as I yelled with fury. I coughed and choked on the salty liquid, but my grip never loosened. The more I pressed against the creature’s neck, the more its body twitched in my hold, and I never stopped twisting or turning the blade into what felt like meaty flesh. With my hand still around its thick invisible neck, a drawn-out sound echoed louder than the blaring wind, and finally, I could feel my attacker’s body go limp and collapse by my side.  
 
    I scrambled to my feet, and when I glanced down at the ground, something was slowly starting to appear. It took a moment or two, but then I realized what it was. 
 
    There, dead on the wet leaves and dead bodies, was a blood-soaked dog. Its muzzle was covered in clumps of blood, its throat was split open, and its eyes were lifeless and blankly staring up at the black sky. 
 
    “Well done, master!” Revna commended before she scowled into the tree line. “See? Our master can defeat any enemy! Whether he can see them or not!” 
 
    “Because he is the master of all darkness,” Marina added, and the former sounded proud of her declaration. “The one and only Satan. Lord of evil and creator of all unholy power!”  
 
    “No!” a chorus of voices screamed all at once, and then the first voice emerged from the darkness.  
 
    “How dare you!” he snarled. “You’ll pay greatly for this, filthy Wiccans! Kill them all!” 
 
    The ground started to violently shake, and the air seemed to flicker before a group of green-skinned and horned creatures abruptly appeared and came riding toward us. They were seated upon dead, bony horses with bright white eyes, and each time their skeletal horses breathed, their wide nostrils flared, and smoke puffed from their open jaws. Their hooves clattered against the ground, and soon, we were surrounded by countless soldiers.  
 
    Their leader was at the front of their command, and he wore dark-red armor with gold embellishments splayed on his helmet and sword hilt. They were marked in a language I’d never seen before, and the rest of his uniform reminded me of elder armor. More growls reverberated through the air, and I knew it had to be the sound of their invisible hounds by their sides.  
 
    “Draw your swords!” he cried out, and then his men released a bloody war cry as they swung their weapons in the air. “Attack!”  
 
    I gripped my wand tightly before I raised it above my head and aimed it at the incoming group of soldiers. Then I called upon the darkness and willed the elements to obey my unholy command.  
 
    I was Satan reborn, and I would give these fuckers one hell of a show before they died. 
 
    “Motus!” I cried out.  
 
    A bright light, as yellow as lightning, suddenly slipped from the heavens and came down upon a massive cluster of soldiers. The spell violently knocked several ghouls off their bone-like horses, and the light burned them up from the inside out. Intestines exploded from their bellies like wet, red snakes, and the smell of charred, raw flesh filled the air and wafted up my nostrils. The echo of dying screams quickly followed, as well as the sound of bodies hitting the earth. I managed to destroy at least half the army with my spell, and we were just getting started. 
 
    “Revolo!” Vanessa yelled with all her might.  
 
    A purple light exploded from the tip of her wand and flew in the army’s direction before they could regroup. The powerful incantation hit a long row of men, and they soared off their horses and disappeared into the storm. My women were determined to see these fuckers fall, and before I knew it, all hell broke loose. 
 
    “Dissulto!” Morgana screamed. 
 
    “Secare!” Akira shouted.  
 
    “Glacio!” Circe roared.  
 
    My women didn’t hold back, and dozens of voices echoed above the sound of beating rain. I smiled as bursts of lights escaped from our side and flew toward our attackers all at once. Everything became a blur of blood, spells, and rainfall, and it was nearly impossible to see. Rain pooled in my eyes, but I still flicked my wand and sent incantations to and fro.  
 
    The women fought relentlessly, and when only one soldier was left standing, I took a step closer toward him and his beast and raised my magical weapon.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled before he could open his mouth.  
 
    Red light burst from my wand and hit the ghoulish leader right in the center of his chest. Both he and his beast soared backward and flew through the air until his back slammed against a tree, and he slumped down to the ground. His animal disintegrated into a thousand bony pieces, and dark-green blood trickled down his nose as he raised his head, but I knew he still had some fight left in him. 
 
    “You,” he growled as rain poured down his green skin. “I don’t care what it takes, but I’ll take you down, even if I die doing it.”  
 
    “Then what are you waiting for?” I grinned. “Come at me.”  
 
    The leader’s eyes met mine right before he sprung to his feet and ran toward me with a small dagger drawn, but not one of my women made a move since they knew he was mine for the taking. I let him come closer, and when he was only a couple inches away from plunging his weapon inside me, I pulled out my knife and stuck it deep into the side of his gut. 
 
    The soldier choked on his blood and slumped forward as I twisted my knife in deeper. The sound of his pained grunts felt like ecstasy as the life slowly left his eyes, and he struggled to breathe.  
 
    “Enjoy wherever the afterlife takes you,” I growled in his ear before he fell backward. 
 
    As he laid on his back and stared up at the sky, everything slowly stilled, and the heavy rain stopped pouring. I took a deep breath of the smell of burned and bloody bodies, but the scent brought a smile to my face.  
 
    We’d won. 
 
    “We’re getting better at taking on armies, aren’t we, master?” Akira chuckled with pride. “What was that… us against two dozen?” 
 
    “At least,” I replied as I looked at each marvelous witch. “Well done.”  
 
    Suddenly, the compass around my neck started to violently beat against my chest, and when I pried the lid open, the golden needle was spinning like crazy. I studied the arrow and waited for it to stop, but it just continued to spin.  
 
    “Where is it pointing?” Vanessa asked after a minute or two. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said as I narrowed my eyes at the relic. “It hasn’t stopped yet.” 
 
    “That’s strange,” the professor remarked. “It should have stopped by now.”  
 
    “I know--” I said, but before I could utter another word, the golden arrow came to a sudden halt. “Wait… it’s pointing west.”  
 
    “Excellent,” Vanessa sighed. “At least we know where we’re going.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I said as I looked up and studied the dark wood ahead of us. “We’d better get going, though, we have no idea how long it will take to reach this holy kingdom.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded before we picked up our feet and headed west.  
 
    Alexander flew ahead, and the other familiars followed us as we trekked through the woodland for what seemed like hours. A slight sweat broke across my face, and my feet ached, but I refused to take a break. When the sun started to turn a bloody shade of orange, I knew we needed to pick up the pace and get the hell out of this mysterious domain.  
 
    “Alex,” I said, and my loyal beast flew to my side. “Can you take a look above the trees and see how far away the kingdom is?” 
 
    Sure thing, Cole, he answered.  
 
    My familiar soared upward, and when his body swept past the canopy of dark trees, something brushed over my body, and it felt like the wind was being knocked out of my chest. My head spun, and my breathing grew faster like I had just finished running through the forest.  
 
    “Master?” Penelope said as she slowly blinked. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I-I’m not sure,” I groaned as I pressed my fingers against my throbbing temples. “It feels like the woods are disappearing from view.”  
 
    “What is taking its place?” Vanessa asked. “Focus carefully.”  
 
    “I think whatever Alex is seeing,” I replied after a long moment. “I can see green marshes ahead, and beyond that, a cluster of hills and behind that, there’s a palace surrounded by small wooden and stone houses. It’s a large kingdom, and the castle is one of the tallest buildings I’ve ever seen. Well, at least in this world.” 
 
    “In this world?” Morgana asked. “What do you mean, master?” 
 
    “Never mind,” I said, and I knew the conversation regarding Earth would need to be saved for another time.  
 
    “Do you still feel sick, master?” Penelope asked.  
 
    “The world is still spinning,” I muttered.  
 
    “What’s wrong with him, Vanessa?” Circe asked with a pale arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Nothing is wrong,” the professor responded. “It’s just that your bond with Alexander is complete. Your vision can now be reversed.” 
 
    “Unholy hell, that’s pretty fucking cool.” I grinned wildly, but then I quickly composed myself. “Er, anyway, we’re nearly there. Once we reach the borders of the forest, we should cross the marshes as soon as possible. If we’re quick enough, we’ll reach the outskirts of the kingdom before nightfall.” 
 
    “Lead the way, master.” Faye nodded.  
 
    Together, we reached the forest’s borders, and by the time we stepped past the woodland’s threshold, the sun was setting beyond the horizon. The sky burned a bright orange, and at first, the emerald-hued marshes seemed tranquil, but when I took a deep breath, the stench of rotting water slipped up my nose. The air was foul, and something was definitely amiss. A series of intense shivers ran down my spine, and my feet and fingers were tingling with anticipation. 
 
    Then I looked at my coven, but their faces were suddenly blank, and their mouths were parted open. They reminded me of marble statues, and slowly, their eyes were dimming and being replaced with a burning bright light. Even the familiars were frozen in place, and their eyes were turning the same shade of white. I couldn’t understand what was happening, but whatever it was, I knew it was taking over the women’s bodies and souls.  
 
    Before I could cry out to them, there was a resounding chorus of laughter, and when I whipped around to find where it was coming from, I saw thousands of snake-like eyes peering out from the marshes.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    “Look at thissssss,” a deep and disturbing voice hissed. “We have several guests in our midssssssst… and one of them is a little less cooperative than the others. Tssssk, tssssk, tsssssssssssssk.”  
 
    “I can’t seem to get inside its head,” another voice croaked. “Something powerful is preventing me from taking a closer look…” 
 
    “Yeah, just keep trying,” I growled as I pulled out my wand and dagger. “You won’t even come close.” 
 
    “Is that sooooooo?” the first voice whistled, and suddenly, all the snake-like eyes disappeared at once. “Sisters, I do believe we have a young and healthy man in our presence. I haven’t seen one in these parts for a very looooong time.”  
 
    My skin crawled and turned ice-cold as their high-pitched voices penetrated my mind, like a worm burrowing into the earth, and I knew I was gravely outnumbered.  
 
    But not outmatched, and I would soon prove to these creatures the mistake they had made attacking me and my women.  
 
    As the sound of their laughter grew louder and shriller, a sickly green mist formed around me like a cocoon, and the smell was rancid. The odor was like decomposing fish left to rot under the sun, and I wanted to cover my nose and block out the overpowering scent, but I tuned out their shrill cries and tightened my grip on my wand and dagger.  
 
    “Just let us innnnnnnn,” the voices taunted as they tried to push on my mental barriers. “Why are you fighting so hard against us?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth, ignored their questions, and forced myself to see through the growing haze. It was exceedingly difficult, though, and no matter where I looked, I couldn’t see a damn thing. Whoever was taunting me must have been deep down in the bog. My eyes burned as the mist continued to dance around the murky waters, and when I strained my vision, I thought I could see one pair of slit-shaped serpentine eyes glaring at me.  
 
    “What the hell did you do to my coven?” I demanded. “Show yourself!”  
 
    “Coven?” the voices repeated in unison. “Ah, so you’re a witch?” 
 
    “That’s fucking right,” I snarled. “And my power is beyond measure.”  
 
    Suddenly, the voices stopped giggling, and everything went still. The mist thickened, and the sky darkened, but I kept my wand out in front of me and my dagger close to my opposite side. I planted my feet as well as I could in the muddy marshes, and when I heard the splash of water, I sucked in a sharp breath and waited for my enemy to appear.  
 
    Dozens of women with sagging green reptile skin and wide wet mouths were slowly emerging from the water, and they were hideous-looking creatures. They were tall beings with broad shoulders and hunched over backs, and their hair was long, dark, and stringy, stuck to patches on their bald heads. Slits in the middle of the faces acted as nostrils, but the space where their eyes should have been was just a vacant stretch of warty skin. Their breasts and stomachs drooped like layers of melted candle wax, and their feet and toenails were long and filthy. The skin between their toes was webbed, and when they raised their scaled hands, a long shiver ran down my spine.  
 
    Snake-like eyeballs were embedded in the center of their palms, and each time they slowly blinked, the smiles on their eyeless faces widened.  
 
    I’d never seen such repulsive women.  
 
    “A male witch’s soul would make such a delicious meal,” one woman giggled. “I don’t believe we’ve ever had one, have we, Cinthia?”  
 
    “Noooooo,” another sickly woman chuckled, and when she laughed, her floppy stomach jiggled like spoiled jelly. “I would certainly remember that. Oh, I bet his flesh is sweet and juicy. Let’s kill him slowly, shall we, sisters? I’d like to take my time with this one.”  
 
    The women started to approach me, and as they did, I took several steps back with my wand raised. Their smiles widened, but little did they know I was ready to wreak havoc on them, no matter how much power it took.  
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. Then I pictured the sun burning bright above us, and I imagined its golden rays engulfing the women where they stood. I had no idea what kind of creatures these ugly bitches were, but I had a strong feeling they loathed the sun. After all, their habitat was shielded with mist, and the scale-skinned creatures only emerged when the sun disappeared behind thick gray clouds.  
 
    “What is he doing?” one of the women laughed. “He’s just standing there, and he isn’t even using his wand!” 
 
    “All the better for us,” another creature cackled. “I love when my meal doesn’t even put up a fight.” 
 
    “So do I,” a shrill voice echoed. “Fear often taints the blood. He will be so sweet.”  
 
    The creatures all snickered in response, and even with my eyes closed, I could feel the marsh women honing in on me. I could practically see the drool dripping from the corners of their wide lips, and when they were only a few feet away, I prepared to recite the most powerful and ancient of spells.  
 
    “Motus!” I cried out as I opened my eyes. 
 
    The snake-like women were gathered around me in a large circle, and their serpentine gazes were fixed on me hungrily. Then the sun started to appear as the clouds quickly parted, and the marsh women all started to wildly scream and writhe in pain as the yellow rays fell upon them. Their thick, green skin split open like over-ripened fruit, and yellow pus dripped from their wounds as the rays of sunlight burned through their scaly surface and melted their bones.  
 
    The sun’s rays mercilessly continued to beat down on the monstrous women, and they desperately tried to rush back to their watery domain, but very few managed to dive back to safety. Chaos broke loose as the air was filled with smoke and the stench of charred flesh, but when the nearest marsh woman started to disintegrate, she screamed and laughed at the same time.  
 
    I raised my eyebrow at her, and when she saw my quizzical glare, she smiled through the agony, and her yellow-stained teeth gleamed under the light.  
 
    “Your women are still stunned,” she shrieked, and then deep green blood spurted from her cracked lips. “If… you want to save them, you’re going to have to enter their minds to do it, but no living creature has ever… done it.”  
 
    I forced myself to keep smiling at her, and as the sun shone even brighter, each woman let out one last shriek before they disintegrated into a thousand chunks of raw, snake-like flesh. Their limbs quickly melted into thick puddles, and as their futile cries died down, I stepped toward my immobilized coven and familiars and carefully studied their paralyzed faces. They looked cold, completely devoid of emotion, and it pained me to see them all frozen in place with no will or feeling of their own. The snake-like woman said it would be impossible to break through their magic, but I didn’t care.  
 
    I’d beat their power, no matter the cost. I was the Dark Lord reborn, and nothing would stand in my way.  
 
    So, with all my will, I stared long and hard at each of my women, and when I gently grasped onto Revna’s wrist, my world slowly transformed.  
 
    The marshes faded from view as my head violently throbbed, and my entire body burned like a thousand needles were pricking my skin. My head spun, and my world turned dark, but then my feet found solid ground. I struggled to open my eyes, but when I finally peeled them open, I was in the middle of a mass grave.  
 
    Bodies littered the floor and were splattered among piles of rubble and rock, but the corpses were so decomposed, charred, and bloody that it was impossible to see who the victims were. When I craned my neck to look above me, the sky was the color of blood, and there wasn’t one cloud in sight. The air smelled like burnt bodies mixed with fresh blood, and if I wasn’t mistaken, the scent of freshly concocted potions and brews also lingered around me. Everything was so destroyed, I wasn’t sure where I was until I heard the shrill screams. 
 
    Without a moment of hesitation, I ran and followed the agonizing cries until I reached something that resembled a ruined classroom, and my mouth instantly fell open when I realized I was in Scholomance.  
 
    Desks were overturned, glass was everywhere, and bodies were scattered all over the floor. There were rows of rope nooses hanging from the ceiling, and several professors were dangling above my head like rag dolls. Their faces were white-washed, and their lips were deep purple. Crows were feasting on their pallid, broken flesh, and judging by the smell and their appearance, they’d been dead for a long time now. My heart pounded with vengeance and sorrow as I took a couple of steps forward, and as much as I wanted to pray to Satan that I would find a way out of here, it was difficult to find the words when I was the Dark Lord himself.  
 
    Then I heard another ear-piercing scream. It sounded like it was coming from behind me, but when I looked around, I couldn’t see a damn thing. Everyone in the classroom was dead and gone, but I still needed to find out where my coven was. Before I could wonder about it any longer, another ear-piercing scream filled the air, and I thought I saw a dim light coming from the outside of the classroom at the end of one of the corridors.  
 
    I rushed out of the bloody room, and as I ran down the hallway, my heart hammered in my chest, sweat broke across my face, and my mouth went dry. My feet throbbed and burned as I continued to push onward, and it seemed like the further I ran, the longer the corridor grew. I tried my best to keep going, but no matter how hard I sprinted, the hallway continued to stretch and grow.  
 
    “Noooooooo!” Revna’s voice cried out. “Heeeeelp! Maaaaaaaaster!”  
 
    “Get your hands off her!” another familiar voice screamed, and it took a moment for me to realize it was Vanessa. “By Satan, I will kill you for this! Let her go!” 
 
    I thought I was running for hours, and when I finally reached the banquet hall doors, I could hear voices and screams coming from within. I pushed the barred doors open with all my strength, and when I stepped inside, my jaw nearly hit the ground.  
 
    There, organized in a long row, was every woman from my unholy coven. They were kneeling with their hands tied behind their backs, and a small pyre of broken wands was in the middle of the room. All the familiars were unconscious or dead on the floor, and as terrifying as it was to see my women and creatures held captive, there was something else that made my heart stop.  
 
    It was Headmistress Theodora kneeling before two tall elders, and one of them was the Elder Lord.  
 
    I immediately recognized his blond hair, blue eyes, and unforgettable smug grin. He looked so full of himself, and to see him so fucking proud made my blood boil. All I wanted to do was pull out my blade and cut the flesh from his face, but I knew this wasn’t reality, and if I wanted to save my women, I had to focus on them and not that holy bastard.  
 
    “You are hereby sentenced to die by the end of my sanctified blade,” the Elder Lord growled, and his voice echoed like thunder. “The heavens have judged you accordingly, and now you will suffer the consequences. Do you have any last words?”  
 
    Theodora didn’t say a thing, and when enough silence had passed, the Elder Lord lifted his blade and slowly brought the weapon down.  
 
    “Nooooooo!” A loud and penetrating scream erupted from Vanessa’s lips, but before the blade could cut Theodora’s head from her neck, I raised my hand.  
 
    Everything started to occur in slow motion, and it took a long moment before I could hoist one foot in front of another.  
 
    As I lifted my feet and forced myself to move forward, the long, slender sword slowly descended and was only inches away from touching the headmistress’ soft ivory neck. At that moment, I knew I only had a few seconds to reach the women before one of their greatest fears came true. I had a horrible inkling we were trapped in some kind of alternate universe, and if I didn’t do something soon, we would be stuck here forever. The vision was consuming them, but perhaps if I could touch one woman, then everything would dissolve into nothingness, and we would return to the real world.  
 
    It was a theory, but at least it was worth a shot.  
 
    I tried to run toward the witches, and when I drew closer, I stretched out my hand. I moved as fast as I could, but my body was still propelling at a lumbering pace. When I looked down, each foot was slowly moving in front of the other, and my entire body felt heavy, like a block of marble slowly sinking underwater. It took all my strength to push through whatever void I had created, but if it was of my making, then I sure as hell could beat it.  
 
    “Stooooooooop!” I ordered, and my voice was several octaves lower than usual.  
 
    Slowly, the Elder Lord turned his head, and my women were doing the same, but before any of them could fully swing around to face me, I reached out and touched Morgana’s shoulder with the tip of my finger. Then a loud explosion erupted from nothingness, and a bright light engulfed us all.  
 
    It felt like my body was swimming through an endless white vortex, and I thought I was shadow porting for a moment, but somehow the feeling was even more violent. I suppressed a loud scream as my insides twisted and turned, and then my feet slammed into the ground, and I snapped open my eyes.  
 
    I was back in the marshes, but this time, the murky bodies of water were gone, and the corpses of the snake-like women had completely melted into the grass. Their bodies were slowly turning into beds of bright red flowers with large thorns and yellow irises, and now the sky was clear blue dotted with clouds as soft and as white as snow. Birds of every color and shape flew across the canvas and chirped in harmony, and the air smelled like spring time rather than putrid death.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Vanessa breathed as she came back to herself, and her eyes were shining with tears. “I s-saw my mother. She was being executed by an elder--” 
 
    “He was the Elder Lord,” I clarified. “He was the one I saw when Samara was pulled into a living vision.”  
 
    “It seemed so real, though,” Faye panted as her green eyes darted back and forth. “One minute we were here, and then it was like this world was a dream and our capture was reality.” 
 
    I felt like I was dying, Alex grunted in my head. 
 
    “Something possessed you,” I said as I looked around the group. “At least that’s what I think… I’d never seen or heard of such creatures before.” 
 
    “What creatures, master?” Akira asked with a raised black eyebrow. “What exactly happened?” 
 
    “You turned as still as stone, and your eyes went vacant,” I explained. “Then these snake-like women emerged from the marshes and taunted me. They had eyes on the palms of their hands and long stringy hair. They said they would devour me like they were devouring you…” 
 
    “It sounds like nomes,” Morgana gasped with wide, blue eyes. “Did they have scaly skin and hiss like a snake?”  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. 
 
    “Definitely nomes,” the bookish brunette confirmed. “They are soul suckers who transfix their targets by showing them their worst nightmare. Then, when their prey is still as stone, they eat everything, including the bones.”  
 
    “How vile,” Vesta said with a small scowl on her perfect face.  
 
    “I’ve heard of watery creatures who devour flesh, but never bone and soul,” Marina said as she looked around the group. “What a terrible notion.”  
 
    “Indeed, and it would have been our fate,” Vanessa said in a low voice, “but thanks to Cole, we’re safe.” 
 
    “And the marshes are gone,” Penelope said as she sniffed the air. “These flowers are special… if we can ground them up, I’m sure their properties would be unique.” 
 
    “Take a few,” Vanessa ordered. “It might come in handy.” 
 
    “Vanessa’s right,” I said as I squinted up and looked at the sky, “but let’s not be deceived. Nightfall could creep on us at any moment.”  
 
    “Agreed,” the professor said. “I’m not looking forward to any more surprises.”  
 
    “I’ll be quick,” Penelope said before she snatched up a few flowers, and when she was done, we continued marching toward the kingdom. 
 
    As we walked, the women and familiars followed close behind, and by the time the sun was burning a bright shade of orange, I knew it was time to rest for the night. If we attempted to pass through the kingdom gates on the brink of dusk, I knew it would look suspicious, and after the long day I’d endured, I was in no mood to risk it. 
 
    “Let’s camp here,” I said, and my coven nodded their heads in agreement. “We’ll head to the kingdom gates in the morning.” 
 
    We set up camp, and after we sat around in a circle, we ate a small meal of rabbit stew. Penelope experimented with the flower petals a little and then declared she could make a potion to extend our meal and stave off future hunger. I told her it sounded like a good idea, so she added the flower petals to our dinner, as well as some shreds of raw bark, and the orange-haired Wicca explained we would feel the effects of the potion once the sun set.  
 
    When our bellies were full, Vanessa stood up and dusted her hands. Then she gracefully flicked her wand, and a giant tent appeared near a cluster of rocks. We slipped inside, and I was surprised at how large the tent was compared to the outside.  
 
    “How lovely,” Vesta purred before she looked at Vanessa. “Why didn’t you make us tents like these before?”  
 
    “Because I was never a mistress to a master before,” the professor replied in a matter-of-fact tone. “Now, I am more than willing to serve Cole in every way imaginable.” 
 
    “Thank you, Vanessa.” I grinned before I took another look around.  
 
    A long and wide bed was in the middle of the space, and it was grand enough to fit all of us and more. Silk drapes hung over the bedding, and satin sheets and pillows adorned every corner of the bed.  
 
    “Master,” Vanessa breathed, and when I looked at her, there was a slight blush on her cheeks. “W-Will you lie in the middle of the bed so we may surround you? I’d like to feel your warmth as I sleep.” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied before I stripped off my clothing and crawled under the sheets. 
 
    The other women swiftly followed, and by the time I closed my eyes, I drifted into a deep and dreamless sleep.  
 
    When I woke up, I knew it was still dark, but the sun was on the brink of rising. The others were still sound asleep, and even Vanessa was lying on her side with her eyes tightly shut. Normally, she was one of the first to wake up, but I figured she’d never slept so deeply and peacefully before. She was pressed against me, and I smiled before I brushed a loose strand of hair out of her eyes. When I finished marveling at every witch’s beauty, I gently slipped out of bed and dressed. Some of the women groaned in their sleep, but no one sat up.  
 
    After I finished buttoning up my shirt, I stepped outside, and the sun was slowly rising over the horizon and streaking the sky in bright oranges and pinks. Everything was in bloom, and when I took a deep breath, the smell of dew-covered grass filled the air. For a moment, it felt like the world was at peace, and the thought of war and mayhem seemed distant, like a prior concern.  
 
    But then I looked over at the sleeping familiars and the full tent, and I remembered the Elder Lord’s face and his deadly promises. I thought of the three Dark Miracles and unlocking my full potential, and suddenly, a rush of determination flowed through my veins and pumped fiery blood into my heart.  
 
    Cole? Alex asked in a sleepy voice. What’s wrong? You seem… distracted.  
 
    “Nothing’s wrong.” I smiled. “It’s just that today feels like the perfect day to destroy a holy kingdom, and I’m ready for the sound of death to ring through the air. Now, let’s get going. I’m itching to use my Satanic power.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    “How much farther do you think it will be until we reach the kingdom of Gorea, master?” Vesta asked.  
 
    Before I answered the elvish witch’s question, I shielded my eyes and stared off into the distance. The vast kingdom didn’t appear too far off, and I could already make out its details. The realm consisted of a towering cluster of stone houses, churches, and one grand palace made from black-and-white granite. The gates were built from gold, silver, marble, and although they weren’t as tall as other barriers we’d come across, they appeared sturdy enough to keep out any enemies. Giant palm trees towered above the neat structure of the city, and the castle pillars nearly touched the clouds. From afar, it seemed like a sturdily built realm with plenty of security, but I wasn’t going to make any assumptions until we were inside its walls. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I responded as I looked down at the compass and stared at the steady needle. “We should have reached the gates by now, but the further we walk, the further the kingdom seems to push back.” 
 
    “Walking is so much more tiring than flipping my fin,” Marina sighed, and the former siren glanced down sadly as her boot-clad humanoid feet.  
 
    “I don’t think everything in this realm is as it appears,” Morgana said in a low voice. “It may seem like we’re getting closer, but that could just be an illusion.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Morgana?” I questioned.  
 
    “Some holy realms possess a powerful elder magic,” the bookish brunette explained as we pushed onward. “One that causes illusions and mirages of deceit upon those who harbor dark power.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Penelope asked with a raised orange eyebrow. “Is there any way to erase it?” 
 
    “There is,” Vanessa replied in lieu of Morgana, “but I’d rather not risk using such a powerful curse. If it takes us hours to reach the kingdom by foot, then so be it.”  
 
    “I agree,” I said without taking my eyes off the compass. “Let’s try to remain as inconspicuous as possible. We have no idea what kind of holy power lurks behind those walls.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied in unison.  
 
    Should I fly ahead and scope out the area, Cole? Alexander asked. I’m sure I can reach it with my wings. They’re more powerful than any kind of magic. 
 
    “That might be a good idea,” I said before I stopped in my tracks. “We’ll need to disguise you, though.”  
 
    “Are you talking to Alexander?” Faye asked with a small smile.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered. “I think we should transform the familiars and have them fly ahead to check out the gates. That way, we can get an idea of what we’ll be up against so we can formulate a plan.” 
 
    “I had a feeling you’d say that, master.” The redhead smirked and rubbed her hands together. “If I may, I’ve been working on a new spell I’d like to try. It only works on animals, but it should morph the familiars into holy birds, and this time, the spell won’t dissolve until we command it to.” 
 
    “That sounds rather complicated,” Vanessa said as she chewed on her bottom lip. “Most incantations wear off after a set time. Are you sure you can do it, Faye?”  
 
    Before the redhead could respond, Morgana sucked in a sharp breath of air, and her blue eyes widened with shock.  
 
    “Sorry,” the brunette mumbled when everyone turned to look at her. “I-I’m just not accustomed to hearing the professor use our names like that.”  
 
    “Would you prefer if I kept referring to you as ‘miss?’” Vanessa asked with a small smile. “It seems a little silly now since we’re bonded by unholy power, blood, and the seed of our master.” 
 
    “Err, no, it’s totally fine,” Morgana stuttered, and she waved her hands back and forth as her cheeks flushed a rosy pink. “I-I mean, if you’d like to, that’s perfectly fine, it’s just I-err-- it might take me a while to not refer to you as professor.”  
 
    “Don’t have an aneurysm, Morgana,” Akira snickered. “She said it’s fine.”  
 
    “Anyway,” Faye coughed. “To answer your question, Vanessa, I’ve been using my spare time to practice on worms and newts, so yes, I’m sure I can do it.”  
 
    “Very well,” the professor said. “I have faith in you, so go ahead.”  
 
    The redhead nodded eagerly, cleared her throat, and rolled up her sleeves before she took a step forward and then looked at the familiars. The animals all stared at the redheaded witch with bulging eyes and small frowns, like they were nervously waiting for whatever was about to happen.  
 
    “Relax, Alex,” I chuckled. “You’re in good hands.”  
 
    If you say so, Cole, Alex sighed. It’s not fun having your insides twist and turn uncontrollably… 
 
    “Don’t bitch,” I snorted. 
 
    Hey, I’m not bitching-- he said, but before my furry familiar could complain any further, Faye flicked her wand in three large circles above her head.  
 
    “Donec aliter transform iubes!” she shouted. 
 
    Once the incantation left her lips, a giant blue cloud of smoke swallowed the familiars and shrouded them entirely. I could hear each beast squawking and cooing from behind the fog, and when the air cleared, the familiars were hovering above the ground. They were disguised as snow-white birds with silver-trimmed wings, and their necks were thick and muscular. I half-expected them to look like minuscule doves, but instead, they resembled great white beasts the size of wolves. 
 
    “Well done, Faye.” I smiled. “You look great, Alex.”  
 
    I feel like a fool, my winged familiar pouted. Look at my wings! I don’t even have my blades on. I look like a holy flying fuck.  
 
    “Which is exactly the point,” I said. “Now, when you fly ahead, keep your eyes peeled and watch over the others. Understood?” 
 
    Yes, Cole, Alexander sighed. You can count on me. 
 
    I nodded in response as the disguised creatures took flight, and when they beat their wings and flew higher into the air, I squinted and protected my eyes against the bright morning sun. 
 
    “Do you see anything, Alex?” I asked after a couple of minutes.  
 
    We’re almost there, but I can already see a few guards standing watch, just outside the kingdom gates, Alex said in my head.  
 
    “I figured,” I sighed. “Anything else?” 
 
    Nothing we haven’t seen before, my familiar replied. Just several holy guards. If I were you, I’d find a way to sneak in without causing a ruckus, though. There could be more of them lurking around.  
 
    “What do the people look like?” I inquired. “Any unique features?” 
 
    Nope, Alex said. They look like you, master. More man-like than creature. Nothing different or distinct. 
 
    “So, what’s the plan, master?” Beatrix asked. “Another disguise spell or potion?”  
 
    “Oh, I hate disguises,” Marina pouted. “As much as I miss my tail, I love my new form too much. Master finds it so sexy.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think that’s necessary anyway,” I said before I looked at the women. “Apparently, they look just like me, so Vesta, Nyx, Marina, and Circe, I think you’d best wait here and keep watch while we sneak inside. You’re the only ones who would stick out. I’ll have the familiars fly back and make sure you’re kept safe, just as another precaution.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the unique-looking witches agreed. 
 
    “We’ll protect our master inside,” Vanessa said.  
 
    “I gotta say, I really like this version of Vanessa,” Akira whispered in my ear. “It’s like someone pulled the stick out of her ass.” 
 
    “Cole did pull the rod out of my ass,” Vanessa huffed. 
 
    “Oh, uhhh… sorry.” Akira cleared her throat. “I didn’t realize you could hear--” 
 
    “And then he put his rod deep into another one of my holes,” Vanessa snorted. 
 
    Every woman looked at the teacher with their eyes and mouths opened.  
 
    “Professor…” Morgana cleared her throat after a few moments. “Did… did you just make a joke?” 
 
    “I thought I did,” Vanessa sighed as she rolled her eyes, “but none of you are laughing, so…” 
 
    Then the group burst out laughing, and the professor’s cheeks actually reddened a bit as she smiled at us. The humor only lasted for a minute, but I could almost see the stressful weight fall away from everyone’s shoulders, and Akira was actually wiping away tears from her eyes by the time she finished laughing. 
 
    “Well, with that out of the way,” Vanessa chuckled with her hand on her hip. “It looks like we’ll have to make an excuse as to why we’re passing by.” 
 
    “Is the kingdom in demand for something?” Penelope asked with wide brown eyes. “If there is a short supply of goods, then perhaps we can create the illusion that we’re bringing something in?” 
 
    “Clever idea, Penelope,” Samara responded. “Most holy kingdoms rely heavily on celestial steel as a means of income and trade. If we can create a wagon supply of blades, then surely we can get inside. The only problem is, all the delusion spells I can think of are terribly complicated…”  
 
    “I-I can do it,” Beatrix said as she raised a shaky hand in the air. “Or at least, I-I think I can. When we were back at Scholomance, I read this one book that explains how to create moving illusions, and it’s supposed to last for as long as one needs it to, but I can’t say anything for certain.”  
 
    “Better than nothing,” I replied with a light shrug. “Do you need anything to perform the charm, Beatrix?” 
 
    “I’ll just need some sweet sugarplum seeds, a pinch of pink salt, and a dash of yellow mustard powder,” Beatrix explained. “They are fairly simple ingredients, and they grow in almost every realm. Perhaps we can look in the grove of trees growing over there.”  
 
    Beatrix pointed to a small woodland just east of us, and I didn’t feel an ounce of danger radiating from the trees as I stared long and hard at them.  
 
    “Alright, let’s split up and find them,” I suggested. “If it’s simple, I’m sure we can find whatever you need, but we need to be as quick as possible. Let’s meet back here when we’re done.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the coven said in unison.  
 
    We marched down to the trees, and when we were fairly deep inside the grove, we divided into different directions. I walked for several minutes, and it didn’t take long before I noticed something stuck in between the cracks of a tree. It was a thick yellow paste, and it smelled like a smoky chunk of meat. I felt a strong pull toward it like it was calling to me, and without questioning the extent of my power, I took my blade out and swiped the gunk from the tree. Then I rejoined the others, and I smiled when I saw several ingredients in their hands.  
 
    “Do we have everything we need?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, master.” Beatrix nodded after she looked over all the items. “Now, all we have to do is burn the ingredients together in a cauldron, and when it’s a thin brew, we need to join hands and recite a special charm. Then the cauldron should morph into whatever we desire.” 
 
    “We’ll do whatever we need to,” I said in a firm voice, “and we’ll follow your lead, Beatrix.” 
 
    “Allow me to help,” Vanessa said as she cleared her throat. “Apparent in caldariam!” 
 
    A dark cauldron suddenly appeared at the professor’s feet, and without wasting a moment, Beatrix started to toss in the ingredients one by one. When the women’s hands were empty, I handed Beatrix my blade, and she swiped the paste and let the yellow cement-like texture fall into the glittering brew. Then a large cloud exploded from the surface, and together, the coven joined hands and followed Beatrix’s lead. 
 
    “Everyone, close your eyes and repeat after me,” the light-haired brunette ordered. “Cum his rebus, peto ut virtus mea desideravit creare error!”  
 
    I tightened my hold with the two witches by my side, and when the charm-talented Wicca uttered the last words, a series of shivers ran up my spine. My body shook, my head throbbed, and my eyes pricked behind my skull, but an incredible surge of power took over my senses as I pictured a cart before us. Then, when everything grew steady, I opened my eyes and smiled.  
 
