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    Chapter 1 
 
    I stretched out my tired muscles as I came to, and the morning light drifted peacefully in through my window. There was a tint of darkness mixed in with the sunlight, and the soft splatter of rain hit against the glass like a relaxing lullaby. I closed my eyes gently as I took in the light rainfall, and I would have easily fallen back off to sleep had it not been for the distraction that laid beside me.  
 
    It had been two weeks since I’d announced my true identity to the entirety of Scholomance, and since then not a night had gone by without me sharing the bed with someone. 
 
    In fact, every minute of every day has been the same. I’d shared this bed with every member of the academy to impregnate them all, and last night, it was finally Sasha’s turn. 
 
    Sasha was a young witch, fairly new to Scholomance, and with a lot to learn, but I was eager to teach her everything I knew.  
 
    I peered down and took in the sight of the soft, pale, naked body curled up beside me. A light vibration buzzed from Sasha’s lips as she slept, and I watched in wonder as the morning light drew shadows over her shoulders. The shadow ran over the curve of the shoulder until it seeped into the crease of Sasha’s armpit, and her pale, slightly glittery, skin appeared to shine against the darkness the shadow created.  
 
    Her blood-red hair splayed across the cotton pillow, and black bangs covered her forehead with just a slight parting in the center. I hadn’t fully noticed her smaller features the night before, and I was far more interested in a different part of her anatomy, so I took those spare few minutes to pay more attention to the woman at my side.  
 
    Sasha’s face was almost elf-like in shape, with a pointed chin and eyes and nose disproportionate to the rest of her face, but she was stunningly beautiful. Her rosy lips were plump, the lower slightly fuller than the upper, and the memory of her biting down on her juicy lip with her teeth while I thrust deep into her tight pussy almost caused my cock to harden once again.  
 
    A small splatter of freckles dotted across the curve of Sasha’s cheeks and over the bridge of her nose, and a thin, silver ring was pierced through her right nostril. The remains of black makeup were smudged around her eyes, and I remembered how incredible she’d looked the night before as she stood in my doorway with nothing but a red robe tied loosely around her waist.  
 
    She’d been the last witch for me to claim, and now I’d fucked every woman who walked the halls of Scholomance. Sometimes I chose my women myself, and sometimes I had the rest of my coven do the picking for me. It always interested me to see who the coven would pick, and it was a nice surprise to open the door and find someone new standing on the other side. I was often met with multiple women at a time, and each woman appeared just as eager and determined to receive my unholy sperm. My beautiful coven surprised me at all hours of the day, and I made sure to reward them for all their hard work, too.  
 
    Now, every single witch in the Academy was bound to me by blood, covenant, and seed, and soon they would bear a legion of my offspring. 
 
    I pushed back Sasha’s hair as I thought about our evening together. The way she’d begged for my cock, how my name slipped from her lips as she let out a deepened moan, and then how tight her pussy was as I emptied inside her. She wasn’t as vocal as some, and louder than others, so it was a gentle mix between the two. I remembered how soft her skin had felt beneath my fingers, and how she was far stronger than I’d first thought. Sasha might be small and slender, but she held strength in her muscles, especially when I was nestled between her legs, with her ankles crossed against my back.  
 
    I could have spent the entire morning thinking about our lovemaking, but my distraction came when Sasha let out a light sigh, and her deep gray eyes fluttered open. It seemed to take the witch a second to gather her thoughts together, but I noticed how her large eyes widened when she took in the sight of me. Then a blush began to spread across her cheeks, and it deepened as every second ticked past. 
 
    “Good morning,” I chuckled. “Did you sleep well?”  
 
    “I-I did, my lord,” she replied sheepishly.  
 
    “Good.” I grinned.  
 
    Sasha combed through her hair with her fingers, and then she sat up in the bed and tightened the satin cover around her naked body. Her shimmering back was on full display to me, but before I could reach out and touch it, Sasha let out a scared squeak and turned her head around to face me.  
 
    “What time is it?” Sasha asked in a panic. “I cannot believe I didn’t think about the time.” 
 
    “Hush, it’s still early,” I replied with a gentle hand on her shoulder. “The sun is still to fully rise, so you have time before class.” 
 
    “Okay, good,” she said as she let out a sigh of relief.  
 
    For a young witch like Sasha, who still had much to learn, it was important for her to be present for every class. I could have easily told the professors to excuse Sasha for the day, but I needed her to be as well-informed as possible. 
 
    I needed the entire school to be that way. 
 
    And, to be honest, it wasn’t like the other students hadn’t missed a class here and there, so even if Sasha had been late, everyone would have known she was in my care. 
 
    Sasha relaxed back into my arms for a few more minutes before she chose to leave the bed. She only needed to locate her red robe, due to the fact she wore no underwear last night, but I could see the look of embarrassment that crossed her face, no doubt at the thought of wandering the busy halls in just a robe. 
 
    “If anyone should say something, just tell them you’d spent the night with me,” I snickered. “I’m sure that’ll shut them up.” 
 
    “Th-thank you, my lord.” Sasha bowed her head.  
 
    Sasha tied the red silk even tighter around her slim body, and then she ran from the room. I heard her quickened footsteps as she descended the stairs, followed by the gentle thud as the main door closed behind her. 
 
    I’d originally made the rule that no witch, apart from Lilith, should wear any clothes as they wandered the halls of the school. It made it ten times easier for me to fuck them, so I never saw the need to have the added barrier of clothes in my way. But now that I’d spent two weeks with every woman in this school, and all of them had received my unholy sperm, I saw no need for them to walk around naked. 
 
    As incredible as it had been to see their breasts bounce freely as they walked, and to pin the random witch against a wall and fuck her when I felt like it, the celebrations were over, and I needed the women to focus on preparing for the next battle.  
 
    Soooo… came the voice of my familiar, Alexander, as he flew into the room. How does it feel to know you’ve taken literally everyone in this academy now? 
 
    I chuckled loudly as I relaxed back against the headboard and used my hands as a pillow, and Alexander curled up in a ball in the spot Sasha had just vacated.  
 
    “No different than knowing they’re all under my control now.” I shrugged. “But how was your night? Any different than mine?” 
 
    Oh, you know, just the same as every other night, he answered as he let out a yawn. I found comfort beside the fire, and I kept Silvia warm under my wing.  
 
    “Was the fire not enough to keep her warm?” I teased.  
 
    Hey, a guy’s gotta do what a guy’s gotta do. Alexander gave me a pointed look with his ruby-red eyes. Now, I’m going to get some more sleep before we’re needed again.  
 
    The wolverine began to snore before I could even speak my answer, so I left him to rest and stepped free from the comfort of my bed. There was a slight chill in the air, but I could smell the sweet scent of lavender that floated from the bathroom, which indicated a bath was ready for me.  
 
    “Thank you, Cordelia,” I spoke into the air.  
 
    “You’re welcome, sir,” the ghostly, foreign voice replied. “Would you care for some breakfast?”  
 
    “Please,” I said.  
 
    “Of course,” Cordelia said lightly. “It’ll be ready for you as soon as you leave the bathroom.” 
 
    I wandered into the bathroom and took in the glorious sight of the filled tub. Clouds of steam billowed from the heated water, as well as the calming scent of lavender, but there was another scent in the room I couldn’t quite place. It smelled almost fruity, yet floral at the same time, and Cordelia had included a few bubbles in the bath, so I believed the fruity-floral scent came from them.  
 
    I slipped my tired body into the water and rejoiced at how the burning water felt against my skin. The rain continued to pound against the window, but the natural soundtrack only added to the relaxing atmosphere.  
 
    I stayed in the bath until right before my fingers began to prune, and then I reached for the fresh red towel left on a heated rail. Cordelia must have sensed the chill in the air, so she’d done whatever she could to warm me up properly.  
 
    I wrapped the towel around my waist, brushed back my damp, black hair with one hand, and then left the bath to drain as I returned to my room. It was no surprise to see the bed had been made, and a fresh set of clothes were folded and waiting for me on a chair. Alexander was still fast asleep in the center of the bed, but he didn’t seem disturbed.  
 
    Once I was changed into my black pants, white shirt, and a black cloak, I collected my wand and dagger and sat down at my desk to enjoy the breakfast Cordelia had promised. The large plate held a selection of everything. Some fluffy scrambled eggs, a small bunch of green grapes, three slices of bacon, buttered toast, and even a breakfast muffin. Cutlery was neatly placed beside the full platter, and my stomach growled at the thought of devouring the marvelous breakfast.  
 
    I ate like a starving wolf but left one slice of bacon and some of the grapes for Alexander to enjoy, and then I headed down toward the common room where three of my coven waited for me. Morgana was curled up in a large chair beside the fireplace. A book laid open on her lap, her black bear, Silvia, sat at her feet, and the witch played with her dark hair with one hand.  
 
    Akira and Nyx were working on something in the corner of the room, but I couldn’t see exactly what it was. I noticed a black cauldron as green smoke wafted into the air, and I could smell something herbal, but knowing Nyx, there could have been anything in that fucking pot. 
 
    “Good morning, master,” Morgana spoke up as she noticed me on the stairs.  
 
    “Oh, Satan,” Akira whispered sharply as she and Nyx spun around on their feet.  
 
    “Good morning.” I smiled.  
 
    Vesta was the next to arrive in the room with her ivory snake, Ursula, slithering by her side. The elven witch only wore a skirt and bra, but her sea-green hair was tied up in a neat ponytail on the top of her head.  
 
    I found myself gazing at her soft breasts as the lilac-skinned elf princess stormed into the common room, but then her voice drew my eyes to her face. 
 
    “Has anyone seen my fucking shirt?” Vesta huffed as she lifted every cushion and checked behind them.  
 
    “Why would anyone take your shirt?” Akira asked.  
 
    “I don’t know, but someone has!” the silver-eyed witch answered. 
 
    “Have you checked the bathroom?” Morgana suggested.  
 
    “I’ve checked everywhere!” Vesta continued to search the room, but it was clear she’d reached her boiling point.  
 
    “Cordelia, can you get Vesta a clean shirt?” I sighed into the air. 
 
    “Of course, sir,” Cordelia replied.  
 
    Within seconds, there was a brilliantly white shirt folded neatly on the arm of one couch.  
 
    “Is that better?” I asked as I handed the garment to the elven witch.  
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Vesta said with a slight nod of her head. “I apologize for my outburst.” 
 
    The witch ran off toward her room, and Ursula followed on behind her. Once Vesta closed the door, a whispered cackle came from Nyx and Akira. They continued to stir the cauldron, but I noticed a piece of white fabric draped over the table beside the pot, which I instantly knew had been Vesta’s missing shirt.  
 
    “What are you two doing?” I asked as I wandered over toward them. 
 
    “Well,” Akira said as she excitedly turned back around to look at me. “Nyx and I have had an idea, which I think you’ll be fond of.” 
 
    “And does that include stealing Vesta’s clothes?” I raised one eyebrow.  
 
    “I’m sorry, my lord,” Nyx spoke up with a lazy smile. “We needed to pad out the potion, and that was the first thing I found, but it didn’t work, so we were forced to start again.” 
 
    “Go on then,” I said as I took a seat beside them. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “It’s a rejuvenation potion, to assist those who may have little energy after the last couple weeks…” Akira grinned. “Everyone has had their free time to celebrate, but now it’s time to start working.” 
 
    “I’ll always be up for a celebration, but, yes, I think it’s time to focus once again,” Penelope added as she arrived in the common room, followed by Marina and Faye. 
 
    “I could probably magic up some delicious treats,” Morgana said from her spot by the fire. “Perhaps I could put some of that potion into the treats?” 
 
    “And this potion is the most addictive, sweetest brew you’ll ever try,” Nyx said as she lifted a wooden spoon out from the cauldron, lightly blew on the concoction, and then took a dainty sip. “Mmm… it’s almost ready!” 
 
    “I bet you have some wicked shit to smoke, too, right?” Samara joined in the conversation, and the former goddess smirked as she finished descending the stairs. 
 
    “Of course, I do,” Nyx giggled. 
 
    “Fuck, I can just imagine the carnage if you include that potion, too,” the former goddess cackled. “No witch is safe from your antics, Nyx.” 
 
    The witches all laughed, and their excitement was clear in the air, but as much as I loved spending my days with every woman, the wine we’d enjoyed until the moon was high in the sky, and how I’d fully absorbed my newly found power, war was still on the horizon.  
 
    “It’s certainly time to put the celebrations behind us for now,” I broke their excited chatter. “There is still much to do, and I am not yet the master of the universe. But give me time...” 
 
    “I cannot wait to see what you have in mind, my lord,” Samara said with a wicked grin. “Whatever it is, it’ll surely be full of greatness.” 
 
    “Of course.” Marina pushed her lavender hair off her shoulders as she came to sit beside me. “Cole is Satan reborn, so anything he says or does is going to be full of greatness.” 
 
    “I’m eager to get started,” Faye added as she took the spare seat beside me. “Give me a commandment, and I’ll be eager to obey it, master.” 
 
    Both Faye and Marina brushed their fingers up and down my arms, and I noticed the hungry expressions that danced across their eyes. I would have taken them both against the couch if I had the time, penetrated their tight, warm pussies, and filled them with my seed as the rest of the coven watched.  
 
    But, unfortunately, there was more to consider than just the war ahead of us.  
 
    I patted Faye and Marina’s hands with my own as I stood from the couch and moved beside the main window to face the rest of the room. We were still waiting on Vesta, Beatrix, Circe, and Revna, but I heard their footsteps in another room, so I knew they were close.  
 
    Vesta came back first, fully clothed this time, followed by Beatrix and Circe. Beatrix’s golden-brown hair looked damp, like she’d just stepped from the bath, but a quick wave of a wand would sort that out. The blonde and beautiful Circe took the seat I’d just vacated, and her serpentine lines roamed over me hungrily as she licked her lips with a forked tongue. Revna was the last to arrive, and a slight blush painted her face as she noticed everyone else had been waiting on her.  
 
    “I’m sorry, my lord,” she said behind a curtain of her blonde hair, but then I noticed she clutched a golden book against her chest, the same book she’d collected from the library last night.  
 
    “It’s alright,” I replied. “But I wish to talk to you all before we speak to the rest of the school. “It has been a quiet couple of weeks. Students have managed to enjoy their lessons once again, but I feel a change in the air.” 
 
    “Is this a premonition?” Morgana asked. “Should we prepare ourselves for something?” 
 
    “It’s not a premonition.” I shook my head. “It’s more common-sense. The Elder Lord has not backed down yet, so it’s only a matter of time before he appears again. There is much to do in that time, but we need to start from the beginning.” 
 
    “Like what?” Samara queried.  
 
    “Like getting other schools in the other realms to believe I am who I say I am,” I declared. “There are many disbelievers who do not think I am Satan reborn, and we must get them to see the truth. I’ll need everyone on my side when it comes to defeating the Elder Lord, not just Scholomance.” 
 
    “Of course, master.” Faye nodded.  
 
    “We’ll always do whatever you ask,” Penelope added. “Those non-believers will soon see how idiotic they’ve been.” 
 
    “But it’s not just them we need to deal with,” I continued. “We also need to visit the High Council and have them believe the same thing.” 
 
    “Then where do we start?” Samara asked with a deadly smirk as she pretended to push up her sleeves.  
 
    “The only way to do it quickly is to get various groups to visit each realm,” I explained to the room. “I don’t fucking care what it takes, just as long as everyone is on my side by the time the Elder Lord arrives.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” my coven replied in unison.  
 
    “You know we’ll stand beside you throughout the entire process,” Morgana added.  
 
    “I know,” I said. “But for now we must get the school together. There is no time to wait.” 
 
    There was a flurry of noise and action as everyone stood from their seats and prepared themselves to leave. Akira and Nyx abandoned their cauldron of brew, Morgana placed her book back on the shelf and slipped on her cloak, and Beatrix pulled her now dry hair against the nape of her neck. My coven knew what they had to do, so I left them without needing to tell them where to go.  
 
    “Make sure to guard the room,” I said aloud for Alexander to hear.  
 
    Of course, Cole, he replied. I notice there’s a spot beside the fire again… 
 
    “Have fun,” I chuckled as I closed the door behind me.  
 
    The corridors were silent as I walked through them, but I could hear the faint footsteps in the distance as my coven continued to gather the academy together.  
 
    I passed various portraits during my walk, and I noticed how every person painted into the canvas bowed their heads. It was much different from how they used to react to me, but now that they knew I was their master, they knew not to shout at me for running, or to say I’d caused a disruption in the quiet corridors.  
 
    I noticed the portrait of one woman with deep green hair looking up at me through her eyebrows, but as I caught her gaze, she quickly looked away again.  
 
    I just chuckled and continued to walk.  
 