    A large wagon filled with all types of beautiful weapons was displayed in the middle of the grass. There were also a pair of dark-brown oxen ready to drag the heavy vehicle down to the kingdom gates, so we wouldn’t waste time dragging it ourselves.  
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned. “Now, let’s get a move on. Circe, Marina, Nyx, and Vesta, will you be alright here on your own?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta purred. “We’ll be fine. Go on.”  
 
    “She’s right,” Marina said with a confident grin. “We can handle ourselves.” 
 
    “Go tear down a kingdom, my lord,” Circe hissed with a dark and pleased smile tugging at her lips.  
 
    “Yeah, we’ll hide ourselves and take a nap or whatever.” Nyx smirked, and when I shot the blue-skinned witch a pointed look, she smiled sheepishly. “But of course we’ll keep our eyes peeled for Elder fucks and their minions.” 
 
    “Good.” I nodded. “I’ll return for you soon.”  
 
    Then, without anyone making any commands, the oxen started to move on their own. We followed closely behind, and their heavy feet pounded against the grass as they dragged the wagon downhill toward the city. We steadily drew closer to the outside of the marble gates, and when we were a few yards away, I could see four or five guards standing watch, just like Alex said.  
 
    There are dozens of guards inside, Alex warned in my head. We’re deep in the heart of the city right now, and I can see many soldiers walking down the streets, so don’t give yourselves away just yet.  
 
    “Understood,” I whispered, and then I looked over my shoulder to glance at the others. “Let me do all the talking.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven muttered back.  
 
    When we reached the gates, I cleared my throat before I approached the gold-armored guards. They were tall men with broad shoulders and long capes, and their longswords were sheathed in tan leather. Each time they moved, their blades rang like bells against their belts, and I knew they were doing their best to appear as intimidating as possible.  
 
    “Good morning.” I smiled. “We come bearing supplies for the king.” 
 
    “Where are you from?” a guard with plum-brown hair asked as he raised an eyebrow in my direction. “We weren’t told of any weapons coming in today.” 
 
    “From the kingdom of Liseth,” I responded without missing a beat, and my own response surprised me, but I didn’t show one ounce of doubt on my face. “We possess the highest quality of steel in the holy realms.” 
 
    “We know,” another soldier with bright blond hair remarked, and his face was contorted into a sour expression. “Liseth is known for its abundance of steel. Did the king send a raven for more supplies?” 
 
    “No,” I answered quickly. “This is simply a gesture of good faith. I’d like to speak privately with the king and inform him that we’d love to double our supply per year. There is a war on the horizon, you know.” 
 
    “We know,” the dark-purple-haired guard growled again. “Which is why we’re taking extra precautions.” 
 
    I knew what the holy bastard was implying. Security was tightened, and if we wanted to pass through the gates, I’d need to be more convincing than usual, so I smiled and sighed deeply. 
 
    “I fully understand your concern,” I said, “but what do you think will happen if the king finds out you’ve turned down a full supply of weapons? I don’t think he will be too pleased. As I said, there’s a giant war between elders and Wiccans brewing.” 
 
    “He has a point,” the blond guard remarked after a pregnant silence, which caused the other soldier to spin around and glare at him.  
 
    “I am aware of that, Bronn,” the plum-haired soldier snapped, and spittle landed on the other man’s face as he spoke. “However, I am in charge of the king’s guard, and therefore, I am in charge of letting people in and out of our holy realm, which means I get the final word.” 
 
    “Err, of course,” the blond soldier responded in an awkward tone. “I apologize, sir.” 
 
    “That’s what I fucking thought,” the king’s guard growled in a low voice. He then studied me from head to toe before he glanced at my beautiful counterparts. “Why do you bring so many women with you? Surely they aren’t all yours? They are far too lovely and fair for one man alone.” 
 
    “Aye, but they are.” I smiled. “As a reward for my undying faith and hard work, the Elder Lord bestowed me with the realms’ finest women.” 
 
    “He must have bestowed you with the world’s finest cock,” the guard hissed as he met my gaze and stared enviously into my eyes. “Alright, you may pass. Go straight to the palace, leave the wagon outside the armory, and ask for a private audience with the king.” 
 
    “Will do.” I nodded. “Thank you for your time.” 
 
    The guard grunted in response, and when the marble gates slowly parted open, they made a low creaking noise. I took a deep breath when I saw the bustling city, and the oxen slowly moved forward on their own. My coven followed closely behind me, and as we passed through the streets, we did our best to keep to ourselves and not make eye contact with the villagers.  
 
    “Stay close,” I muttered as we passed by a busy fish market. “We don’t know if anyone has the power of foresight or any other heightened holy abilities.” 
 
    “I didn’t even think of that,” Samara mumbled. “Good thinking, master.”  
 
    “Yes, it’s a valid concern,” Vanessa added. “Sometimes, the most powerful of beings can be masked as a common peasant.”  
 
    “Noted,” Penelope growled in a feral voice. “I’ll do whatever it takes to protect our master.” 
 
    “I second that,” Faye affirmed with her pointed chin raised.  
 
    I suppressed a proud smile as we trekked through the cobblestone streets and passed by countless whitewashed houses, and the further we walked, the more I observed the kingdom. A glittering winding river ran through the city, and countless peasant women were either gathering its freshwater with wooden buckets or kneeling down by the bed and washing their clothes. The streets were crowded, and villagers sometimes glanced our way, but most people continued to quietly carry on. Children of all ages were trotting after their mother’s skirts, and when I looked down a narrow street, I thought I saw something that resembled a small church. Then I thought of the dead children we needed to resurrect and wondered if there was a nearby graveyard.  
 
    “Hey,” I whispered. “Look over at the church.” 
 
    The women gradually stopped in their tracks, and Penelope was the first one to flash me a smile.  
 
    “You intend to resurrect the children before we see the king,” the orange-haired Wicca said. “Right, master?”  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “We will bring hell down on the villagers before we slaughter the king and his guards. It will be total, glorious chaos.”  
 
    “How exciting,” Akira chuckled. “I can’t fucking wait to see these people grasp hopelessly onto their crosses as they die long and painful deaths.” 
 
    “The idea is invigorating,” Vanessa agreed in a dream-like voice, “but first, let’s find the graveyard.”  
 
    “It’s probably near the church,” Samara said in a firm voice.  
 
    “I agree,” I answered as I stared around the loyal group. “Follow me.” 
 
    My coven nodded simultaneously before we swiftly headed down toward the church, and Alex and the familiars hovered high above us. I braced myself for whatever may lay ahead and willed the darkness to come rushing to my side. I needed all my unholy power to wreak havoc on the city, and I knew no matter how powerful I was, it would be a draining endeavor.  
 
    When we reached the church doors, large golden crosses were embedded on the handles, clearly designed to keep witches out. I didn’t feel like burning my skin or causing any kind of ruckus, so I covered my hands with the sleeves of my cloak and pushed the doorway open.  
 
    The inside of the church was as cold as a winter morning, and the air was thick with sweet-smelling smoke. Candles were lit in every corner of the room, and there was a marble altar in front of us. No one seemed to be inside, and I thought we were alone until we heard a voice mumbling somewhere. 
 
    “Is anyone here?” I asked, and my voice came out like an echo.  
 
    “But of course,” the voice said, and then a tall man with a silver beard popped up from behind the altar. “Welcome, my children. What brings you here on this fine day?” 
 
    “We wish to confess,” I said in a dangerously low voice. “Perhaps you can help us.” 
 
    “But of course,” the priest repeated with a soft smile.  
 
    I was halfway across the room by the time I stopped in my tracks, and when the priest realized I wasn’t going to step any closer, he raised a quizzical eyebrow and retreated from the altar.  
 
    “Is something wrong, my son?” 
 
    “Not at all.” I grinned.  
 
    “Then why do you linger instead of approaching the altar?” he asked as he drew closer, and with every step he took, my heart beat faster and harder.  
 
    I discreetly reached down into my waistband and gently curled my fingers around the hilt of my dagger. I tried my best not to smile until he was only a few feet away from me, and once he was close enough, I slowly started to unsheathe my weapon. 
 
    “Now what do you wish to confess--?” the priest started to ask, but then his eyes went wide, and his mouth quivered. “Wait… your eyes… they’re… as crimson as blood. What are you? Who are you?” 
 
    “Satan reborn,” I said, and my voice reverberated through the church like a brewing sea storm.  
 
    “Holy lord,” the priest mumbled before he feebly attempted to reach for another cross in his waistband, but when he retracted his hand, I realized it was a masked dagger.  
 
    Before the old man could plunge the weapon into my chest, I raised my unholy knife and stuck it into the side of his gut. He wailed in pain and choked on blood before he fell to his knees, and a broad smile spread across my face as I twisted the blade inside his body. The more I pushed, the more my blood began to pound and rush through my body like an intoxicating drug.  
 
    “Tell your Elder Lord I’m coming for him,” I whispered into his ear before he succumbed to his wound and fell to the ground.  
 
    I smiled as I stared down at the pool of blood spilling around the priest, and when all was still, I could feel something drawing me to another door in the back of the church.  
 
    “Master?” Revna whispered as she came up behind me with her bow drawn and ready. “What is it?” 
 
    “Follow me.” I grinned. “I know where the graveyard is, and it’s time to enact my first unholy miracle.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    There was no hesitation in my blood as I headed deeper inside the church and followed my gut instinct. The air was thick with sickening righteousness, and the further I ventured, the more my skin grew hot and cold at once. The holy markings on the walls made my skin crawl, but I pushed against the sensation with all my might and continued onward.  
 
    “What a horrid place,” Akira remarked, and I knew the others were feeling exactly the same thing. “Every time we step foot inside a church, I feel sick to my stomach.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Vanessa said with a long sigh. “Every Wicca does, but we have to keep going. We can’t stop now.”  
 
    “Agreed,” I said in a firm voice. “Come on. Just a little further until we reach the graveyard. I can feel it.” 
 
    I breathed steadily and deeply as I stepped through a door at the far end of the church and glided down a slim corridor. My coven followed close behind, and when I came upon a mysterious doorway, I could feel a heavy presence growing on the other side. Whatever it was, it was pulling me toward it, like a moth drawn to a flame, and I knew the graveyard had to be nearby. 
 
    “Master,” Morgana breathed. “Is what we’re searching for on the other side of this door?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “Stay close.”  
 
    I slowly pushed the door open, and the sound made a low, rumbling creak. It was a heavy doorway, made difficult to open with its rusty hinges, but I didn’t give a fuck. Instead, I continued to force it open, and when I managed to swing it all the way, a satisfied smile spread across my face.  
 
    There was a giant, red soil graveyard in front of us, with hundreds of tombstones and flowers embedded deep in the earth. Birds were perched on the long, bare branches of towering trees, and I could practically feel the slumbering bodies deep beneath the ground like they were itching to be brought back to life. Their corpses were ready to become mine, and with them, I vowed to create an unholy army of my own.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” Penelope whispered behind me. “This is a huge cemetery, master.” 
 
    “And it’s ours for the taking.” I grinned. “There are probably countless children buried beneath the earth.”  
 
    “I’m sure we can use the incantation we recited when we brought Circe and the other undead women back from the grave,” Faye began until she glanced in my direction. “Unless there is another spell you’re thinking of, Dark Lord?” 
 
    Before I could respond, a chorus of deep echoes pounded in my head, and it took all my willpower not to wince from the sudden pain. Their echoes were loud and demanding, and it made me wonder about my mother. Her soft voice didn’t slip into my mind like it used to, and I questioned if it was because I knew the truth about my Satanic past now, but I didn’t have time to think about that. 
 
    Not when I had an undead army to raise.  
 
    “Master?” Beatrix said as she bit on her bottom lip. “Did you hear what Faye asked?” 
 
    “I did.” I slowly nodded. “But this is one spell I need to perform on my own, and it needs to come from the depths of my mind.”  
 
    “Very well, my lord,” Vanessa replied in a dutiful tone. “We will be here to support you no matter what. Just tell us what to do, and we will happily oblige.”  
 
    “I know,” I answered. “Now, I think I know what to do, but you all need to take a small step back.”  
 
    The witches did as they were told and stared at me with parted lips and wide eyes, so I rolled up my sleeves, cleared my throat, and raised my hands up in the air. I knew my coven was excited to witness my incredible strength, but they were also brimming with anticipation and perhaps a tinge of nervousness.  
 
    As I stood firmly on the uneven ground, I felt dead energy slipping up my feet and traveling to my heart. My hands started to shake, my head throbbed viciously, and my entire body was going into overdrive, but I ignored the overwhelming sensations as I raised my hands even higher and closed my eyes. Then I heard the sound of a thousand ancient voices ringing in my head, and they beckoned me to recite a spell from the first dawn. Their screams were too loud to ignore, and I had no choice but to listen to their pleas.  
 
    “Haud dissimulanda percipitur per potentiam, peto ut venias ad tenebras latus meum,” I echoed, and the ground started to violently shake. “Peto, ut producat mortuos ad vitam. Ut ossa de terra filiorum!”  
 
    The blue sky suddenly darkened and quickly turned a dangerous shade of dark gray. Loud, rumbling noises started to reverberate from beneath my feet, and when I opened my eyes, thousands of tiny hands sprouted from the earth like flowers. Grimy bald heads emerged from the dirt, and red-faced, squawking children with putrid skin crawled out from their underground confinements. A chorus of shrill cries resounded through the air, and the terrible noise sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. I’d just constructed a small army of my own, made from the bones and flesh of holy children, and now they were ready to obey my every whim and command. 
 
    At that moment, I’d never felt more alive or powerful.  
 
    I stood there with my hands and arms stretched out, and when each little body crawled out from the earth, they fixated their unwavering gazes upon me. Their eyes, if they hadn’t rotted out of their skulls, were small and obedient, and I knew they were waiting for my first order. I smiled wide as unholy powers flowed through my veins, but before I prepared to invoke more of my strength, I brought my hands down and let them rest by my side. 
 
    “My resurrected children!” I called out. “I’ve given you a second chance at life, and I am your master now! I am Satan reborn, and my power flows through your undead veins. Disregard your holy blood and tear down this wretched city! Spare no one as you feast on holy flesh! Your dark lord commands it!”  
 
    The children shrieked like a pack of banshees, and their high-pitched wails made the earth tremble. Then they swiftly and steadily scuttled, crawled, and ran toward a long stone wall that surrounded the graveyard, and when their hell-strengthened bodies slammed against the solid barrier, it came crashing down.  
 
    Screams echoed in every direction as the army of children started to slip into the streets and claw at villagers’ feet, and men, women, and children wailed in terror and agony as the undead army ripped into their skin, tore off their flesh, and consumed their bones.  
 
    The city was slowly turning into a graveyard, and it was all my doing. 
 
    “It’s so beautiful,” Akira breathed with dark, glassy eyes. “I can’t look away.” 
 
    “And we’re not even done yet,” I chuckled before I stared long and hard up at the sky. The voices echoed in my mind again, and I could feel the ancient power coursing through my body. “Pluet super isti sunt sancti cultores infestationem!” 
 
    In my mind, I thought of deep earth creatures, the kind that crawled in and out of rotting corpses. Then I longed for all filthy underground beings, such as centipedes, worms, roaches, and spiders, to come raining down from the clouds and burrow into the flesh of these elder worshippers.  
 
    The clouds started to swiftly separate, and when I craned my neck further back, I saw dirty creatures begin to fall from the sky and rain down on the people. The villagers’ screams quickly intensified when they realized what was happening, and it brought a wider grin to my face. Their fear was intoxicating as the scent of blood and sweat permeated the air, and the shrill, echoing cries only made my blood pump harder and faster. 
 
    “Now, for the river,” I whispered, and I felt like I was high on the most intoxicating drug in all the realms. “It’s time to drown this city in searing blood.” 
 
    The women didn’t say a word as I raised my hands up into the air, and once more, I called upon the ancient darkness to complete my bidding. My body trembled as I concentrated with all my might, and cold shivers ran up and down my body, but I didn’t care. I didn’t even flinch when a pounding headache penetrated my skull and stung my eyes.  
 
    All I knew was I had to finish this last part of the first Dark Miracle, no matter how difficult or painful.  
 
    “Aquam argentea turn inimici sanguine!” I shouted with my head tilted back. “Civitatem opprimere igni!” 
 
    Ear-piercing screams erupted from the city streets, and in my mind, I pictured the beautiful river, but this time, I imagined the crystal waters rising and turning into boiling blood. I saw the streets turn red as I willed it to happen, and with my curse completed, I grinned and walked toward the broken opening created by the risen children.  
 
    Then I stepped into the streets, and my smile only grew bigger.  
 
    “My lord,” Vanessa whispered as her eyes absorbed the glorious chaos. “This is pure evil incarnate… I’d never seen such a vision before. I don’t think I’ll ever forget this day.” 
 
    “Neither will I,” Morgana muttered. “This is an unholy blessing to witness in person.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Samara breathed as she watched her former allies succumb to blood and bugs. “Thank you for allowing me to witness such dark glory. I am unworthy.”  
 
    “But it’s not over yet,” I reminded the group. “We still need to destroy the king and his guards, and I want to watch as I make the holy cunts suffer.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Revna said with a small nod, and she notched an arrow into her bow. “Is there anything we can do to help, master?” 
 
    “Blast any guards you see with your magic or weapons,” I responded as I pulled out my wand. “We’re going to the palace, and we’re going to kill every holy fucker on the way.”  
 
    The witches whipped out their wands and cast spell after spell on any incoming guards we met through the street. As we marched through the blood-soaked roads, the red river water pooled around our ankles, but it didn’t burn our skin or harm us in any way. In fact, it was cool to the touch and easy to glide through. Several gold-armored guards attempted to attack us with their blades raised high in the air, but as soon as they stepped into the streets, the crimson liquid seared through their skin and burned through their ankles until the bones were exposed. Painful screams filled the air, and a rush of adrenaline surged through my veins as the villagers and city guards succumbed to their agonizing and burning deaths. 
 
    “There’s the portcullis!” Morgana said as she pointed ahead.  
 
    By the time we reached the outside of the palace, there were no guards in sight. The king must have been hiding somewhere inside the castle, with his loyal soldiers to protect him, like a sheep relies on its shepherd. 
 
    Pathetic.  
 
    The water hasn’t flooded the courtyard yet, Cole, Alex said. There are guards posted everywhere on the steps of the palace! 
 
    “And we can take them,” I said as we ran through the chaos. “Alex, have the other familiars join Nyx, Marina, Circe, and Vesta while we wreak havoc on this damn city, but you stay nearby in case I need you.”  
 
    Yes, Cole, my familiar responded. 
 
    “What is going on, master?” Samara asked before she raised her palm and shot a ball of red light at a fleeing elder.  
 
    “Alex said there are guards inside the palace,” I responded, “but it doesn’t matter. We’re about to slaughter them all.”  
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” Akira shouted with her wand held high. “Let’s go!” 
 
    We started to run with all our might toward the wooden portcullis, and because the sharp ends were melted off, I swiftly slid underneath the space. The coven followed my lead, and when we stepped inside, the guards stood trembling on the stairway to the palace. They looked nervous, like they were unsure what to do about the boiling blood and falling critters, but when they saw us, their eyes widened with fury.  
 
    “You!” One of the guards pointed in my direction, and I realized it was the plum-haired guard from the city wall. “This was your doing, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It was,” I said before I lifted my wand and aimed it at them. “Dissulto!”  
 
    A bright red light exploded from the tip of my wand and soared toward the guards. They desperately tried to dive out of the way, but they were too slow. The spell blasted through their armor and sent them flying through the palace doors, which allowed us to swiftly step inside. Splinters exploded in every direction as a giant cloud of dust settled in the air, and the guards who were still alive grunted in agony and struggled to sit up, but it was useless. We drew out our unholy blades and began to plunge them deep into the guards’ necks and exposed chests, and blood spurted in every direction as we mercilessly stabbed their pink flesh over and over again. Flecks of wet gore splattered all over my face, but I didn’t care. I continued to slaughter the soldiers with my unholy blade, and not once did I hold back.  
 
    Once we killed every soldier standing guard, I raised my head up and took a deep breath. We were in some kind of grand entranceway, with towering marble statues of the same man plastered along the sides of the room.  
 
    “Mideon,” Samara spat as she studied the statues. “It must be him. I would recognize that beard and scar anywhere.”  
 
    “You’ve seen him before?” Vanessa asked.  
 
    “Yes,” the golden-blonde responded. “I’d visited during my earlier years but never returned. The city has changed much since then. I didn’t think Mideon would still be alive, let alone king.” 
 
    “Should we expect any surprises from him?” I questioned. 
 
    “No,” Samara said as she shook her head. “He’s just a pompous, cowardly man who relies on his guards for protection. He has no proper sword or magical training, not any that came to use anyway, but he has killed many witches in his day. I’ve heard tales the King of Gorea has tortured and raped Wiccas for days on end and kept them in his dungeons before he burned them on a pyre in his throne room.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Akira growled. “He has a stake in his throne room?”  
 
    “Yes.” Samara nodded. “I’m ashamed to say that when I was here the first time, there was a young Wicca tied to a post. He had starved her for days, let his men have their way with her for nights on end, and she was barely alive by the time he burned her in front of all these holy guests.”  
 
    “Bastard,” I hissed. “Come on, follow me.”  
 
    The witches’ faces broke into dark smiles as we sprinted through the corridors. Countless paintings and statues of the king were in every corner, as well as holy markings and heavy crosses. The sacred presence was overwhelming, and it made my skull tremble and my stomach turn sour, but when we reached a pair of large, golden doors, I could feel a powerful presence radiating from within.  
 
    The holy bastard was inside, and when I pushed the doors open, there was a tall man surrounded by guards positioned at the front of the room. The man in the center was undoubtedly the king since he wore a golden crown and long fur robes. His face was far more sullen than the statues depicted, and his beard was a little longer. A deep frown was plastered across his face, and wrinkles were etched all over his light-brown skin.  
 
    “Attack!” he called out in a trembling voice. “Do whatever it takes to kill them all!” 
 
    The guards raised their palms as well as their swords, and I guessed they intended to use both forms of weaponry to defeat us, but I had another idea.  
 
    “Motus!” I screamed with my wand raised.  
 
    Suddenly, the stained-glass windows burst open, and rainbow shards of glass exploded everywhere. The men looked startled, but when a deep buzzing noise echoed through the room, they screamed and begged for their holy lord. Swarms of insects began to bite their flesh, burrow through their skin, and eat their eyeballs. The men tried their best to fight the pests off, but the more they wriggled and protested, the more insistent the earth critters grew.  
 
    “Nooooooo!” the king cried out as he scrambled away from his dying guards.  
 
    For a moment, I wondered why the insects weren’t biting into his flesh, and then I realized it was because they were following my bidding and sensed I had other plans for him.  
 
    Everything died down as the bugs continued to feast on the corpses splattered on the ground, and I smiled wide at the trembling king. He’d pissed himself, and his face was as pale as a ghost, but when I looked into his eyes, I could hear the distant screams of women from the past calling out and praying for me to exact my vengeance. I could smell their burning flesh like they were dying in front of me, and an unholy rage coursed through my veins. My eyes then found their way to the towering metal post in front of his throne, and there were golden skulls hooked along the walls. In the back of my mind, I could see women burning at the stake until they were nothing but bones and black ash. Their screams echoed in my ears, and that was when I knew exactly what I’d do to this bastard.  
 
    “Tie him to the post,” I snarled. “Make sure his bonds are nice and tight.”  
 
    “With pleasure, my lord,” Vanessa chuckled.  
 
    My coven dragged the blubbering king to the wooden pillar without mercy. His eyes widened with fear as the witches secured a long rope around his body, and the tighter they bound the cord, the more the king moaned and sobbed in protest.  
 
    “P-Please don’t do this,” Mideon wailed, and a long pathetic sob escaped his lips. “I’ll do whatever you ask of me, please, I beg you! Have mercy! You… wait… you, I remember you!” 
 
    He was staring straight at Samara, but her eyes were completely devoid of emotion. She stared coldly at the groveling king, and there was no hint of sympathy on her face. 
 
    “Yes, I remember you, too,” the former goddess responded after a long moment. “I remember how you tortured women, bound them to this stake, and burned them until their bodies were nothing but ash. Their screams were unforgettable. Even if I served a different lord back then, it pained me to hear their pleas for help. You gave them a fate worse than death.” 
 
    “Yet you did nothing!” he squawked. “You stood there like the rest.” 
 
    “And I will regret it for the rest of my life,” Samara whispered, “but at least I can start making up for it by killing you.”  
 
    “No!” the king continued to wail. “Please, just have mercy!”  
 
    “Like the mercy you had on every woman up on those walls?” I demanded as I pointed to the painted skulls. “Forget it. You’re going to rot in the afterlife, and I’ll make sure that your journey there is as painful as possible.”  
 
    “No, please!” he yelped like a ragged dog. “Noooooooo!” 
 
    “Enough begging, it’s time to light him on fire,” I said without hesitation. “I want to hear him scream until he’s nothing but dusty bones.” 
 
    “Yes, my lord.” Akira nodded in agreement, and with a broad smile, she flicked her wand. “Illuminana!”  
 
    A fire started to flicker beneath the king’s feet, and as the flames spread, his screams became louder. The more he wriggled in his confinements, the hungrier the flames grew. His clothes burned away first. Then pus-filled boils began to spread across his charred skin, and the smell of piss and burning flesh filled the air. I could feel his heart trying to give out, but I willed it to keep pumping to prolong his suffering.  
 
    And no matter how foul the scent was, I couldn’t stop smiling. The king deserved his fiery fate a long time ago, and I was grateful I was the one who brought it to him.  
 
    “Listen to his screams.” I grinned. “Aren’t they wonderful?” 
 
    “Truly, master,” Faye agreed. “It sounds like music to my ears.”  
 
    “I couldn’t have asked for a better show,” Akira added as she looked on with a dreamy smile.  
 
    “You did it, master,” Vanessa purred, and when I stared into her eyes, fiery flames reflected back at me. “You completed the first Dark Miracle.” 
 
    “And so I did.” I smiled.  
 
    We watched in harmony as the king slowly succumbed to a painful death, and when his body turned to ash and crumbled like dust to the marble floor, I smiled and looked at the others.  
 
    “You were incredible, master,” Revna breathed, and her blue eyes glittered with bloodthirsty glee. 
 
    “As were you, all of you,” I said as I flashed my coven a proud and smug smile. “And I plan to give you a reward in just a moment.”  
 
    The witches all grinned with desire, but I turned away from them for a moment to reach out mentally to my familiar.  
 
    I’m here, boss, he replied back a moment later. I was just flying over the castle to make sure no other assholes escaped.  
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled. “Can you go and check on the others? Bring them safely back, and then we can celebrate. I believe we should explore the bedrooms and see where the night takes us.”  
 
    “Master,” Penelope said with a sexy grin. “Can we start without the others? We destroyed all the holy worshippers, so they’ll be safe making their way through the city, and I’m sure they will be alright if we begin without them. Surely, they’d understand.” 
 
    “Hmm,” I said as I thought about it, and I didn’t see the problem. I could always reward the others later. “Alright. Go scope out the rooms, and hurry. I want fuck you all senseless, and every moment counts.”  
 
    The women eagerly nodded in response, and when they fled upstairs to explore the castle, I sprinted right after them. Tonight, we would celebrate by devouring a king’s food, drinking his wine, and fucking in his bed, and I silently vowed it would be a night to remember.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    I leisurely trailed after the women as they ran down the corridors and peeked inside every room. They giggled with excitement and gathered up bundles of wine and food while they searched the castle for a room grand enough for a night of fucking, and they left me a sexy trail of clothes in their wake. 
 
    “Hey, over here!” Akira shouted as she stood practically naked by an open doorway. “Look what I found!”  
 
    The witches rushed to the threshold, and when I looked inside the room, I saw a giant four-poster bed adorned with long silky drapes and a heavy fur comforter situated in the middle of the oversized chamber. Several different rugs were spread across the sleek wooden floor, and they were woven with gold and white threads. A large stained-glass window stood by a set of towering bookcases, which were littered with hundreds if not thousands of books. A giant diamond and crystal chandelier hovered above the bed, and it cast a glittering series of reflections all over the walls. Everything about this room was tranquil and satisfactory, and it even smelled like roses since the stench of burnt bodies and death hadn’t crept upstairs yet.  
 
    “I think this room will do nicely,” I purred as I looked at each gorgeous witch. “Now, everyone, undress all the way. I want to see every inch of you.” 
 
    My women quickly shed the last of their garments and underwear, and I could feel the bulge in my pants growing with impatience. Then I smirked as the witches positioned themselves down on their knees and waited for my next command. 
 
    “Before we begin, I’d like a cup of wine,” I said as I stared at the group of naked beauties. “Who will bring it to me?” 
 
    “I will, master,” Akira offered with a small smile. “I’d be more than happy to.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I purred while I carefully watched the black-haired Wicca pour a generous helping of dark-hued wine into a gem-encrusted goblet. “I’m absolutely parched.” 
 
    “My pleasure, master,” Akira sighed longingly as she passed the goblet over to me. “I live to please you… in every way imaginable.” 
 
    I breathed in the intoxicating aroma and smelled hints of pine-wood, nutmeg, and something that reminded me of dark chocolate. Then I tilted my head back and drank deeply. A pleasant sensation overcame my body as the liquid seeped down my throat, and the more I drank, the more my body tingled with desire and itched to be naked.  
 
    I was ready to take my coven and pleasure them all night long.  
 
    “Now,” I said after I licked my lips and set the goblet down. “Morgana and Samara… would you come a little closer?” 
 
    “Of course, master,” they replied with eyes that gleamed with lust.  
 
    The two delicious women slowly crawled over to me, and when they were at my feet, I swiftly unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. Then I slowly undid my pants and kicked them off, as well as my boots. When I was completely naked, the two women stared eagerly at my erect cock, and both seemed desperate to taste me. Their eyes were burning as they hungrily licked their lips, and I knew they were eager to take a long and satisfying lick.  
 
    “Morgana,” I said after I looked between the two. “You may begin, but go slow. The rest of you may pleasure yourselves or each other however you desire, but no one is allowed to cum until I’m deep inside them. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied with coy smiles.  
 
    “What should I do, master?” Samara pouted at my feet. 
 
    “Hmmm,” I mused. “Actually, I think I’d like you to suck on my cock as well. Both of you will need to start slow, though. Enjoy and relish every moment, and be sure to taste every inch of me, or I’ll be disappointed, and we don’t want that.” 
 
    “Yes.” The pair eagerly nodded.  
 
    “We’ll be sure to do our very best, master,” Morgana mewled in a low, desperate tone.  
 
    “Then begin,” I ordered.  
 
    Both women inched closer, and I closed my eyes and tossed my head back as Samara started to bat her long tongue along my balls. A deep groan resonated in my chest as the former goddess slowly licked and slurped along my testes, and then she placed one of my balls deep inside her warm mouth. She took her time to taste and swallow every inch of me, and while she was busy pleasuring me with her hot tongue, Morgana slowly started to wrap her full lips around the tip of my throbbing cock.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuck,” I grunted as the eager brunette moved her head up and down along my quivering member.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” Morgana moaned with delight when she wriggled her head all the way down to my balls to meet a busy Samara.  
 
    My breathing grew faster as Morgana’s mouth went deeper, and when I glanced down, the brunette’s lips were dripping with pre-cum. Both women’s tongues swirled around my length, and their moans grew louder as they slurped greedily up and down my shaft. My entire body trembled with desire as Samara took my other ball deep inside her mouth, and she sucked while Morgana furiously bobbed up and down along my titanium rod. The brunette’s hot tongue flicked along my dick, and the faster she batted her tongue, the more my cock pulsated with feral desire.  
 
    “Ah, fuuuuuuuuck,” I growled as I started to thrust my hips in and out of Morgana’s wanting throat. “Hell, yes. Don’t stop, either of you.” 
 
    “Look how hungry they are,” Vanessa panted, and when I glanced at her, Faye was busy pushing two fingers deep inside the professor’s bright pink hole. “I-I can’t look away. They are tasting every inch of him… I’m so envious.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to taste out master,” Beatrix whimpered as she plucked at one of her nipples while Revna sucked at the other.  
 
    “Perhaps you’ll get a turn.” I smiled before I bit my lip and looked down at the two submissive women. “Oh, fuck! That’s it… keep fucking going.”  
 
    “Hmmmmmmmmm,” Morgana groaned, and her blue eyes glittered with desire as she locked gazes with me.  
 
    “Don’t you dare stop,” I reminded the two of them, and I bucked my hips even faster and pounded furiously inside Morgana’s hot, wet mouth.  
 
    Morgana and Samara’s hands were pressed against my thighs, and the deeper they went, the more they gagged and dug their nails into my skin. I suppressed a loud groan as I mercilessly fucked the back of Morgana’s throat, and each time my tip scraped the ridged roof of her mouth, my cock violently throbbed and was on the verge of exploding.  
 
    “They are sooooo thirsty for your c-cum, master,” Penelope huffed, and when my eyes landed on the bright-haired witch, her legs were spread far apart, and Akira’s head was buried in her pussy. “Are you going to serve them your delicious cream?”  
 
    “Ahhhhh, yeeeeeeeeees!” I grunted as my cock furiously twitched deep inside Morgana’s mouth and released a spray of hot cum. “F-Fuuuuuuuuuck! Drink… it all, Morgana. Every… last… drop!”  
 
    My entire body shook, my head spun in a vicious circle, and I desperately sucked in gulps of air like I was drowning in ecstasy.  
 
    Morgana moaned and gurgled on my cream before she swallowed deeply and then licked my cock from balls to tip. When she pulled away, her lips were wet with my cum, and she was struggling to catch her breath. 
 
    “Lick her mouth, Samara,” I ordered, and a small smile formed on my lips as the two women pressed their wet, cum-covered lips together. “Open your mouths wider. Use your tongues and share what cum is left in Morgana’s pretty mouth.”  
 
    The two witches didn’t hesitate as they parted their lips and snaked their tongues wildly together. They moaned and grunted as their embrace deepened, and when they grew more eager, hot blood rushed down to my cock. 
 
    “Suck on her nipples, Samara,” I instructed. “I want you to nibble on her buds.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” the golden-haired beauty replied after she slowly pulled away from Morgana’s wet lips.  
 
    The brunette slowly breathed in and out and tossed back her head as Samara gradually began planting soft kisses along her neck and down to her full creamy breasts. Desire swelled in my cock while I watched the two of them pleasuring each other, and I carefully studied Samara’s bright pink tongue as she swirled it along Morgana’s swollen nipple. Then the former goddess used her teeth to gently bite and nibble on the bud, and it sent my lust into overdrive. 
 
    “Uhhhhhh,” the brunette gasped with parted lips. “Hmmmmmmm… that feels good.” 
 
    “If it pleases you,” I breathed as I reached down to stroke her wet pussy, “then why don’t you return the favor to Samara?” 
 
    “How would you like me to please her, master?” the obedient brunette asked.  
 
    “I want you to slide two fingers inside her tunnel,” I ordered. “Then use your thumb to play with her clit.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master,” Morgana stammered and bit her lip. “I’ll do whatever you want.”  
 
    “Good girl,” I growled like a wolf.  
 
    Desire coiled in the pit of my stomach as I watched Morgana’s hand slowly reach in between Samara’s legs, and the golden-haired beauty moaned with delight but didn’t stop using her mouth to pleasure Morgana. In fact, the brunette’s touch made Samara go wild, and she started to buck her hips and press her mouth tighter against Morgana’s tit.  
 
    “Now, stop and get down on your knees, Samara,” I groaned when I couldn’t take the teasing any longer. “Submit yourself to me. Right here on the floor.” 
 
    The former goddess giggled with delight when she gently pulled away from Morgana, and as she positioned herself exactly how I wanted her, I noticed just how soaked she was. Her inner thighs were glistening with her arousal, and her pussy lips were bright pink and quivering. 
 
    “You’re so fucking wet, Samara,” I grunted, and I swiped my thumb along the wet lips of her pussy.  
 
    “Of course, master,” Samara mewled as she arched her back and wriggled her ass even closer. “I’ve been dreaming of having your huge throbbing cock deep inside me. Ever since the night you made me yours. It’s all I’ve been able to think about. I go to bed wet dreaming of you sliding deep inside me again.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I teased before I slowly slipped my fingers deep inside her sopping opening.  
 
    “Oooooooh, yeaaaaaaah!” Samara gasped, and she started to rock her body back and forth. “Maaaaaster! Pleeeeease, slide inside me. Fuck me until I’m screaming.” 
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled, and then I looked over and saw Morgana’s eyes were glistening with longing. “Morgana, why don’t you crawl next to Samara? If you remain on all fours without moving, then I’ll give you a nice reward.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the brunette sighed in a dream-like voice, and when she was next to the golden-haired beauty, she shook her ass and inched closer to me. “Like this?” 
 
    “Hmmm, just like that,” I chuckled, and as I started to rub Morgana’s clit, the brunette tossed back her head and squealed. “Do you want more? Do you want to feel my cock inside you?” 
 
    “Weeeeeee dooooooo,” the women responded at the same time. 
 
    “Please, master!” Samara squealed. “Fuck us!” 
 
    “Very well.” I grinned before I grabbed my cock and slid it deep and slow inside Samara’s slick opening.  
 
    “Ohhh… master…” she sighed when I was deep inside of her. 
 
    We both groaned with longing, and then she gasped and lunged forward as I started to grind a little harder against her, but then I slapped her ass and gripped tightly onto her hips.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck… don’t move, Samara. Not until I allow you to.” 
 
    “Yes, m-m-master!” the former goddess mewled. “I’ll do whatever it takes, as long as you don’t stop fucking meeeeeee! Maaaaaaaster! Yeeeeeeeeeeees!”  
 
    I vigorously thrust my hips back and forth, and the further and deeper I pushed my titanium rod inside Samara’s velvety opening, the more she squealed and demanded every inch of my cock. She fervently rocked her body against mine, and with each deep thrust, my dick slipped in and out of her clenching tunnel and rubbed against every part of her.  
 
    “Ooooooh, oooooh, oooooh!” Samara cried out as she arched her back even further and moved her body faster against mine. “Maaaaaster! Your cock is sooooo huge. Pleeeeeeease, don’t stop! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeeee!”  
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of stopping,” I responded in between breathy grunts, and when I adjusted my knees, I was able to push my cock deeper inside her hungry tunnel. 
 
    “Ooooooooh!” she screamed. “Unholy hell! Yeeees, Coooole! Yes!” 
 
    Samara’s sweltering pussy walls furiously clenched around my cock as I pounded deep into her, and the sound of our slick skin slapping together echoed in the bedroom and caused the other women to gasp loudly. 
 
    “Look at how fast he’s going,” Faye moaned as Revna nibbled on her ear. “It’s turning me on sooooo much! Oooooh, if he didn’t command it, I’d cum from just watching.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Akira grunted, and she gently rubbed her clit. “I can’t wait to have Cole deep inside me.”  
 
    “M-M-Master,” Samara breathed as sweat trickled down her back. “I-I think I’m going to cuuuuuuuuuum! I can’t hold back any longer!”  
 
    “So cum,” I growled in between powerful thrusts. “Cum hard for me. Cum on my cock.” 
 
    “Coooooooooooole!” Samara screamed as she wildly tossed her head back. “Fuuuuuuuuuuuck! Yeeeeeeees!” 
 
    Samara’s walls tightly pulsated around my thick, throbbing rod, and she quivered uncontrollably after I gave her one long deep push. Then she screamed and wailed with passion as I exploded deep inside her like a hot hose. My breathing intensified, and my heart hammered like a drum when her tunnel squeezed me for every drop of cum I could give her. There was so much of it, white rivulets streamed out around my shaft, trickled down her pale thighs, and pooled between her trembling knees.  
 
    I took a moment to catch my breath before I slid out of her swollen opening, and she nearly collapsed to the ground.  
 
    “Samara, you did amazing… now crawl over to the others and have them lick your pussy nice and clean,” I commanded. “I don’t want them to waste a single drop.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Samara replied as she started to crawl forward on her bright-red knees, and my cum was still leaking out of her swollen opening.  
 
    “Now, Morgana,” I growled as I looked down at the beautiful brunette, and I saw she hadn’t moved an inch since I told her to assume the position. “You’ve been a patient, good girl. Would you like to receive your reward now?”  
 
    “Ooooooh, yes, please,” she answered while she wriggled her ass. “Please slide your huge cock deeeeeeep inside me. I need to have you. I can’t wait another second.” 
 
    “Very well,” I said as I started to rub my hardening cock along her bright red pussy. “How deep do you want me to go?” 
 
    “All the waaaaaaay,” Morgana pleaded, and when she pressed her warm skin against my cock, I could feel excitement building up inside me again. “Please fuck me hard and don’t stop until I cum everywhere! Please, master, I beg you!” 
 
    “I bet you do,” I grunted as I inched the tip of my dick just inside her slippery folds. “I could spread you wide open.” 
 
    “Pleeeeeeease,” Morgana begged. “Do it! I need you!”  
 
    “As you wish,” I chuckled before I slipped my hard dick deep inside her warm tunnel and slowly began to thrust. “Oh, fuuuuuuuck, you’re so fucking tight.”  
 
    “Does it please you, m-master?” the beautiful brunette asked as she rocked her body faster.  
 
    “It does,” I growled, and I started to pick up the pace and prod deeper inside her demanding body. 
 
    My shaft parted her soaking walls like a hot knife through butter, and the brunette tossed back her head and moaned for more. Her tight, sweltering walls clamped around my throbbing cock like a silky trap, and when she looked over her shoulder, she bit on her bottom lip and rocked her hips even faster.  
 
    “Oh, oh, oh,” she moaned, and her eyes went wide when my balls banged against her hot skin. “Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck! Yes, right there! Oooooh, I-I can’t hold back any longer. Yeeeeeeeees! Maaaaaaaaaaaster! Here I cuuuuuuuum!”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuck,” I groaned as I clung onto her hips and dug my nails deeper into her skin. “Yeeeeeeees! Take it, take all my seed.”  
 
    My viciously pulsating cock twitched deep inside Morgana’s sopping cavern, and my grip on her hips tightened as I exploded a bucket-load of hot cum inside her. I desperately gasped for air, and my head spun as my cock spurted drop after creamy drop inside her.  
 
    “Oh, maaaaaster!” Morgana screamed as she shoved herself back against me, but the movement dislodged my still spraying cock, and the last few ropes of my cum landed in the small of the brunette’s back. 
 
    “Your seed is sooooo warm,” Morgana purred. “Cover me with your cum! Please, master! Moooore!” 
 
    In lieu of a response, I continued to splatter my seed all over the naked brunette, and after I was done giving her a small creamy shower, the other women all sighed with desperate longing.  
 
    “What would you have me do now, master?” the bookish brunette asked as my cum dripped down her naked body.  
 
    “I want the others to lick you completely clean,” I said with a slight smirk. “Now, go over there, and Faye, I want you to lie on the bed.”  
 
    “I’d be more than happy to, master,” the redhead said before she bounced away from the others.  
 
    I grinned from ear to ear as Faye positioned herself on the bed and laid with her legs spread far apart for me. Then I slowly crawled over to her, and without breaking eye contact, I lowered my mouth to hover between her plush thighs.  
 
    “Do you want me?” I teased as my mouth drew closer to her damp cavern.  
 
    “More than anything, master,” Faye responded in shallow breaths.  
 
    The redhead’s creamy legs trembled when I licked her sweet pussy, and then her body shook with desire as I used my tongue to explore her soft and wet insides. She moaned and pleaded for more with every swipe of my tongue, so I used my hand to slowly caress her flat stomach and then grab one of her full breasts. Faye gasped with pleasure and arched her back, and I pinched one of her swollen nipples and swirled my tongue along her clit. The redhead’s breathing was growing more demanding, and hot juices dripped into my mouth as I ventured deeper inside her, but I wasn’t prepared to let her cum just yet.  
 
    “Are you ready to have my cock deep inside you?” I grinned after I pulled away from her wet pussy. “I’ll fuck you until I fill your pussy up to the brim.” 
 
    “Hmmmmmmm, yes,” Faye purred in a low voice. “I’m ready to have your cock deep inside my pussy, master. Bless me with your dark and unholy seed.” 
 
    “Then spread your legs even wider for me,” I ordered. “Now.”  
 
    Faye nodded eagerly in agreement, spread her pale and freckled legs, and let me slide my dick deep inside her tight, silky insides. We both groaned with instant pleasure, and when I bucked my hips and ground against her, she wrapped her long legs around me and dug her nails into my back.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” Faye cried out as she tossed her head in between the pillows. “Maaaaster! You’re in soooo deeeeeep.” 
 
    “I know,” I panted as my cock sawed in and out of her slick opening. “Hmmm… you feel so fucking good, Faye.” 
 
    “I live to please you, Cole,” the redhead moaned as she bit down on her lip. “Please, just don’t stop. Spread me wiiiiiiide open! Fuck me harder! I beg you!”  
 
    “I intend to,” I grunted, and I bucked my hips with even more passion and ventured deeper inside her sopping tunnel. “Unholy hell.”  
 
    I pounded inside the fiery redhead for several minutes, and her cries rose in pitch and volume every time I bottomed out inside her. Her emerald eyes grew hazy and glassy as she stared up at me, and her perky nipples brushed against my chest with each of my thrusts.  
 
    “Cum inside me, master!” Faye begged as I fucked her harder and faster. “Please, make a mess inside meeeeeeee!”  
 
    “I’m ready,” I groaned, and the coil in my gut tightened. “F-Fuck, ahhh, I’m going to cum!”  
 
    “Me, toooooo!” the redhead screamed in a fiery passion. “Cole, fill up my pussy! Pleeeeeeeeeeease!”  
 
    As Faye squealed and begged for my cum, she tossed her head back deeper into the pillows, and then her wet walls clenched furiously around my quivering rod. Her long, sharp nails bit into my flesh, her legs wrapped and tightened against me, and the sopping insides of her tight pussy pulsated uncontrollably as I butted up against the entrance to her womb.  
 
    “Coooooooooole!” Faye screamed, and when I leaned down to bite on her nipples, her breathing quickened. “Maaaaster! I-I’m cumming so hard!”  
 
    I grunted, and with one more deep and quick thrust, my cock twitched and exploded like a hot hose inside the redhead’s warm, wet body. Then I gasped desperately for air as her greedy pussy walls milked me for more of my cum, and when I looked into her eyes, they were filled with satisfaction and adoration. I kissed her for a long moment before I finally pulled out of her abused opening, and thick white cream spilled out of her swollen pussy and stained the sheets beneath us.  
 
    “You felt fucking incredible,” I sighed, and when I looked over at the other women, I wondered who would be the next to feel my cock plowing deep inside them. 
 
    The women were still pleasuring each other, and when my eyes met theirs, they flashed me coy little smiles.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Penelope panted while she continued to lick Morgana’s skin. “That looked fucking incredible.”  
 
    “It truly did,” Vanessa mewled before she wiped her wet lips. 
 
    “I can’t wait to feel you deep inside me, master,” Revna giggled as she wriggled her ass. “I want you to go as deep as you can.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Beatrix said with glassy eyes. “I need your huge cock deep in my pussy.” 
 
    “I’d like to put it wherever I desire,” Akira said with a sly grin. “Would you like that, master?” 
 
    The way the dark-eyed beauty stared at me made every hair on my body stand on end. I needed her wild body, and I needed it now.  
 
     “Akira, how would you like to ride my cock?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    “I’d love it more than anything, master,” the black-eyed beauty responded without delay. “I promise to ride you like a fucking stallion.”  
 
    “Then come over here,” I chuckled. “I want to slide deep inside you.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Akira replied, and she took her time to crawl carefully over to me. I knew she wanted to take her time and tease us both, and I couldn’t wait until I grabbed her slender body and made it mine. “You look so yummy, master. I can’t wait to taste you.” 
 
    I stared deep into her endless ebony orbs, and when she was close enough, she swung one long, lean leg over my member but didn’t hover over my erect cock. Instead, she gently grabbed my member and started to rub her hands up and down along my slick shaft. Our breathing grew heavier as she picked up the pace, and the black-haired beauty smiled when I grew rock hard.  
 
    “Ooooooh,” she moaned as she bit down on her purple lip. “Master, your cock looks so delicious. I want to put it in my mouth and have you fuck my throat…” 
 
    “So, why don’t you?” I groaned as my blood rushed south. “You have my permission.”  
 
    “Is that so?” Akira chuckled, but before I could respond, she slowly licked my flared tip, lightly flicked her tongue along my head, and then batted my cock against her flat tongue. “Hmm, hmm, hmmmmmmmmm. Ooooooof, master. Your dick is so yummy. I want more.” 
 
    “Shiiiiiiiit,” I grunted as she slowly guided my cock away from her wet lips and slid it in between her perky breasts. 
 
    “Maaaaaaaaster,” she purred when she pressed her soft tits against my rock-hard dick and moved her body up and down. “You’re getting soooo hard for me. Do you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed as I tossed my head back, and she started to move faster.  
 
    “Where do you want to fuck me?” she questioned in a high-pitched voice.  
 
    “Everywhere,” I growled. “And I’ll fuck you so hard.”  
 
    “How about my mouth?” Akira asked before she wrapped her full lips around my member and closed her eyes. “Mmmmmmmm! Hmmmmmmmm!” 
 
    My fingers quickly found my way to Akira’s head, and when I pushed her down my member and all the way to my balls, she gently gagged and wriggled her head. I guided her up and down along my throbbing cock as her long hot tongue slid along my shaft, and each lick sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. I was so close to cumming, but she suddenly pulled away with a popping sound that echoed in the room, and a satisfied smile spread across her face. A low purr rumbled in her chest before she took my slick dick and placed it in between her breasts, and then she squeezed even tighter against my rod.  
 
    “Ahhhh, fuuuuck, Akira,” I moaned as she moved faster and squeezed her breasts even tighter against my pulsating cock. “Your skin feels fucking incredible.” 
 
    “I want to ride you now, master,” the dark-haired witch grunted before she batted my throbbing tip against her fiery tongue, pulled away, and then licked her lips. “Mmmmm, may I? I need this delicious dick deep inside my hungry pussy.” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted with impatience. “Don’t ask, just do it. I don’t want to wait another second.”  
 
    “Very well,” the feisty Wicca replied before she released me and swung one long leg over my hips.  
 
    The dark-haired witch hovered her pussy over my erect cock and slowly slid down with our gazes connected. We groaned with instant satisfaction, and Akira tossed back her head as she slowly started to rock back and forth. She smiled, hummed, and bit down on her lip while grinding against me, and my blood seared with boiling passion as she picked up the pace.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” I breathed before I slid my hand up and roughly flicked her nipple. “Your body is fucking incredible.” 
 
    “Uh, uh, uh,” Akira grunted as she ground against me and then started to viciously hop up and down along my throbbing member. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee! Oh, master! Your cock is unholy perfection! I-I need you! All of youuuuu!” 
 
    “And you have me,” I growled before I grabbed her slender hips and guided her faster, and with each powerful spring, my tip prodded deeper inside her. “Fuck, you’re so deep, Akira.” 
 
    “M-Master,” Akira mewled as she tossed her head back and looked up at the ceiling. “I can feel you deep inside me. You’re all the way in.” 
 
    “Move a little faster, and I’ll cum inside you,” I ordered as I bounced her faster along my wet dick. “Yeah, just like that. Keep going.”  
 
    “Choke me,” the black-haired witch moaned with her eyes squeezed shut, and her perky breasts were heaving up and down. “Please! I beg you!”  
 
    I slowly reached up her body and gently grasped onto her beautiful neck, and each time I bucked my hips and pushed deeper inside her, she opened her mouth and screamed for more. The tighter I gripped around her neck, the faster she started to move her body, and I knew she was close to a mind-numbing orgasm. 
 
    “Do you like that?” I teased as I pressed my fingers tighter around her throat. “Huh?” 
 
    “Yes, my l-lord,” Akira gasped, and her cheeks burned bright red. “I do, I do, I do!”  
 
    Beads of sweat trickled down her breasts, and as she picked up the pace, her tight walls grasped even tighter around my throbbing cock. Then she started to grind uncontrollably against me, and I sucked in a sharp breath of air and stifled a long groan. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I panted as sweat trickled down my forehead and upper lip. “Keep going! Your pussy is as hot and as delicious as hell.” 
 
    “Maaaaaaaaster!” Akira squealed as she wildly moved her hips and ground against me. “I’m cumming!”  
 
     Her rapid and wild movements sent my entire body into overdrive, and my dick twitched and spurted deep inside Akira’s sweltering tunnel. As my head spun in long circles, her velvety walls clamped tighter and tighter around my rod, and some of my seed gushed out around my still pistoning shaft.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” the black-haired Wicca screamed as she tossed back her head, looked up at the ceiling, and slammed her hands down on my chest. “Cooooooooooole!”  
 
    Her nails bit into my flesh, and my cock gave one last spurt inside of her. My vision blurred, my breathing grew fervently demanding, and my head throbbed and spun. I gasped for air as the two of us took a minute to steady our heavy breathing, and Akira weakly climbed off and then collapsed by my side. The dark-haired beauty sighed with satisfaction, giggled, and nuzzled her nose against my ear before she gently sucked and nibbled on my lobe.  
 
    “Fucking hell, Akira.” I grinned, but I wasn’t even close to feeling fully satisfied. “Penelope and Revna… come over here. Beatrix, let Vanessa please you however she desires. Then you two will be rewarded for your incredible patience.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded in unison.  
 
    Without sitting up or moving an inch, I felt the women climb onto the bed, and I remained on my back and smiled as both women grabbed my cock and rubbed up and down along my hardening dick. I suppressed a long groan as they stroked my member with their smooth hands, and already I could feel myself growing hard again. 
 
    “The two of you should take turns hopping on my cock,” I suggested. “Do you think you can handle that?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Revna sighed with longing. “I want to scream your name over and over again as I cum.”  
 
    “Then what are you waiting for?” I chuckled. “Once I fuck you all once, we’ll drink and feast, and then we can begin again. We’ll fuck until the sun rises, and you’ll cum over and over again.”  
 
    “Will you put a child in our bellies, master?” Penelope asked. 
 
    “I will,” I said, “but not just yet. When we return to Scholomance, I’ll be sure to lay my seed in each of you, but for now, let us fuck and drink before we leave.” 
 
    The women grinned and nodded eagerly in response, and I took a moment to appreciate their love, devotion, and perfect bodies. I’d meant what I said as well. We might be on the brink of a historical war and on a seemingly impossible quest, but no matter what, I vowed to enjoy this long night.  
 
    Because by sunrise, we’d be back on our harrowing journey, and there would be no turning back. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Before I opened my eyes, I could feel a small smile spread across my face. The bed was warm, and the feel of silky skin against my ribs made me feel at peace and completely content. My women were like an intoxicating drug I could not pull away from, and everything from the smell of their hair, to their long lashes, and the feel of their warm and comforting touch made my senses go into overdrive. I loved being their master, but most importantly, I loved how spirited and intelligent each woman was in her own unique way.  
 
    Being Satan had its perks, and for my coven, I was eternally grateful. 
 
    “Master?” Vanessa croaked from where she laid with her head on my shoulder. “Are you awake?” 
 
    “I am,” I said.  
 
    “Is it morning already?” Beatrix whimpered as she stretched her arms over her head. “It feels like we just went to sleep.” 
 
    “Probably because we did,” Revna chuckled, and when she popped up beside me in the bed, her wild curls formed a golden halo around her pale face. “Master kept us up all night.”  
 
    “Are you complaining?” I teased with a smirk.  
 
    “Never,” Samara purred as she crawled across the bed and into my lap. “In fact, would you please bless me with your unholy seed again, my lord?” 
 
    “As much as I would like to,” I laughed, “I think it’s time we reconvene with the others. Something tells me they probably decided to sleep in one of the other rooms.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Penelope added in a sleepy voice. 
 
    “They couldn’t even enjoy our master’s cock slipping inside them all night long,” Akira mewled in a dream-like voice. “What a night… I pity them.” 
 
    “I bet they could hear us screaming from wherever they were,” Faye giggled. 
 
    “Morgana most of all,” Akira snickered.  
 
    “Shut up,” the brunette muttered, but her cheeks flushed a rosy pink. 
 
    “As magnificent as it was,” Vanessa said before she slowly sat up and rubbed her eyes. “We need to get a move on. Who knows how long it will take to reach the Holy Assembly.” 
 
    “Agreed.” I nodded. “Let’s get dressed and meet the others. There’s no time to waste.”  
 
    The women swiftly got out of bed, and they began the process of retracing their steps from the night prior to locate all their clothing again. I chuckled as they jogged half-naked through the empty halls, but soon they were fully garbed, and we continued to make our way through the castle.  
 
    “Marina, Vesta, Circe?” I called out. “Nyx?” 
 
    “Here, master,” Circe’s voice rang through one of the corridors, and when she emerged from a nearby room, the others were behind her fastening their buttons. 
 
    “Good morning, Dark One,” Marina said as she braided her hair, and the former siren cast me a sultry smile. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “Very well.” I grinned, even though I hadn’t actually done much sleeping.               
 
    “Alex brought us back and told us you were celebrating your victory in the bedroom,” Vesta purred. “We decided to let you have your fun, but master, may we ask for one thing?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. “Name it.” 
 
    “May we also be blessed with your unholy cock after we return to Scholomance?” the elvish witch begged. “We long to have you deep inside us as well.” 
 
    “Yeah, nothing feels better than you fucking us, master,” Nyx said with a hazy smirk. “Believe me, I’ve tried to find alternatives, but no drug compares to you.” 
 
    “Of course.” I smirked. “It would be my pleasure.” 
 
    The witches smiled in response and followed me as I marched through the palace toward the exit. The closer we got to the throne room, the stronger the smell of blood and gore became, and it wasn’t a pleasant scent to wake up to first thing in the morning, no matter how accustomed we were to it. I pinched my nose and tried not to breathe in as we walked by, and once we reached the outside of the palace, I saw dawn had set in.  
 
    “What a beautiful sight,” Faye sighed with her hands on her hips. “Look at this blood-soaked realm. It’s another victory, made by your established power, my lord.” 
 
    The courtyard was drenched in blood, bodies floated down the streets, and everything was in absolute ruins. 
 
    It was beautiful.  
 
    Cole! Alex’s familiar voice rang through my head. How was your night, man? 
 
    “Amazing,” I whispered, but he was nowhere in sight. “Hey, where are you?” 
 
    Up here, he responded.  
 
    When I craned my neck and stared above me, I saw the winged familiars all huddled in a tree, and they appeared to be feasting on a corpse entangled in the branches.  
 
    “We’re heading back to the outskirts of the kingdom,” I called out. “Follow us.” 
 
    Why don’t we just fly you there? Alex asked after he plucked a plump eyeball from his meal’s socket. Wouldn’t it be easier? 
 
    “Sure.” I grinned. “If you can withstand the weight.”  
 
    I sure as hell can, Alex replied in a cocksure tone. Watch. 
 
    Before I could respond, my winged familiar flew down and snatched me from under my arms with his long white claws. It was strange seeing him in such a different form, but he was the size of a wolf like this, and he was still just as strong and determined.  
 
    The other familiars grabbed their mistresses, but since Circe didn’t have one, I had Alex land again so she could ride upon his back. It only took a moment, and then we were up in the air once more and staring down at the glorious mess we’d created. As we soared over the ruined kingdom, I took a long moment to appreciate my fatal and magnificent work. Dead bodies flowed down the rivers of red blood, and flying critters were feasting on the rotting flesh and picking at yellow-tinted bones.  
 
    “It’s ssssso beautiful,” Circe hissed from where she sat perched atop Alex. “Now I can see why it’s called an unholy miracle.”  
 
    “It was certainly a day I will never forget,” Morgana added as her bird familiar glided at our side. “We’d slaughtered kingdoms before, but never to this extent. It’s truly a sight to behold.” 
 
    I breathed in the smell of death and closed my eyes as cool air brushed against my skin and through my hair, but by the time we crossed over the kingdom and returned to the green outskirts of the destroyed city, my compass was beating violently against my chest.  
 
    “Let’s land here,” I ordered. “I can feel the compass moving.” 
 
    Our familiars gently set us down on the ground, and after we dusted ourselves off, my coven surrounded me in a circle.  
 
    “We heard the screams of the city when it fell apart,” Vesta purred as I studied the spinning needle, and when I looked up to stare into her silver eyes, they were brimming with dangerous satisfaction. “I wish I could have been there to witness it.” 
 
    “Next time,” I reassured her. “I promise. We have many more elders to kill.” 
 
    The witches smiled, but then the familiars started to make squawking noises, so Faye flicked her wand, and our feathered companions quickly returned to their hellish forms.  
 
    Fucking finally, Alex sighed with relief as he looked at his own bladed wings. I was tired of looking like a holy bitch. 
 
    “Where should we begin walking?” Penelope asked as she glanced around us. “Has the compass pointed anywhere yet, master?” 
 
    “It should,” I said as I stared at the whirling compass. “Come on… show us how to get to the Holy Assembly.” 
 
    For a long moment, the arrow wouldn’t stop spinning, and I was about to lose my patience until suddenly, the needle began to slowly swirl in long, gradual circles. Finally, it came to a complete stop, and this time, it was pointing northeast.  
 
    “Northeast, huh?” Vanessa said as she looked over my shoulder. “I think that means we’ll have to cross the snow sanded desert.”  
 
    “Snow-sanded desert?” Revna asked with a raised eyebrow. “I’ve never heard of such a realm.” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like there’s going to be a lot of water,” Marina pouted.  
 
    “I’ve read about it in books,” Morgana said in an eager voice. “It’s incredibly unique. The wind is warm, but the grains are cold and as white as snow. We’ll need thicker shoes before we cross it.” 
 
    “Not an issue.” Vanessa smiled before she flicked her wand, and when I looked down, my leather boots were a different color and much thicker. The other women also had different shoes with flat heels and wide buckles. “There, perfect.”  
 
    “Then let’s go,” I said, and the witches and familiars started to follow me.  
 
    We heeded the compass’ direction and passed the field, the marshes, and through a deep green forest. The air was growing warmer and thicker, and sweat dripped down my neck and back as we continued to follow the compass’ instructions.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Akira panted, and when I looked at the coven, their cheeks burned bright red. “It’s fucking hot.” 
 
    “I might have forgotten to mention it gets pretty warm the closer we are to the desert,” Morgana explained as she desperately fanned her flushed face. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Morgana,” I said in a reassuring tone. “Let’s just leave our cloaks here, but Vanessa, you’d best place them under an invisibility spell, just in case.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the professor responded.  
 
    The women unclasped their heavy woolen cloaks and let them fall to the ground, and after I dropped mine, Vanessa pulled out her wand and vanished the garments. Once we unburdened ourselves and felt lighter, we continued on our path until we reached the outskirts of the woodland. Ahead, I could see plains of grainy white earth, and the sky had turned a deep shade of lavender with stretches of dark magenta clouds passing across the canvas. The air smelled crisp, but the wind was still warm and not very refreshing.  
 
    “Are there any creatures we should be on the lookout for?” Penelope asked as we stared off into the distance. “I’d like to know before we go any further.” 
 
    “I don’t remember reading anything about it in my books,” Morgana responded as she pressed a finger against her lips. “But then again… there wasn’t much more information recorded about these realms in the library.”  
 
    “She’s right, as per usual,” Faye replied. “I’ve been reading about every single creature I could find tales of, and so far, I haven’t seen anything about animals who dwell in the ivory sand pits.” 
 
    “Either way,” Vanessa said before she slowly pulled her wand out. “Let’s keep our eyes peeled.” 
 
    “Definitely,” I agreed. “If I’ve learned anything, it’s that there’s always something lurking, even when it seems tranquil. Keep your guards up.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded in unison.  
 
    “We will protect you with our lives, master,” Marina added with a determined nod. “We owe you our souls and blood, and it is an honor to sacrifice both for you in return.”  
 
    “Thank you, Marina.” I smirked at the former siren. “But don’t needlessly suffer on my account. I’d much rather you be happy and whole, especially if I will be rewarding you with a night in my bed soon.”  
 
    The purple-haired witch blushed as I winked at her, but then I turned back to the endless desert before us, schooled my expression, and pulled out my wand.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I said, and I took a step forward. The sand shifted beneath me, and I could feel an icy cold radiate up through my soles, but I ignored it and pressed forward. 
 
    The rest of the coven whipped out their wands before they followed me across the soft grains of cold white sand. My boots sank up to the ankle with each heavy step, and a cool breeze cut across the desert. The wind was low and howled like a vicious wolf, and the further we trekked, the colder the icy sand grew.  
 
    “W-What’s going on?” Akira asked through chattering teeth, and she wrapped her arms around her and stuffed her hands into her armpits. “I-I t-thought it was supposed to be warm.” 
 
    “Normally, it is!” Morgana shouted over the blaring wind. “Something’s wrong!”  
 
    “But what?” Nyx asked as her blue lips quivered. “I don’t see a thing.” 
 
    “Neither can I,” I said as I hovered my hand over my eyes. “I-I think some kind of storm is picking up.” 
 
    The sand was lifting from the grainy dunes and swirling in every direction. The wind and debris whipped across my face, and the beads of white sand were so sharp, they cut into my skin little by little, like tiny knives. Blood trickled down my cheek, and my vision blurred as clouds of sand picked up and stung my eyes. I tried to take a breath, but I could feel grainy beads slipping through my nose and mouth and choking the air out of me.  
 
    “Cole!” Vanessa cried out over the chaos.  
 
    I turned to look at the professor, but her silhouette was hazy and rapidly disappearing, and there were no other women in sight. The thick clouds of sand whipped in small tornados and towered up to the sky, and an icy wind penetrated my bones and made my teeth chatter and fingertips tingle until they were numb. My mouth went dry like I’d been parched for days, and my knees were wobbly. An intense shiver ran down my spine, and it made my feet feel like they were about to break apart from my ankles. I stumbled in the direction I’d last seen my coven, but even after over ten steps, I still hadn’t found them. 
 
    “Hello?” I cried out through the blinding storm. “Can anyone hear me?” 
 
    There was no clear response, but I thought I could hear a faint voice calling from a distance. Then another, and another. 
 
    Before I could call out, I thought I heard a deep growl, and I swirled around in every direction to try and find the source. My compass started to beat hard against my chest, and it vibrated uncontrollably until I picked it up and lifted the lid. The arrow was spinning in a rapid circle until finally, it went still and pointed north. It was still impossible to see, but I knew I had to find a way to destroy such a violent storm before it swallowed all of us whole. 
 
    I closed my eyes and focused intently on the turmoil. Then I willed it to come to a slow and steady stop, and with my eyes still tightly squeezed shut, I tilted my head back to the sky. 
 
    “By my unholy command, I demand the skies be steady, the air to still, and the ground to stop shaking,” I cried out. “I demand the elements to obey my will… Motus!” 
 
    Suddenly, the roaring sky grew quiet, the sand stopped spinning in whirlwind tornadoes, and the air became warm and welcoming. The sky was now clear blue, and the white grains of beady sand settled into non-moving dunes, but for some reason, I still couldn’t see any of my women. My heart hammered with concern, and I wildly looked around in every direction to see if I could spot them, but all was quiet. 
 
    “Vanessa?” I cried out. “Akira, Morgana, Revna, Circe… anyone!” 
 
    A loud cough erupted from behind me, and when I turned around, several women were gasping and choking for air as they crawled out of the sand.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” Penelope panted before she brushed the sand out of her bloodshot brown eyes. “For a moment there, I thought we were going to be buried alive.” 
 
    “Right there with you,” Nyx coughed. “I can hold my breath for a long time, but I’d rather have smoke in my lungs, not sand.”  
 
    “I have a feeling those were sand spirits,” Vanessa said breathlessly, and her usually pristine hair was a messy halo around her head. “They tried to bury us, but thanks to Cole, we’re still alive.” 
 
    “Wait,” I said as I looked around and counted all the women. “Where is Beatrix?” 
 
    The women wildly looked around in every direction, but the light-haired brunette was nowhere to be seen. My blood boiled with anxiety, and my heart pounded against my ribcage as I started to search for her. The other witches followed my lead, and we explored the sands until I landed on a patch of sand and felt a sensation flowing up my legs and into my head. Then I thought I heard Beatrix’s voice, and I strained to pick out the words. 
 
    “Master!” she wailed faintly, and it sounded like she was right below my feet. “Help! Please!” 
 
    “She’s here!” I yelled before I looked down at the sand and willed it to spread apart. “Motus!” 
 
    The spot instantly exploded into a cloud of smoke, and when the air cleared, there was a deep black hole beneath us. At first, there was no sound, but then I heard a low echoing moan, and Beatrix’s head popped up from the deep opening. 
 
    “Grab her hands!” I ordered as I reached down to help her out. 
 
    The others grabbed whatever they could to help her, but she wasn’t budging.  
 
    “Something is caught onto my ankle!” Beatrix screamed. “It won’t let me go!” 
 
    I gritted my teeth and tried to peer down the hole while still holding onto the light-haired brunette’s hand, but it was nearly impossible.  
 
    “Akira, hold her,” I ordered. “I’m going to try and see what’s down there.” 
 
    “Alright,” the dark-haired Wicca grunted, and she gritted her teeth as she strengthened her grip on the trapped witch. “Be careful, master!” 
 
    “Always,” I muttered as I leaned down and aimed my wand into the darkness.  
 
    I couldn’t see a damn thing, but then I saw something move in the corner of my eye. It was bright yellow, and it shot by as fast as a spell. Then I blinked, and it was gone. 
 
    “Do you see anything?” Akira groaned as she pulled harder at Beatrix’s arms, but it was futile.  
 
    “I think so,” I growled before I swiftly waved my wand. “Illumina!”  
 
    The tip of my wand glowed with a small flame, and that was when I saw something covered in deep green scales. Its skin was sleek, and it moved with ease like it was swimming underwater. It groaned like a reptilian beast as I flicked my wand in its direction, and then its grunt deepened before it tugged on Beatrix harder and nearly pulled her all the way down into a sandy abyss.  
 
    “Cole, she’s slipping!” Akira grunted, and the rest of the coven formed a line behind the black-haired witch, wrapped their arms around each other’s waists, and tried to keep Beatrix from going under. 
 
    “Master!” the light-haired brunette sobbed. 
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled over her scream. 
 
    Bright red light slipped from the end of my wand, blasted through the mysterious beast, and seared a hole right through its rough, scaly skin. I thought it would release her, but Beatrix only cried out in pain and terror as the beast tugged harder and pulled her deeper into its domain. 
 
    “What does it have her by?” Vanessa asked through her teeth. She had her arms hooked beneath Akira’s ribs, but the whole line of witches was slowly sliding toward the gaping hole. “Whatever it is, it needs to be cut off!”  
 
    “I-I think it’s a tentacle or something,” I said as I narrowed my eyes and flicked my wand.  
 
    I was right. There was a long, slimy limb with suction cups wrapped around Beatrix’s ankle, and its grip was so tight, I saw blood trickling down her skin. The light-haired brunette gasped and fought against the monster with all her will, but it refused to budge.  
 
    “When I utter the next spell,” I began. “You need to pull Beatrix up with all your strength. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes,” the women responded in unison.  
 
    I took a deep breath, steadied my trembling hand, and narrowed my eyes at the dark and desperate creature. Then, when I knew I had a perfect shot, I took it. 
 
    “Secare!” I shouted. 
 
    Light shot from the tip of my wand and sliced the wriggling limb perfectly, and as the creature let out a terrible scream, my coven yanked Beatrix from the hole and dragged her to safety.  
 
    Before I could enact another spell, the beast slipped deeper into the hole and disappeared. Then the air was quiet, and for a long moment, no one dared to say a word.  
 
    “I-Is it gone?” Beatrix stammered as she looked around with wide eyes and parted lips. She was caked in sand from head to toe, and some of the grains had sliced small wounds into her pale cheeks. 
 