    The banquet hall was full by the time I reached it. The long tables had been swapped out, and every student was seated on crimson red chairs. The professors and Headmistress Theodora sat in a line at the far end of the hall, and Lilith, the woman who birthed me, sat alongside them. I still felt the swell in my chest as I took in the sight of my mother, and I wondered if that would ever change, or if I’d always feel the same, strange sensation of love whenever I viewed her.  
 
    I looked at the hall in greater detail as I took my spot in front of the professors. Small lanterns had been placed in various spots along the walls, and each candle was lit. The small flames created a flickered picture against the black walls, and a yellow and orange glow blew from the lanterns.  
 
    The students in front of me all shared the same shy smiles, and I quickly noticed Sasha sitting beside her class. Her red and black hair stuck out majorly, and she blushed as she noticed I was staring right at her. It was incredible to know that I’d fucked each and every one of the nearly two thousand women at this academy, and now they all carried my seed.  
 
    Some of the students began to talk, and soon a thick wall of whispers filled the room, but I couldn’t work out what anyone was saying.  
 
    “Hey!” Akira shouted as she stood from her seat. “Our Dark Lord wishes to speak, so shut the fuck up, bitches!” 
 
    The hall instantly fell quiet, and Akira smiled sweetly as she sat down on her seat and crossed one leg over the other.  
 
    “Thank you, Akira.” I smirked. “But she is right, I have gathered you all here today for a reason. An incredibly important reason.” 
 
    Hundreds of pairs of eyes stared in my direction, but no one said a word after Akira’s sudden threat.  
 
    “As you are all aware, we’re not out of the woods just yet, and there is still trouble on the horizon.” I noticed the scared look on some students’ faces, but I continued to talk regardless. “I demand your attention, and I need you all to participate.” 
 
    The sea of heads nodded in sync.  
 
    “I am Satan reborn!” I called out across the hall. “I need to have every single person in all the realms realize that and believe Satan has returned. Especially those of magical origin. I’ll split you all up into groups, and it is your mission to make the non-believers believe, and make the sceptics no longer question our words. Visit every realm! You must tell them all their Dark Lord has returned!” 
 
    A few witches cheered along with me, and others laughed in their little groups. But every single witch in the hall had the same determined look. Even the younger ones who were still to take their preschool exams seemed excited to take part in the mission.  
 
    “Now, your groups will be mixed,” I continued. “There is a chance you won’t know the others around you, but that just means you’ll need to work together.” 
 
    I overheard the annoyed sigh that came from one student to the left of me.  
 
    I scanned the witches around me and noticed one in particular had a scowl on her face, and she angrily picked away at her nails.  
 
    “You,” I said with a finger pointed toward the witch.  
 
    I waited patiently for the woman to realize I was talking to her, and her yellow skin paled as her eyes widened.  
 
    “Yes, you,” I repeated. “Stand up.” 
 
    The witch stood on shaky legs and peered at the other students who sat around her. I’d seen many professors pick on a single student before, but now it was my turn to make the rules.  
 
    “Tell me your name, woman,” I demanded. “I do somewhat recall filling you with my seed last week, but you weren’t a good enough lover to make me care to remember your name.” 
 
    “Um… Clary,” she stuttered and then curled a strand of her short, orange hair behind one ear. “I’m… I’m so sorry I didn’t please you when you—” 
 
    “You don’t agree with my words, Clary?” I interrupted.  
 
    “N-No, sir, t-that’s not it,” the terrified witch replied.  
 
    “Then what was it?” I questioned with my arms crossed over my front. “The idea of mixed groups displeases you?” 
 
    “I… I…” Clary took a second to think and then tried again. “I’m still to pass my preschool exams, so I fear I won’t be of any use to my group.” 
 
    “Then surely a stronger, mixed group is better for you, no?” I shrugged.  
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord.” She nodded. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.” 
 
    “Just remember, Clary, that those who don’t pass their exams won’t live to see the end of it,” I explained. “So, it’s best you pay close attention to your group. Sit down.” 
 
    Clary muttered something under her breath, it sounded like another apology, and then she returned to her seat but kept her head held low.  
 
    “Now, does anyone else have any issues with my rules?” I spoke loudly, but no one replied. “Good. Each group will have at least two, perhaps three, higher-tier students to assist with transportation to each realm, but I need you all to pay close attention during your travels.”  
 
    I was about to say something else, and I was seconds away from splitting the hall into groups, when I suddenly sensed something approaching.  
 
    It was too late for me to gather any sort of premonition, and without warning, a loud, thunderous bang shook the entire building. Pieces of the brick wall shattered against the wall, and one of the windows broke from the powerful impact. 
 
    “Everyone, get down!” I shouted as I paid closer attention to the sudden attack. 
 
    The students let out screams as they dropped from their chairs, and then two warlocks, both dressed in blue cloaks, appeared from the gray smoke that billowed into the hall. They looked like they could have been brothers from their meaty, clammy complexion and similarly styled brown hair. It was short at the front but longer at the back, and it brushed off their necks.  
 
    The warlocks narrowed their black eyes at me as they wandered down the center of the room.  
 
    I held my wand out in front of me, but from the corner of my eye I noticed that my coven stood to my side, and Professor Vanessa and Professor Crimson had joined them.  
 
    I appreciated their help, but I didn’t need it.  
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” one warlock cried out.  
 
    “Novis!” I shouted back.  
 
    A red light smacked the warlock in the chest, which sent him flying back against the dusty ground. He let out a grunt, and a few of the nearby students let out squeaks as the warlock landed beside them.  
 
    “Tell me what’s brought you here,” I said in a low voice. “As Satan reborn, I demand it.” 
 
    “Aah, so it’s true,” one warlock snickered. “You hear that, Jonis? He really thinks he’s the Satan reborn!” 
 
    Jonis, the warlock on the ground, pulled himself to his feet as he let out a deep laugh, but their fucking laughter only angered me more.  
 
    “Tell me who you are,” I ordered. “Unless you want me to kill you now.” 
 
    Jonis let out another snort, but it sounded more like he was clearing his throat from phlegm. Then he glanced around the hall, and he stuck his bulbous nose up at everything he saw.  
 
    “This little school is nothing compared to the power we hold.” The second warlock smirked.  
 
    I paid close attention to their blue robes and noticed the letter ‘U’ had been embroidered into the left breast pocket. The letter had a picture of flames and waves of water surrounding it, and apart from in a book, it was the first time I’d seen the emblem in person.  
 
    These warlocks were from an area far, far away from here, and they rarely paid attention to anything else that went outside of their precious realm. 
 
    “Utulah,” I said to the men. “That’s where you came from?”  
 
    “We’ve all heard of your fucking ideas of being the Satan reborn, but we’re here to tell you no male witch could ever become the master of our universe,” Jonis chuckled.  
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Samara asked as she stepped forward. 
 
    “Cole is Satan reborn, and you’re both about to realize that for yourselves,” Akira laughed wickedly. 
 
    “Cute, you’ve rallied your little army.” The second warlock rolled his dark eyes.  
 
    I could do nothing but laugh.  
 
    After all, I wasn’t the one who was about to die. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    “Corrumpam vineam eius,” I said casually as I aimed my wand toward Jonis’ feet.  
 
    A bolt of white light exploded free from my wand, and then thick, green vines grew from the stone floor and slithered around Jonis’ ankles like serpents. The warlock didn’t realize what was going on at first, but as the vines tightened around his legs, a look of confusion crossed his face, and I watched in amusement as he struggled against the greenery.  
 
    “You can summon up some vines?” the second warlock snorted. “Even preschoolers can do that. It doesn’t tell us shit.” 
 
    “I wasn’t trying to show you anything,” I replied. “Unless Jonis needs to piss, there’s no need for that constant fidgeting.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” Jonis spat as he struggled against the vines.  
 
    “Vincula!” Morgana shouted from beside me.  
 
    I knew what the witch had tried to do with the vines, and her quick-thinking impressed me, but the warlocks also caught onto the threat. 
 
    “Novis!” Jonis cried.  
 
    Then, before Morgana could react, large, heavy, metal chains appeared around her waist and chest, and her face contorted with pain as the chains tightened. She dropped her wand to the floor and twisted her body back and forth, and a painful moan left her lips.  
 
    The moment the warlocks aimed for my coven, the fight began.  
 
    “Proelium!” I shouted.  
 
    The bolt of light threw the second warlock against the far off wall, but the sudden distraction gave Revna the opportunity to break the chains free from Morgana. 
 
    “Intermissum!” Revna shouted with her wand aimed at the chains. The metal crumbled to the floor in a pile of dust, and Morgana wasted no time in collecting her wand and standing guard once again.  
 
    Jonis then used the intermissum spell against the vines, and then his feet were free to move as he pleased.  
 