    “Beatrix, your ankle,” Morgana gasped.  
 
    I looked down at the light-haired brunette’s leg, and there was a deep gash with shreds of skin split open, wide enough to see blood and tissue. Beatrix’s lips were pale and trembling, and when the others tried to touch her wound, she flinched and squeezed her brown eyes shut.  
 
    “It will heal,” I reassured her. “But can you walk on it? We need to get the hell out of here first.”  
 
    “I-I can try,” Beatrix replied as beads of sweat trickled down her red cheeks.  
 
    The other witches hoisted her up from under her arms and tried to steady her, but the wound was too deep and stubborn for her to walk on it.  
 
    “I’ll carry you,” I said before I scooped her up in my arms, and when she was safely in my grasp, she wrapped her arms around my neck. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Beatrix cooed as she tucked her face into my neck. “I’m sure it will heal soon.” 
 
    “Do… do you feel something?” Vanessa asked, and there was a long pause. “It felt like the ground was shaking again.” 
 
    “Is the creature coming back?” Revna asked as she strung an arrow into her bow and aimed at the sand below us.  
 
    It took a moment, but soon I felt another series of tremors beneath my feet, and before I knew it, the sand began to split open. Giant holes were emerging everywhere, and they were only growing wider as we stood on the white grains.  
 
    “Move!” I ordered.  
 
    We ran as hard as we could away from the sand and northeast where the compass was directing us. With Beatrix in my arms, I sprinted toward something that looked like a plain of rocky ground, but it felt like we were in the middle of the ocean and desperately trying to reach the shore before we drowned.  
 
    “Don’t look back!” I shouted as we sprinted toward our safe haven.  
 
    The women responded by huffing and breathing heavily behind me, and the familiars either flew or ran after us. 
 
    Cole, look out! Alex warned, and before I could say anything, I looked over my shoulder and saw my familiar swoop down and claw into a giant slippery beast. By now, there were dozens of creatures popping up from beneath the sand and wriggling their fully-scaled bodies up to the surface to chase us. 
 
    “Thanks, man,” I huffed as we reached the stony ground, and I gently set Beatrix down and looked out toward the ocean of sand. “There’s too many of them… and something tells me they’re not going to stop.”  
 
    “What are you going to do, master?” Beatrix asked as I stared at the beasts who continued to slowly crawl out of the holes they created.  
 
    I took a deep breath and focused intently on the hideous sons of bitches, and when one giant, bulky monster with scaly skin, a round body, hundreds of tentacles, and thousands of eyes popped up from its depths, I knew I had to kill them all at once.  
 
    So, with all my will, I summoned another storm to appear, but this was going to be one of my own creation. I needed the sky to split apart and for lightning to strike the earth and electrocute these greasy monsters. 
 
    Then I raised my hands high up into the air and breathed in steadily. 
 
    “Motus!” I yelled with all my strength. 
 
    Dark clouds bloomed into existence above us, and the creatures squeaked and wailed as lightning popped through the black canopy like violent spells. Then the reptiles’ countless pairs of eyes looked up in terror as the sky began to enact its merciless fury. They stopped dead in their tracks, but before they could crawl back into their deep, cool havens, bolts of electricity rained down and electrocuted each beast. Their giant bodies violently trembled, and their bones glowed from the inside out as burning light from the sky cooked their insides and outsides. It was a glorious sight to behold, and I couldn’t look away. The poor scaly bastards writhed, screamed, and disintegrated into thousands of chunks of slimy, gory meat. Bits and pieces rained down upon the snow-white desert, and pools of dark-green blood smeared across the ivory grains and tainted their once pure form forever. 
 
    “Well, fuck,” Akira chuckled nervously when everything died down. “That was a close one, huh, Beatrix?” 
 
    “Yeah, she almost got eaten,” Penelope said in a soft voice. “You would have been alive, but digging you out bit by bit wouldn’t have been ideal.” 
 
    “N-No shit,” Beatrix added as she looked down at her leg, which was now almost entirely healed. “T-Thank you all for saving me, by the way.”  
 
    “You don’t have to thank us, dear,” Vesta purred as she reached down and stroked the brunette’s hair. “Like Revna has said, you are our sister, one of the Dark Lord’s chosen brides.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Nyx snickered. “We like, love you and shit.”  
 
    “Very articulate,” Circe giggled, and her serpentine eyes glinted with mirth. 
 
    “Well, I just want to put this place behind us,” Beatrix sighed as Faye helped her to her feet. “How much farther do we have to go, master?”  
 
    “The compass is still pointing northeast, so I say we keep going,” I said. 
 
    “Hopefully, we’ll come upon the walls of the Holy Assembly before nightfall.” Vanessa nodded. “We’re still close to the kingdom of Gorea… let’s just hope the elders haven’t received word yet that their kingdom has been destroyed.  
 
     “Agreed,” I said. “Now, let’s get a fucking move on. Time is of the essence, and I’m eager to spill more unholy blood.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    The coven and I walked for hours as we followed the compass through the snow sanded desert, and then we made our into the periphery of vast woodlands with long winding rivers. We made camp for the night beneath the trees before I treated Circe, Marina, Nyx, and Vesta to the same treatment the other witches had received in the palace of Gorea. I wrung several orgasms out of each of the women, and sprayed my seed deep inside each of them before we all collapsed in a pile of tired, sweaty limbs.  
 
    And the next night, I changed up the roster again and fucked Vanessa on all fours while she screamed my name, made Penelope ride me until her legs cramped while I ate out Revna, and then picked up Morgana and fucked her in mid-air until I could no longer stand anymore.  
 
    Every night I fell asleep in a tangle of beautiful witches, and every morning I woke up one step closer to achieving my destiny.  
 
    It took us a couple of days to wander through different territories, but so far, we hadn’t come across any foes or tricks, which would have made anyone else pleased, but it was only starting to make my hair stand on end. I’d learned from the past that if something seemed too good to be true, there was probably a reason for it.  
 
    “How much longer do you think it will be until we reach the gates of the Holy Assembly, master?” Vesta asked in a gentle voice. Her snake familiar was wrapped around her neck, and its snout poked out of the green hair below Vesta’s left pointed ear. 
 
    “I can’t say for certain,” I said, “but I hope it’s soon. My feet are beginning to ache.” 
 
    So are my wings, Alexander muttered bitterly from where he flew above me. And I’m starving. I hope we reach the Holy Assembly soon. I want to kill something. 
 
    “Me, too,” I muttered. “Soon enough.” 
 
    The journey was arduous, but my coven didn’t complain, even though I knew they were exhausted and probably hungry as hell. I was about to suggest we stop for a break, but then we came upon a tall hill, and something in the back of my mind told me we needed to cross over it. 
 
    “What is it, master?” Akira asked when I stopped in front of the hill and narrowed my eyes. “Is there a problem?” 
 
    “No,” I said slowly. “In fact… I think we’ve arrived.” 
 
    The others didn’t question anything as they followed me over the green hill, and by the time we reached the top of the peak, we stood there for a long moment as we took in the towering gates and sturdy stone walls of the Holy Assembly. Everything was a canvas of white marble hues with gold embellishments marked along the cracks of the gate’s barrier. The sky was a heavenly wash of deep reds, burning pinks, and golden yellows, and it contrasted sharply against the ivory palace. Birds chirped in harmony as they swooped up and down in graceful circles and chirped like it was the birth of spring. The air was warm, the breeze gentle with a hint of wildflowers, and even if the sun was setting, I could feel its rays casting a pleasant warmth on my skin. 
 
    “This place is lovelier beyond words,” Vesta purred like a sleepy cat. “I’ve never felt such a calming peace before.” 
 
    “That’s because this is one of the holiest realms to exist in the worlds,” Vanessa hissed with a dark gleam burning in her bright blue eyes, “but just because it’s a beautiful sight doesn’t mean there aren’t deadly heathens lurking inside. Now, before we enter, be cautious of snakes and curse pouches… they are often used to ward off unholy enemies.” 
 
    “What’s a curse pouch?” Revna asked with a slight frown. 
 
    “It’s a small bag filled with deadly herbs and sleeping powder,” Nyx responded, and I could have sworn I saw her horns tremble with seething rage. “Only a holy fucker would use such a rare herb and turn it into something vile and deadly. That shit can make a pleasant evening if brewed the right way, you know.” 
 
    “Anyway…” Vanessa said in a long, drawn-out voice. “The point is, we need to keep our guard up. Isobel, do you think you can discreetly scope out the gates around the palace? Be sure you aren’t seen, and then check out the woodland to make sure no spies can watch as we sneak inside.” 
 
    Her wolf nodded in agreement and slowly began to trot off.  
 
    “Alex, go with her,” I said before I glanced at the professor. “The two of them together would be better than one.”  
 
    “Very well,” Vanessa agreed with a small and grateful smile. She then turned to her wolf, looked her in the eyes, and stroked her fur. “Be careful, my love. May the darkness guide and protect you.”  
 
    I’ll keep her safe, Cole, Alex said in my head. You can count on me. 
 
    “Thanks, man.” I smiled. “Now, go, and come back as quickly as possible.” 
 
    The two familiars nodded in my direction before they took off and left the rest of us on the outskirts of the Holy fucking Assembly. A deep shiver ran through my bones as I stared at the perfectly white walls, and I hoped I’d be powerful enough to take on whoever or whatever was inside.  
 
    By destroying the Holy Assembly, we’d cripple the Elder Lord’s forces and show him we were not one to be fucked with. Such a task was impossible for most Wiccans to accomplish, for if it was feasible, it would have been done ages ago.  
 
    So, when I destroyed the Holy Assembly and all its members, my victory would only cement my authority as the Dark Lord Satan reborn.  
 
    “While we wait for those two,” Penelope chuckled with wide, nervous eyes, “does anyone have any ideas for a plan?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t just walk right in,” Vanessa sighed. “The wall is sacred, the gates are holy, and everything in this fucking realm is blessed to the touch. One scrape against a stone, and it could make us combust into a hundred burning bits of flesh and bone. Believe me, I’ve heard terrible tales.” 
 
    “Maybe we can try and find a way to morph our skin?” Penelope suggested. 
 
    “Or we could cast a protective shield over our bodies,” Akira said.  
 
    “We could try and fly inside,” I murmured mostly to myself, but the others whipped around to look at me with curious expressions.  
 
    “Master?” Nyx asked. “Do you mean we should sprout wings?”  
 
    “Hmmm, perhaps,” I said. “Maybe we could use that spell we learned in class? You know, the one that can turn us into elders, or at least mimic the characteristics?” 
 
    “But it has a time limit on it, doesn’t it?” Penelope pointed out as she chewed on her bottom lip. “Does anyone know any other incantation we can use?” 
 
    “Well, I did read about a spell of protection far more ancient and powerful than any we’ve previously used, and I think I can do it,” Morgana said with a confident smile. “It will keep us safe in case we accidentally brush up against something holy.” 
 
    “I’ve gotta say, your bookworm tendencies have truly saved our asses more than once,” Akira snickered to the brunette. “Way to go, nerd.” 
 
    “Great, and you, Beatrix?” I asked as I turned to look at the shy witch. “Do you think you can cast a disguising charm on us? One that can last as long as need be?” 
 
    Beatrix chewed on her lip for a long moment as she thought.  
 
    “Actually, I-I think I can tweak the elder disguise spell to last as long as we need,” she finally said. “It won’t be easy, though, and I’ll need a speck of blood from everyone.” 
 
    “Not a problem.” I grinned before I pulled out my dagger. “We’ll perform both rituals before we fly in there somehow.” 
 
    The women nodded in agreement, and after I cut deep into my palm, I passed the dagger to Penelope, who was on my right, and once everyone in our circle had cut into their skin, the light-haired brunette closed her eyes and grabbed my hand. 
 
    “Everyone, join hands,” she ordered. “Don’t open your eyes until I tell you to.” 
 
    We held hands, closed our eyes, and waited for Beatrix to begin. Then she cleared her throat and quietly started to recite a dark and ancient spell, and as the words left her lips, a cold wind swept across our circle.  
 
    “Per lingua mea,” Beatrix echoed. “Nam virtus peto mutare noster inimicum nostrum in cute. Huc spectant sicut alae!” 
 
    Suddenly, a stinging sensation overcame my entire body and made my head spin in long loops. It was an odd feeling, like having my senses sent into total overdrive as Beatrix prayed for my power to aid her and cast the spell, but it was also tantalizing. I smiled to myself as my abilities washed over our bodies and made our skin shift and change into something, or rather, someone else.  
 
    When the air settled, everyone’s grips loosened, and Beatrix breathed in long and steady breaths.  
 
    “Everyone can open their eyes,” the charm-talented Wicca commanded.  
 
    I pried my lids open, and my jaw nearly dropped to my feet.  
 
    All the women had pearly, glowing white skin, and their eyes were brilliant shades of blue, green, or violet. They were wearing long white gowns that were almost sheer, and gold thread trimmed the hems.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” I whispered as I lifted my own hands to inspect them. They looked paler, but there was also a glowing sheen around them. “What a change.” 
 
    “But we still need to cast a protective spell over us,” Vanessa reminded us. “Morgana, would you do the honors?” 
 
    “Of course.” The brunette nodded. “Now, everyone, close your eyes and repeat the spell after me. Munire regnum intrare liceat cutem terra sancta caeli et lapideos. Ut qui sanctae defendat nos sanguinem!” 
 
    My body convulsed, and my head throbbed again, but I could feel my power washing over myself and the other women like a light film of smoke. My supremacy flowed through my veins, and the ground shook like a small earthquake, but when everything became steady, we opened our eyes and breathed in.  
 
    “Did it work?” Beatrix asked with wide brown eyes. “I-I don’t feel any different.” 
 
    “There’s only one way to find out,” I said, and when I looked at the familiars, as well as Alex and Isobel who had quietly returned, I thought of a plan. “Let’s do what you did last time, Faye. Change the animals, but this time, let’s turn them into large serpens.”  
 
    “Brilliant idea, master!” Circe said with a bright smile.  
 
    “It is.” Faye nodded slowly as she bit down on her lip. “I-I’m just not sure if I can do it.” 
 
    “I’ll help you,” I said before the women could offer any suggestions. “I’m sure with our combined power, we can do whatever we desire.” 
 
    “Alright, master.” Faye smiled before she offered me her hand. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    Hey, I offered to look around, Alex huffed. Not to be experimented on! 
 
    “Don’t complain,” I chuckled before I offered the determined redhead a small smile and took her hand.  
 
    I cleared my throat and remembered the incantation Faye used before we entered the holy kingdom of Gorea, and together we recited the ancient spell.  
 
    “Donec aliter transform iubes!” we uttered at the same time. 
 
    In my head, I pictured the familiars shifting into large, scale-covered serpens with bright snake-like eyes, long tails, and giant wings. Then I thought of their massive insides, including a heart as large as a house and a stomach as massive as the Scholomance dungeons.  
 
    When I opened my eyes, the familiars were covered entirely in a thick cloud of blue smoke. Alex groaned in my head, and we took several steps back as they grew ten times their size.  
 
    “Amazing!” Faye giggled as the mist cleared, and now we were looking at a herd of white serpens.  
 
    “Now that we’re protected and have a way inside,” I began. “We need a solid story as to why we’re visiting the Holy Assembly.”  
 
    “We can pretend to be scouts,” Penelope suggested. “We can act like we’re a group sent by the Elder Lord, and we’re there on behalf of the kingdom of Gorea.” 
 
    “Hmmm, I think that would work,” Samara said before she glanced at me. “What do you think, master?” 
 
    “I think it’s a perfect idea,” I said after a moment or two of thought. “As long as we remain in character. How long will we have until the spell wears off?” 
 
    “The protective shield should last for as long as we need it to,” Morgana explained.  
 
    I looked up at the sky, and it was a deep wash of magenta, purple, gold, and tangerine orange. The sun was setting, and the air was growing cooler, which meant we only had a few hours left until nightfall, but with these powerful spells, it wouldn’t even matter.  
 
    “How many guards do you think we’ll have to take on?” Vesta asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “As many as it takes,” I said before I turned to Alexander and briefly studied his new form. “Are you ready to fly inside, Alex?” 
 
    You bet, he responded in my head. I hope I can burn some motherfuckers to the ground. 
 
    “You just might,” I chuckled as I climbed onto Alexander’s scale-covered back.  
 
    Being on top of a serpen felt strange, even if it was technically Alex I was riding. It was somewhat like being on top of a dragon, but the body was slimmer and harder to grip onto. The scales were smoother and sharper, but as long as I pressed my thighs tight against the side of Alex’s body, it wouldn’t be a problem.  
 
    Are you ready, Cole? Alex asked, and I could tell he was eager to kill some elders.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah, I am,” I muttered, and the blood roared through my ears with exhilaration. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Alexander bounced off his massive feet and lifted his body up in the air. Then he soared up and toward the towering walls, and the others closely followed. No alarm was raised as we approached, and we didn’t see any soldiers. I’d expected our disguises to work to some degree, but the elders were apparently just lazy and lax with their defenses, too.  
 
    And they were going to pay the ultimate price for it.  
 
    The wind whipped across my face and through my hair as I ventured higher, and when we were above the holy walls of the Assembly, Alexander ducked down and flew toward the tall castle. Now, we could see the entire structure with its pale stone walls and massive stained-glass windows. The glass depicted holy markings and stories, and all I wanted to do was smash through the windows with our giant beasts, but I needed to be smart about this.  
 
    We needed to know precisely how many elders to take on before I rained hell down upon them all.  
 
    “Look over there!” I cried out. “I see a patch of grass where we can land the serpens.”  
 
    My coven followed me with their beasts, and when we landed smoothly on the ground, I finally saw a group of men in long robes running toward us with golden spears in their hands and deep frowns on their faces.  
 
    “Halt!” they cried out. “Who dares to enter the Holy Assembly without permission from the guards?” 
 
    “It’s alright,” I said in my most reassuring and confident voice. Then I gracefully descended from Alex’s strong hide and offered the man a small bow. “We’re here on behalf of the Elder Lord. We are his personal scouts and have come here to inform the assembly of grave news. Terrible news.” 
 
    “What has happened?” a guard with dark-brown hair and a chiseled jaw demanded.  
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that crucial information, but it is an emergency,” I said, and there was a furious twinkle in his eyes. “Apologies, but this is something only for the court to hear, and I must tell them quickly.”  
 
    “Very well,” the guard grumbled after a long moment. “I’ll show you inside.”  
 
    I nodded in agreement and turned to look at the serpen version of Alexander. There was a deep mischievous glint in his serpentine eyes, and I knew our minds were connected when he discreetly nodded in my direction. He was thirsty for destruction, but he needed to be patient and wait for my command. 
 
    We passed through a large courtyard filled with marble statues and golden crosses plastered all along the pathway, and I was grateful for the shield we’d placed over our bodies since there were holy markings located everywhere. I took a long deep breath as the guard pressed the doors open to the palace, and a cool-scented breeze swept past our faces and smelled of spiced herbs and mint. Giant crosses hung like candles on the ceiling, and with each step we took, a loud echo reverberated through the air.  
 
    This might have been a holy place, but everything about it felt as cold as ice.  
 
    “Let’s hope the council is not engaged in a meeting,” the guard growled under his breath. “It is unorthodox to just appear out of nowhere after all.”  
 
    “As I already said,” I replied in the same deep tone. “This is an emergency of the highest regard.” 
 
    “So you say,” the guard grunted.  
 
    Finally, we came to a pair of giant marble doors, and when the guard pushed them open, a cold wind swept through the air and made every hair on my body stand on end.  
 
    The room was shaped like a hexagon, and there were a series of gold podiums posted against a bare white marble wall. No one was inside, and for a moment, I wondered if this was a trap. 
 
    “What’s the meaning of this?” a voice growled, and when I looked up, clouds of smoke appeared behind every rostrum. “No one said anything about a meeting.” 
 
    “I am fully aware, O Holy One,” the dark-haired guard responded with downcast eyes, and two more guards had joined him. “However, this fellow claims he was sent by the Elder Lord, and he brings crucial information that cannot wait.” 
 
     “That’s odd,” an elder with snow-white hair and piercing blue eyes said as he stared at me from head to toe. “I know every scout by name and face, yet I never recalled meeting any of you before.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I muttered, and before any of them could pull out a weapon or cast a spell, I sensed an instant connection with Alexander. 
 
    For a moment, it was as if our souls were bound together, and I had the power to fly and breathe fire and rain down total ruin. It was strange, though, because I was capable of controlling Alexander, but I could also dominate my own body and will. 
 
    I’d never been able to do both at the same time.  
 
    “Yes, that is so,” the elder, who I guessed was the leader of the Holy Assembly, impatiently responded. There were only four of them, and each one looked just like the last, except for their hair and eye color. “Now, tell me your names. This very instant.”  
 
    A smile spread across my lips, and I could feel hell’s wrath slipping through my body and tingling at the back of my mind. Great power flowed through my veins like the deepest red rivers of the flaming inferno, and my body trembled with glorious, unholy supremacy.  
 
    I was ready to bring the entire Holy Assembly down, and my women would be by my side as we killed them all.  
 
    “No…” I smiled. “I don’t think we’ll be doing that.”  
 
    The elder’s face was contorted into a sour expression, but then his eyes widened with fear and fury.  
 
    “Wait a minute,” he hissed, and his counterparts all turned to look at him. The pale-haired elder shot his attention toward the stained-glass window above the altar, and as I envisioned Alexander crashing through the glass barrier, chaos completely erupted.  
 
    The elders and guards screamed in panic, and giant shards of glass rained down on them like a snowy blizzard. Then serpens crashed into the throne room and started to tear through any guards they could lay their hungry serpentine eyes on, and blood quickly began to stain the white marble floor. 
 
    What should we do, master? Alexander asked as he crushed one elder between his mighty jaws. Should we devour them? 
 
    “Yes,” I said, and when I closed my eyes and envisioned Alexander and his great build, I could feel myself slipping into his consciousness but not his hefty body.  
 
    Suddenly, an overwhelming sense of hunger and determination to spill blood washed over me. I needed to feel sweet flesh as I tore it apart, and I longed to drink the warm, running red fluid. The crunch of bone in between my teeth sent me into overdrive, and before I knew it, I was fully inside Alexander’s body. My towering figure loomed above the small elders, and when they glanced up at me, their wide eyes made my heart pound with exhilaration and desire.  
 
    “Defeat the serpens!” the pale-haired elder yelled. “Kill them all!”  
 
    A guard with dark-brown hair ran toward me with his blade raised, but before he could slash at my giant belly, I leaned down and used my jaws to clamp around his head and torso. The elder wailed and screamed in my mouth, and it sent a succulent feeling through my giant serpent-like body. Bones crunched in my jaw, and soft gooey flesh slipped down my throat as I devoured him in one gulp. When I finished eating his feet, I could feel Alexander’s voice in the back of my head. 
 
    Let’s tear this place apart, Cole, he cackled.  
 
    I couldn’t agree more, I replied as my blood boiled with ferocious energy.  
 
    The members of the assembly raised their hands in the air and directed their focus on me, but I sensed a giant cloud of flame and smoke building up in my chest, and on instinct, I craned my neck back until I spurted fire from my snout and open jaw. An inferno of my own making devoured the elder soldiers and turned them from flesh to bones, and I smiled to myself as I leaned down in my serpen body and clamped my mouth shut on their burning leader.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhh!” His ear-splitting scream was like an orgasmic symphony of the most beautiful music, and then I swallowed him in one crunching gulp.  
 
    I was the Dark Lord, and these holy bastards were like weak ants before me.  
 
    Wails and screams of agony reverberated around the chamber, but they became few and far between as my coven and their familiars picked off the stragglers.  
 
    I glanced around to see the entire room was covered in soot, flame, and blood, and an unprecedented wave of power overcame my giant scale-covered body.  
 
    “Master,” Vanessa breathed, and the sound of her voice made me fully return to my body. “That was… absolutely incredible.” 
 
    “A true display of your almighty power, my lord,” Samara said with awe in her ocean-hued eyes. 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded, and even in my human form, it felt like my blood was molten lava, and my skin was tougher than leather. “Now… the second Dark Miracle has been completed. The serpens may kill whomever they please, and the castle will be rid of any unholy fuckers. I propose we rest here for the night, and tomorrow, we will head for the tombs where my mother is buried and the third Defero stone is kept. Sleep well… I have a feeling this will be our most difficult task yet.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    I slept little during the night, despite my insistence the others should rest for our journey. My mind was a whirlwind of deep thought, concern, and worry. I knew we’d come this far, but it didn’t mean we were out of the woods just yet. 
 
    We had one more task to complete, and something told me it would be far more difficult than any of the others I faced before. I sensed it deep in my bones. 
 
    I stood on a broken marble balcony of the Holy Assembly as I ruminated on the future of Scholomance and my women. It was a beautiful morning, and the sky was a deep shade of orange, tangled with clouds of magenta. I took a deep breath as I stood on the brink of the beaten platform, and I soaked up the early morning air and let the unholy chaos surround me.  
 
    “Good morning, my lord,” a familiar voice said from behind me.  
 
    When I turned around, Vanessa stood tall and proud with Isobel by her side. A small smile spread across the professor’s face when she met my eyes, and her wolf trotted over to nudge my hand. I welcomed the feeling, and I stroked her thick fur as she pressed her warm body against my leg.  
 
    “Morning.” I grinned as I stared at the dark-haired beauty from head to toe. “How are you?” 
 
    “Anxious,” she answered without delay, “but also eager and concerned.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said. “I feel the same damn thing.” 
 
    “You are all-powerful, my lord,” Vanessa cooed as she took a step forward and brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. “You do not need to fear for our safety. Together, we can accomplish anything… and you will accomplish this third task just like you did with the other two. We believe in you with every ounce of our dark souls.”  
 
    “I know,” I said as I touched her hand, and her body trembled, but her eyes never left mine. “We’d better get going. Are the others awake?” 
 
    “Not yet,” the professor responded, “but I’ll be sure to wake them up.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said before I pressed my lips against hers. “Make sure to tell them to get dressed quickly as well. We need to go while the sun is burning bright.”  
 
    “Yes, master.” Vanessa nodded.  
 
    I watched as the tall and beautiful professor waltzed away from the balcony and through the disheveled throne room with her loyal familiar trotting after her feet. When she was out of sight, I sighed and turned to look back at the burning sky. Suddenly, a familiar sensation crept up on me, and instead of staring out at a ruined palace wall, I found myself soaring past the hills and off into the distance.  
 
    I was back in my familiar’s wolverine body. 
 
    Good morning, Alex, my voice echoed through our shared consciousness as we flew together as one. How did you sleep last night? 
 
    I barely slept a wink, he responded. I couldn’t stop thinking about the blood we spilled and the bodies we devoured. I’m still aching to feel that way again. 
 
    You will soon enough, I replied. I’m sure of it.  
 
    Do you want to stay in my body while I hunt? my familiar asked. I thought I smelled a herd of buffalo with a lot of babies nearby, and I’m fucking ravenous. 
 
    That would be fantastic, I said, and I was smiling on the inside. I’m longing to taste some blood as well.  
 
    Excellent, Alexander chuckled deeply. 
 
    Together, we soared over cascading green hills, a winding, silver, snake-like river, and a small grove of trees. Before I knew it, Alexander dove downward and flew past thick black trunks and over tall, yellow-green grass. In my familiar’s body, I could feel his pulse throbbing behind his ears and in his wings as he batted them furiously, and we followed a scent that was only growing stronger.  
 
    We were getting closer, and I was so hungry my stomach ached when it growled. 
 
    Do you smell it, Cole? Alexander asked. Doesn’t it smell better than any of your cooked meals? 
 
    Yes, I growled, and drool was slipping from the corners of my lips. It certainly does, and I fucking need it. Now. 
 
    Welcome to my world, Alexander snickered. 
 
    Finally, I saw a narrow path and deep hoof prints embedded in the soil. The buffalo were nearby, and I was ready to tear into soft flesh, drink hot blood, and rip meat off bones.  
 
    A few moments later, I saw a mass of furry hides in the distance, and we zeroed in on the smaller, but still plump, animals. Then, together, Alexander and I extended our claws and grasped onto one of the unknowing animals. The young creature yelped in pain and surprise, but we were strong enough to pick the beast up and bring it high up into the air before releasing our hold and letting it fall down to the ground. A satisfying crunch followed, and the animal wailed in pain as we soared down and used our razor-sharp talons to dig into its soft meat. Burning, feral satisfaction shot through my veins as the buffalo’s black, fearful eyes rolled into the back of its head before it died, and the rest of the herd bellowed in fear as they stampeded away from the bloody field.  
 
    Let’s eat, Alexander chuckled in a deep voice.  
 
    We sank our teeth into the tender flesh of our fresh kill, and I drowned in instant gratification. Warm, salty blood flooded my mouth and slipped down my throat, and it made my taste buds tingle with fierce electricity. My entire body was on fire, and I relished in this almost orgasmic experience.  
 
    We need to hunt like this more often, I said once we licked our lips and ripped the last of the meat off the creature’s bones. 
 
    Hell, yeah! Alexander snickered. Now, before you ask, don’t worry. The others have gathered their own meals for their mistresses. You’ll all be traveling with full bellies tonight. 
 
    Good, I said. Let’s head back. We need to get a move on.  
 
    Alexander agreed, and the two of us, bound as one, flew back to the destroyed elder palace. Then, as we soared onto the balcony, I slipped back into my usual body and took a deep breath.  
 
    “Fuck,” I chuckled. “What a morning…” 
 
    I looked down at my hands and studied the veins and muscles along my arms. My senses were in overdrive, and I was filled with newfound energy and willpower.  
 
    I was rejuvenated and ready to take on anything, and if this was what being in Alexander’s form made me feel like, then I knew I had to share my consciousness with him more often.  
 
    “Master!” Penelope’s voice echoed up from behind me, and when I turned around, the bright-haired Wicca was running toward me with two long orange braided pigtails. “Vanessa said we should be getting a move on--” 
 
    Before the orange-haired Wicca could finish her train of thought, she bit on her lower lip and looked at me with a furrowed brow. Then her full pink lips curved into a small smile, and she grazed my cheek with her finger as she giggled.  
 
    “What?” I grinned.  
 
    “Something… is different about you this morning,” she purred with fluttering lashes. “I can’t say what exactly, but you seem fuller somehow.”  
 
    “I just hunted with Alexander,” I explained. “I’m beginning to connect with him more frequently now, and hunting as him… well, let’s just say it certainly makes me feel alive.” 
 
    “Like a rejuvenating potion?” the bright-haired Wicca asked.  
 
    “Yeah.” I nodded before I looked around. “Where are the others?” 
 
    “They’re coming,” Penelope said in a sure voice. “I think they’re finishing up a quick breakfast, pulling up their hair and, in Akira and Revna’s cases, sharpening their weapons.” 
 
    “Of course,” I chuckled.  
 
    Before Penelope could say another word, the sound of the women’s voices could be heard drawing closer, and when they emerged, each one had their hair pulled back and glowing rosy skin. Their familiars were by their sides, and even if my bond with their animals wasn’t as deep as the one I shared with Alexander, I could sense they were eager to continue our journey, no matter where it took us. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    “More than ready, master,” Akira replied with her chin raised. “Wherever this tomb may be, we’ll get there.” 
 
    “And no matter what is lurking inside… we’ll kick its ass,” Vanessa added as she bared her teeth like Isobel, and the other witches rejoiced in agreement. 
 
    “I cannot wait to see you complete this last Dark Miracle and ascend to your true unholy throne, master,” Samara purred, and desire smoldered like coals in her blue-green eyes.  
 
    “Do we have any idea what could be lying in the tomb?” Beatrix asked, and it was a sensible question. “I can only imagine retrieving the Defero stone will be one hell of a task.” 
 
    “It most certainly will,” the professor responded with a long sigh. “My mother designed the tomb to protect Lilith’s body from both holy and unholy intruders. As you know, Cole, she wasn’t sure who to trust at the time, so we certainly have a challenge to look forward to.” 
 
    “And you have no idea what could be dwelling inside the tomb?” Nyx asked as she lazily cocked her head to the side. “Or even on the outside? Nearby? Anything at all?”  
 
    “No.” Vanessa shook her head and released another long, drawn-out sigh. “I’m sorry. I wish that wasn’t the case, but I’m just as much in the dark as you.”  
 
    “It’s alright,” I said in a confident voice. “This is a task to prove my power and unlock the rest of my potential, and before long I will have all the Wicca world bowing at my feet. We have each other and our skills. Together, we’ll be able to defeat anything. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Circe said with bright serpentine eyes, and her forked tongue slid out in a sensual manner. “I have all my faith in you and us, master.” 
 
    “As do we all,” Morgana added before her eyes wandered over to the balcony, and the sunlight shone across her face and illuminated the tiny freckles on her dainty nose. “Let’s go. We should put this place far behind us… Where does the compass tell us we need to go, master?”  
 
    “Let’s see,” I said before I pried the lid open and stared down at the spinning arrow.  
 
    The gold needle shone brilliantly as it spun in long, wild circles. It was rotating slower than usual, but when it stopped, it pointed a steady north. Then I looked out over the balcony and saw a cluster of trees beyond a range of hills, and I knew it had to be the same forest I hunted in this morning.  
 
    Wherever the tomb was, it was beyond the trees, river, and plains of green. I strained my eyes, and I thought I could see a dark patch of land with rocky ground and giant mounds of dirt and sand. It was just beyond the lovely patch of emerald earth, and even from afar, I could feel its wretched presence. 
 
    “Do you see that?” I asked as I pointed ahead. “The red, there in the distance?” 
 
    “Yes,” Vanessa answered, and she shielded her eyes with her hand. “That looks like the perfect location for a tomb… I had no idea Theodora placed it so close to the Holy Assembly.” 
 
    Before I could say a word, a sharp pain stabbed my temples, and my vision altered. I was no longer surrounded by my women and loyal familiars, but instead, I was gazing upon a younger Theodora, who at first seemed to be engaged in a long conversation with herself.  
 
    “My lord,” the headmistress said, and a blaring wind swept across the dirt-covered plains. “Is this where you wish to bury your mother?”  
 
    “Yes,” my own voice echoed like a thunderstorm. “Let it be done. Let us mock the elders by burying her right under their holy noses.” 
 
    “Thy will be done, Dark One,” Theodora murmured. “I will ensure that it will be impossible for any other being to pass through the tombs. Only you will be able to do so, upon your glorious return.” 
 
    I felt myself passing through time again as the headmistress’ words echoed through my head, and before I knew it, I was back, and the others were all staring at me with quizzical eyebrows and small frowns.  
 
    “Are you alright, master?” Samara asked, and the former goddess’ skin was warm when she reached out and cupped my cheek. 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed. “I just saw back in time… I’m the one who told Theodora to bury Lilith here. I had wanted to taunt the elders without their knowledge and place her on holy ground, but she’s definitely here.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Morgana said, and when she pushed back her shoulders, a glint of determination shone in her sky-blue eyes. “Then we should probably move. It will take us a day or two to reach it.” 
 
    “Most likely,” I agreed. “Come on.” 
 
    I whirled around, and together we marched through the ruined castle, past the piles of half-eaten bodies and stripped bones, and out the melted doors. A gentle breeze brushed our faces as we followed the compass’ directions and pushed onward. The day grew warmer as the hours passed by, but no one dared utter a word of complaint.  
 
    As we walked, I wondered more about my mother and my past life. Everything from the modern world was still scattered through my mind in bits and pieces, and I could barely remember what my other name was, who I lived with, who loved or hated me.  
 
    All I knew was I was lost until I came down to Scholomance in a rain of blood, and that was when I finally found the family I’d always been searching for. 
 
    And now, if everything went according to plan, I’d meet the woman who birthed me into this world, and I couldn’t wait to catch a glimpse of her extraordinary power.  
 
    Lilith had done well in her sacrifice, and it was time she reaped the reward of her devotion and loyalty to me.  
 
    By the time we reached the borders of the rocky plains, the sun was setting, and the air was growing cooler. Yellow stars were already beginning to glitter up in the color-changing sky, and the clouds were soft lavender and rose pink. We’d been walking for hours on end without one break, and by now, I knew the women and familiars were dead tired.  
 