    The second warlock brushed the rubble from the wall off his back and came to stand beside his partner. An expression flashed across the warlock’s face, but I couldn’t decipher what it meant, or what he had planned. So far, they hadn’t made much of a move, but I knew that could change in the blink of an eye, so I considered my options.  
 
    On the one hand, my army was over a thousand strong, and they were all immortal as long as I was breathing, so we could wipe the floor with these assholes.  
 
    But not every single witch in Scholomance was as proficient and powerful as my original coven.  
 
    And I also didn’t want to play my hand just yet.  
 
    These warlocks had heard rumors of my declaration and dominion over Scholomance, but they didn’t know my army was undying, and I didn’t want that knowledge to get out just yet if I could help it. It might be an advantage to us later in facing both non-believers and the Elder Lord.  
 
    “Clypeus,” I whispered once I’d made my decision.  
 
    All of a sudden, barriers began to form around all of the students, which kept them “safe” from the warlocks and kept up the illusion of their vulnerability. Then, from inside the barrier, a purple smoke began to form as the students disappeared from the hall, and the barrier vanished the second the final student shadow-ported elsewhere. 
 
    But as the students’ wall of safety came down, a clear, glass-like sheet similarly formed over the two men. The barrier stopped them from shooting at us, but it also stopped us from shooting at them.  
 
    My coven, the professors, and I had to break the wall, but I knew a simple incantation wasn’t going to shatter it.  
 
    “Aim everything you have at them!” I demanded my coven. “The wall will break, but it will take some power to do so. These terrified motherfuckers won’t be safe in there for long.” 
 
    As bolts of red, green, and blue lights darted from the tips of my women’s wands, I began to think more about the warlocks’ intentions. They didn’t want a male witch to become the ultimate ruler, but so far they hadn’t put up much of a fight. They’d barely taken a shot at any of us, and they hid behind a barrier the first chance they could.  
 
    Either the ruler of Utulah hadn’t picked their men very well, or they had other intentions.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I shouted as I aimed my wand at the barrier.  
 
    “Glacies!” Morgana cried.  
 
    “Illuminana!” Vesta added.  
 
    Vanessa, Crimson, and Luna all stepped forward as they assisted my coven with breaking the barrier, so I took that chance to summon Alexander. I could sense the presence of evil in the air, but it was difficult to know whether it was from the warlocks, or if something else lurked in the compound of the academy.  
 
    Alexander, I said once our connection was complete. Gather all the familiars and search the grounds. I have a feeling there are others out there.  
 
    I’m one step ahead of you, he replied. We’re just trying to lure Isobel from Vanessa’s office.  
 
    I watched as my coven aimed their wands at our opponents, and the more spells that hit the clear wall, the more the warlocks’ barrier thinned. No matter how hard they tried to keep it up, I knew it wasn’t going to last for too much longer.  
 
    “Intermissum!” I shouted.  
 
    A bright light appeared at the tip of my wand, and I shot it straight at the center of the barrier. Then I shouted the word once again, and the light grew larger. Various cracks began to form from the center of the wall, and they snaked out in all directions until the barrier finally gave way.  
 
    Jonis was the first to move, and he aimed his wand into the air.  
 
    “Displodo!” he cried out as a white light shot up into the ceiling. 
 
    Before either of us could react, a thunderous bang echoed around the hall as part of the ceiling came caving in.  
 
    “Move out of the way!” I ordered. 
 
    My coven and the professors cleared the area as monstrous chunks of stone and brick rained down around us. Morgana let out a squeak as a piece of shrapnel flew past her head, but once the dust and smoke had died down, I noticed nobody was harmed, but a crater-sized hole had been formed in the stone floor.  
 
    Er… Cole… Alexander’s voice suddenly appeared in my head. You’re right, these warlocks aren’t alone. We’re doing what we can to fight them off, but there’s only so much we can do… 
 
    I peered around the hall to make sure everyone was protected, and my coven had the opponents under their control. I wasn’t sure what the warlocks had brought with them, but I was keen to find out, so I closed my eyes, willed myself to connect with my familiar once again, and summoned him toward me.  
 
    Come into the hall, Alexander, I ordered. Have the others lead this new threat in here, and we’ll slaughter them together.  
 
    Fuck, yeah, the wolverine said. We’ll be right with you. 
 
    Then I looked toward the hall doors as Alexander and the rest of the familiars swarmed into the room, followed by five, giant, dog-like creatures. 
 
    They were kiori. 
 
    The beasts stood at least five-feet tall on all fours, their legs were large and muscular, and their entire bodies were covered in gray and black matted fur. Each dog had the same piercing eyes, which ranged from yellow to red and all the shades in between. Their snouts were long and pointed like a werewolf’s, and pointed black teeth protruded over their bottom lips. Their teeth looked as sharp as daggers, and they gleamed with a coating of thick, clear saliva.  
 
    I remembered reading about kiori in The Book of Beasts, but this was the first time I’d ever seen them in the flesh. They were larger than I’d pictured in my head, but they held no more threat than the warlocks did.  
 
    “Satan,” Akira gasped as she noticed our new arrivals.  
 
    “Don’t focus on the size of them,” I told her. “You’ve been up against creatures much larger than this before.” 
 
    “Of course, master.” She nodded.  
 
    I wandered down the left side of the hall, all while keeping my eyes on the kiori, and as one dog noticed my movement, he lunged at me. He cleared the space in the matter of seconds, and his large mouth opened to reveal the menacing teeth inside. His orange eyes narrowed, and I sensed a look of excitement inside them, but before he could reach me, I aimed my wand straight at his head.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I shouted.  
 
    The kiori stumbled backward on his paws, but the beast was too strong to fully feel the impact of the hit. His growl caused his entire body to vibrate, and he went to lunge again.  
 
    “Conligo,” I said confidently.  
 
    The kiori instantly came to a halt, and no matter how hard he tried, the dog couldn’t take a single step. The binding hex wasn’t going to last long, but it disabled the beast just long enough for me to end his life.  
 
    “Tragicum,” I ordered with a smirk.  
 
    The kiori continued to fight against the binding hex, but despite how strong he was, he couldn’t move a muscle before small flames formed at the base of his paws. The fire flashed upward, and the dog let out a harrowing cry as the flames worked their way up the dog’s flesh and bones. The harsh smell of burned fur and boiling blood filled my nose, but the smirk grew wider across my face. Then, as the fire spread over the kiori’s back and shoulders, I walked away without a single look back. 
 
    A blood-curdling scream suddenly hit me from the other side of the hall, and I turned in the direction of the noise to see that Faye had been forced to the ground, and another kiori towered over her. I noticed a pool of blood under Faye’s right leg, and then I saw the giant bite mark right across her thigh.  
 
    I didn’t hesitate to sprint across the hall, but before I could reach Faye, the dog bared his teeth and aimed for her neck. 
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” I cried out as I aimed my wand at the dog.  
 
    The spell smacked the dog in the side with just enough force to knock the creature over, which gave Faye the opportunity to stand up and reach for her wand that had been thrown off to the side.  
 
    The kiori let out an angry growl, and he took one giant step forward with Faye still in his line of vision. I forced my legs to move faster as I dodged the various people and obstacles in my way, and as Faye used the binding hex to hold the kiori still, I slipped up beside him, quickly pulled my dagger from my pocket, and brought the tip of the blade right across the dog’s jugular. A river of black blood exploded from the kiori’s wound, and it looked as smooth and as shiny as silk. The dog’s eyes widened as he became weaker, and he let out a whimper mixed with a pained growl as he slumped to the ground.  
 
    “Vomica,” I ordered.  
 
    The second the orange light left my wand, the kiori’s body began to erupt in boils and ulcers, and the life finally left the creature’s eyes as he took one final, deep breath.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I placed an arm around Faye’s shoulders.  
 
    “Yes.” She nodded her head with a sigh, and the wound on her thigh was already healing. “Thank you, master. Fuck, I thought that was going to be the end of me.” 
 
    “You know I wouldn’t allow that to happen,” I replied. “Your soul and body belong to me, and you cannot die.” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, master.” Faye smiled at me, and I saw her injuries were already starting to heal because of our bonding ritual.  
 
    I glanced around the hall to get an idea of the battle, and I noticed there were two kiori still to defeat, as well as the warlocks, but my women worked as a team to overcome that hurdle. Different colored lights crossed the room in all directions, but the rubble from the ceiling acted as the perfect shield. Alexander swooped through the air as he assisted in the fight, and other familiars were spotted running and slithering across the ground. 
 