    “Let’s make camp for the night,” I suggested with a long, drawn-out sigh. “We’ve been pushing ourselves past our limits, and if we’re going to enact a third miracle, I’ll need my rest.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” Beatrix panted before she wiped her brow. “I wasn’t sure how much longer I could walk.”  
 
    “Me, either,” Vesta moaned as she leaned down to rub her lavender ankles. “I’m not one for complaints, but what an exhausting journey. Not to mention filthy. Look at all this dirt.” 
 
    “It may be arduous, but walking by foot was the safest bet,” Vanessa reminded us all. “We have no clue what spirits, holy and unholy, could be spying on us.”  
 
    “By the first stroke of daylight, we should look for the entrance of the tomb,” I said with confidence. “Then we’ll do whatever we have to pass through its sacred entranceway.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Vanessa said before she flicked her wand, and a giant tent appeared from thin air. “Now, let’s sleep… and if I may, master, I think you should do your best to close your eyes and rest. Whatever we may have to face tomorrow… I’m certain we’ll all need our full strength.”  
 
    “I fully agree,” I said with a slight nod. “Now, let’s rest.” 
 
    The women slid inside the large opening, and the familiars gathered in a small pile just outside of the entrance. Alexander didn’t need me to remind him to keep guard, and when I stepped past the silky threshold, my women were already undressing and slipping beneath the heavy fur covers Vanessa created. I slowly unbuttoned my shirt, took off my boots, and slid my pants off. Then I crawled into the bed with my coven, and I relished their warm touches, sweet-smelling skin, and the sounds of their soft breathing.  
 
    It didn’t take long before I drifted off into a deep sleep, but unfortunately, my mind entered a disturbing place.  
 
    In my head, I saw the entrance to a deep stone passageway. Everything was cold, and a giant engraved boulder blocked the entranceway, but when I reached out to touch it, my fingers were nothing but bones. My skeletal hands shook, but I tried to maintain steadiness before placing my bony fingers against the icy rock. Then a deep chill ran up my arm and penetrated my heart like it was being stabbed repeatedly by a small blade. The sensation was excruciating, but I fought against the power trying to block me out. I gritted my teeth, and as a cold sweat broke across my brow, I pushed against the bitter hard stone with all my might.  
 
    For some reason, I knew I couldn’t use magic and instead had to use my own physical strength, but I didn’t care what it took. I would break through this barrier and save Lilith from a lifetime of purgatory, or wherever the hell her soul was trapped.  
 
    Because I knew, without an explanation, that this was the tomb where her bones and the Defero stone laid. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuck,” I grunted as I pushed harder. “Open, for fuck’s sake! Let me in! I command it!”  
 
    It took another moment or two, but I finally used all my power to bust the stone open. Clouds of dust poofed up and made my eyes water as the rock crumbled into pieces, and I nearly choked on the grainy debris clouding the air.  
 
    I waved the dust and soot away, and I could just barely see a dark passageway. The air was cool and damp, and there was no light in sight. It felt like I was walking deep into a layer of hell, but rather than a sensation of relief or comfort, all I could feel was the fear of the unknown.  
 
    Turn back! a voice suddenly called out. 
 
    You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into, another said. 
 
    Danger lurks ahead of you, added one more. Go back home! You don’t belong here. 
 
    “No,” I growled. “I’m going to enter this tomb, and no one in heaven or hell will stop me.” 
 
    I knew whatever world I was in had to be a mirage of some sort. It seemed both real and unreal at once, but there was some kind of spell trying to prevent me from taking another step, and I refused to let it control me.  
 
    I’d do whatever it took to get through this fucking tomb and retrieve the stone to resurrect Lilith. She deserved it, and it was the only task left to prove I was Satan, so I knew I had no choice but to keep going, no matter what these voices were telling me. 
 
    My dream seemed so real I forgot I was asleep for a moment, and by the time I took another step forward, the tunnel completely disappeared from my mind. Then I opened my eyes and sucked in a sharp breath of air loud enough for the other women to hear.  
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Circe asked, and her serpentine eyes blinked at me groggily in the dim pre-dawn light seeping in through the tent walls. “Was it a nightmare?” 
 
    “I-I’m not sure,” I said as I rubbed my throbbing head and wiped the icy sweat from my brow. “It seemed more real than any dream I’d had before.”  
 
    “Can we do anything to help?” Samara asked, and the former goddess frowned as she studied my face in the dim lighting.  
 
    “Herbs, tea, a potion?” Vanessa added from my other side.  
 
    “No…” I answered after a long moment. “I think we should just get a move on.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the witches agreed in soft voices. 
 
    As we dressed quickly and quietly, I couldn’t help but wonder why this dream felt far more realistic than any others I’d had in the past. When I’d touched the stone, I thought I could feel ice shooting up my arm and piercing my chest. It seemed so incredibly real I wondered if it meant something.  
 
    Was it a warning? Was Lilith trying to break through into my mind again? 
 
    I had no idea, and the uncertainty of it all made my heart beat with dread, but I wasn’t about to let that deter me from continuing our journey.  
 
    Only death would stop me now. 
 
    “Cole?” Vanessa asked as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, and I forced myself to smile at the stunning professor. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Vanessa nodded firmly in agreement as we made our way out of the tent, packed up, and ate, and then followed the compass’ lead. The rocky earth was hard on our feet, and we had to watch our step each time we crossed over a jagged series of stones, but the higher the sun rose in the sky, the closer I thought we were to reaching the tombs. 
 
    “How will we know where the entranceway is, master?” Akira asked from behind me. “Everything pretty much looks the same to me.” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet, but I think--” I started, but then I sensed a magnetic pull dragging me toward something below a cluster of small stony hills. “Wait… I feel something. Follow me.” 
 
    My coven didn’t utter a word of disagreement as they trekked carefully and quietly after me, and even without the compass to guide me, we ended up in front of the same stone passageway I saw in my dreams. The vision made my body tremble, and the air caught in my throat, but I didn’t let the others see just how disturbed I was.  
 
    The coven was clearly shocked, though, and they collectively gasped when they saw the dark entryway. No one dared to take a step forward without looking at me first, but I knew what they were thinking. 
 
    “I-Is this it, master?” Beatrix asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I said as I continued to stare at the entrance.  
 
    “But someone has already opened it,” Samara growled as she lifted her hands, and her ocean-hued eyes darted around in search of enemies. “We might be in danger, my lord.” 
 
    “No… it’s okay,” I explained under my breath. “I’ve already opened it. Let’s go.” 
 
    A deadly silence followed my declaration before I took a deep breath and stepped forward into the cold and possibly fatal tomb. I knew I had to find Lilith somehow, but a sickening sensation also settled in the pit of my stomach, and it was telling me to turn around and forget about the third and final task. 
 
    But there was no way in hell I would listen, and my coven knew that.  
 
    There was no going back.  
 
    Only forward, to face my destiny and achieve all of my unholy goals. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    “Follow me,” I ordered in a calm voice. “The Defero stone is nearby. I can feel its power drawing me inside.”  
 
    “But, master,” Faye said with hesitant eyes. “Doesn’t this seem too… easy? There aren’t any guards, or spirits, or traps… at least none that we can see. I’m not trying to question you, but I just have a sinister feeling about it.” 
 
    “For the moment, we’re safe,” I assured the beautiful redhead as I paused a few feet into the entrance, “but we’re going to have to keep our eyes peeled and senses on high-alert. Keep your familiars close. Perhaps they can sense something we can’t.” 
 
    “Good idea, my lord,” Vanessa remarked as she stroked her loyal familiar’s head. “Isobel has always sensed danger before it arises.” 
 
    “Alexander, too,” I added. “He’s never been wrong.”  
 
    Thanks, Cole, Alex said, and my familiar grinned before he perched himself on my shoulder. You know I’d give my life to protect you. I’m just as loyal as your coven... 
 
    “I know, Alex,” I muttered in gratitude, and then I looked at the others. “Now, keep close. No matter what, I want you all by my sides. No splitting up.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the witches responded before they pulled out their wands.  
 
    I took a deep breath, pushed back my shoulders, and stepped deeper inside the cold interior of Lilith’s tomb.  
 
    Like in my dreams, the air was freezing, damp, and thick with dust. It smelled like rotting moss and wet sand, but so far, nothing seemed deadly or out of place.  
 
    But I had instructed Theodora to make this one of the most dangerous dwellings in all of existence, for both holy and unholy believers, and while I didn’t know the particular obstacles ahead of us, there was no way in hell I would think this was going to be an easy endeavor.  
 
    No matter what, I wasn’t going to let my guard down. Not for one second. 
 
    All of our lives depended on every decision and turn I made. It was a heavy burden to bear, but for my coven, Scholomance, and all of Wicca kind, I was willing to do whatever it took.  
 
    I was their Dark Lord and sovereign, and today, I would prove it to all the realms, both evil and holy. 
 
    As I stepped deeper into the clay and sand molded tunnel, a sudden shiver creeped through my bones, and the sensation made my hair stand on end. I knew something was lurking nearby, and the time to be on high-alert was now, so I gripped my wand tighter and clenched my jaw as I looked around.  
 
    “D-Does it feel like something has changed?” Akira asked with her wand pointed in front of her. “I can’t say for certain, master… but I feel a chill creeping down my spine.” 
 
    “As do I,” I said, “and the further we venture, the more it’s growing. Keep your wands up steady and grab your other weapons if you need to. I have a feeling we’ll be needing them soon.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Vanessa huffed, and when she spoke, a soft mist emitted from her lips. “Do you feel the air changing? It’s freezing now.” 
 
    The professor was correct. The tunnel suddenly felt like a tomb of ice, and it made my bones ache with a numbing chill. Even my blood was turning cold, and every step we took was a painful endeavor. It was like daggers were stabbing up my heels, and the sensation was so severe, I feared our feet would bleed, and we’d freeze to death before we even came close to the stone.  
 
    “I don’t like this…” Beatrix mumbled through purple and quivering lips. “I-I feel like something is watching me.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Circe added as her forked tongue flicked out nervously, and her serpentine eyes were filled with sheer panic. “Do you feel it, too, master?” 
 
    “I-I do,” I grunted through my chattering teeth, “but whatever this cold inferno is, we’ll get past it. We have to.” 
 
    “Do you sense the stone, my lord?” Samara questioned.  
 
    “Give me a moment,” I replied as I pressed my fingers against my throbbing temples. “It’s not a strong sensation, but I do feel a pull toward something.” 
 
    “Is the compass saying anything?” Penelope asked as she rubbed her arms.  
 
    “Let me see,” I said before I grabbed the relic around my neck and checked the needle. It was still pointing north, which was the only obvious direction in our path. “We should just follow the pathway. That’s what my instincts are telling me, and it’s the only route we have available to us.”  
 
    “And you’ve never been wrong,” Vanessa said in a firm tone. “So, let’s stop complaining about the cold and go. Whatever crosses our path, we’ll deal with it.” 
 
    My witches obediently followed behind me without a hint of fear in their eyes or stature anymore. I knew they’d be ready to follow me to the ends of the realms if I asked them to, and I adored and admired them for it. 
 
    But now was not the time to be sentimental or dwell on things of the heart. We had to keep our heads and wands straight because each step I took seemed heavier than the last, and like my dream, it grew harder to break through the sudden barrier encompassing us all. Now, the air was not only freezing, but it seemed thicker and harder to walk through, like a wall was suddenly growing between us and the narrow passageway and attempting to block us from going any further. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” Akira snapped as it grew tougher to walk onward. “I feel like I’m trying to push through fucking mud or quicksand.” 
 
    “And the feeling will only grow,” I said without thinking.  
 
    I just knew it. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Nyx said like she was reading my mind, but her voice was hoarse, like it was growing harder for her to speak or breathe. “W-We have to keep going, right, master?” 
 
    “Right,” I coughed, but something was telling me to turn back, and I had no idea if it was instinct or the voices from my dreams, but either way, I wasn’t going to listen. 
 
    We’d come too fucking far.  
 
    Suddenly, a deep rumbling sound emitted from the earth and made my feet tremble and nearly lose balance. Alex’s eyes went wide as he hovered over me, and I could feel alarm radiating from his body. The coven also wildly darted their eyes back and forth like a herd of deer facing a wolf, but pretty soon, their terror shifted into pure defensiveness. 
 
    They were prepared for anything and would do whatever it took to protect themselves and each other. I could tell by the grip on their wands and the fire in their eyes. 
 
    “Master?” Circe said in a low but steady voice. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’m not entirely sure,” I replied, “but we should probably--” 
 
    Before I could finish, the ground beneath us collapsed, and we fell into what seemed like an endless pit of nothingness. My stomach dropped along with us, and we tumbled downward and plunged into deeper shadows. I suppressed a scream as our descent into darkness grew fiercer and faster, and for a moment, I wondered if this was going to be our bloody and unsuccessful end. 
 
    Finally, we crashed down into what felt like soft clay, but the texture was sticky. I coughed and tried to steady my erratic breathing, but when I stood up, I was covered from head to toe with red, sticky liquid. 
 
    “Blood,” Vanessa grunted with disgust, and Isobel growled in equal distaste. 
 
    “But… this isn’t ordinary blood,” Faye said in a shaky voice, and she studied her red-streaked arms with wide emerald eyes. “This blood is far thicker, more viscous, and darker than most creatures’.” 
 
    “What are you saying, Faye?” Akira asked as she spat out some of the vile liquid and made a face.  
 
    “I-I’m saying something unholy and holy lives down here,” the redhead responded. “And it thrives on blood.” 
 
    “What is it exactly?” Penelope asked, but it sounded like she didn’t really want to know the answer.  
 
    “It might be a monstrol,” Faye breathed. “It’s a creature of myth and legend forged from light and dark magic… and it’s said to be unbeatable by common spells. Sounds like something Theodora would utilize here.” 
 
    “Well, then how are we supposed to--?” Revna began, but her words were cut short by another loud tremor.  
 
    The women huddled around me, and the familiars crept closer as the tunnel tomb walls shook. A deep, unsettling feeling settled in the pit of my stomach all of the sudden, and I slowly turned around with my wand in my hand.  
 
    And there, through the cracks of the wall, I thought I could see a pair of vivid, evil-looking eyes staring at me with pure contempt and a readiness to kill. 
 
    “Look out!” I yelled, right before something burst through the thick walls and came charging toward us. “Stupefaciunt!” 
 
    The spell shot from my wand and temporarily stunned the creature, and as it stood there, I took a moment to study its unusual form. It was a bulky, towering beast with hellish red skin, bulging bright eyes, two pairs of thick horns, and a wide mouth with rows of long dagger-like teeth. It resembled a giant with a man’s torso but goat legs and a long-horned tail. It was at least five times our size and fast enough to come charging at us again in a matter of seconds. 
 
    “Wands out!” I commanded before I flicked my wand. “Secare!”  
 
    A blast of light slipped from the tip of my wand and soared toward the massive brute like a bolt of sudden lightning, but despite the creature’s towering and robust build, it was able to dodge the incantation without a problem. In fact, it sped toward us like a bolt of lightning, and before I knew it, it was bringing its huge fist down on us.  
 
    If we didn’t move out of the way in time, we’d be crushed into bones and a puddle of gore.  
 
    “Move!” Vanessa shouted before we dove out of the way.  
 
    I hit the hard ground with a painful thud, rolled over, and stood on my feet as fast as my body would permit me. Then, with my wand pointed straight ahead of me, I fixed the beast in my sights. 
 
    “Dissulto!” I snarled. 
 
    A giant and powerful blast of light shot from my wand and hit the creature right in the center of its broad chest. The beast had no idea what literally hit him, and my spell sent him soaring through the air and smacking against the back of a wall. He slumped against the clay, and a smear of deep, thick blood dripped down the stone wall behind him. 
 
    “Way to go, master!” Revna cheered with her wand and a dagger in hand. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s time to celebrate yet,” Marina warned, and the former siren bared her teeth as she narrowed her eyes on the beast.  
 
    Then the bastard groaned and twitched, and when it lifted its head, pure rage burned in its eyes.  
 
     I knew my attack hurt him, but it also seemed to piss him off. 
 
    “Look out!” I yelled before the beast jumped to his massive feet and lunged toward us.  
 
    The witches spread out, and each of us took a position in the pit we found ourselves in. No one dared to take their eyes off the monster as it swirled its ugly head in every direction, and the women cursed at the brute and sent spurts of spells his way, but nothing seemed to faze him.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was intelligent enough to know it was outnumbered, but I didn’t think it cared either way. It grunted and growled as the coven’s incantations hit his tough exterior, but no matter what struck him, he remained on his feet. 
 
    And all the while, its beady eyes stayed locked on me. 
 
    The bastard was solely out for our blood, and when it reared its head at me and bared its fangs, I knew it was determined to destroy me first.  
 
    I tightened my grip on my wand, planted my feet squarely, and snarled back. I wasn’t going to falter, and no matter how close he came to crushing me with his fists, I knew I wouldn’t move an inch. 
 
    Not until it was time to slaughter him with my most potent form of magic, or rather, my Satanic supremacy. 
 
    “Master, be careful!” Beatrix screamed as the creature bellowed and lunged for me, but I didn’t answer her pleas.  
 
    Instead, I raised my wand higher and steadily aimed it at my foe. 
 
    “Secare!” I cried out in a feral fury.  
 
    This time, the light exploded like a small burst of lightning and sped toward the creature even faster than before, and I barely had time to blink before the incantation tore a giant hole through the monster’s broad and muscular chest. Blood, bone, muscle, and gore gushed from the split opening and spilled out from the monster’s wound like a sliver of wet snakes, and the beast’s eyes widened like saucers before it collapsed to the ground in a pool of its own blood and gurgled its final breaths. 
 
    “Unholy fucking hell,” Akira panted as she hunched over her knees, and her face was slick with sweat. “What the hell was that?”  
 
    “Faye was right,” Morgana breathed, and when I turned to look at the brunette, her eyes were wide with terror and relief. “It was a monstrol. They are constructed from the earth they dwell in and attack anything or anyone who passes through their territory. Of course, no one ever comes down here, so it thrives on the blood of creatures who crawl through the walls. It will kill anything, even those who’ve created them. They’re mindless bastards, and their only intentions are to kill.”  
 
    “You said they were holy and unholy creatures?” Revna asked with wide eyes.  
 
    “A mix of both,” the brunette responded.  
 
    “The most powerful kind of magic.” Vanessa winced, but then her eyes met mine. “Besides the one you wield, of course, master.”  
 
    “How did the headmistress wield holy and unholy power?” Circe asked in her usual curious tone.  
 
    “I’m not surprised she was able to wield it, it’s the headmistress after all, but normally that kind of magic is forbidden by the High Court, which means…” Morgana trailed off.  
 
    “She broke Wiccan law,” Vanessa finished.  
 
    “I must have told her to do it,” I said as I looked up at the hole we fell through and then around the chamber. “But that doesn’t matter now. What does matter, though, is finding a way out of here, and quickly.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Penelope sighed before she lit her wand to provide more light. “I don’t want to wait here and see what happens… like another monstrol bursting through a wall.”  
 
    “Or something worse,” Circe agreed, and her snake-like tongue flicked out nervously. “I don’t remember much about crafting beasts of both magic, but what I do remember is how discreet they can be. We need to keep our eyes and ears open.” 
 
    “No shit,” Akira chuckled as her black eyes darted in every direction. “Master, does the compass give us any idea where we can go? Maybe we can create a passage through one of these walls? I don’t think we’re going to be heading back up from where we came.”  
 
    “That’s not a bad idea, Akira,” I said before I pulled out the compass, but to my dismay, it was now spinning in slow circles, and no matter how long I stared down at it, it refused to stop. 
 
    “Anything, my lord?” Samara asked after a moment, and the former goddess peeked over my shoulder. 
 
    “No,” I sighed. “It won’t stop spinning.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Nyx groaned as she rubbed her horns. “I wish I was high right now… my anxiety is through the roof. Is anyone carrying any herbs on them?” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Penelope said with a sheepish smile, “but I don’t think I have anything for what you’re looking for.” 
 
    “Broom fucker,” the blue witch pouted.  
 
    “Relax, Nyx,” Marina reassured her. “Our master will find a way out. He always does. Right, Cole?” 
 
    “Right,” I mumbled as I looked up at the hole we made in the clay tunnel and wondered if there was some way we could soar back up and continue on our path.  
 
    I thought about it, but Akira was right. It didn’t seem like a sensible option, and at the same time, I felt like there was a reason we landed down here.  
 
    There was an outer force at work here, and it was trying to desperately tell me something.  
 
    “My lord?” Vanessa asked after a long pause. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I think we need to go deeper,” I finally answered. “That’s why the compass refuses to lead us to a proper route. We need to go deep into the earth until we find the stone.” 
 
    Are you sure, Cole? Alex asked in my head. That seems like a dangerous idea. 
 
    “I feel it in my bones,” I whispered before I pictured a giant hole in the ground, one that we could sliver into without difficulty. Then I made my decision and looked around at my coven. “Everyone, take a step back. I know what to do.” 
 
    The witches nodded their heads in agreement, took a couple of steps back, and patiently waited with their familiars by their sides. I could feel the tension in the air as I took a deep breath and tucked my wand into my pocket, and then I closed my eyes. I did my best to block out any doubts in my mind and raised my hands up in the air before I envisioned a small tunnel forming beneath our feet. In my head, I imagined the ground obeying my will and creating a path to guide us to where we needed to go, and when I was ready to enact my desire, I uttered the ancient spell. 
 
    “Modus antiqorium!” I shouted.  
 
    Suddenly, the ground started to shake, and my coven gasped as they tried to maintain their balance. Then I opened my eyes and looked down at the earth as it slowly started to form a wide opening. A circular tunnel developed fully beneath my feet, and when all was still, I brought my hands down and smiled at the others. The passageway was large enough for even the biggest familiars to squeeze through, but I had no idea how long it would be before we reached wherever we had to go.  
 
    It didn’t matter, though. We’d crawl for however long it took to get to the Defero stone. 
 
    “Well.” I smirked as I looked at my women. “Let’s get going, shall we?” 
 
    Before any of them could respond, I got down on my knees and crawled through my deep and dark creation. The earth was damp, and the clay-like soil smelled sour and rotten. Slimy and filthy critters of all shapes and sizes slithered around me, but I paid no attention to them, even when they crawled across my skin and nibbled on my flesh. The air was so thick that it was hard to breathe, but I ignored the discomfort and continued to push forward anyway.  
 
    My knees pressed against the damp ground, and the further we ventured, the colder it became. My heart beat faster as time went on, and the sound of our labored breathing echoed like we were in a deep, dank cave. We crawled through the tunnel for what felt like forever, but finally, I could see a slight drop ahead. Then I smiled with relief when I saw something other than clay, and the circular opening was glittering, like dark-green diamonds or gems. Because we’d been in a dark passageway for so long, it took a moment for my eyes to adjust, but then I realized I was staring at a pool of shimmering water. 
 
    “What do you see, master?” Revna cried out from behind me when I came to a slow stop. 
 
    “It’s a way out!” I grinned. “We’re almost there!” 
 
    The witches cheered in unison, but our joy was short-lived when a deep rumbling sound behind us made my heart stop in my chest. I looked over my shoulder, and my coven was pale-faced and unmoving. No one said a word, and as the sound intensified, I took a sharp breath of air.  
 
    Then dirt started to rain down on our heads.  
 
    “Move!” I yelled. “The tunnel is coming apart!”  
 
    My coven and their familiars swiftly scurried closer, and I held my breath as I turned my head and moved as quickly as possible toward the opening. If we didn’t move quick enough, the entire thing would come crashing down on us and possibly drown us in soil.  
 
    But I wasn’t about to let that happen. 
 
    I crawled as quickly as my body would allow, and then I neared the drop, fell through the opening, and crashed down into a pool of ice-cold water. A thousand needles of icy-cold stabbed into my skin, and when I opened my mouth, a rush of metallic water flooded down my throat and filled my lungs. I kicked and pushed with all my might, but no matter how hard I tried to reach the surface, I continued to sink instead.  
 
    The last thing I heard before everything went black was the echoing sound of my women screaming in terror, and then something snatched onto my leg and dragged me down into the icy dark abyss. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    My world was cold, black, and nothing but a deep void of death, and I could feel the water rushing through my lungs as I was dragged further down into the abyss. There was no light, not even when I glanced up at the surface, and my head grew lighter as the grip around my ankle tightened and squeezed. I tried to adjust my eyes and look down at whatever had its merciless hold on me, but I couldn’t see a fucking thing.  
 
    I heard my coven’s distorted screams somewhere above me, but their voices were a mere echo, and soon they too disappeared into the dark water.  
 
    If my life was on the line, then so was my coven’s, and nothing, holy or unholy, came between my women and me, so I reached down into my waistband and wrapped my fingers tightly around my wand’s hilt. Bubbles slipped from my mouth as darkness took over the remainder of my vision, but I yanked out my magical weapon and aimed it below me.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I tried to gurgle, but more cold and rancid water slithered down my throat and up my nostrils, so I mentally willed the spell to slip from the tip of my wand and penetrate whatever mysterious creature had me in its unforgivable grasp.  
 
    It took longer than I expected, but finally, a slow red light drifted from my magical weapon and spiraled downward in long lazy circles. The bright incantation hit something bulky beneath me and exploded into a ball of red light. All I saw were shadows moving against the murky current, but whatever it was, it let me go. 
 
    But I knew the mysterious creature wasn’t finished with me. Not by a longshot.  
 
    My head and lungs screamed for air, and I slowly reached up with both hands to desperately try and push my body upward against the pounding pressure, but it was one hell of a challenge. The water was swallowing me like it was a beast with a mind of its own, and when I opened my mouth as a reflex, acidic water flowed down my throat and filled my lungs. My head grew dizzier, the back of my throat burned, and I thought it was going to be the end, but I had to keep fighting. So, with one more push, I clawed upward until I was close enough to reach the glittering surface, but just when I thought I was going to break through the water, the hidden creature shot back up and grabbed me again.  
 
    I tried to get my wand in position again, but then a shimmering light sped through the water and penetrated something beneath me, and this time, I could make out a slick green texture. I looked up to see where the attack came from, and Marina treaded water above me with her wide purple eyes and her wand pointed out. She offered me her hand, and when I grabbed it, she used all her strength to pull me upward. We both shot up to the surface and broke through, and I greedily gasped and coughed up the rancid water. The other witches had their heads barely above the rising surface, and despite being close to drowning, relief flooded their eyes when they looked at me.  
 
    “Master!” Marina panted from beside me as she swiped the water out of her eyes. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I heaved as I looked around. “Fuck, what the hell was that?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the purple-haired Wicca gasped, “but I bet it’ll be back.” 
 
    “What did it look like?” Samara demanded, and the former goddess swiped her long golden hair out of her wide eyes. “Did you get a good look at it--?” 
 
    Before I could say a word, a strange wave of apprehension washed over me. I didn’t have to look down into the water to know the beast was lurking back up to the surface, and if we didn’t do something soon, it would drown us all. 
 
    “Spread out!” I commanded. “Keep your wands aimed downward and pointed at the ready!”  
 
    “Yes, master!” the witches cried out.  
 
    The coven did as I ordered and swam to different corners of the overflown cave-like tunnel. I didn’t realize until now, but we were in some kind of deep stone chamber, with curving moss-covered walls and no clear way out. It was difficult to look around since the water was only rising higher and higher, and when I realized we were trapped here with the strange beast and at a severe disadvantage, my stomach twisted. 
 
    “I-I felt something against my leg!” Beatrix cried out with petrified brown eyes. “Did anyone else feel it?” 
 
    “Stay calm,” I said, but then a different sensation brushed against my skin. 
 
    The deep gray water started to bubble and slowly boil around us. The witches immediately noticed, and their faces started to turn pink in the heating water.  
 
    “We’re being cooked alive!” Revna shouted as she waved her arms around. 
 
    I didn’t sign up for this shit! Alexander yelled in my head, and when I looked up at him frantically flapping his wings overhead, his focus shifted to Morgana’s drowning bear. Silvia, hold on! 
 
    “Everyone, keep calm!” I shouted as the water turned hotter and burned all over. “We’re going to get through this! Just keep your heads straight! That’s an order!” 
 
    “W-We know, m-master,” Akira rasped in between violent coughs, and her cheeks were as red as blood.  
 
    “We… trust you,” Vesta panted, even though the elvish witch was already as dark as a plum.  
 
    I cast my mind about for a solution. The beast below us hadn’t attacked again, but the water was continuing to heat and rise around us. My coven coughed and panted as they craned their necks back to keep their faces above the bubbling pool, and I gritted my teeth.  
 
    If we didn’t do something, and soon, we’d either be devoured by the beast, boiled alive, or drowned, so I took a deep breath, slipped down into the scalding water, and looked around.  
 
    There was nothing in sight except for bubbles and murky green water. My eyes burned as I swerved my body in circles and tried to figure out how the fuck we were going to get out of this one, but suddenly, a pair of bright ruby eyes popped out from the darkness.  
 
    It was the monster that had grabbed me, and the glowing eyes sat above rows of razor-sharp teeth. Its face resembled a reptilian beast, with a flat snout and serpentine eyes, and the creature shot toward me with its maw agape.  
 
    I whipped the wand in my hand, and even as the water burned my skin, I managed to open my mouth and recite another powerful incantation. 
 
    “Secare!” I shouted in a muffled and distorted voice, and a bright light descended from my wand and hit the beast right in between its ugly eyes. 
 
    Dark blood clouded the water as a deep gash formed across its reptilian face, and my spell cut so deep, I could see bone shining through the open wound. The creature wriggled its massive head to and fro, and its underwater roar sent a fierce current my way and shoved my body backward. I suppressed my own scream as burning water scorched my flesh, and the beast slowly disappeared deeper into the dark water.  
 
    My lungs cried out for air, and it felt like fire was slipping into them, but I had to push through. Everything was spinning, but I sure as hell wasn’t about to give up. I still had my wand in my tight grasp, and with every ounce of strength, I flicked it against the pushing current.  
 
    “Illuminana!” I screamed. 
 
    Bright light blazed and soared from the end of my wand, and it burned bright underwater. I could finally see everything clearly, and this time, I wasn’t going to be surprised when the underwater creature emerged from nowhere.  
 
    To my horror, I saw my coven and familiars floating unconscious just below the vanished surface. Their skin was pink and blistered, and barely any bubbles slipped from their noses and mouths. 
 
    Anger flowed through my veins like molten magma, and rage compelled me to swim ahead. This time, I was the hunter, and the monster was the prey. I had a feeling if I slaughtered the creature, then all of this chaos would subside, and we’d be free from whatever magic had its hold on us. There was no certainty in my theory, but I’d trusted my gut before, and I had to follow my instincts again. 
 
    I used my arms to push against the burning current, and even though my head was spinning in long circles and my vision was growing hazier, I felt powerful enough to keep going. It didn’t take long before I sensed another dangerous presence surrounding me, but I stopped moving and waited. I just let my body float there, helpless and limp, like a doll. My grasp was still tight around my wand, but I closed my eyes and pretended to be unconscious. If the beast thought I was drowning and unable to breathe or move, then it would think I was ready for the taking. 
 
    But the fucker had another thing coming.  
 
    The water burned me inside and out as I hovered in the same spot, and that was when something wrapped around my torso. It pulled me closer and dragged me against the heavy, hot current, and when I opened my eyes, I saw the beast’s head just inches away from me.  
 
    I swiftly traded my wand for my knife, and before the creature could open its mouth to swallow me whole, I plunged my dagger into its split head and stabbed repeatedly. Blood spurted around me in a crimson cloud and blurred my vision, but I continued to plow my weapon in and out of its thick skin. I didn’t stop until a low guttural growl resonated underwater, and the grip around my body loosened.  
 
    When the bloody water parted, I caught a glimpse of a heavy body slowly descending down into an abyss of darkness. Then another echo boomed around me, and it sounded like metal grinding against metal. The water instantly cooled and started to drain, and before I knew it, I could breathe again as the water receded past my neck. My chest burned with pain as I gasped for breath and hacked up lukewarm brackish liquid, but I was grateful for the feeling.  
 
    I looked around as normal sensation returned to my body, and the sound of my ragged breathing echoed through the cool chamber. The ground had risen, and now we were in a long tunnel without water. A round marble door appeared at the foot of the narrow passageway, and my coven was lying on the ground, as still as statues.  
 
    My heart hammered with dread, but when several women and animals spurted water from their mouths and gasped desperately for air, my chest stopped pounding, and relief swelled through my body. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” Penelope groaned as she writhed on the wet stone ground and slowly sat up.  
 
    Her red panda familiar copied her every move and shook her head in frustration, and then she glared at Penelope like this was her fault.  
 
    The orange-haired Wicca ignored her impatient familiar and turned to gape at me. “W-What happened, master?” 
 
    “We nearly died,” Vanessa muttered before she wiped her singed fingers across her red eyes, “but thanks to Cole, we’re still alive.” 
 
    “I feel like I’ve been turned on a slow spit over a fire,” Beatrix moaned, and she winched as she poked at her blistered but slowly healing cheeks.  
 
    “Ugh, if only I could just shed my skin off in one piece,” Circe pouted as she tugged at a particularly red patch of her skin. “I feel so itchy when my wounds slowly heal.”  
 
    “Master,” Morgana panted. “What did you do? All I can recall is burning water, drowning us. Then total darkness took over.” 
 
    “That water was horrible.” Marina shuddered. “And coming from me, that’s saying something.” 
 
    “There was some kind of beast,” I explained in a rough voice. “I killed it, but it doesn’t mean we’re in the clear just yet.”  
 
    “I knew you would succeed, master,” Revna coughed before she looked around and frowned. “Wait, does anyone see my bow? It slipped away at some point.”  
 
    “Here,” Samara called out from where she was slumped against the tunnel wall. Her clothes clung to her drenched form, and her hair hung in large golden ringlets in her face. The former goddess winced as she sat up further and reached behind her, and then she pulled out the splintered remains of the wild Wicca’s bow.  
 
    “Oh, no,” the blonde gasped as she stumbled forward.  
 
    “I must have fallen on it, but don’t worry, I can-- oh.” Samara blinked in surprise when Revna suddenly stooped to help her up.  
 
    “Are you okay?” the wild witch asked the former goddess, and her blue eyes never once drifted to her broken weapon.  
 
    “I… yes, I’m fine,” Samara said, and a confused frown tugged at her lips. “The same can’t be said for your bow, unfortunately.”  
 
    “I’m just glad you’re alright,” Revna replied with a small smile.  
 
    The former goddess shifted awkwardly on her feet, and I had to stifle a chuckle. I knew she was unused to being treated with kindness and consideration, so she seemed at a loss for words when faced with Revna’s concern.  
 
    “Well, thank you.” Samara cleared her throat and glanced down at the broken bow still in her hands. “Let me… return your kindness.”  
 
    Before Revna could respond, Samara murmured an incantation under her breath as she ran her palm over the bow, and a moment later, the weapon looked new and pristine.  
 
    “Incredible,” the wild witch breathed as she was handed the restored bow, and she reverently ran her fingers over the polished wood before she looked up at Samara and grinned. “Thank you, sister.” 
 
    “S-Sister?” the former goddess echoed, and her ocean-hued eyes widened in her pale, damp face.  
 
    “Yes.” Revna nodded matter-of-factly. “We are all our master’s women and future brides, so I view you all as my dark sisters.”  
 
    “Awwww,” Akira giggled. “How cute.”  
 
    “It has a lovely ring to it,” Vesta purred.  
 
    “I love it,” Faye added as a grin tugged at her red lips. 
 
    “It’s a bit sappy, but I kind of dig it,” Nyx chuckled in her husky voice.  
 
    “I’m happy you feel this way, Revna,” I said with my own smirk. “But if you are all to be my brides, I first must complete this mission, so we need to get moving.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Vanessa said as she rose to her feet and pushed back her long wet hair. She then turned to look toward the doorway with narrowed eyes and gasped. “Wait, t-that wasn’t there before, was it?” 
 
    I turned my head to follow the professor’s gaze and studied the mysterious doorway that had appeared out of thin air.  
 
    “No,” I answered, “but it looks like it’s our only way out.” 
 
    “There are markings on it,” Vesta purred in a low voice as we all moved closer to the door. “Look, it’s in elvish.” 
 
    “Can you read it, Vesta?” Marina asked as her eyes flickered with hope. 
 
    “I think so,” the purple-skinned Wicca responded with pursed lips, “but it might take me a minute or two. From here, it looks like an ancient form of elvish, not the common tongue.”  
 
    “Well, it is probably instructions on how to open the door, so you should take your time and make sure you read it correctly,” Vanessa suggested with a furrowed brow. “We don’t want to make any mistakes.” 
 
    “Yeah, we have time, right?” Nyx drawled in a relaxed tone as she wrung her dark-blue hair out. “What else could they have in here besides a giant cooking cauldron and a monster? Right?” 
 
    Before anyone could agree with the horned Wicca, a deep echoing noise reverberated throughout the chamber and made the ground shake. Everyone’s pupils instantly dilated, and no one said a word until Akira shot Nyx a pointed look. 
 
    “I guess you spoke too soon, horn-head,” she grunted.  
 
    “Vesta,” I said. “How much time do you think it will take for you to decipher the message?” 
 
    “Let’s see,” the elvish beauty replied in a surprisingly steady voice. “Give me a moment.” 
 
    With our wands at the ready, we prepared for whatever new obstacle was about to head our way. I looked wildly around and tried to determine what the hell was going on, and finally, I heard an unsettling, grating sound at the end of the wall. I narrowed my eyes and fixated on the stone partition, but a cold sweat broke across my face as it started to move closer toward us. Then long black spikes began to push through the stone, and as the seconds ticked by, the spiked-wall was drawing closer and closer to us.  
 
    “Err, Vesta--” Beatrix began, but then I shook my head.  
 
    “What is it?” the elvish witch asked without turning around.  
 
    “Just keep working on it, Vesta,” I encouraged. “Don’t think about anything else.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta responded quietly. “Elia miz kerpa van t-tola…”  
 
    “My lord,” Samara muttered by my side, and the golden-haired former goddess actually looked nervous. “It’s getting closer.” 
 
    “I know, but I trust Vesta,” I said before I raised my hand in the air, took a deep breath, and closed my eyes. “Give me a moment. I’ll buy us some time.” 
 
    Then I pictured the spiked wall pushing back rather than moving forward, and I willed the giant nails to slip back into their confinements as well.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    I didn’t expect the sudden, sharp pain that shot through my head and made me shudder with anguish. I gritted my teeth, hunched over, and fought back the stinging sensation in my ribcage as my body shook with excruciating agony, but I refused to let it deter me.  
 
    The wall ground to a snail’s pace as the spikes retracted into the stone, but the wall itself was still steadily inching toward us. 
 
    “Master?” Marina gasped. “A-Are you alright?” 
 
    “Yes,” I lied through my teeth. “Just focus on Vesta.” 
 
    Cole, Alex said from where the familiars were huddled together near the door. Whatever you’re going to do, you’d better hurry. 
 
    “It says, ‘with the last glint of the full moon, the stone you seek shall rest on a podium of silver’… no wait, gold,” Vesta hummed as she studied the door. “‘The way to pass shall be determined by your will to spill blood.’” 
 
    “So, we need to use our blood to open the door!” Penelope declared.  
 
    “We should cut into our skin and smear our blood on the entrance!” Morgana suggested with a gasp. 
 
    “It’s worth a shot,” Vanessa said before she pulled out her knife and cut into the palm of her hand.  
 
    “Everyone, do the same,” I said when I turned back to look at the wall. “Hurry!”  
 
    The witches rushed to slash their flesh open and cover the door in their blood. My eyes were still fixed on the moving wall, and it took all my might to make it slow down even further. Powerful magic was at work here, and it was trying to push back against my supreme power. If I took my eyes off the wall, even for an instant, I knew it would come racing toward us, so I had to be the last one to make my bloody mark. 
 
    “Master!” Faye called out. “We’ve done it. We only need your mark to open the door!”  
 
    “Alright,” I said before I swiftly turned around and cut into my skin. “Here goes nothing.” 
 
    I could hear the wall rushing toward us, and as I reached for the door with my bloody palm, I heard Alexander cry out. 
 
    Cole, hurry! he warned. It’s coming! 
 
    “I know,” I muttered as I pressed my stinging hand against the cold marble, and then a creaking noise echoed through the chamber and collided with the sound of the spiked wall coming toward us at an alarming speed.  
 
    The door fully swung open before me, and I saw another narrow passageway leading into a dark underground room. Who knew what the hell was down that route, but we had no other choice but to follow it. 
 
    “Move, move, move!” Vanessa shrieked.  
 
    Our feet pounded against the floor as everyone scrambled inside, and then a terrifying boom blasted around us and made the marble door crumble into oblivion. We crashed to the floor violently, and chunks of rubble flew in every direction. Dust floated all around and made us choke and gasp for air, and when I sat up, I studied the broken doorway. Spikes were poking through the destruction, and it sickened me to think it would have been through our torsos if we hadn’t made it inside in time.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Akira nervously chuckled. “That could have been us.” 
 
    “I so didn’t want to be turned into a shish kebab,” Nyx snickered while she pushed herself upright. “The only shaft I like to be impaled on is Cole’s.” 
 
    “Ugh, my mouth is full of dirt,” Beatrix spat before she stuck out her dust-covered tongue. “Gross.”  
 
    “It’s pretty dark in here, huh?” Penelope remarked as she brushed the grit out of her hair. 
 
    “Not for long,” Vanessa sighed before she flicked her wand. “Illuminana!”  
 
    The tip of the professor’s wand glowed with fire and lit up the entire hallway, and the light allowed me to scan the pathway to check for anything in plain sight. The corridor was mostly empty, aside from a few broken statues plastered against a long, cracked wall.  
 
    “I don’t like this,” Samara said under her breath. “It’s too damn quiet.” 
 
    “And empty,” Morgana added.  
 
    “Let’s keep our guards up,” I ordered. “We need to stay alert in case another trap just springs out of nowhere.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Vanessa replied with a long sigh. “Mother certainly created one hell of a hiding spot, didn’t she?” 
 
    “She most certainly did,” I laughed. “She did well. Now, come on, let’s not stay in one place for too long.”  
 
    The witches and familiars nodded their heads in agreement, stood up, and followed my lead. I kept my wand raised high above my eyes, and each step I took was slow and precocious.  
 
    As we made our way forward, the air slowly started to freeze once more, and it sent tingles coursing up my body as dread coiled in the pit of my stomach. I agreed with Samara, I didn’t like this one bit, but it wasn’t as if we could turn back. We had to make sure we reached the room with the Defero stone and then find the bones of my long-dead mother.  
 
    “It’s fucking freezing,” Penelope chattered with her arms wrapped around herself. “First the boiling water, and now ice? What’s next? A fucking sandstorm?” 
 
    “Ugh, don’t jinx us, carrot head,” Akira huffed through purple lips. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what lies ahead,” I said in a low voice. “We need to keep going.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied in unison.  
 
    Soon, snow started to fall inside the tunnel from some magic source, and the white powder quickly covered the ground in a slushy mesh. The storm didn’t seem too drastic until suddenly, hail started to rain down in sheets, and the chunks were growing heavier and falling faster. 
 
    “Look out, Faye!” I heard Morgana cry out. “Above you!” 
 
    I whipped around, and I saw a giant, boulder-sized hailstone was about to rain down and smash the redhead’s skull wide open.  
 
    “Volar!” I yelled, and the stone soared away from the women and toward the end of the tunnel, where it crashed into the wall and shattered into a million icicles.  
 
    “Run!” Vanessa roared, and we took off sliding down the tunnel.  
 
    More icy boulders started to rain down, and they crashed into the ground and sent cold, stinging bits of shrapnel flying in every direction. The floor became more and more slippery, and it was growing more difficult to run, but we couldn’t stop, not even for an instant. We ran and slid and stumbled, but suddenly, the floor stopped midway, and there was nothing but a giant gaping hole before us.  
 
    “Shit!” Samara gasped as she skidded toward the edge, and I had to yank her back. “Thank you, master. That was too close.” 
 
    “Is there any way across?” Revna demanded as more hail fell, and she used her arms and bow to try and cover her head from the onslaught. “We have to get out of here!” 
 
    “Not unless you can fly,” Circe hissed as she narrowed her eyes at the chasm at our feet. 
 
    Hey, I can fly everyone across, Alexander suggested. Trixie and I. We’re strong enough. 
 
    “That can work,” I said as I blasted another hailstone before it could smash Morgana into bloody bits. “But we need to be quick!”  
 
    I’ve got this, Alex reassured.  
 
    As Alex and Trixie started to pick up the witches and the familiars and fly them across the gap, I used my wand to disintegrate all the cascading rocks. The cold air whipped across my skin, stung my fingers, and made it almost impossible to move, but I had to keep using my protective magic. My body felt like it would freeze into a solid block of ice, and my blood was running so cold it was growing harder to breathe, but I ignored it all.  
 
    I was the Dark Lord, and a little ice wouldn’t stop me.  
 
    When my coven and familiars were safely on the opposite end of the broken edge, Alex swooped down and snatched me under my arms. He picked me up, and as we soared across the gap, little bits of ice cut into my skin and split me open. Blood trickled down my face, and I could feel Alexander’s pain like it was my own, but I knew my strong familiar would not falter. 
 
    Then he gently dropped me on the other side, and the moment my feet were planted on the solid stone, we ran for it. We had no idea where we were running to, but we needed to make it to safety, if there was such a place in this deep endless tomb.  
 
    “Run, run, run!” I yelled.  
 
    The women’s erratic breathing echoed around us as we tried to escape the deadly storm, but it seemed like the more we ran, the harder the hail hit us. Bruises blossomed on our skin like spring flowers after rain, and each time a stone smacked against my bones, I had to ignore the pain and push through.  
 
    By the time we reached a small narrow door, we were bloody and battered. Vanessa was the first one to press her hand against the entrance, but when she did, her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she collapsed to the ground, limp and lifeless.  
 
    “Vanessa!” I screamed, but no one could hear my outburst because the storm had turned into a new monster, one made of fire and ice. 
 
    The wind turned into a solid form, and a shadow of snow loomed high above me, but it was fully fleshed and seemed carnivorous. The creature towered high above our heads, with the bluest eyes I’d ever seen, and its roar sent more razor-sharp icicles our way. The spears of ice pierced the women and familiars, pinned them against the door, and left them covered in holes and blood. 
 
    I was completely alone now and about to face one of the greatest beasts I’d ever encountered.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    As the misty and icy creature loomed above me with its piercing eyes and gaping mouth, it showed no ounce of mercy. I carefully and quickly studied the beast, and its figure reminded me of a giant white bear or yak, one made of swirling silver smoke and glittering specks of ice. The being was enormous, with long, curled white horns on the sides of its head, a wide snout plastered in the center of its face, and a pair of mean, beady black eyes. When the snow monster screamed, it revealed rows of icicle teeth, and its roar made the entire tunnel tremble. More hailstones fell from the black, endless ceiling, and if I didn’t do something quick, they would smash me into bits. 
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled as I aimed my wand at the beast, and my hands shook from the fierce cold.  
 
    A bright red light shot from my wand and hit the creature right in between its eyes, but the incantation soared right through its transparent skin and blasted a wall behind it. I cursed under my breath and tried to keep my body from trembling, but this storm was too much, even for me. The hail was heavy, the cold was bone-numbing, and avoiding both the shower of ice and the creature was a demanding task. 
 
    As I dodged stone after stone, the beast suddenly withdrew an icy blade from its back, and the sword was the largest weapon I’d ever seen. It was as long as a canoe and thicker than hell, and I cursed to myself when the beast lifted its colossal hand and brought the heavy weapon down upon me.  
 
    Luckily for me, the weight of the blade must have been a lot, even for the creature, so I was able to roll out of its way just in the nick of time. Icy rocks cut into my knees and made my legs bleed, but I ignored the pain as I sprang back to my feet.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” I hissed as I looked up at the creature. “You’re one stubborn cunt, aren’t you?” 
 
    The mighty beast responded by lifting its blade and bringing it down once more, but this time, I was faster.  
 
    “Volant!” I yelled.  
 
    The creature’s weapon whipped back with the force of my spell, and his grip nearly slipped away from the stony hilt, but he stubbornly held on with his thick icy fingertips.  
 
    This frosty motherfucker wasn’t about to quit anytime soon.  
 
    It roared again, and its cry brought down more hailstones and a terrible chill. I had to fight against the icefall while keeping my eyes on the misty monster, but it was growing more difficult to distinguish between the beast and the storm.  
 
    I was also faced with another problem. I had no clue what spell to use against the creature since some of the most powerful attack spells just slipped right through him.  
 
    There had to be something to destroy him. 
 
    That was when I thought of illuminana. It was a simple spell, the first one I’d ever learned, in fact, but it was one of heat and light, and this was a beast of winter. If I could use the incantation to burn the bastard, then perhaps there would be a way out of here.  
 
    “Illuminana!” I cried out with a flick of my wand.  
 
    A bright ball of fire soared through the air, and when it was close enough to touch the creature, I willed the flames to expand. I envisioned great tongues of fire, bright and hot enough to burn the fucker into a puddle of water, and as my vision came to life, the snow-like beast roared and reared its ugly head to and fro. I smiled as the burning red and orange flames seared through its misty frame, and the sound of charring flesh sizzled in the air.  
 
    For a moment, I thought it was over, but I was wrong.  
 
    Apparently, the asshole still had some life in him yet. 
 
    A thunderous roar echoed all around us as more hail began to fall, and I opened my mouth to cast another incantation at the beast, but it was a quick motherfucker. Plus, it was a little damn difficult to see anything with boulder-sized chunks of hailstones raining down on me. Chaos surrounded me on all sides, and there was only so much I could do at once.  
 
    I needed to destroy this fucking storm, or at least make it bend to my will. 
 
    So, with all my strength, I pictured the stones ascending back up into the endless ceiling, and I summoned my inner darkness to overpower the holy and unholy magic at work.  
 
    As I tried to change the storm’s course, I simultaneously blocked every hard blow from the wispy snow beast with every spell I could think of. The creature was still powerful even with the burns blistering half of its body, but by now, I knew its energy had drained, and it was susceptible to any other form of magic. So, as it brought its heavy ice-blade down toward my head, I raised my palm in the air. 
 
    “Secare!” I shouted. 
 
    The icy giant blade burst into a thousand shards of glass, and I had to shield my eyes as the bits and pieces flew in every direction. The beast cried out in a fury, and it brought down its closed fist and tried to smash me into a puddle of gore and bones. I dove out of the way a split second before the fucker could pancake me, and I rolled across the ground before I jumped to my feet and looked up at the ceiling.  
 
    The hail was still coming down strong, and I needed to make it stop. 
 
    “Motus!” I cried out. 
 
    Finally, the giant boulders of ice stopped in mid-air and began to rise to the ceiling. Everything felt abruptly calmer, and there were no more unbearable stones falling and distracting me. My pathway was finally clear to destroy this giant hovering bastard, and I couldn’t wait to tear him a new icy asshole. 
 
    The creature stared at me with its furrowed, glowing eyes, and I could see the frustration behind his glare. Then it cried out, raised its giant fist, and prepared to bring it down on my skull, but I had other plans.  
 
    “Illuminana!” I yelled again with all my might, and this time, the ball of fire grew into a cloud as giant as the beast.  
 
    The icy creature groaned like an echoing thunderstorm and made the ground beneath me tremble. Then it roared, tossed back its giant head, and tried to make a dive for me as it burned, but I narrowly dodged its attack and whipped my wand at its open chest, where I saw a blue, flaming heart barely beating.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I screamed.  
 
    A violent blast of red light flew straight toward the throbbing muscle, and for a moment, it looked like wisps of smoky fingertips wrapped around the heart and squeezed. The monster wailed, and its death cry sounded like a piercing stab in my eardrums, so I placed my hands over my ears as the beast shrieked and succumbed to a violent, burning death.  
 
    The creature gave one final wail before it crashed to the ground, and it combusted into thousands of icy needles upon impact. They soared in every direction, and some even stabbed the door where the other women were still pinned. The familiars were still unconscious on the ground, and they were surrounded by giant boulders of ice. Everything felt too still and eerily quiet, and when I looked at the huge spikes staking the witches to the wall, I pictured them melting and releasing the women from their painful hold. Then I sucked in a breath of sharp air and narrowed my eyes before I uttered my favorite and always reliable spell. 
 
    “Motus,” I whispered. 
 
    The ice spikes quickly started to melt, and one by one the women gently fell to the ground. At first, no one moved, but then Vanessa’s eyes fluttered open, and she gasped for air like she’d been drowning.  
 
    “Fuck,” she moaned as she clasped a hand to her throat and coughed, and the others slowly started to sit up. “W-What happened?” 
 
    “I’m getting a little tired of dying,” Circe hissed as a bloody hole in her neck slowly stitched itself closed.  
 
    “Oh, shit!” Nyx gasped when she looked down at her chest, and there was a gaping hole in between her breasts. “Whoa! What the hell?” 
 
    “A giant creature pierced you with icicles,” I explained. “The beast was made of mist and ice, with a flaming blue heart and bright-red eyes.” 
 
    “It sounds like a Nix demon,” Faye panted as she looked down at her own wounds and winced. 
 
    “That’s insulting,” Nyx snickered as her slash started to close up. “Who thought of that goblin shit? Giving such a nasty creature such a beautiful name…” 
 
    “I’m just grateful our master could defeat it, since we were of no help,” Morgana sighed as she struggled to get to her feet. The bookish brunette then stared at the wall where she’d been pinned, and she brushed her fingers over the blood-splattered granite. “I get why we were knocked out cold, but what happened to you, V-Vanessa?” 
 
    “Still having trouble calling me by my first name?” the professor chuckled as she shook her head, but despite her light tone, her eyes were swimming with concern. “It’s alright, Morgana. It appears as if there is some kind of poisonous coating on the door. I felt something burn its way through my blood the moment I touched the stone. If I hadn’t been a part of the coven, it would have killed me instantly.”  
 
    “So, how do we get past the door?” Samara asked with furrowed eyebrows. “I think I know exactly what poison this is, and there’s no antidote. It’s called dormiens pulveris. It’s a deadly concoction of holy and unholy materials and kills both elders and witches, so it would make sense that Theodora would use it.”  
 
    “Of course, it does,” Akira groaned as she tossed back her head. “What fucking next?” 
 
    “Perhaps Cole can use his mind to bust it open?” Penelope suggested. “I’m sure it would be impossible for other witches or elders, but not for the almighty Dark Lord.” 
 
    It’s worth a shot. Alexander shrugged. I say go for it.  
 
    “I don’t think we have another choice,” I said as I rolled up my sleeves and stared at the blood-stained door.  
 
    I puckered my forehead, took a deep breath, and closed my eyes. In my head, I envisioned the poison-coated and blood-splattered door, and I pictured it parting open to allow us a passageway. I stood there with my eyes shut and my palms raised, and a throbbing pain pulsated through my head and made my blood pump loudly in my ears. My throat went dry, like sandpaper, and every bone in my body trembled. Something was pushing against me, and whatever it was, it was powerful enough to make blood trickle down my nose.  
 
    I fought against the agonizing sensation, but it was a challenge. My body ached, and the voices from earlier returned to my head and started to distract me. They rang and echoed in my mind, and as hard as I tried to push them away, they refused to quiet down. 
 
    Stop thisssssss, they said. Turn around. Go baaaaaack! 
 
    The voices were insistent, but there was no way I was going to let them win. I fought back with all the strength left in my body, and this time, when I pictured the door opening for us, I imagined it breaking into bits and pieces.  
 
    “Motus!” I yelled, and my voice echoed like thunder.  
 
    The doors instantly exploded into hundreds of blocks of heavy rubble, and we shielded ourselves from the blast. Clouds of dust evaporated around us, and we violently coughed as particles of grit slipped through our nostrils and mouths.  
 
    “Fucking hell!” Marina wheezed, but there was a satisfied smile on her lips. “You did it, master!” 
 
    “We knew you would, Dark One!” Penelope grinned from ear to ear.  
 
    “There was never any doubt in our minds,” Vesta purred. 
 
    “Thank you,” I gasped, but my lungs felt heavy as lead. “Let’s move. I don’t want to wait around for any more surprises.”  
 
    “I wholeheartedly agree,” Vanessa drawled as she chewed on her bottom lip, “but we need to tread carefully. We may be getting closer, but that could also mean we’re about to enter more dangerous territory.” 
 
    As the professor spoke, Isobel nudged against her leg and growled like she sensed danger lurking nearby. I could tell the familiars were also on edge, and even if Alexander didn’t say anything, I knew he was apprehensive as well.  
 
    “I’ll lead the way,” I said with my wand raised above my eyes. “Come along and stay close. That’s an order.” 
 
    The witches and familiars swiftly followed me, and when we stepped past the destroyed threshold, the air became warmer and somehow more inviting. It felt like a drug was hovering in the air, welcoming us with open arms, and a soft glow of light started to surround us.  
 
    We had stepped into a room, and I looked around to find it was a cluttered chamber with patterned rugs, gold and silver lamps, velvet loveseats with luxurious pillows, and long silk drapes. The entire room was a wash of red hues, and the smell of lavender and roses drifted through the air and melted my insides. My eyelids drooped, my heart thumped sluggishly, and my vision blurred as I tried to search for any obvious traps.  
 
    “Whoaaaa,” Nyx purred with a lazy grin. “Do you guys feel that? Unholy fuck. I feel lighter than a cloud.” 
 
    “Sweet satanic powers that be,” Circe giggled, and her serpentine eyes were twice their size and dilated unnaturally. “I feel tingles everywhere.” 
 
    “So do I,” I said, and my voice was slower.  
 
    I need to lie down, Alexander giggled in my head. I want to take a nap. A very long one. 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” I warned him, and I shook my head to try and clear it. “Something’s… not right.” 
 
    The further we moved into the room, the more lethargic I became, and my body felt soft as jelly. Something was at work here, and it was slipping into my bones and reducing my breathing. My heart beat slower and slower in my chest, and my head was heavy, like my brain was turning into a dense cloud of smoke. 
 
    Voices started to giggle all around us, and the sound should have made my hair stand on end, but instead, it made me smile. When I turned around, my coven had a blank glint in their eyes, and they smiled until their cheeks turned rosy pink. 
 
    “Something’s seriously wrong,” I said in a low voice. “I-I don’t know what, but… don’t close your eyes.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women purred, but their voices were laced with exhaustion.  
 
    “We’d never disobey your orders,” Akira said through half-hooded eyelids. 
 
    “I live to serve you, Dark One,” Samara sighed in a dream-like tone, but the former goddess blinked sluggishly, like she was fighting to follow my instructions and keep her ocean-hued eyes open.  
 
    We needed to get out of here.  
 
    I moved one foot in front of the other and tried to reach the door, but it seemed impossible. The closer I drew toward the exit, the more exhausted I became, and a giddy feeling swept through my brain.  
 
    Suddenly, a chorus of voices reverberated through the air and sent a delicious tingle through my body. I wanted to laugh, but deep down, I knew it was the wrong reaction to have. Fear should have been sizzling through my blood, but instead, I felt nothing but pure harmony.  
 
    “Do you hear those voices?” Vesta hummed, and her eyes were foggy, like the color of tarnished silver. “They’re so lovely.”  
 
    “Hmmmmmm,” Morgana said as she slowly nodded her head. “It sounds like a lullaby.”  
 
    “It does,” Faye giggled, and she swayed from side to side like she was listening to a beautiful symphony. “I can’t stop listening to it.” 
 
    “Right there with you,” Penelope agreed, and she nearly fell to the ground, but I reached out to grab her by the wrist before her knee could hit the floor. 
 
    “No,” I ordered in a firm voice. “Don’t let it overcome you. Fight back. All of you.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master,” the orange-haired Wicca drawled.  
 
    “Oh, but why should she?” a beautiful voice asked. “Wouldn’t it be so lovely to sleep? You’ve come so far after all. Just lay down on one of those loveseats. Go on… it won’t hurt.” 
 
    “No,” I gasped in between ragged breaths, and my eyes darted around to find the source of the voice. “I’m not falling for your fucking tricks. No one is.”  
 
    “Tricks?” the voice mocked. “What tricks? We just want to help. Sleep. You need your rest.” 
 
    “No,” Vanessa panted, and when I looked at her, the smile on her face was slowly dying. “L-Listen to our master, sisters. Don’t fall for the voices! If we sleep, we’ll die.” 
 
    “What a silly notion!” the voices giggled in unison. “We just want to plaaaaaay. Forever and ever. Now, go to sleeeeeeeeep. We know you want to.”  
 
    “Cole,” Vanessa muttered in a weak voice. “These are slumbering phantoms. You need to c-cast a spell against them… an ancient… i-incantation… before it’s too… l-late…” 
 
    The dark-haired professor was about to fall to her knees, but I saw the fight in her eyes. She was doing her best to struggle against the burning desire to lay down and listen to the soothing but deadly voices.  
 
    We all were. 
 
    “What incantation?” I demanded, and I could barely hear my voice. “Tell me, Vanessa. Quickly! I command it.” 
 
    The professor breathed in sharply, and her eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head, but the power of the blood pact dragged the words out of her. “Ostendit tibi verum f-forma. Only… you can get rid of them, master.”  
 
    “And I will,” I said as my world darkened. Then I steadied myself on my trembling feet, did my best to push back my shoulders, and shouted with all my might. “Ostendit tibi verum forma!” 
 
    As the words left my mouth, a howling shriek resonated through the room and made a crystal chandelier shatter and fall to the floor. Paintings, which I never noticed before, came to life and shook high on the walls, and when I craned my sore neck to look up at them, slivers of ghosts were flying out of the framed portraits. They wailed and cursed, but they were hideous skeletal women, with ghastly green bones and bright white eyes. The phantoms combusted into bursts of green smoke, and all was suddenly quiet. My head slowly cleared like mist evaporating before the dawn, and I could feel myself returning to normal. 
 
    “Unholy hell,” Samara breathed in a firm and steady voice, and she blinked her ocean-hued eyes rapidly as she came fully awake. “That was close. How many fucking traps are down here?”  
 
    “Too many,” Vanessa said and paused. “Theodora is powerful, and her mind works in incredible ways, it’s no wonder she placed the stone in such an inaccessible place.”  
 
    “She certainly outdid herself,” I grunted as I stood up and dusted the crystal shards out of my hair. When I turned to look around, I finally saw a door at the end of the room, but there was no keyhole, and I realized we’d come across another problem. “Fuck.” 
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Faye asked with wide green eyes.  
 
    “The door,” I said as I pointed ahead. “There’s no fucking lock.” 
 
    “Son of a broom fucker,” Akira hissed as she scrunched up her nose in annoyance. “What are we going to do, master?” 
 
    “Maybe there’s something in here that can lead us out,” I suggested. “Why else would there be so much junk?”  
 
    “That’s a brilliant idea, master,” Nyx said, and her pupils were as wide as saucers. “Maybe a key or something like that.”  
 
    “I doubt it would be a key, but let’s look around anyway,” Vanessa decided. “I’d rather not stay here any longer than necessary.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I said. “Alex, you help, too.” 
 
    Sure thing, Cole, my furry familiar responded.  
 
    Together, we searched the cluttered and expensive chamber, but nothing seemed to be leading us anywhere. I checked under pillows, blankets, carpets, and pictures.  
 
    Still, nothing. 
 
    “Any luck?” I called out some time later. 
 
    “So far, not a damn thing,” Marina said with a long, exasperated sigh. “Maybe if--” 
 
    “Hey, look what I found!” Circe announced, and when we turned to look at her, she had a large gold key in her hand. “Think this might lead to something?” 
 
    Before anyone could say anything, a grinding sound echoed through the room, and when I turned to the door, a large keyhole had appeared. 
 
    “Ha!” Nyx chuckled. “Told ya!” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” I rejoiced before I kissed the snake-like witch on the lips and then Nyx. “Well done! Now, let’s get the fuck out of here, shall we?” 
 
    “Most definitely.” Vanessa smiled as she glanced between the two witches. “Well done, you two.” 
 
    The witches scurried behind me as I pushed the key slowly through the lock and turned it clockwise. A loud metal clicking sound followed, and a cool breeze swept through the room as I pressed the door open.  
 
    In front of us laid a long stone corridor, almost like a bridge, and it seemed to go on endlessly. I could just barely make out a speck in the distance that kind of resembled a tall stone door, but it would take us at least an hour to reach it. I stared at our destination, and I knew the Defero stone was behind the door even before anyone said anything.  
 
    “The stone,” Samara whispered. “It must be behind that door.”  
 
    “Unholy fucking hell,” Akira grunted. “This is going to take forever, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Vanessa said, even though her voice was filled with exhaustion. “We have to cross over. There’s no other choice.” 
 
    “She’s right,” I agreed. “Come on.”  
 
    Even if it took ages, I knew we had to get over to the door. The stone would be inside, and that was all that mattered. Lilith had been waiting years for me to return, and she delivered me into the world through tears, sweat, and blood.  
 
    Now it was time to return the favor, no matter what it took.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    I thought the walk across the bridge would be easy, but each step we took felt like we were pushing against a brutal gust of wind. No matter how hard we tried, something was forcing us back. 
 
    “Unholy fucking hell!” Penelope shouted over the gale. “What is this?” 
 
    “A barrier!” Samara yelled back. “It’s trying to block out our power, or rather, Cole’s power.” 
 
    “Fuck that,” I grunted as we struggled onward. “My unholy supremacy is a weapon they’ve never encountered before, and I’ll be sure to rain hell down upon whatever powers are at work here.”  
 
    As I willed myself to keep going and not let this invisible barrier get in the way, my bones chilled, and my body quivered, but my mind was as clear as day. 
 
    The door was so close, yet frustratingly far away, and the more we fought against the wave, the more it pushed against us. But I wasn’t about to back down so easily. I was Satan, brought back to conquer the worlds and realms, and my retribution was only beginning.  
 
    “Don’t do it,” a deep and terrifying voice cried out. “Keep away! Only death awaits you.”  
 
    “You can’t stop us,” I sneered, and my voice emerged as an equally loud echo. “Throw all the threats you want, but we refuse to give in to fear! We are the students of Scholomance, the coven almighty, and I am Satan reborn! You have no hold over us!” 
 
    The voices wailed like a group of banshees, and their cries made my eardrums tremble and bleed. A powerful sensation, one that urged me to turn back, swept through my body, but I didn’t let it affect me, not in the way these ominous voices wanted it to.  
 
    My coven and the familiars moved on in silence, but their willpower and strength slipped into the air like the sweetest perfume. There was no turning back, no doubt, and not an ounce of fear I could feel from them. 
 
    I was proud to have them at my sides. 
 
    After what seemed like ages, we finally reached the door, and an accumulation of violent shudders passed through my body as I pressed my hand against the cool metal. Blood pounded hot in my ears, and a sharp stabbing pain settled deep in the pit of my stomach. Still, nothing could stop me from pushing the door open, and when I did, a soft, almost welcoming breeze swept through my hair and against my slick skin. Then the mysterious door parted, and I inhaled sharply and studied the glorious view that met my eyes.  
 
    There was a gold podium in front of me, and on top of it was a glittering stone. It was a rainbow of colors, ranging from the deepest ocean-blue to the brightest sunset-orange. It glittered like the rarest diamond in the universe and somehow looked heavier than one of the icy boulders from earlier.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Revna murmured. “So, that’s what a Defero stone looks like, huh?” 
 
    “It’s larger than the other two,” Morgana said in her usual studious way.  
 
    “It’s more beautiful than the others as well,” Vesta purred. “Look at the texture, the color… everything about it is precious.” 
 
    “But it’s just out in the open,” Vanessa commented. “Doesn’t that seem a little odd?” 
 
    “It does,” I growled as I looked around the room. “I’ll be damned if this is just here for the taking. Something is bound to happen, sooner rather than later.” 
 
    Before I took another step further, I studied the room. The walls were made of soft gray velvet and lined with gold and silver patterns. There were no other decorations around, and the floor was sleek and white with no rugs to cover the precious marble. The air was cool and smelled of roses, which was strange since we were deep under the earth, perhaps even close enough to touch the tip of hell. This room reminded me of a royal chamber, with its pure gold podium and sweet-smelling air, but the feeling around me was anything but glorious. It was cold, dead, and alone. As I stared at the stone with its perfect, glittering texture, all I wanted to do was reach out and touch it, but Vanessa was probably right.  
 
    If it looked too easy to take, then it was. 
 
    “What are we going to do, master?” Penelope questioned. “We can’t just take it, can we?” 
 
    “Sure, but we can’t just stand around here, either,” Nyx drawled with narrowed indigo eyes. “Cole’s mother is waiting for us somewhere in this tomb, and I have a feeling she’s been waiting too damn long for us to gawk at the damn thing.” 
 
    “And who knows where the hell she could be,” Akira said. “This tomb feels endless, and even the compass hasn’t been able to help us since we’ve been down here.” 
 
    “We need to take everything one step at a time,” I reminded the witches. “We can’t get ahead of ourselves. I know it’s tough, but we didn’t come this far by being reckless. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied. 
 
    “I can try and use a detection spell,” Vanessa suggested after a long silence. “It might not work, but it’s the most powerful spell I know when it comes to sensing outer powers.”  
 
    “Go on, then,” I urged her. “Try and see if it will work.” 
 
    “Yes, my lord,” the professor responded with dark pinched eyebrows. 
 
    Isobel nudged her mistress and pressed against her leg, and Vanessa rolled up her sleeves and gripped her wand until her knuckles turned white. Then her beautiful face curled into a mask of concentration before she narrowed her pale-blue eyes at the stone. 
 
    “Ostende nobis arcanissima tuum et saltationibus personatis,” Vanessa chanted in a commanding voice. “Revelare!” 
 
    A soft green glow emitted from Vanessa’s wand and swiftly surrounded the stone in a cloud of thin mist. There was a deep noise emanating from the gravel, and suddenly, the sound of the mysterious voices returned to my head like an unwelcome greeting.  
 
    Stop! they urged. You cannot go any farther. You need to turn back!  
 
    “Fuck,” Nyx groaned as she pressed her hands against her blue ears. “Do you hear that shit again?” 
 
    “Yes,” the professor growled. “They’re trying to prevent me from peering into the stone’s power.”  
 
    “Don’t listen to them,” I ordered the witches. “Push them out with all the power in your veins.” 
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord,” the women responded in unison. 
 
    “Fuck them,” Akira sneered. “We’ve never listened to ominous cunts before, so why start now?”  
 
    “And only our master may command us,” Samara added as she lifted her chin and threw back her long golden hair in an act of defiance.  
 
    I’d ordered the witches to ignore the sounds, but it was exceedingly difficult, even for me. They were a persistent group of bitches, and their stubborn voices were grating against my skull, like a knife against a stone.  
 
    Turn baaaaaaaack! they screamed all at once, and it nearly made me collapse to the ground. 
 
    There was no more warning behind their voices. Instead, it felt like a final threat. 
 
    “Master?” Revna asked as she tightened her grip on her bow. “A-Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I lied before I turned to the gorgeous professor. “Vanessa, are you sensing anything?”  
 
    “I think I sense something,” Vanessa said, and light beads of sweat were trickling down her brow, “but I can’t seem to see it clearly.” 
 
    “Then it’s probably something shitty,” Akira grunted as she rolled her black eyes.  
 
    I know it sounds crazy and maybe a little bit obvious, but should we just take it? Alex asked as he fluttered his giant bat-like wings. I don’t think we should be here any longer than necessary.  
 
    “Alright, I’ll grab it,” I said with a firm nod. “We don’t have another choice. Besides, if it takes us somewhere else, that would be a good thing. We can’t exactly turn around.” 
 
    “We trust your judgment, my lord.” Circe nodded.  
 
    “Even if it takes us to the edge of the worlds,” Samara added.  
 
    “Hell fucking yeah,” Penelope chuckled. “Let’s fucking do this.” 
 
    As the other witches nodded their heads in agreement and parted away from me, I walked forward and reached out to grab the precious stone. My fingertips touched the burning Defero, which was also cool at the same time, and electricity shot through my body all the way up to my head and down to my toes. The sensation was overwhelming in a glorious and painful kind of way, so it must have been the holy and unholy powers at work trying to both lure me in and also drive me away. Everything about the stone was at opposites, and as I held onto it and stared into its misty insides, I fell into some kind of deep, unsettling trance. 
 