    “I bet it’ll be over soon,” I said with confidence. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    I crouched down slightly to get a better look at the wound, and the bite mark across Faye’s thigh had almost finished closing. Soon there would be nothing left apart from a rip in her black tights and the blood on the floor.  
 
    “It hurts a little, but it’s nowhere near as bad as it was.” The witch smiled. “At least they’re not venomous. That’s a real bitch to heal.”  
 
    “You’re not wrong,” I agreed. “Now, we’d best get back to the fight. We can’t let the others have all the fun.” 
 
    I stood back up, patted Faye’s shoulder with one hand, and then turned and ran toward the opposite side of the hall. I needed the perfect view of the room and the fight, especially if I wanted to plan my next moves.  
 
    I knew the warlocks held no real threat to us, so we had to work on defeating the final two kiori first. Once the dogs were dead and done with, we could focus on ending the men’s lives. I knew the warlocks had only brought the kiori with them, because the second that another died, the intense feeling of evil slowly began to vanish, and the air became clearer.  
 
    I stood back and watched in delight as my women took on their opponents. Ursula, Vesta’s snake, slithered through everyone’s legs as she eyed up her target, and a smile grew across my lips as Ursula opened her mouth and revealed her terrifying fangs.  
 
    It looked as though the kiori had no idea the snake was behind him.  
 
    Then Ursula curled into an ‘S’ position before she launched across the air and latched onto the dog’s thick neck. The pained howl was loud enough to shatter windows, but Ursula dug her fangs in deeper as she coiled her beautiful, ivory body around the dog. It wasn’t enough to kill the creature, but it was enough to keep him steady while someone else delivered the final blow.  
 
    Professor Evanora was quick to spot what the snake had done, and the pink-haired beauty appeared to take great pleasure as she pointed her wand toward the kiori. Evanora muttered a word under her breath, and then a green bolt of light flew from her wand and hit the kiori directly between the eyes. Ursula detached her fangs from the beast’s neck and slithered back to the ground seconds before the dog collapsed. The kiori’s tongue lolled out from his mouth, and I watched his chest deflate as he took one final breath.  
 
    Then Evanora caught my gaze, and as I gave her a pleasant smile, the professor simply nodded, turned on her feet, and looked for a new victim to kill. 
 
    But that wasn’t hard to find.  
 
    The final kiori had cornered Nyx and Beatrix against one wall, but the dog didn’t have anyone to watch his back. I knew we all wanted the chance to kill the final beast, but I allowed my women to have their fun.  
 
    Meanwhile, I fixed my eyes on Jonis, who was still hiding like a coward amidst the rubble.  
 
    Samara became the one to kill the kiori, and she used an impressive spell. A blast of orange light poured from her wand, and as it reached the kiori, the dog let out a loud howl as his body began to spasm like he was being electrocuted. Pools of saliva gathered in his mouth and dropped to the floor, and the longer Samara held the spell, the harsher the outcome became.  
 
    The kiori vibrated violently against the floor as his howls became weaker and quieter, and his legs curled into his body as Samara continued to electrify his body from the inside out. The kiori’s yellow eyes dulled down as the beast died, but Samara held the spell for one final minute, just for good measure.  
 
    “Master.” Circe distracted me from the kiori’s death.  
 
    “Yes?” I asked as I turned my head to look at her.  
 
    “We feel it’s only fair if you give them what they deserve,” she said with a coy smile as she motioned her hand toward the other side of the hall.  
 
    That was when I noticed Jonis and his partner had been disabled by the binding hex, and they stood in the center of the room with my women as their excited audience.  
 
    I left Samara, Nyx, and Beatrix to deal with the deceased kiori as I walked over to the rest of my women. I caught Lilith’s proud smile, and the small nod of her head made my grin grow wider.  
 
    “Do you believe me now?” I asked the men as I stood before them.  
 
    “Fuck you,” the second warlock spat.  
 
    “Well…” I shrugged. “In that case, you’ll be the first to die, and Jonis can watch as we mutilate and slaughter your body.” 
 
    “I’m not scared of you,” the warlock snorted. “You pretend to be the Dark Lord, but we all know you’re nothing but a male witch.” 
 
    I looked over at Jonis and saw his face held more fear than his partner’s. I assumed Jonis believed the truth, but that didn’t mean I’d allow him to leave. 
 
    “My lord, may I have the honor of destroying them?” Theodora begged as she placed a gentle hand on my shoulder.  
 
    “Sure.” I smiled. “But leave Jonis for me.” 
 
    “Of course.” Theodora nodded and then took her place a step in front of me. “Dolorum fuga.”  
 
    A red light grew in Theodora’s palm, and as she wriggled her fingers, the light continued to become bigger and stronger. 
 
    Then the headmistress raised her opened hand slowly in the air, and one of the large pieces of rubble began to lift off the ground. Whenever Theodora moved her hand to the left, the boulder would follow the movement. 
 
    The two warlocks tried to fight against the binding hex, but they could only move their eyes. I crossed my arms over my chest and watched in pride as the warlocks’ eyes widened in fear, and the boulder rose higher and higher in the air.  
 
     Theodora slowly twisted her hand and adjusted her position slightly until the boulder was directly in front of the second warlock. The headmistress paused for a brief second, and then she threw her hand forward, which caused the boulder to fly across the open space.  
 
    I thought I heard the second warlock scream, but the boulder crashed into his head before the noise became known. The thunderous force and speed caused the man to collapse to the ground, and blood and brain matter erupted across the floor as his head exploded. I couldn’t see what was left of his head due to the size of the rock, but I imagined it was as flat as a pancake, and perhaps all squashed to one side. 
 
    Jonis instantly began to panic when he realized he was next, but I liked to play with my victims before I fully ended their lives, so I sauntered slowly over to the final remaining warlock, and before the binding hex could leave his body, I forced Jonis to the ground. I noticed his little finger twitched, but that was the only movement he could make. Jonis began to hyperventilate, and his eyes looked around the room as if to find a way out of the situation, but he was shit out of luck. 
 
    As the warlock slowly began to break from the hex, I shoved my knee down onto his chest to keep him in place, and that was when he really began to panic. 
 
    “N-No, please, I-I apologize for everything we’ve done,” Jonis stuttered like a terrified child. 
 
    I loved it when they begged for their lives.  
 
    “Do you believe what we’ve told you?” I asked and directed the tip of my wand into the base of his throat. 
 
    “I do, I do!” Jonis cried out. “Dark Lord, you have returned! I believe it now!” 
 
    “Because my woman killed your friend?” I snickered. “Pathetic.” 
 
    “Please, Dark Lord,” he begged. “Forgive me.” 
 
    I paid close attention to the gash that ran across his greasy hairline, and a trickle of blood seeped from the torn skin. I could have easily widened the wound until it split his face in half to reveal his skull, but I much preferred to hear Jonis squeal before I killed him. 
 
    “Do you know what I do to men like you?” I asked as I lowered my head closer to his. “Idiots who only say what they need to say to save their pathetic lives?”  
 
    Jonis shook his head, and I heard the loud gulp that came from his throat. I pressed my knee further into his chest, and the quivering warlock let out a deep breath, I assumed to help with the pain.  
 
    “I get my revenge.” I smirked. “You and the other pathetic warlock came here to end us, but now I’m the one to end you. You mentioned something about your power, but I’m about to show you what real power looks like.” 
 
    “Noooo,” he sobbed. “I beg of you, Dark Lord, please!” 
 
    I thought I saw a tear form in the corner of his eye, but that only made me laugh harder. 
 
    “End him, master!” Akira shouted.  
 
    “But make sure he screams,” Penelope added with a laugh. “Nothing beats their final scream.” 
 
    “Especially when it’s guttural,” Nyx giggled. “Or full of blood. Take your pick.” 
 
    “Oooh, yeah!” Samara joined in. “Have him choke on his blood.” 
 
    “Silence,” I ordered with one hand in their direction. “Jonis will meet his death, and it won’t be pleasant, but it will be up to me to decide. Now, you quivering fuck, what should it be? A snapped neck? Instant cremation? You pick.” 
 
    “No, no, please.” More tears rolled down Jonis’ cheek. “I believe you, I do! If you let me go, I’ll have all of Utulah realize the same thing. You are Satan reborn, I see that now!” 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” I smirked. “Your little realm will soon receive the same treatment if they follow in your footsteps, so I doubt you’ll be any help to them.” 
 
    Jonis’ fearful cries continued to fill the room, and his sharp screams scratched against my ears as he realized he wasn’t going to leave Scholomance alive. But his tears began to anger me, and if he wasn’t going to pick his death, then I had to be the one to do it.  
 