    “Master?” Beatrix’s soft voice cut in like a sweet lullaby. “A-Are you alright?”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, but my voice sounded distant, almost like it didn’t belong to me. “Let’s get the hell out of here--” 
 
    Before anyone could respond, a deep rumbling noise echoed through the room and caused the podium to shake and fall to the floor in pieces. Heavy chunks of stone slid across our feet, and the walls began to crack. Then the ceiling started raining down on us, and the women’s faces gaped with terror.  
 
    “Oh, shiiiiiiiiiit!” Akira cried out over the chaos. 
 
    The room collapsed upon us, but before it could crush our bones, I felt my body turn thin like I was churning into smoke. Then the room, witches, and familiars slowly vanished from view, and I found myself spinning out of control. I tried to scream, but it was useless. I was in some kind of void with no clear way out, and it was tearing up my insides, but no matter what pain was inflicted on me, I maintained a tight grip on the stone.  
 
    “Maaaaaaaster!” I heard my women’s voices call out. “Where are yooooou?” 
 
    I couldn’t find the ability to answer, but I willed myself to stop spinning and tumbling in wild movements. There had to be a way to take control of the situation, and I’d be damned if I let some otherworldly magic take over my body and power, so I squeezed my eyes shut, blocked out the burning sensation, and commanded my body to stop spinning.  
 
    Suddenly, I fell straight down, and I crashed hard onto something that felt like long, itchy grass. My lungs burned, and I wondered if my ribcage had been broken into bits and pieces. I gasped for air, and when I opened my eyes, I was looking up at a black sky, or at least that was what it looked like at first glance.  
 
    Everything was still, almost calm, but I’d experienced that deceiving sensation before, and I wasn’t about to fall for it. Gradual consciousness slowly returned to my body, and when I could breathe again, I sat up and looked around.  
 
    This time, I was in some kind of maze, similar to Scholomance, but also different. Instead of bushes, there were walls of solid sandstone. None of the other witches or familiars were in sight, but I could still feel their nearby presence. They were terrified not to be by my side, and I sensed their horror and concern. My grip was tight on the stone as I stood up, and I tried to ignore the way my legs trembled. Pins and needles pricked at my bones and skin, but I forced myself to remain as still and as calm as wiccanly possible.  
 
    “Hello?” I called out. “Can anyone hear me?” 
 
    A deadly silence followed, and it made my stomach churn and my throat tighten and burn. My mouth was dry, and a cold sweat broke across my face, but I had to keep going. I needed to find the others, and I had to retrieve my mother’s body. 
 
    “Alex?” I called out. “Where are you?” 
 
    Cole? I-Is that you? You have to help us! We have no idea where we are. 
 
    “I’ll find you,” I said through my teeth. “Just stay put.” 
 
    You’ll never find them, a deep feminine voice mocked me suddenly. You’ll die before you even come close. 
 
    “Try me, bitch,” I growled. “I’m never leaving my coven.”  
 
    There was no response, so I took a small step forward and ignored whatever power was trying to push me back. I had my fingers wrapped tightly around the Defero stone, and it still felt cold and hot in my grasp. The further I moved, the more the stone pulsated in my hands, like it was trying to tell me something.  
 
    “They’re close, aren’t they?” I whispered.  
 
    In response, the stone trembled fiercely in my hand, and a violent wind swept over me and then nearly knocked me over. My grip never loosened, but another terrifying chill crept down my spine.  
 
    Then I thought I heard low, feral growls echoing behind me, and when I turned to look over my shoulder, I saw a pack of hellish wolf-like women. They were skeletal creatures, with peeling, rotting skin, gray bones and ears, and snouts like a wolf, but sagging tits hung from their lean torsos, and between their hind legs were patches of untamed and dark-gray pubic hair. There were dozens of them, and the bloodthirsty look in their eyes said they weren’t afraid to lunge for the kill. 
 
    But I wasn’t about to become their prey. I was never an easy meal to capture, and they had no idea just how far I would go to kill them with all my power and physical strength combined.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled as I flicked out my wand.  
 
    Blood-red light shot from my weapon and blasted several wolf-women into bits and pieces, but it didn’t deter the rest from attacking with all their might and wild instincts. The pack howled and charged at me as I ran with the Defero stone in my grip, and as my feet pounded against the ground, I didn’t dare look back.  
 
    Not yet.  
 
    My heart pounded with adrenaline as I sprinted in random directions throughout the maze. The creatures were hot on my heels, and every so often, I turned and sent a spell flying their way, but they were a pack of stubborn bitches.  
 
    “Volar!” I screamed.  
 
    Another blast of light soared toward the pack and tore them into shreds, but there were still a few of them left, and they weren’t going to stop chasing me, so I knew I had to face them off here and now. 
 
    I stopped in my tracks and whipped around to take them on. One lunged for my throat, but I pulled out my dagger just in time. I hit the ground and thrust my knife upward with my weapon-wielding hand, and a low whine escaped the beast’s lips as I drove my dagger deeper into its stomach and twisted the blade. It fell on top of me, knocked the air out of my lungs, and bled out before I shoved its limp body off me and faced the other two left.  
 
    “Come at me,” I urged with a crooked smile. “Let’s fucking finish this.” 
 
    The creatures’ eyes burned bright red, and they snapped their drooling jaws as they glared at me. I could see the bloodthirst in their eyes as they surrounded me, but I didn’t back down. Instead, I gripped my wand even tighter until my knuckles turned white and splinters dug into my flesh, and I pressed my heels into the dirt as the beasts growled and drooled in my path. They clearly longed to rip into my skin and tear the flesh off my bones, but little did they know, I was just as feral and determined as they were.  
 
    As they prepared to attack, I aimed my wand at the two impatient beasts and waited for the exact moment to go for the kill.  
 
    When they couldn’t take the tension any longer, their impatient animalistic urges kicked in, and the wolf-women pressed their hefty bodies against the ground and lunged. I waved my wand between the two of them, and with all the willpower I had in my body, I summoned an incantation to blast the two creatures into ash.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled. 
 
    The powerful spell split in two and hit both bony creatures right in their chests. They soared backward, and as their bodies hit the floor, I noticed twin gaping holes in the middle of their tits. Then their corpses disintegrated into ash and nothingness, and a loud cry reverberated through the air.  
 
    Silence followed, and I took a deep and steady breath. Then I gathered myself together, and when everything was still, I took another step forward and followed the stone labyrinth. As seconds slowly ticked by, the air grew cold and thick, and everything became darker as a terrible shiver ran down my spine.  
 
    I needed to find the others, and soon, before something terrible got to them first.  
 
    “Cooooooooole!” Circe’s voice suddenly cried out, and relief flooded my body.  
 
    “Maaaaaaaaster!” Marina yelled a moment later. “Where are youuuuu?” 
 
    At that moment, I didn’t need to hear their voices to know where they were. I just followed my instincts and steadily ran down a series of paths until I came to a dead end. There was nothing in sight except one sturdy stone wall, so I stared at the structure and placed my hand against the cold exterior. A tingling sensation crept up my hand and arm and sent shooting pains down my entire body. Powerful magic was at work here, and it was doing all it could to push me out and deter me from moving onward. 
 
    Stoooooop, the stubborn voices echoed in my head. You cannot pass. We won’t allow it!  
 
    “You forget who you’re speaking to,” I growled. 
 
    I pushed my hand harder against the wall, and suddenly, my fingers started to slip through the rock. My body trembled as I willed myself to slide through the entire wall, and everything became a cold void of darkness as I entered the stone. I gritted my teeth, and despite the pain swelling deep in my bones, I forced myself to push all the way through. More voices slipped into my head and urged me to turn back, but I ignored the warnings. Air was barely getting into my lungs, and I felt suffocated as darkness and pressure took over my mind and body.  
 
    But I had to keep going, not only for my mother, but for my coven and the familiars as well.  
 
    Then I completely pushed through the darkness, and I gasped for air and fell to the ground. Warm sand shifted under my fingertips, and it was cool to the touch. My head was still spinning in circles, and my vision was blurred like a watercolor painting, but I forced myself to stand up and take a good look around.  
 
    I was in some darkly-lit room, with tall black walls and glittering gold sand at my feet. The chamber was perfumed, just like the room with the stone, which meant I must be close to Lilith’s burial spot. I could sense it, just as much as I could smell the roses in the air.  
 
    “Master!” Nyx’s voice broke through the silence. “There you are!”  
 
    Suddenly, the women appeared before me, like they were ghosts returning to life. They smiled when they saw me, but then their faces fell as the room grew even darker and colder while the perfume of roses soured into an acidic stench. 
 
    “M-Master,” Akira said as she raised a trembling finger. “Look behind you…” 
 
    I slowly turned around, and to my horror, there was a group of phantom women hovering around me in a tight circle. They wore long capes and floated above the ground, and their large, brilliant eyes stared into my soul. Their mouths gaped open, and an ear-splitting scream echoed through the chamber and made the walls tremble and the sand shake.  
 
    I turned around and took a couple of steps back as the witches huddled around me with their wands aimed and at the ready. The familiars took their positions, and when all of us were ready to fight, the hooded women cackled and slowly drifted toward us. 
 
    “So,” one of the voices said, and I realized these were the women who’d been in my head during the entire journey. “Did you really think we would just let you disturb the dead?” 
 
    “Tsk, tsk, tsk,” they giggled.  
 
    “No,” another familiar voice said. “I’m afraid this is where you die. You fucking witch.” 
 
    “And a male one at that,” another mocked. “As my sister said, you may have come this far, but the journey ends here.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t count on it,” I growled with narrowed eyes. Blood pumped in my ears, and I shook with determination as I raised my wand in their faces. “Everyone, attack!” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    “Fuck this!” Circe screamed at the top of her lungs. “Flatus!”  
 
    A surge of lime-green light exploded from the serpentine witch’s wand and lit the group of women on fire. They screamed for mercy and waved their bodies in the air like manic ghosts, but I knew the flames wouldn’t be enough to kill them.  
 
    “You’ll pay dearly for that,” one of the burning women warned in a high-pitched voice. “Proelium!”  
 
    A tangerine-hued light slipped from the bony hand of the woman and shot through Circe like an arrow. The spell caused the blonde witch to soar backward and smack her head against the wall, and when her body slumped down, blood was smeared on the stone.  
 
    Rage coursed through my body like a river of fire as I glared at the ugly heathen who hurt my lover, and I used all my anger to wield my next spell.  
 
    “Secare!” I yelled as an explosion of light escaped from my wand.  
 
    The woman’s bright eyes widened with terror before my powerful incantation cut her head from her body, and it rolled across the floor. The hood was pushed back to reveal a bony face with dead gray eyes and a parted, thin mouth. Even in death, terror lingered in her lifeless orbs, and when the other women realized their counterpart was truly dead, an icy chill swept through the room and made every hair stand on end.  
 
    “Volar!” Morgana shouted before the deadly women could enact their next attack.  
 
    The group of hooded figures tried to dodge the brunette’s attack, but not all of them were quick enough. Most swerved out of the way in time, but one was hit in the middle of her chest and flew backward until she hit the wall with the same impact they inflicted on Circe.  
 
    “Ha!” Akira snapped, and there was a dangerous glint in her black eyes. “Take that, you hideous, heinous cunts! Dissulto!”  
 
    The black-eyed witch’s spell shot from her wand and smacked one of the other hooded women right in between her glowing eyes. The phantom-like creature shrieked in surprise, and her face exploded into bits of dust and blood. 
 
    The rest of my coven started to blast a series of incantations, and it was an explosion of color all around. Lights were blinding everyone as the spells swerved in every direction and pierced our enemies or other corners of the room. The hooded women fought back, though, and I knew they wouldn’t rest until we were dead. 
 
    Or worse. 
 
    “Kill the women and animals, but leave the man to me!” one skeletal woman screamed in a painfully loud voice. “I want to tear him limb from limb. I want to drink his blood and drown in his soul! Nooooow!” 
 
    “Caedes!” the other hooded heathens shrieked at the same time.  
 
    A storm of lights blasted from their hands and shot right at my coven and the familiars, and the spells blasted everyone backward until they hit their heads hard enough to splatter walls with blood. Then the room fell silent, and the eerie quiet enraged and disturbed me all at once.  
 
    To think someone would harm even a hair on my women’s heads made me want to draw blood, and I’d had enough of fighting. 
 
    As the thought rang through my head like a bell, a sense of certainty, and then realization, washed over me. I’d been fighting my way through every obstacle of this tomb to unlock my potential and prove my power as the Dark Lord, but I didn’t need to prove it to myself.  
 
    I knew who I was. I was Satan, and my power was incredible.  
 
    All I had to do was claim it.  
 
    Darkness writhed through my veins like an evil, living thing, and my power swelled to the surface like a cresting tidal wave. I locked eyes with one of the hooded figures, and I bared my teeth in an animalistic snarl.  
 
    “Enough,” I hissed low and quiet, and I could feel the rage slipping through my body like a molten flood of lava. Then I lifted my arm, aimed my palm at the skeletal women, and raised my voice until it boomed like thunder. “By my unholy command, I command you to stop!” 
 
    Suddenly, all of the floating women froze in mid-air, and they gaped at me with wide, curious eyes. Everything became still, and no one dared to say a word, at least for a few moments. 
 
    “What is happening?” one of them finally whispered, and when they looked at each other, a deep realization etched across their faces.  
 
    “No one can control us.”  
 
    “We are the spirits sent from hell to guard the body that lays deep in this tomb.”  
 
    “No one can give us a command… except for…” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said with my shoulders pushed back. “I am Satan reborn, and your lord and master. From this moment onward, you will listen and obey my every order. Now, bow.”  
 
    The echoes of my authoritative voice reverberated around us, and the host of skeletal spirits all dropped their eyes and heads in unison. Gone was their hostility, replaced by deference and obedience.  
 
    As it should be.  
 
    “Yes, master,” the ghostly women responded in unison. “The passageway is yours.” 
 
    “Good,” I growled, and then I waved my hand at them. “Now, return to Hell and deliver a message throughout my dark kingdom.”  
 
    “What message is that, O Dark One?” one of the spirits asked. 
 
    “Tell them Satan has returned.” A dark grin stretched across my face. “And soon, we will ride for war against all elder kind.”  
 
    “Thy dark will be done, my lord.” The host of women bowed low once more before they turned into a cloud of smoke, and the room settled into a hushed, reverent silence.  
 
    Now, only one final Dark Miracle stood between me and reclaiming my throne.  
 
    Soon, I would be unstoppable.  
 
    Cole? Alex’s wounded voice crept into my head. A-Are you alright? 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, and when I turned around, the others were slowly sitting up as they rubbed the back of their heads.  
 
    “W-What happened?” Beatrix asked as she blinked dazedly at where the ghostly host had been. “Where did they go?”  
 
    “Did you kill them all, master?” Vanessa looked impressed as she wiped some dirt off her porcelain cheeks.  
 
    “No,” I said. “There was no need to.”  
 
    “Uhhhh, what do you mean?” Akira snorted, and she winced as she pressed at a bruise above her eyebrow. “They were totally trying to kill us.”  
 
    “Their duty was to protect this tomb from any intruders,” I corrected, and I shot the dark-eyed witch a smirk. “Then I realized that I was not an intruder. I was the master, and they had no choice but to bow to my will and let us pass.”  
 
    “Incredible, my lord,” Vesta purred, and her silver eyes glinted with lust and admiration. 
 
    “The power radiating off you is delicious, master,” Samara added, and a small smug smile pulled at her full lips.  
 
    “Fucking hell,” Penelope groaned as she stood on her feet and looked around. “D-Do you think that’s it, then?” 
 
    “Yes, for now.” I nodded. “But it doesn’t mean we’re safe.”  
 
    We’d been going through this tomb for hours, perhaps days, and by this point, we’d exerted so much power and energy. It was an unholy blessing we were still alive and capable of wielding such incredible strength.  
 
    But then again, we weren’t ordinary witches, and now it was time to enact the third and final unholy miracle.  
 
    “I think I know where Lilith’s body is,” I said as I looked behind the women and at the bloodstained wall. “I can feel her presence like a ghost, hovering over my head.” 
 
    “Then we’ll follow you, master,” Vanessa remarked. “No matter where we have to go.” 
 
    “Or who we’ll have to fight.” Revna smirked. 
 
    “And no enemy will stand in our way,” Faye added with a bloodthirsty smile.  
 
    I stared at my beautiful coven and the furry familiars, and pride and affection swelled in my chest. Every word they spilled was the truth, and I knew they would do whatever they could to help me establish my undying power and reign over the universe.  
 
    “You mean everything to me,” I said as I looked around the group, “and my love for you is undying.” 
 
    “As is ours for you, Dark Lord,” Nyx said with her horned head bowed low.  
 
    “But still,” I began, and they all stared at me with curious eyes. “I must complete this next part alone. This is my task to enact, and it will be the final step to achieving my greatness.” 
 
    “Understood, master,” Morgana whispered, and she lowered her blue eyes in deference.  
 
    “We’ll stand aside for this one.” Circe nodded.  
 
    The rest of the coven agreed before they parted into two groups, and when the pathway was clear, I slowly walked up to the wall. Then I pressed my hand against the cold, rough texture and took a long, deep breath. My mother’s body was in there, and I could feel her presence like I used to in my head.  
 
    Before I could open the wall, though, I knew I needed the other two Defero stones. Normally, I would have asked Vanessa to summon her mother with her mind, but this time, I knew I held the power to communicate with the headmistress all on my own.  
 
    “Theodora,” I muttered. “We’re here… down in the depths of the tomb you created, and we’ve bypassed every deadly creature in our path. We’ve overcome every obstacle, and the time to reap our reward has come. Now, you must provide me with the other two stones. I know it will take a great amount of power to do so, but I have all my faith in you.” 
 
    It would be my pleasure, my lord, Theodora’s voice rang through my head. I will need your help, though.  
 
    “And you shall have it,” I said aloud. “Just tell me what you need.” 
 
    Repeat this incantation after me. Per voluntatem Dei omnipotentis, lapides isti in unum ad verum et non transisset per potentiam. 
 
    I repeated each word aloud and felt a swell of pressure against my heart and a pounding in my temples. My body shook with unholy power, one I’d never experienced before, but I gladly welcomed the sensation. My eyes stung as my throat closed up, and my head grew dizzy, but I didn’t let the sudden pain show on my face. I just maintained my balance as the other two Defero stones slowly appeared at my feet.  
 
    “Now, what must I do?” I whispered as I stared at the beautiful relics. 
 
    What does your heart tell you? the headmistress asked. Whatever it says, follow it. Your power exceeds mine… 
 
    I nodded, took a deep breath, and studied the two stones. Then I leaned down and placed the third beside them, so they were all perfectly situated in a row. As I looked at the precious relics, with their glittering texture and undeniable power and beauty, I felt a deep force slipping into my bones and taking over my mind.  
 
    Then a chorus of mysterious voices, ones I welcomed, slithered into my head like snakes in a garden. They hissed, and the sound of their inaudible whispers sent a pleasant shiver down my body. I could feel myself growing stronger, ready to enact anything I desired, and the power was intoxicating, like the sweetest drug to ever be created and consumed. 
 
    “Per testamento meo, et ego convocabo omnes tenebrae,” I said, and my voice was a deafening echo that made the walls shake. “Et aperire ostium revelare hoc petere me potestatem immortuorum!”  
 
    The floor began to tremble, and everything around me turned cold like death was trying to wrap its fingers around me. I welcomed the feeling, and nothing could stop me now.  
 
    I was Satan, and my eternal and formidable power would be revealed to the entire universe.  
 
    A bright-red light glowed underneath my skin, and when I looked up at the door, my black shadow was slowly growing a pair of horns. My breathing intensified, but my hands were steady as I looked back down at the three stones. 
 
    It was time.  
 
    I looked back up at the wall, and when I pressed my hand harder against the surface, it slowly parted in two. Inside the adjoining room was a long brown box, sealed with a gold lock and surrounded by candles. Dust settled in the air, and when I took a step forward, something swelled in my chest. It took a moment, but I realized it was devotion. The kind I felt for my coven, and the closer I edged toward the closed casket, the more the feeling grew.  
 
    “You can take a step closer,” I said over my shoulder to my coven. “I want you to watch this.” 
 
    Are you sure, Cole? Alexander asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I whispered before I placed my hand on the cold coffin. 
 
    “We’re right behind you, my lord,” Marina breathed. 
 
    “No matter what happens,” Vanessa added, and her voice was tinged with awe.  
 
    I nodded and stared down at the lock. It broke off with an audible snap, and the most intense and painful sensation flowed up my arm and shot into my brain. The pain was so fierce I bit down on my lip and drew blood as I shook my head. Then violent images sprouted into my mind, and there was no pushing them out.  
 
    I heard the cries of thousands, if not millions, of witches as they were burned, tortured, and brutally murdered. From the first dawn up til now, I felt the agony of every woman who had succumbed to the wrath of the elders. Their painful screams made my heart bleed, and my eyes nearly welled with tears as I experienced every stab, burn, and loss of dignity. They begged, cried, and screeched for my mercy, and it killed me that I was not there to answer their dying prayers.  
 
    I gritted my teeth, and instead of pushing the chorus of voices away, I welcomed them. They deserved to know their lord was listening, even after death. It pained my heart, but I couldn’t regret anything. At that time, I wasn’t able to save them, but it was for a purpose, and tonight, I was ready to fulfill my destiny. I vowed then and there when this war between elders and witches was over, I would find any lost Wiccan souls and return them to hell, where they would feast, fuck, and live in sin for all eternity. 
 
    I would never leave another Wiccan soul to be taken by the elders. Now that I knew the truth, I would do everything in my power to avenge and protect my people. 
 
    But first, I needed to bring my unholy mother back to life.  
 
    “I’m here,” I whispered before I began to curl my fingers along the heavy lid of the coffin. “I’ve come to save you, Lilith.” 
 
    When I lifted the lid off her casket, I took a deep breath and forced myself not to step back. Lilith’s bones were lying there in her narrow confinements, yellow and broken. She still wore the same bloody gown she had on when she gave birth to me, but that was all that remained beside her bones. I thought back to the painting in the cellar beneath the study hall and recalled the beautiful woman in the golden frame. I remembered her brilliant blue eyes, jet-black hair, pale, glowing skin, and lovely face. There had to be a way to bring her all back, and if I listened to my power, I would surely find a way.  
 
    “Master?” Beatrix murmured behind me. “Do you know what needs to be done?” 
 
    “I will soon enough,” I said before I slowly breathed in and looked down at her bones. “Are you ready, Lilith? It’s time to come back to us… it’s time for you to come back to me, but this time in the flesh.”  
 
    I took another deep breath and studied every inch of her decayed bones, and the coven and familiars were as quiet as the dead as they waited for me to enact the final Dark Miracle.  
 
    It was time.  
 
    I closed my eyes and listened to the dark powers flowing through my veins and in my black heart. I knew they would guide me and help me understand how to use the Defero stones to bring Lilith back, both in flesh and soul. The darkness was here to help me, and if I focused intently enough, the deed would be done.  
 
    “May the darkness of my undeniable power revive the Wicca named Lilith from the world of the dead,” I whispered as I hovered my hand over her body. “Grant her the strength to return to us, complete in bodily form and with all her powers and senses. It is her time to return, for I am Satan, the unholy king of darkness, and I command it!”  
 
    A burning light suddenly radiated from the stones and cast a rainbow of dark colors to spread across the coffin and Lilith’s frail bones. Then a series of mysterious voices spoke in the ancient tongue and pierced my mind like a dozen blades all at once. They stabbed, pricked, and ached, but the moment was over as quickly as it had begun. Then a different sensation overtook my body, and it swelled in my heart and mind and burned like a bright light. The power of hell and pure unholy supremacy overtook me and swallowed me like an ocean wave, but I longed for the feeling. It didn’t knock me back, but instead, it made me feel invincible.  
 
    Then the power exploded out of me like a shockwave, and I could see it ripple out like a stone had just been dropped into a lake. 
 
    When I looked down at Lilith, her bones began to glow, and slowly, her body started to change. Soft, pale flesh, white as snow, bloomed to life along her yellow bones and spread out like spilled paint. Then long black hair started to grow from her bare skull, and fully-fleshed features formed along her face. Dark silken lashes appeared along the edges of her eyelids, and the transition made my heart beat wildly in my chest. Then she laid there, in her full form, with eyes tightly shut and rosy red lips curved into a peaceful smile. 
 
    “Lilith?” I said in a soft voice. “Can you hear me?” 
 
    For a moment, she looked like a doll. Too fragile to touch, but also as strong as steel. With a trembling hand, I reached over to touch her, and when I pressed my fingertips along her cold skin, her eyes slowly parted open.  
 
    Then I stared into her clear blue eyes, and I saw myself in her. 
 
    The woman from the painting, the woman from my dreams. Lilith, my mother and most devoted subject. She was finally alive again. 
 
    The witches behind me gasped, but no one said a word as Lilith slowly turned her head to face me and gently grinned with her blood-red lips.  
 
    “Cole,” she whispered in her soothing and familiar voice that I missed so much. “You did it. You brought me back.” 
 
    “I did, as I promised,” I breathed, and my chest swelled with a different kind of love I never felt before. “C-Can you sit up?” 
 
    “I believe so,” she said.  
 
    When she rose from her deathbed, my coven took a small step forward and surrounded me. They were clearly at a loss for words, and I couldn’t say I blamed them. I was also stunned, and I still tried to wrap my head around the fact that not only had I completed all three Dark Miracles, but I also had a mother now.  
 
    “I-It’s an honor to meet you,” Beatrix said in a small voice. “Oh, great and unholy mother of Satan.” 
 
    “We’d been wondering about you for a long time now,” Akira added, and her black eyes were filled with wonder and curiosity. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Strange,” Lilith replied as she studied her beautiful hand with her long and slender fingers. “How long has it been? I believe I was supposed to be here for twenty-five years.” 
 
    “That would be correct,” Vanessa said in a tone she reserved only for Theodora and me. “You were placed here, by my mother, Headmistress Theodora of Scholomance.” 
 
    “Ah,” Lilith purred as her bright eyes studied Vanessa from head to toe. “You are the spitting image of your mother, Vanessa. A true beauty and one hell of a Wicca.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Vanessa blushed. “You do me a great honor, Lilith.”  
 
    “The honor is mine.” Lilith nodded as she looked at each woman and the familiars. “I recognize all of you since I was with Cole in spirit as much as possible. He loves you all dearly.” 
 
    “As much as we love him,” Penelope said, “and we shall love you, too.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Lilith smiled, but then a terrible noise reverberated through the chamber, and her expression sobered. “There will be time to talk, but I fear it is not at this very moment. Now that I have risen, the tomb will collapse into oblivion. We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “But how?” Circe questioned, and her forked tongue flickered out of her mouth nervously. “We can’t turn back.” 
 
    “No, but we can do this,” Lilith said before she stood up and grabbed my hand. “Everyone, join together in a circle and close your eyes. Together, we will use our powers as well as Cole’s Satanic might to get out of here.” 
 
    The witches nodded in agreement, and Lilith turned to look at me with a calm smile and bright, adoring eyes. 
 
    “I know what to do,” I said. 
 
    “Then show us your power, oh Dark One,” she murmured.  
 
    I nodded, closed my eyes, and willed us to leave this vicious tomb and return to the surface. I inhaled, and a new kind of power pounded through my veins and urged me to rise with the women and animals to the light. A spinning sensation soon took over my body, but instead of tumbling aimlessly through time and space, we remained connected and shot upward. It felt like we were flying rather than shadow porting, and when I opened my eyes, we were back on the rocky surface.  
 
    My women and the familiars gasped and opened their eyes, and it took everyone a moment to adjust to the light. A bright sun was burning high above us, and we all breathed a heavy sigh of relief as we looked around.  
 
    We finally did it. We were out of that forsaken tomb, and with Lilith no less. 
 
    However, our moment of victory was short-lived.  
 
    Another violent and pounding sensation penetrated the earth, and it felt like an army was headed our way. My vision narrowed, and when I stared off into the distance where the Holy Assembly’s ruined palace was situated, I saw a cloud of smoke drawing closer.  
 
    “Everyone, stand your ground,” I said in a steady voice. “It appears we have company approaching.” 
 
    “Master?” Vanessa asked with furrowed eyebrows. “Is it the elders?” 
 
    “Yes, it seems the Elder Lord has discovered what happened at the Assembly and sent reinforcements,” I explained. “They’re coming, and we’ll be outnumbered. But what they don’t realize is that they’re about to face me, and now my full powers have been summoned to the surface.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Penelope softly whistled. “I almost feel sorry for them. They have no idea what they’re about to get themselves into.” 
 
    “Damn straight.” I smirked before I raised my palm and prepared to bring hell down on the army of elders headed our way quickly. “Now… watch as I unleash my undying and unholy wrath.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    The clouds darkened into a deep shade of hellish red, and the sky split open like a glass shattering in two. A deep rumble reverberated through the air, and the ground shook as a powerful storm brewed. The thunder grew as my rage manifested into a raging storm, and I knew the elders had no power here.  
 
    I was the one who was in total control, and my strength had no limit. Now that my Satanic power was unleashed, I was able to sway the clouds and sky to obey my every bidding, and even if they were under heaven’s domain, all creatures were mine to control.  
 
    There was no stopping me now. The army could continue to charge at us, but their willpower would soon diminish. Once they witnessed my undeniable wrath, they would cease to attack and lose not only the battle, but above all else, their faith.  
 
    “Motus!” I yelled with my palm raised high in the air, and my voice erupted like a clap of thunder.  
 
    The elders continued to charge at us with all the speed and energy they could muster, but as they galloped in our direction, bright lightning swiftly struck the earth and set a ring of fire around us. The towering flames acted as a protective barrier and gave us time to prepare while the elder army advanced. They raised their weapons and hands at us, but I could feel their fear growing as they drew ever closer.  
 
    I was death incarnate, but even as their bloody fate loomed closer, the elders’ faces never faltered. Perhaps they were used to wearing masks to shield their true feelings, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell if I was impressed or amused by their stubbornness.  
 
    As I raised my hands higher in the air, the elders’ ivory horses pounded against the earth like a stampede of stone giants, but even their stallions’ eyes were filled with apprehension, like they knew what was about to happen.  
 
    “The time is near,” Lilith whispered into my ear as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “You will have to show them your unholy reckoning. Spill their blood into the soil and tear them into meaty shreds.”  
 
    “And show them I will,” I said without taking my eyes off the incoming army. “They have no idea what kind of death awaits them, but I will give them hell. Mark my words… we all will.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” Akira agreed as she pressed her body against mine.  
 
    “We’ll follow your lead, master,” Vanessa said. 
 
    “Cast them into oblivion,” Samara purred, and there was no mercy in the former goddess’ ocean-hued eyes. 
 
    I narrowed my eyes and studied the incoming men through the flames, and although they were still at a fair distance, I didn’t see the Elder Lord leading the militia. The host was led by a different leader, one with deep raven hair, shimmering blue eyes, and a confident grin. He didn’t hesitate as he drew nearer, and he pulled out his weapon and held it high above his head. Then he fixed his gaze upon me before he released a loud and bloodthirsty war cry, and his men followed suit without an ounce of hesitation or fear. 
 
    But all that was about to change.  
 
    The ancient words of the deepest pits of hell came rushing to me like water breaking through a dam, and when I raised my hands up into the air, my women and familiars surrounded me with their wands and instincts at the ready. Then the smell of bloodlust, fire, and soil slipped up my nostrils as I listened to my black heart and damned soul.  
 
    “Per testamento meo, et ego quoque praecepi in terra disrupti sunt ut seniorem animarum,” I intoned. “Et anima eorum in ignem deglutire animas antris terrae!”  
 
    A chorus of loud cries suddenly filled the air and made my heart swell with satisfaction. Then the earth split open, and horses and elders began to fall through the open ground and disappear from view. The sounds of their surprised screams made my face twitch into a small smile. My fingertips tingled, my heart raced, and blood pumped in my ears, but even as elders vanished from view and slipped into the inferno I created, the leader charged faster and harder toward me. There was no fear in his eyes as he outraced the crumbling earth, and several of his men were close enough to escape my unholy power.  
 
    But not for long.  
 
    “Attack!” the elder leader bellowed. “Do not hold back! Attack with all the holy power you have pounding in your hearts and flowing through your veins. If we die, it is by the will of our Elder Lord and master!”  
 
    His counterparts followed their leader’s command, but I could see and smell the fear on them. Their eyes were downturned and filled with sheer panic and hesitation, but even so, not one of them faltered.  
 
    I took my time and relished the thrill of seeing the fear on their faces and the way their eyes widened as they drew closer to the circle of fire. They would have been wise to turn around, but I knew there was no way they would ignore or defy the orders of their commander. I had no idea what the hell was going through the elder general’s mind, but whatever it was, it was beyond reason. Madness had taken over him. I could see it in his eyes as he forced his horse to ride faster and harder. There was no reason for him to come charging at my women or me. He was going to die here, but for some reason, he wasn’t grasping the concept. 
 
    If that was the case, then I would grant him his death wish.  
 
    “Attack with whatever spells your hearts’ desire,” I ordered my coven. “Command your familiars to kill whomever they wish. The fire will not harm them, and I will guard their souls like they were my own.”  
 
    May I attack, master? Alex asked in my head. I’d love to tear into some elder flesh.  
 
    “By all means,” I said. “Take whoever is in your path and devour them, both in body and soul.”  
 
    As you command, Dark One, my loyal familiar responded as I looked up at his hefty body, and then I willed him to grow five times his size.  
 
    Alexander let out a terrible, shrill shriek before his body expanded and grew far more muscular and powerful. When he roared a moment later, the ground trembled, and several elders fell off their horses and crashed into the dirt. Alex wasted no time before he soared through the ring of fire, dove to the ground, snatched up a handful of elders, and squeezed them with his giant talons. The soldiers popped like balloons, and slippery intestines spilled from their wide openings and poured down like red snakes from above.  
 
    Screams instantly filled the air and sent a pleasant chill down my spine, and I smiled from ear to ear as my coven and Lilith took out whichever soldiers they laid their eyes on. Blasts of colors exploded in every direction and hit the elders with such impact that they flew off their horses and landed hard on their backs. Some of them split their skulls open, and others who tried to sit up and run toward us were consumed by the flames and slowly burned into ashes. 
 
    The elder general did all he could to escape my wrath, but it was a challenge. I made sure of that. 
 
    “You,” he said as he pointed right at me. “Come through the flames and face me. Let’s end this. Right here, right now. Just the two of us.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that,” I growled, and I tightened my grip on my wand. 
 
    “Shall we let you have all the fun, my lord?” Revna purred like a cat after she fired off another arrow and impaled an elder man in the eye.  
 
    “Yes,” I said with a sure grin. “I want to take my time with this one.”  
 
    The witches giggled with glee and stepped aside, and as the familiars continued to tear into flesh and rip elders and horses apart, I took a step forward and marched past the flames toward my enemy.  
 
    He didn’t flinch or sway from where he stood, but the fear in his eyes was obvious. I knew he wanted to tear me apart, limb from limb, but there was no way in hell he would even come close. With my undying power, I would ensure he suffered a brutal and agonizing death, and I wouldn’t stop, even when he begged, sobbed, and pleaded.  
 
    “You are an abomination!” he cried out as his men were torn into shreds. “You may be more powerful than the Elder Lord anticipated, but we will still rain holy power down on you. In the end, good always triumphs over evil.” 
 
    “You still think you’re the good guys, huh?” I chuckled. “That’s the issue. You’re not better than us, at least not in the way you believe. You take lives, just as we do. You worship a lord and adore him unconditionally, without any questions or doubts. As do my women. Yet, the difference between us is that we acknowledge our nature, whereas you claim to be innocent of all evil.”  
 
    “You know nothing,” the general spat as spittle dribbled along the corner of his mouth. “Absolutely nothing! The Elder Lord will kill you as slowly as possible--” 
 
    “Sure he will,” I snickered before I raised my hand at him and shouted. “Adtono!”  
 