    “Fine,” I sighed. “You had your chance, but your time’s run out.” 
 
    The warlock wriggled and shook under my hold, but I was stronger than he was, so I let out another cheerful laugh and then shoved my wand deeper into his skin.  
 
    “Glacio,” I whispered. 
 
    His clammy skin shone under the light of my wand, and as I repeated the word over and over again, I watched in delight as his skin froze and became cold to the touch. Jonis let out another harrowing scream as the ice slowly attacked his throat, then worked its way up into his head, and down into his chest. The warlock’s screams died down as his windpipe froze over, and the rest of his body halted as the chilling death took over.  
 
    It wasn’t my most gruesome attack, and it was a surprise not to be covered in blood and guts by the end of a fight, but it definitely gave me what I was after. Jonis had felt every ounce of the hex as his body slowly shut down, and his organs painfully froze over, but it was what the fucker deserved.  
 
    I stood up proudly as I took in the sights around me. The kiori had all been killed and slaughtered in some way, and the two deceased bodies had been abandoned in the center of the broken floor. The hall was a mess, and some of my women were wounded, but we were all alive, unlike the warlocks.  
 
    I felt a gentle breeze brush against my cheek as Alexander lowered himself to sit beside my feet, and he looked up at me with a clear expression on his face, one I spotted on a regular basis. 
 
     “Alex,” I said as I patted my familiar on the head. “You’ve done well this morning, but you may lead the rest of the familiars from the hall. Get some rest, I imagine I’ll be needing you again shortly.” 
 
    Are you sure, master? he asked.  
 
    “Of course, I am,” I replied. “I can tell how hungry you are from the look in your eyes.” 
 
    Alexander covered his ruby-red eyes with both wings and then peered out from behind them. 
 
    Damn, these things say more than my words do! Alexander laughed. Alright, fine. I’m sure I can rustle something up. 
 
    The wolverine took flight and motioned with one wing to gather the rest of the familiars together. Isobel remained at Vanessa’s side, but a silent look from her master caused the feral black wolf to follow the line of animals as they left the room.  
 
    “Let us clean up and get everything back to the way it was,” I spoke to the women around me. 
 
    My coven brushed off their dusty, marked clothing and set off to clear up the hall. Then I turned to see Professor Luna and saw her wand aimed toward the broken flooring. 
 
    “Instaurabo,” Luna commanded smoothly.  
 
    A pale pink mist appeared and coated the crater in the floor along with the rubble and shrapnel, and then Luna lifted her hand into the air as she directed the stone back toward the ceiling where it belonged. The mist grew darker in color as it bound the stone together, and the pieces stuck together like glue. By the time the mist had evaporated, it looked as though nothing even happened.  
 
    “Instaurabo,” I copied, this time aimed at the smashed windows.  
 
    I overheard Professor Olivia and Evanora repeating the restoration spell on all the other broken objects, including chairs, a few tables, the wooden platform where the professors tended to sit, and even my golden throne. The pink mist covered the entire hall, but it only took a matter of minutes before every object had been restored.  
 
    Vanessa, Crimson, Nyx, and Akira had great fun disposing of the kiori and the warlocks’ bodies in any way they wished. I noticed Crimson formed two pairs of metal handcuffs, which she clipped around the warlocks’ wrists, and I could only just imagine what she’d do with them, and where the men would go. I pictured Crimson bringing the warlocks back to life before she then used their weakened bodies to teach with. 
 
    Morgana, Faye, Vesta, Marina, and Samara cleaned up the blood from the floor, and even from each other, and Revna, Penelope, Beatrix, and Circe attended to a few wounds the group received. There were a few broken bones, cuts, grazes, and burned skin, but nothing life-threatening, and thanks to the blood pact I now shared with all the witches of Scholomance, any injuries would be quickly healed.  
 
    “Cole,” Lilith spoke from behind me.  
 
    I turned around to face my mother and noticed the pride that coated her blue eyes. Then Lilith placed one hand against my cheek, and her words flowed freely into my mind without her even having to open her mouth.  
 
    I’m so incredibly proud of you, my son, my Dark Lord. Lilith smiled. But you must realize what this will cause. Utulah will not hesitate to attack, and I doubt they’ll give you the chance to explain yourself and show who you really are.  
 
    “I’m aware of that,” I replied. “But we’ll be ready whenever they decide to fight back. Utulah will soon know Satan has returned, and I’ll be sure to prove it to them if they dare to ignore my words.” 
 
    “Dark Lord,” Headmistress Theodora said as she came up beside Lilith and me. “Thank you for all you did this morning. Those were two of the most powerful warlocks in Utulah, and you dealt with them and their summoned creatures easily.” 
 
    Theodora dropped down to one knee and bowed her head, and she kept it there for a brief second before she looked back up at me and met my gaze. Her vivid, ice-blue eyes swam in a sea of emotion and gratitude, and I smiled down at her.  
 
    “You know I’ll always protect you and the rest of Scholomance,” I said honestly. “Those men and the kiori were a mere bug compared to what we’ve faced in the past, and what’s on the horizon, but it’s nothing we cannot handle.” 
 
    “I’m aware.” Theodora nodded. “Now, I’d say it’s safe to bring the others back?” 
 
    I peered around the hall with a smile on my lips and nodded at her words.  
 
    “Please, do the honors.” I motioned with one hand. 
 
     “Recupero,” Theodora commanded with her wand high in the air.  
 
    A large gray cloud suddenly appeared in the center of the ceiling, and as the cloud darkened, the rest of the students returned to the room. It took a few minutes for all of Scholomance to come back, but soon the hall was full once again with terrified and bewildered witches. I noticed the fear on the preschoolers’ faces, but this wasn’t the first time they’d witnessed a fight of that magnitude, and it definitely wasn’t going to be the last.  
 
    I took my place in front of my audience once the final witch had taken her seat.  
 
    “That was only the start of what’s to come,” I announced to the school. “Utulah have shown their disrespect toward me, and how little they believe! We must take this fight into consideration and use it to power forward!” 
 
    The sea of witches cheered and clapped, and their fearful expressions had quickly changed into looks of excitement and eagerness.  
 
    “You must remember this as you travel in your groups,” I continued. “We cannot afford for a single non-believer to continue with that mindset. I command you all to spread my word, spread my name, and have them see the truth!” 
 
    My audience clapped and cheered again, but as they celebrated, I pondered about the problem this fight could have caused. Utulah clearly didn’t believe us, but it could pose an issue if one single school believed whatever their minds told them. If that were the case, then it wouldn’t just be the Elder Lord I had to think about.  
 
    But I wasn’t going to let that happen.  
 
    I wasn’t going to rest until I had every witch and warlock under my control, and I became the ultimate ruler. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Time was of the essence, and after the unwelcome visit from Utulah, I knew we needed to act quickly. The sea of witches in the hall continued to cheer and celebrate, but they’d have time to celebrate properly once all of this was over. 
 
    “Silence!” I yelled across the hall as I brought my audience to attention. “I understand what just occurred was a lot for some of you to take in, but we cannot stop and think about that right now. We must continue on with our original plan, and you all must share my words with every realm.” 
 
    I scanned over the rows upon rows of women, and then I noticed a younger witch near the front as she tentatively raised one hand. Her hand hovered an inch above her head, and she glanced at the people around her with a look of uncertainty on her face, almost like she was unsure whether or not she could speak once I had spoken.  
 
    The witch had poker straight, black hair, and I remembered having her in my bed a week ago, but her name was lost to me. Her vibrant, green eyes looked glassy, as if the witch was holding back tears, and then I recalled that after I’d filled her womb, she’d begged me to do it once more so she could be sure she would bear my child. Her emotions had been so raw that I’d indulged her at the time, and I climaxed a second time deep inside of her accepting body before moving onto the next woman.  
 
    “Yes?” I asked.  
 
    “U-Um… D-Dark Lord,” she stuttered. “I have a question…” 
 
    “Speak,” I ordered.  
 
    “O-Of course…” the witch mumbled again. “Um… I wanted to ask where exactly we’ll be going?” 
 
    I paused for a long second as I took in the silence around me. I thought my request was easy to understand, but it seemed like I’d spoken an entirely different language to this witch.  
 
    “Lucie?” I suddenly recalled.  
 
    “Yes, my dark lord,” she said as a happy blush came across her face. “You remembered me…”  
 
    “Miss Lucie, how long have you been at Scholomance for?” I questioned as I crossed my arms over my front.  
 
    “Th-this is my third term, sir,” Lucie answered quietly as she dropped her head into her chest.  
 
    “Speak up when you’re talking to our Dark Lord, girl!” Professor Vanessa shouted out from behind me. “Your master and the father of your future child asked you a question!” 
 
    Lucie’s head shot up, and her entire body tensed as if a vibration had raced through her blood. I recalled what it was like to be on Vanessa’s bad side, and Lucie could have been dead in a second had she not been careful. 
 
    “Of course, Professor.” Lucie’s bottom lip quivered. “I’m sorry, Dark Lord, I didn’t mean to be rude.”  
 
    I peered over my shoulder to see the unamused look on Vanessa’s face, and then I saw how her icy-blue eyes never looked away from the witch in the crowd. I turned back to look at Lucie as I returned to my original question.  
 
    “Lucie, I said you’ll be visiting every realm,” I frowned. “What causes you such confusion?” 
 
    “There are so many realms,” she said as she played with a lock of her hair. “I understand what you said, but surely there aren’t enough students here to visit them all?” 
 
    My loud laugh reached every inch of the hall. I heard the giggles that came from my coven, but the rest of the crowd stayed quiet. Had this been Vanessa’s class, then I imagined Lucie wouldn’t have lasted much longer, but I gave my women a bit more of a chance before death became their punishment.  
 
    “I suppose you’ll have to work quickly then, huh?” I smirked. “Now! Everyone, stand up!” 
 
    There was a flurry of activity as all the witches completed my command. I heard the sharp scrapes as the chairs were pushed across the stone floor, and I patiently waited until the entire academy stood together in neat lines.  
 
    “As Lucie pointed out, there are many realms, so you won’t just be visiting one,” I explained. “I’ll put you all into groups, and you all must work together to deliver my word. Do not arrive at a realm with the intention of fighting them, that’ll only cause more issues. Does everyone understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord,” the entire hall replied in unison. 
 
    I spent the next ten minutes sorting everyone out. I placed Luna, Evanora, and Crimson in three of the groups, and then I told seven of my coven to join other squadrons. Faye, Vesta, Akira, Beatrix, Penelope, Vanessa, and Revna instantly complied and chose a selection of students to travel with, but the rest of the groups had enough higher-tiered students to run the pack sufficiently.  
 
    “Be prepared to battle all sorts of weather,” I said once everyone was ready. “You’ll face the chilling snow, the blistering heat, and everything in between. Each group will visit at least two realms each, and you cannot return until your job is complete, and you’ve made the non-believers believe. Luna, Evanora, and Crimson, your groups will visit three realms. Luna, I want you to be the one to visit Utulah, but the rest are up to you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dark Lord,” the three professors said with a nod.  
 
    Once the three professors had picked their chosen realms, I went around each group and assigned them two destinations each. Some of the students looked excited at the thought of traveling, others were slightly more hesitant.  
 
    But I didn’t care about that.  
 
    As long as they completed their missions, and didn’t cause more issues, then I’d be happy with their work.  
 
    “Now, go!” I cried out. “Spread the word! Tell the worlds I am Satan reborn!” 
 
    The groups all held hands, and within seconds, clouds of purple mist formed around every group as they shadow-ported to their assigned realms.  
 
    I turned to face the remaining professors once the hall was empty.  
 
    “I want you all to stay here,” I ordered. “We cannot leave Scholomance empty, especially after what happened with the warlocks.” 
 
    “Of course, master.” They nodded their heads.  
 
    “My coven and I have our own duties to complete,” I said as I glanced toward my women. “Lilith, you must tell me right away if we need to return.” 
 
    “You know I will, my lord.” Lilith smiled. “Be careful during your travels. Now more than ever.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Nyx asked with a frown.  
 
    “There is one realm I didn’t assign to the groups, and it was for a specific reason.” I smirked. “Tempus.” 
 
    “The High Wicca Court,” Morgana gasped.  
 
    “Correct.” I nodded. “We need to make sure the memory charm that Headmistress Theodora had placed on them has been disabled, and it’s time they see the truth, too.” 
 
    “Satan, I cannot go there like this!” Marina screeched as she pulled at her dirty clothes. “Please, Cole, please say we have time to freshen up?” 
 
    “Like they’d care if you’ve ripped your fucking tights,” Nyx snorted.  
 
    “I’m sure they’ve seen much worse over the years.” Circe rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Marina’s right,” Samara spoke up. “We need them to respect Cole, but there’s no way they’ll take us seriously if we arrive with blood in our hair and dirt on our faces.”  
 
    “Very well,” I sighed. “You all have twenty minutes to freshen up, but if you’re not ready in that time, then I’ll leave without you.” 
 
    The words had barely left my lips before the women vanished into thin air. 
 
    They knew I wouldn’t have left without them, but sometimes I had to light a fire under their asses if I wanted them to be quick. Women loved taking time with their makeup.  
 
    “Cole,” Professor Olivia said as she came over to me. “Do you not wish to freshen up, too?” 
 
    “Do you see me as a mess?” I smirked.  
 
    “Of course not, master,” she replied and placed a gentle hand on my cheek. “But like Miss Samara said, these women need to take you seriously.” 
 
    “And?” I scoffed. “They’ll soon see who I am. I could have goblin shit on my face, and they’d still treat me with respect.” 
 
    The professor nodded at my words and returned to stand beside Theodora, but as I thought over what she’d said, I found myself rubbing at the dirt that I knew covered my face. My hair and clothes could wait until later. 
 
    Exactly twenty minutes later, my coven returned to me in fresh clothes and clean faces. Samara had restyled her hair into a neat ponytail, and two neat plaits hung over Marina’s shoulders. They always looked beautiful, but I had to admit, the brief wash was probably a good idea.  
 
    “Are we all prepared?” I asked, to which my coven nodded. “Perfect. Then let’s go.” 
 
    A simple flick of my wrist caused the purple smoke to appear, and it smothered us as we spiraled and somersaulted through the world, and it felt as though only seconds had passed before we arrived in Tempus.  
 
    I landed firmly on my feet, and so did Nyx, Morgana, and Samara, but Marina and Circe landed hard on their backs, and they each let out painful sighs as they absorbed the impact. We arrived on a cobblestone pathway in the middle of the beautiful, emerald-green forest, and it instantly brought me back to the first time we’d visited the High Wicca Court. 
 
    “Fuck, I don’t think I’ll ever get used to that,” Marina said as she rubbed the back of her head.  
 
    “Neither will I,” Circe agreed. “I’m surprised I haven’t broken a bone yet.” 
 
    “You’ll soon find the right way to land,” Samara said with a smile. “You have to think about what you’re doing as you travel, and prepare yourself for the landing.” 
 
    “Right, let’s go,” I ordered as I began the walk across the dark pathway.  
 
    Every realm runs differently, and in Tempus there was no morning and afternoon, so it lived in a constant state of evening and nightfall. I knew it was only going to get darker, and I wanted to be inside by the time the sun had fully set, so I led the way as my coven followed willingly behind me.  
 
    “This realm is gorgeous,” Circe commented. “I don’t think I’ll ever get over how good this place smells.” 
 
    “Pinewood and jasmine,” Morgana said as she happily sniffed the air. “Apparently, these forests hold plants and wildlife you won’t find anywhere else. There is a reason why the air and energy is so tranquil around here.” 
 
    “Alright, bookworm,” Nyx scoffed. “I don’t think Circe needed a damn lesson on Tempus.” 
 
    “I was just saying…” Morgana groaned. 
 
    “Thank you, Morgana, I appreciate you telling me.” I heard the smirk in Circe’s voice. “Nyx, what do you know about Tempus?” 
 
    I left the witches to their conversation, picked up the pace, and followed the pathway further through the forest. It wasn’t our first time visiting the High Court, but I wondered if I’d ever get used to the feelings that washed over me as we traveled.  
 
    Circe was right, it truly was a remarkable place, and I knew I’d spot new things every time we came here. Like how the clouds had a purple tint to them as they shined in the fading light of the dying sun. And even though the sun was barely visible on the horizon, the deep, blood orange color stained the rest of the sky around it. It was a mosaic of various colors that ranged from dark to light, and I believed those shades alone helped to create the addictive, dream-like trance that washed over everyone who came here.  
 
    It didn’t take us long to reach the grand castle, and a smile ran from ear to ear as I took in the mesmerizing sight.  
 
     The gothic towers traveled high into the sky, and the stained-glass windows were illuminated against the black brick. I noticed the same black crows with the ruby-red eyes which always sat beside the gargoyles and various statues, and the history of the place was felt everywhere I looked, whether it was the Wicca portraits created in the windows, or the interesting architecture of the castle. Even if I wasn’t aware of Wicca history, the High Court painted such a picture that it wouldn’t have taken long to learn the entire story. 
 