    Suddenly, bright-yellow light burst from my palm and soared toward the elder like the most brilliant bolt of lightning. It struck him in the center of his chest, and the impact was so strong, he went soaring backward and hit the ground with a loud thud.  
 
    The sound of his bones cracking as they hit the ground made my entire body pulsate with satisfaction, but still, it wasn’t enough. 
 
    I had to make him suffer, and I didn’t care what it took for that to happen. I’d summon all the power of the universe to make this elder pay for his sins against our kind.  
 
    But first, I wanted to look deep into his soul and taste his past. It would make the kill so much sweeter that way. 
 
    “T-This isn’t over!” the general wheezed through blood, and he was right.  
 
    His pain would only grow from here. 
 
    “Don’t worry.” I grinned. “We’re not done playing yet.”  
 
    The general’s eyes widened with terror as he stared at me, and when I raised a hand in his direction, I knew he was expecting another blast to come soaring his way, but this time, I simply pointed at him with a steady finger.  
 
    “W-What are you doing?” he asked as he tried to raise his hand at me, but no matter how hard he tried, I used my magic to force it back down. He fought against my power, and the more he resisted me, the more pain I inflicted upon him. The bones in his hand started to break, and he screamed in terror when I snapped each one. “Noooooo, stooooooop!” 
 
    I enjoyed the sound of his wails, and when I narrowed my eyes in his direction, I willed myself to slip into his mind and take a look into his past. Flashes of women being burned at the stake crossed my mind, and their screams burned into my skull like the most powerful spell. They begged and pleaded for their lives as they died, and I could feel the excitement of the general as he watched them die a most gruesome death. He enjoyed every second of it, and it was such a thrill for him. I could feel his arousal, the way I felt before I was about to fuck my women. I’d seen and felt many disturbing things in my past, but this was certainly a new one. This man had not only enjoyed watching witches die, but it fucking turned him on.  
 
    This elder was one twisted bastard, and I’d be sure to make him pay.  
 
    “So,” I drawled as he fell to his knees and clutched his broken hand. “You enjoyed killing those women. You enjoyed it a little too much, in fact.” 
 
    “T-They deserved to die,” he said through gritted teeth. “They earned their deaths. I did what I had to.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I said as I stared long and hard in his direction. “You truly believe that, don’t you?”  
 
    “I-I didn’t have a choice,” he wailed after I drew closer. “I was simply obeying my master’s commands.”  
 
    “And now you will die for it,” I said before I flicked my hand, and another bone in his body broke. “Little by little.” 
 
    His face was pale, and his lips trembled, but it made no difference to me. The more he quivered, the greater my blood pumped, and my heart burned like a smoldering coal inside my chest. I broke bone after bone and let him writhe and wriggle on the ground, and his face contorted into a mask of agony and desperation. He finally understood he would die here, and it was going to take as long as I willed it. 
 
    When I looked around the battlefield, the familiars and women had destroyed every elder creature in view. Nothing was left, except for piles of dead bodies and horses lying about, and the smell of blood and smoke in the air made a broad smile spread across my face. 
 
    We’d obliterated an army and had done it without breaking a sweat. Now, it was time to have a little more fun at the general’s expense.  
 
    “He looks so helpless,” Akira snickered as she walked over and stared down at the pathetic general. “Like a lamb, right before the slaughter.” 
 
    “And you put him there, master,” Circe hissed with shimmering serpentine eyes. “Shall we make him beg more?” 
 
    “Can we make him scream for his life, my lord?” Vanessa purred.  
 
    “I think that would be a marvelous idea.” I smirked. “I’d love to hear him scream and beg for his pathetic existence.”  
 
    “As would I,” Vesta giggled before she cast her silver eyes in my direction.  
 
    “May we begin, master?” Marina asked with a dark and gleeful smile.  
 
    “You may.” I nodded. “Be sure to take your time.” 
 
    “N-No,” the general wailed as he looked between the bloodthirsty women. “D-Don’t… wait, you. Yes, you! You used to walk by our side! Help me now! See reason and return to the light. The Elder Lord will forgive you! He’s ever forgiving and benevolent.”  
 
    His pleading gaze was fixated on Samara, but a cold smile played on her full lips. She slowly tilted her head to the side and stared down at the groveling elder, and then she knelt down until she was face-to-face with him. 
 
    “Listen to me, you elder piece of shit, and listen well,” she cooed. “I’d never turn my back on my one true master. He is my unholy savior, and my heart, mind, and soul belong to him. There is no point wasting what little breath you have left, so if I were you, I’d simply shut up and accept my fate.” 
 
    “N-No,” he begged once more. “Please, I’ll do anything--” 
 
    “Then how about you die?” Penelope grunted before she flicked her wand at him.  
 
    A purple speck of light slipped from the tip of her wand and hit the elder right in the center of his temple. He screamed before he flinched back, and then he rolled on the floor and wailed in pain. The sound of his cries was like the sweetest lullaby to slip into my ears, and it made me smile on the inside.  
 
    I wanted him to suffer as much as possible, and my women felt the same.  
 
    “My turn,” Morgana said before she elegantly flicked her wrist and sent a bright blast of green light in the general’s direction. “Dolor!” 
 
    The spell hit the general right in his chest and made him seize on the ground like a dying dog. He let out a long guttural groan and squeezed his eyes shut, and then we continued to recite spell after spell on him. 
 
    Deep cuts dug across his skin, boils began to sprout over every inch of his body, and his teeth started to fall out one by one. He was begging for mercy through bloody gums, and his eyes were bulging out of his sockets. He wasn’t going to survive much longer, but it didn’t matter now.  
 
    We’d made him suffer, and I’d completed all the Dark Miracles, so now it was time to return home. 
 
    “Enough,” I said as I stared at the pathetic, dying general, but then I glanced around at my coven. “You did well. Now, it’s time to return to Scholomance. Allow me to finish him off.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the witches chimed in unison. 
 
    As they parted out of the way, I took several steps forward and raised my hand over the elder’s broken body. He looked up at me with wide, desperate eyes, and his bottom lip quivered like a fat worm.  
 
    “P-Please,” he gurgled as he tried to raise his broken hand and cover his bruised and bloody face. “H-Have mercy on me!” 
 
    “You never showed an ounce of mercy when you burned those women alive, did you?” I demanded. “You stood there, with one hand down your pants, as they screamed and begged for their lives. Do you really think I’d just let you live? I’m afraid you’re sorely mistaken. I am not a being of benevolence and mercy. Darkness is my domain, as is revenge.”  
 
    “B-But,” he stuttered, and blood dribbled down his chin. “I-I…” 
 
    “That’s enough of that,” I said. “Now, I don’t care where the afterlife takes you, but I’ll be sure it’s at least one lifetime of misery and pain.”  
 
    “No--” he said again with his hand raised above his brow, but it was too late.  
 
    I waved my hand, and when I snapped my fingers, his neck twisted all the way around like an owl’s. His body was a mangled mess, and the sight of his broken limbs sent electricity coursing through my cells.  
 
    I took a deep breath and looked at the glorious mess we created. Elder blood soaked the ground and slipped deep into the earth, and I could feel the crimson liquid sinking into the seeds and giving life to roots. The air was cool, and the smell of death lingered all around us.  
 
    We’d ruined an elder kingdom, destroyed the Holy Assembly, and managed to break into the tomb and resurrect my mother. All three unholy tasks had been completed, and in addition, we’d murdered an entire elder army. 
 
    “Master?” Morgana whispered as she stepped up beside me. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I’m thinking about Scholomance.” I smiled. “Come on. Let’s go home.”  
 
    As my women gathered around me, I raised my hands high into the air and took a deep, steady breath. I pictured our beloved school with its cold stone walls, the curious and wandering paintings, and every dimly-lit hallway, and then I thought of the countless witches and how all of them would be begging for my cock as soon as I returned to them.  
 
    Now that I was undeniably the Dark Lord and my powers were in full effect, I could have every woman I desired. They would be lining up for me to plant a baby inside them, and I couldn’t fucking wait to expand my unholy empire. 
 
    I smiled and closed my eyes, and then I willed us to return to Scholomance with my almighty power. 
 
    “Sinit ad radices,” I echoed. “In quibus et nos ut nos pertinent. Ego autem quod super omnia amatur!”  
 
    A deep echoing noise surrounded us and made the ground tremble with powerful energy. One that I initiated. Nothing could stand in my way, and before I knew it, the familiars and witches were vanishing, and so was everything else in sight. I welcomed the feeling of our bodies traveling through countless realms, and the transportation back to Scholomance was far smoother than any form of shadow porting we’d done before. I kept my eyes tightly closed, and when everything grew steady, I slowly opened them and looked around.  
 
    We were back in the Scholomance banquet hall, and the entire room was packed with students. Thousands of eyes were on us, and for a long moment, no one said a word. Then I looked at the front of the hall, where Theodora and the professors were seated.  
 
    Everyone was dressed in long gowns made from satin, silk, or velvet. They wore jewels and makeup, and the room smelled of sweet perfume mingled with the scent of spiced meat, sweet potatoes, pumpkin cakes, and other Wiccan delicacies. A melancholy melody was playing from a corner of the room, and invisible instruments were busy conducting their own tune. When I looked down at my clothes, the well-worn cloak, tunic, and trousers were replaced with a dark silk shirt and trousers and a new pair of clean leather boots. Then I turned to look at my coven and Lilith, and every single one of them was dressed in a stunning gown that suited them perfectly.  
 
    The familiars were also present, and their fur, scales, or whatever material covered their bodies was clean, with not a single spot of dirt or blood on them. I felt completely rejuvenated, and when I looked around the room, a smile broke across my face.  
 
    “It has been done!” I called out. “I come before you after enacting three Dark Miracles. I’m sure Theodora has already told you everything since I can see the awe and adoration in your eyes. Yes, I am Satan reborn, and my power is unstoppable. You belong to me, for I am your master and Dark Lord. You will live to serve me, and in return, I will protect your lives and ensure you live in an eternity of pure, intoxicating hellish bliss. Now, I command you all to rise from your seats and kneel before me, your dark god.” 
 
    The witches quietly did as I ordered, but then they all dropped to their knees and bowed their heads. The professors were doing the same, and even Theodora was quiet and on the floor. The entire room was taking the time to worship me, and I’d be sure to reward them for their obedience and respect. 
 
    But first, it was time to feast and dance. There would be plenty of time for fucking afterward.  
 
    “Rise,” I commanded once more. “Everyone, enjoy your dinners, drink as much wine as you desire, and dance your spirits away. Tonight, I will begin to take each one of you in turn until you are all pregnant with my demonic offspring. Then, we will conquer every single Elder realm.” 
 
    “Master,” one witch with pale-green hair said in a small voice. “I’d like to speak on behalf of the students, and even the professors… may I?” 
 
    “You may.” I nodded before I walked over to her, placed a finger under her chin, and brought her face up to meet my eyes. “Tell me what you’re thinking. I sense despair and regret.” 
 
    “I-I want to beg you for forgiveness,” she breathed, and her deep-purple eyes were filled with tears. “On behalf of Scholomance. On behalf of all of us who took you for granted and treated you poorly. You deserved so much more from us, and if only we had known--” 
 
    “Enough,” I said in a gentle voice. “I understand. You all had your doubts. I did, too. Believe me, I had no idea who I was when I first arrived, and I could hardly understand why I’d been chosen as the only male witch in Wiccan history, but now, the truth has been revealed. I am proud to be your master, and I love each of you the same way I love my coven. I will do whatever it takes to protect you all, for you are my loyal minions, and soon to be the mothers of my children. All is forgiven, and from now on, we will work together as one unholy coven!” 
 
    A round of applause erupted from every student, and smiles spread across everyone’s faces. When I looked over at the table, Professor Crimson and Headmistress Theodora slowly headed my way, and the redheaded professor had something covered in her hands. 
 
    Neither woman broke eye contact with me as they drew closer, and once they were close enough for me to smell their perfume, both bowed before me and looked deeply into my eyes. 
 
    “I knew you’d return to us, Dark Lord,” Theodora purred. “There was never any doubt in my mind.” 
 
    “Our memories have returned to us,” Professor Crimson whispered, and her voice was laced with regret. “I do hope you accept our sincere apology. Every word our fellow sister said was true. We regret our past transgressions and hope you will accept our apologies with every inch of our black hearts. I know it has already been said, but I can’t help but feel like we need to repeat ourselves over and over again.”  
 
    “You are forgiven.” I smiled before I looked down at the mysterious item in her grasp. “Now, what’s this in your hands?”  
 
    “Please accept this as a token of our undying faith and love, my lord,” Crimson replied with a red smile. “It tastes like nothing else in all the realms, and there is only a small amount left in the Wiccan world.” 
 
    My curiosity peaked, and when Crimson carefully removed the soft white fabric, she revealed a tall golden goblet. Inside was a deep-red brew, and it smelled unlike anything I’d ever encountered before. It was a mixture of spices, combined with something sweet like chocolate and berry wine. My mouth watered, and my eyes went wide before I gently took the cup from her dainty white hands and tilted my head back. The spicy and sweet brew slipped down my throat and made my insides tingle with pleasure, and warmth flooded through me like a warm wave.  
 
    “Thank you, Crimson,” I murmured as I stared into her eyes. “I’ll see to it that you are rewarded for your generosity.”  
 
    “Thank you.” Lust glittered in the professor’s eyes, but she dipped into a little curtsy. “It would be an honor beyond imagination to be blessed with a child by you, my dark master.”  
 
    “Soon.” I smirked before I looked around the room at the gorgeous, talented women, and then Lilith caught my eye as she leaned into me. 
 
    “Well done, my dark lord,” she whispered into my ear. “Now, you can take your reward and relish in tonight. You’ve done well, and you deserve to feel like the unholy king you are.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and when I pulled away to look into her piercing blue eyes, it felt like I was looking into a mirror. “Is it strange to say I never knew how much I missed you until now? I feel like you’re the part of me that has been missing for years, and now, I feel whole. Not only because I’ve unlocked my full power, but because I have you.” 
 
    “You do have me.” Lilith smiled. “You have me and every witch and unholy creature in existence. So, take them. Make tonight yours… before you worry about the Elder Lord and his army.” 
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled. “But as I said, the bedroom ritual can commence once we fill our bellies with food and wine.” 
 
    “Then let’s begin,” Lilith replied.  
 
    “Alex,” I said as I looked at my familiar. “You may take the night and make it yours. You’ve done well. Enjoy the time with your beloved Silvia.” 
 
    You don’t have to ask me twice, master, my familiar responded with a deep chuckle. Enjoy yourself. I’m sure we’ll be seeing each other in the morning. Perhaps for a quick hunt? 
 
    “Why the hell not?” I answered. “Now, go. The night is young.” 
 
    Yes, Cole, he replied, and when he soared through the banquet doors, the other familiars followed him without delay.  
 
    I breathed in and looked around the room once more. All the witches were waiting for my instructions, and it dawned on me that I’d have so many more women to control. They were mine in body and soul, and I was sure no man had ever felt more powerful.  
 
    “Let us feast!” I said with my hands raised high. “Then we shall drink and dance to my heart’s content!” 
 
    The entire Academy cheered in response, and the music began to play louder and faster. I took a seat where Theodora led me, and I sat before the entire school. Different plates were brought to me, and when the chair shifted beneath my body, I realized it was morphing into something else.  
 
    I looked down at the armrests and above me, and I realized I was seated upon a throne made from golden bones and red velvet. I chuckled, and then I felt something heavy on top of my head. When I reached up to touch it, cold metal kissed my fingertips. Then I looked down at the floor, and when I saw my dark shadow, I noticed horns against the side of what looked like a crown. 
 
    I was king, I was Satan, and I was fucking unstoppable.  
 
    I sat before my Wiccan subjects, and I watched them devour their exquisite meals while I ate my own food slowly and drank steadily. I wanted to enjoy every moment of celebration. It was like foreplay for me to watch the women slowly eat and drink and relish every moment of peace I offered them. They were all beautiful, dutiful, obedient, and one hell of an army. Together, I knew we would defeat the Elder Lord without issue, but there would still be more training in the days to come.  
 
    But for now, I wasn’t going to worry about that.  
 
    No, tonight would be one of pure ecstasy and pleasure.  
 
    As the witches finished their meals, they danced for me. They moved their hips in wide circles, touched each other slowly, and caressed every inch of available bare skin. The sight sent my blood rushing south, and when I saw the look of desperation in their eyes and the deep longing they held for me, I knew I couldn’t wait another second.  
 
    I downed the last drops of wine, wiped my mouth, and raised my hands for silence. The music instantly stopped, and everyone turned to look at me with bright eyes, slightly parted lips, and flushed cheeks.  
 
    “Now, I will begin to summon the women to my chambers,” I said in a loud voice, and I could already sense the trembling thighs and burning desire spreading through the banquet hall. Every witch here was desperate for my cock, and I would be sure to slide deep into their pussies and put a baby in their bellies. “The first woman I’d like to join me in my chambers… shall be… Crimson.” 
 
    The redheaded professor blushed a deep shade of scarlet, but I knew she was eager to have my throbbing cock deep inside her folds. I looked into her ruby-red eyes, and a small smile curled on her dark red lips until all I could think about was having that mouth wrapped around my cock.  
 
    “I’d be more than honored to, master,” the beautiful witch cooed. “Shall I follow you upstairs?” 
 
    “No,” I chuckled before I snapped my fingers, and the two of us vanished in the blink of an eye.  
 
    Then we were inside my bedroom, and Crimson took a moment to look around and softly giggle as she placed a finger against her lips. 
 
    “I’ve never been in here before,” the redheaded beauty said. “I have to admit, though, I’ve wondered about your quarters. In fact, I’ve thought about more than just that.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow. “Do tell me more.” 
 
    “Well, with your permission, Dark Lord,” the crimson-haired beauty purred. “I’d like to start by taking off your clothes while I tell you what I’ve been dreaming about. Every. Single. Night.”  
 
    “Yes, I want to hear every detail while you undress me from head to toe like the obedient Wicca you are,” I growled like a wolf. 
 
    “I’d love that, master,” Crimson breathed as her fingers found their way to the buttons down my shirt. “More than anything.” 
 
    “So, what did you dream about?” I pushed with an eager grin. “I want to hear every detail.”  
 
    “It starts with the two of us,” Crimson began, and her brilliant red eyes fixated on the spot between my legs as she slowly started to unbuckle my belt. “We’re in my classroom, and it’s just the two of us. You start kissing me, soft at first, but then your kisses grow more demanding. You bite down on my skin and lick my collarbone, and shivers run up and down my spine.” 
 
    With one quick, hard pull, she tugged my trousers down and stared at my erect cock. Her eyes widened with awe, and she licked her deep-red lips while I let my shirt fall to the floor.  
 
    “And now that it’s actually happening,” I chuckled as I rubbed my throbbing head along her wet lips. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to take you deep inside my mouth,” she said with a sweet smile. “You can fuck my mouth until I can taste your unholy seed. I want to feel every inch of you. I need you, Dark One. I need you more than anything.”  
 
    “And you have me,” I reassured her as she started to rub my cock with her hands in quick, desperate strokes. “Go on… take your time. We have all night.” 
 
    “Hmmmmmm,” Crimson giggled when she started to bat my cock along her hot wet tongue. “Ah, ah, ah!” 
 
    “Now, put me deep inside your mouth,” I commanded as my cock twitched and throbbed. “Just as you desired. I’ll fuck you gently at first and then go rough.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” the redheaded beauty groaned as I slid my cock deep inside her mouth.  
 
    Her red lips were wrapped around my member, and I started to buck my hips back and forth inside her mouth. She gently gagged each time my tip scraped the back of her throat, and when I thrust harder and faster, her eyes welled with tears, but she continued to stare up at me with lust and adoration.  
 
    “Do you like that?” I teased as I moved my body faster. “Your mouth feels fucking fantastic.” 
 
    “Hmmmmm,” she grunted, and she moved her hands up and down my cock in quick, furious strokes. 
 
    Her dress was slipping off her shoulders, and with my mind, I willed the fabric to come entirely off. When she was naked and on her knees, the corners of her lips curled into a smile, and pre-cum dripped along the sides of her full pout. Beneath the small patch of deep-red hair between her legs, I could see the wood becoming shiny with her juices. She was already soaked, and I couldn’t wait until I plunged my rod deep inside her tight, hot cunt.  
 
    As her tongue swirled around my rock-hard cock, I groaned, and my body twitched. I felt a little lonely with only one tongue on my shaft, though, so without looking away from Crimson, I willed another woman to appear in the bedroom. 
 
    “Luna,” I moaned as Crimson bobbed her head up and down along my member. “Come and join us.”  
 
    The pale-haired beauty stood near the threshold as the smoke of my transportation spell disappeared, and her purple eyes glittered as she took in Crimson’s position before me. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” Luna cooed. “What do we have here?” 
 
    “Don’t just stand there,” I chuckled. “It’s your turn to have a taste.” 
 
    “With the utmost pleasure, my lord,” the pale-haired Wicca purred before she approached.  
 
    My desire grew tenfold as the gorgeous woman ran her long tongue along my balls and then placed a whole one in her mouth and sucked. A wet popping sound echoed through the chamber, and I threw my head back as both professors licked along my length and gently nibbled on my pulsating tip.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm,” Luna moaned, and her lavender eyes were those of a cock-hungry vixen. The witches took turns sucking on my cock, and when Luna bobbed her blonde head even faster along my slick dick, my tip scraped the back of her throat until she gagged. “Hmmmmmm!” 
 
    I grinned and grunted before I wrapped my fingers through their hair and guided them along my long, throbbing cock. My hips bucked and moved with fierce intensity, and I took turns fucking both their mouths.  
 
    Soon, my body began to tremble all over, and I knew I was close to exploding a bucket load of cream all over them. I grinned and moved my body with even more vigor before I gently pulled out of Luna’s mouth and aimed my cock between the two beauties. Then I sprayed my thick hot load between the two of them and covered their mouths with my white cream.  
 
    “Oh, yes!” Luna squealed with her eyes closed. “Cover us in your cum, master!”  
 
    “Do you fucking like that?” I chuckled.  
 
    “We doooooo!” Crimson gasped, and her mouth was still open as she tried to lick every drop of cum near her lips. “Satan, your cream tastes so fucking delicious.”  
 
    “May you place your unholy cock deep inside our pussies now, master?” Luna begged. “I can’t wait another second.” 
 
    “Then get down on all fours,” I growled. “Both of you.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the professors giggled before they submitted themselves to me.  
 
    I sighed with satisfaction as I started to rub my cock along their bright red folds, and both women shuddered with pleasure when I slapped their asses and rubbed my cock along their slick openings. They mewled and arched their backs further, like desperate animals in heat waiting to be fucked and impregnated.  
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked, but before either could respond, I slid my dick deep inside Crimson’s opening.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” the redheaded professor gasped before she tilted her head back and rocked her body against mine. “Oooooh, fuck, fuck, fuck!”  
 
    Crimson squealed with delight and grunted with pleasure as I grabbed onto her hips and pushed my rod deeper inside her wet, throbbing tunnel. Her sexy little grunts sent my body into overdrive, and I couldn’t get enough. I prodded further, deeper, and harder inside her hot cavern, and as her walls clamped against my dick, she tossed her hair back and screamed. 
 
    “Do you fucking like that?” I grunted. 
 
    “M-M-More than anything!” Crimson yelled. “Ahhhh, fuuuuuuuuuuuck! Please don’t stop, master. Screw me hard. Make me cummmm! Put a seed in my belly!” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” I chuckled. “The two of you.” 
 
    “Please, master,” Luna pleaded as she wriggled her ass. “Do me! I beg you.” 
 
    “I’ll fuck your crazy brains out,” I reassured her. “Just watch.” 
 
    Crimson sighed as I gently pulled out of her bright wet folds, and when I stuck my dick deep inside Luna’s cavern, she gasped, and her entire body shuddered with desire.  
 
    “Ooooooooh!” the blonde beauty panted. “M-My lord! Your cock is huuuuuge!” 
 
    “And it needed your hungry pussy,” I said as I bucked my hips faster, and my tip prodded in and out of her opening. “How do you like that, Professor?” 
 
    “I-I can’t get enough!” the blonde beauty responded in between raspy breaths. “Satan, fuck me! Please, don’t stop! Not for an instant!”  
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I grunted as I dug my nails into her soft flesh. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” 
 
    “Does my body please you, Dark Lord?” Luna purred and arched her back.  
 
    “Yes,” I panted as I grabbed harder onto her wide, creamy hips, and I thrust my cock deeper inside her slick opening. “Fuck, I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Cum inside me, master! I’m cumming!” Luna begged. “Put a child inside me!”  
 
    “With pleasure,” I breathed, and when I glanced at professor Crimson, her bright-red eyes were glistening with desire as well. “Crimson, come closer. I want to put my seed inside you as well.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” the ruby-haired vixen responded before she edged closer to Luna and presented her abused opening to me.  
 
    My entire body shuddered with pleasure, and my head spun in wild circles as Luna’s walls clenched firmly around my throbbing cock. I gasped and shuddered as my dick spurted deep inside her cavern like a hot hose, and she cried out as her pussy sucked onto my member for dear life. I was still shooting cum, so I swiftly pulled out of her cunt and slid my exploding rod deep inside Crimson. The redheaded beauty cried out in pleasure as I bestowed my cream deep inside her cavern, and she shoved her hips back against me.  
 
    “Unholy fuuuuuuuuuuck!” Crimson squealed as her walls tightened around my rod, and her body shook uncontrollably.  
 
    The redhead breathed in ecstasy as I gently pulled out of her pussy, and both women giggled with delight as my cum dripped down their pale thighs.  
 
    “What would you have us do now, master?” they asked in unison.  
 
    “Bring me Nyx, Circe, Marina, and Vesta,” I ordered.  
 
    “Yes, Dark One,” the two professors answered before they reached for their clothes. 
 
    “There’s no need,” I said. “Go naked. The entire castle, save Lilith of course, will be as naked as their name day by the time the sun rises, and they will all stay naked so that I can take each woman as I see fit.”  
 
    “Of course, my lord,” Crimson chuckled before the two of them sprinted off and searched for the four women I requested.  
 
    It didn’t take long before there was a knock on my door, and Nyx, Vesta, Circe, and Marina were at the threshold. I could feel their eagerness like perfume, and I knew they were itching to remove their clothes and have me deep inside them.  
 
    “Take off your clothes,” I commanded. “Then stand against the wall.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women replied in unison. 
 
    With hungry eyes, I watched as each gorgeous witch pressed herself against the wall and waited for me to make my next move. I was ready to fuck their Wiccan brains out, but first, I wanted to make them anticipate it.  
 
    That was half the fun. 
 
    “So,” I purred as I neared them, and my cock hardened as I drew closer. “Who wants to go first?” 
 
    All the women spoke at once, and their eyes never left my dick. 
 
    “Pleeeeeeeeeease, master,” Nyx pleaded with wide indigo eyes, and her loud voice drowned out the rest of the women. “I’d love to suck on your cock. More than anything.”  
 
    “If you do well,” I teased. “Then I will fuck you against the wall and pound deep inside you until I’ve put a baby in your belly. Would you like that?” 
 
    “More than anything, master,” Nyx mewled as she bit down on her blue lip. “Please, fuck me until I’m screaming.”  
 
    “Then get down on your knees,” I ordered. “The rest of you, I want you to play with each other on the bed so I can watch as Nyx sucks me off.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the trio responded in a dutiful tone. 
 
    They sprinted to the bed and started to get busy with each other. Circe spread her legs wide while Vesta began to gently lick the inside of her thighs and then her pussy. Meanwhile, Marina caressed Circe from behind and planted kisses along her neck while pinching the blonde witch’s nipples.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” I groaned as Nyx slowly started to bat my cock along her long, wet tongue. “Keep going, Nyx. Put me inside your fucking mouth.” 
 
    “Mmmm, yes, master,” the horned witch replied before she wrapped her full lips around my cock and bobbed her horned head up and down along my shaft. 
 
    “Oooooh, fuck,” I grunted, and I started to buck my hips back and forth.  
 
    Nyx used her tongue to lick up and down my shaft and made soft gurgling noises as she swiftly moved her head up and down. She licked my balls and sucked hard on every inch of my cock, and blood pumped furiously through my body as she moved her head up and down in faster, more desperate, motions.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmmmm,” she gagged when I fucked the back of her throat.  
 
    “That’s it,” I grunted as I grabbed her horns and guided her faster along my wet shaft. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” 
 
    Nyx gently gagged as I prodded deeper down her throat, but before I could cum inside the blue witch’s mouth, I stopped and slid out. A wet popping noise echoed in the bedroom, and when Nyx wiped her wet mouth, I motioned for her to stand up. 
 
    Once she was on her feet, I grabbed her roughly by the back of her neck and pressed her blue lips against mine, and the horned witch moaned in my mouth and swirled her tongue along my teeth. Our breathing grew heavy, and when I slammed her against the wall, she gasped and ran her fingers through my hair. Then I picked her up from beneath her plush blue thighs and stuck my cock up her wet pussy. 
 
    The witch moaned with delight, and when I pulled my mouth away, she gently bit down on my lower lip and grunted each time I pushed my hips against hers.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” the horned Wicca screamed. “Fuck me! Dark lord, please fuck me and put a baby inside me!” 
 
    “I’ll fuck you so hard,” I promised before I started to wildly buck my hips faster and thrust deeper inside her wet cavern.  
 
    Nyx squealed and moaned as my cock slid inside her tunnel, and her walls started to furiously clench around my rod. The faster I pounded inside her, the more her body jerked up and down against the wall. My hold on her was tight as she wrapped her long blue legs around me, and then she tossed back her head and looked up at the ceiling. 
 
    “I-I-I’m cumming!” the horned beauty squealed. “Make me a baby, Cole! Please, Dark Loooooooord!” 
 
    I gasped, and my body trembled as I released a hot load of sperm deep inside the blue witch. She cried out my name over and over again, and I didn’t stop fucking her until there wasn’t a drop of cum left to give her. 
 
    “Fuck,” Nyx panted as she collapsed against the wall and went limp in my hold.  
 
    “Now.” I grinned. “Go and take a long taste of Circe while I fuck Vesta. Understood?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the horned witch replied with a sexy smile.  
 
    As I made my way over to the bed, the other women moved out of the way and allowed me to lay on my back and rest my head on the pillows. I grinned and watched as the purple-skinned witch sauntered my way and stared at me with her wide, silver eyes. She then licked her lips, and without being told, she swung her long leg over my hip and hovered her bare pussy over my cock.  
 
    “Hmmmmm, master,” the elvish beauty purred. “Are you going to put a child in me as well?” 
 
    “Of course, I fucking will.” I grinned as she stroked my slick cock. “But you’d better ride me. Ride my cock like a stallion until I cum deep inside your cunt.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta sighed in a dream-like voice before she slowly slid down onto my titanium rod. “Ahhhhhhh! Maaaaaster!” 
 
    I grunted in response, and quickly, the green-haired witch started to bounce up and down along my dick. Sexy little grunts escaped her lips, and when I reached up to grab a full tit, she tossed back her head and moaned like a bitch in heat. 
 
    “Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she panted as she bounced faster, and her slick, tight walls clenched around my cock. “M-Master… I love you! I love your c-c-cock!” 
 
    “And I love you and your tight pussy,” I grunted before I grabbed onto her slender purple hips and bounced her faster along my wet, pulsating rod. “Fuck, you’re like a goddess, Vesta.” 
 
    “I’m y-y-yours,” the elvish witch stuttered as she started to grind along my cock. “Hmmmmm, master. Put a child in me. I beg you.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I growled, and my cock throbbed deep in her sopping and clenching tunnel. “I plan to plant a seed in all of you, and together, we will grow my unholy kingdom.”  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” Vesta breathed with eyes as wide as silver dinner plates. 
 
    “Marina,” I said in between breaths. “Come over here and hover your delicious pussy over my mouth so I can fuck you with my tongue.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Marina purred, and in seconds, the purple-haired Wicca was hovering over my mouth. 
 
    She gently started to rock her body as I delved my tongue deep inside her warm, sweet cunt. The former siren gasped and began to move her hips faster as I fucked her with my tongue, and the quicker I pushed against her throbbing clit, the louder she begged for more.  
 
    “Aw, fuuuuuuuuuuuck!” Marina squealed as I flicked my tongue along her sweet spot. “Master, your mouth is incredible.” 
 
    “And so is your huge cock,” Vesta breathed in between furious bounces. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! I think I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “So am I,” I growled when I pulled away from Marina. “Marina, go to Vesta, and the two of you can take turns hopping on my dick. I’ll cum deep inside both of you.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the duo responded.  
 
    As I laid there, the two women took turns hopping off and on my cock, and when I plowed deep inside their tunnels, I could feel myself nearing a threshold. Both women had cummed several times, but now it was time to plant a seed inside them.  
 
    “Fuck, yes!” Marina squealed as she violently thrust her body against mine. “I-I can feel you about to cum, master! So am I!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said as I bit down on my lip and dug my nails deep into her skin. “Fuuuuuuuuuck, here I cuuuuuuuum!” 
 
    I grunted loudly as I spurted hot cream deep inside the former siren, and she tossed back her head as her tunnel sucked me for every drop. As I continued to fire away like a hot hose, Vesta shoved Marina off, hopped onto my exploding tip, and sucked as much cum as I could offer the two women. “That’s iiiiiiiiiiiiit!” Marina mewled with delight before she leaned down and planted a hot kiss on my lips. “I can already feel a baby growing inside of me.” 
 
    “Patience,” I chuckled before I slowly sat up and looked over at Circe. 
 
    Her snake-like eyes bored into mine as she licked her full lips with her snake-like tongue and smiled.  
 
    “Master,” she purred as she started to rub her bright red pussy. “Will you fuck me now? Will you plant your seed in my womb?” 
 
    “Fucking hell,” I whispered, and I could feel my cock already throbbing with desire. “It would be my pleasure.” 
 
    “How do you want me?” the serpentine Wicca asked with an arched blonde eyebrow.  
 
    “Submissive,” I grunted. “Get the fuck underneath me. Right now.” 
 
    “Of course, Dark Lord,” the blonde witch replied before she slowly crawled toward me and licked my neck. “I’m yours to dominate. Now and for all eternity.” 
 
    “Good,” I growled before I turned to the other women and smirked. “Be sure every witch in Scholomance is waiting outside my room in an orderly fashion. I want to fuck them all and plant my seed in their wombs. But first, bring the women who fought beside me to enact the three unholy miracles. I want to reward them first.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the three women responded in a dutiful tone. 
 
    As they left the bedroom, naked and giggling with delight, I carefully crawled on top of Circe. She stared at me with her wide, serpentine eyes, and a slow smile played on her lips.  
 
    “Please slide your thick, delicious dick deep inside me,” she cooed as she spread her legs wider and slid up and down along the sheets. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me until I’m screaming for mercy.”  
 
    “If that’s your desire,” I chuckled as I rubbed my head along her wet folds. “Then I will give it to you.” 
 
    Before she could answer, I slipped my cock deep inside her warm, wet hole. The blonde beauty gasped with satisfaction and awe, and I quickly began to thrust my hips and fuck her deep tunnel.  
 
    “Ooo, ooo, ooo,” she mewled as I ventured deeper and harder. “Yes, master! My lord! My looooove! Don’t stop, pleeeeeease!”  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you until your womb is filled with my seed,” I growled as I fucked her with all my vigor. “Then you will give me a child. Just as I command.” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Circe tossed her head back and forth in between the pillows and bit so hard on her lip that she drew blood.  
 
    I leaned down to lick her salty lips and chuckled as I plowed deeper inside her, and the sound of our breathing and the smacking of our slick bodies echoed through the bedroom and made my head spin.  
 
    I would continue to fuck the blonde Wicca until her pussy was filled to the brim with my seed. Then I would fuck the rest of the academy until every single witch was carrying my children. The night was young, and we had plenty of weeks to not only enjoy ourselves until it was time to go to war. 
 
    Nothing would stop me from becoming the master of the universe. 
 
    Not even the Wicca high council.  
 
    In fact, they would be next.  
 
      
 
    End of Book 10 
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