    “Stay close,” I whispered to my coven. “Do we all remember who greets us at the door?” 
 
    “Oh, Satan, the dragons,” Morgana mumbled. “I’d forgotten about them.” 
 
    “They should remember us from when we came with Theodora and Vanessa, but that doesn’t make them any less lethal,” I explained. “Stay close, and allow me to do all the talking.” 
 
    As I’d expected, the magnificent iron-blooded dragons swooped through the sky the moment we arrived outside the castle doors. The black beasts took their spots beside the castle, and they both kept their piercing eyes on us as we took a small, silent step forward.  
 
    I grasped the golden knocker and struck the door three times, and then I waited for someone to answer.  
 
    We hadn’t been requested to arrive, nor had we informed the Wicca women of our travels, so I was unsure how they’d react when they noticed us outside. I recalled the test we had to pass last time in order to enter, but I assumed it wasn’t going to be the same this time.  
 
    Before I could muse some more, a gray mist surrounded us as two black-winged women appeared between myself and the iron door. Their faces were expressionless, as always, and not a single strand of ebony hair blew out of place as they glanced over us.  
 
    “Good evening,” I said politely. “We wish to speak to Madame Soulton. If she is available, of course.” 
 
    The winged women slowly tilted their heads to the side as they scanned their eyes up and down my body.  
 
    “The male witch has returned,” their shared, chilling voice was dark and deep.  
 
    “I have, as well as my coven.” I looked at the women who stood behind me. “But it is of great importance we speak to Madame Soulton.” 
 
    “You realize you cannot get in without being invited,” the pair said in unison. “The High Wicca Court is not a place to go for a fun day out.” 
 
    “I understand that,” I urged. “But soon you’ll see why we needed to come here. So, I please ask you to allow us to enter and speak to the women inside.” 
 
    I didn’t want to tell this winged pair I was Satan reborn. I knew they wouldn’t believe me, and they’d only trust the story if their leaders were the ones to inform them.  
 
    The worst thing we could do was to show weakness, so I straightened out my posture and crossed my arms firmly over my chest. These winged women were a source of protection for the High Court, but if they refused, then I would have been happy to show them just how powerful I was compared to them.  
 
    It seemed as though hours had passed, when in fact it was only a matter of minutes, and then the women stared me straight in the eyes as they spoke their next words.  
 
    “You may enter,” they said slowly.  
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled.  
 
    The women disappeared in a puff of smoke, and the iron door instantly began to open. I took the first step into the darkness, and my coven followed on behind me, but we all kept as silent as possible. The smallest noise echoed around the room, and it only added to the instantly tense atmosphere.  
 
    “Cole,” a deep, yet familiar voice boomed through the darkness. “What a surprise to see you here.” 
 
    Although I couldn’t see her, I recognized the voice to be that of Madame Mara Soulton  
 
    “Will we always meet in the dark?” I chuckled.  
 
    Madame Mara laughed in response, so at least she hadn’t found my comment to have been rude or distasteful.  
 
    “Illuminana,” she whispered.  
 
    The entire room lit up with a burst of light, and once my eyes adjusted to the change in lighting, I realized the room had been redecorated since the last time we were here. The red pentagram still remained in the center of the marble floor, and the oil paintings were still the same, but the walls had changed. I remembered the stone walls used to be black, red, and gold, but now they’d been painted a deep purple with a few silver stones dotted around.  
 
    “I like what you’ve done with the place,” Nyx said with an impressed look on her face.  
 
    “Thank you, Miss Nyx,” Madame Mara replied. “We prefer to change the colors around every so often.” 
 
    I glanced up at the ceiling and noticed the giant array of lit candles that bobbed freely in the air, but like the walls, they’d also changed color. The candles had been red before, but now they were as dark as the night sky.  
 
    Madame Mara returned to her place at the end of the large room, behind her marble podium, and I noticed the skeptical looks on the faces of the eight other women who stood beside her. Anne Willmore, for one, looked at me with narrowed eyes, but she never said a word.  
 
    I knew her feelings toward me would soon change drastically when she realized who I was.  
 
    “Now, Cole, we’re interested to know what’s brought you here,” Madame Mara spoke again. “I see that you’ve been busy, and Scholomance has a lot to thank you for.”  
 
    I thought over my words for a second and then spoke in the firmest voice I could create.  
 
    “A lot has happened in the last several weeks, which I’m sure you’re aware of,” I began.  
 
    “We are.” Madame Mara nodded.  
 
    “Well, I came across a realization.” I smirked. “I recently visited a time in the past, long, long ago. I saw images of a woman, laid out in a pentagram as she brought a child into the world. As she brought Satan into the world.” 
 
    “How dare you--” one woman spoke up from behind her podium. 
 
    “Hush,” Madame Mara cut off her words. “Cole, please, continue.” 
 
    “That child was me,” I said as I looked at every woman in turn. “That was my mother I saw, and my birth I witnessed. For I am Satan reborn, and we have come here today to help you realize what is true, what is real, and who your master is: me.” 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” a second woman sneered.  
 
    “Believe it,” I urged.  
 
    “He’s telling you the truth,” Samara said as she stood beside me. “Do you not think it’s strange the first powerful witch to be summoned in five-hundred years is Cole? The abilities and powers he holds? It all makes sense.” 
 
    “We would certainly know if you were Satan reborn,” Madame Mara replied with a slight frown. “Something like that would not have slipped past us without us realizing.” 
 
    “But that’s the thing,” I continued. “Headmistress Theodora placed a memory charm on yourselves and the other professors who knew of my mother. She was the only one who truly knew who I was. She hid me to keep me safe, and only brought me back when the Wicca world needed me the most.” 
 
    “Who is your mother?” Anne asked. She tilted her head to the side, and her deep red hair brushed against the podium. 
 
    “Lilith,” I answered.  
 
    The same clenched feeling appeared in my chest as I spoke my mother’s name, and I thought of the sacrifice she’d made for me and the look I witnessed in her eyes as she gave me life.  
 
    The row of women all stayed quiet as they digested my words. It was strange. The professors of Scholomance had regained their memories almost immediately, but the same hadn’t worked with the High Court, and that confused me. I wasn’t aware how long the charm worked for, or how easy it was to break, but I had a feeling those who were affected perhaps had to see me in the flesh before the charm fully vanished. 
 
    Then I thought I noticed a small smile curl across Madame Mara’s lips, which was promising, and a sign my theories may have been correct.  
 
    “Theodora kept you safe,” the head witch spoke quietly, and her voice was soft and gentle. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “I told her to keep me safe until I was ready to be brought back. I spent my time in a realm called Earth, with no knowledge of my true potential or where I truly belonged.” 
 
    “Lilith…” Madame Mara paused. “I recall that name. It’s vague, but it feels familiar to me.” 
 
    “You all knew of Lilith before this,” I explained. “She was the most potent Wicca of all time, and my chosen vessel, hence the need for her safety and protection. When she died giving birth to me, Theodora made you all forget about Lilith so as to save her tomb from being discovered. I have since resurrected her, and she walks this world once again.” 
 
    “Yes!” a woman instantly shouted from the far end of the row. “I remember! I do!”  
 
    The other High Council witches all turned to look at the ecstatic woman, but their faces still held the same confused expressions. I knew it wouldn’t have been easy to get them to understand, but I knew it would happen in time.  
 
    “Lilith visited the Dark Lord in his dreams,” Morgana said calmly as she stepped forward. “She’s assisted him with every challenge he’s faced. Cole knew nothing of this figure in his dreams, but it all made sense when he remembered his past.” 
 
    “Describe her to me,” Madame Mara ordered. “Help me paint a picture.” 
 
    “I look a lot like her.” I smiled. “Her hair is long and black, her eyes are pale blue. There is a portrait of her in Scholomance, which you must have noticed.” 
 
    Madame Mara was silent once again, but then her emerald-green eyes grew wide, and it looked as though she’d seen a ghost, a figure from her past which had been long forgotten.  
 
    “I do remember,” she whispered. “I can see that portrait in my mind, but until now I never knew the woman who sat inside. It’s Lilith. It’s been her all this time.” 
 
    “I, too, remember,” another woman spoke up.  
 
    “As do I,” Elena Sharpe said quietly. 
 
    “And me,” Anne added. 
 
    It took a few minutes for all nine women to fully recall my story, and to believe my words, but the feeling in the air changed as soon as the ninth woman announced her belief.  
 
    “Things are still vague, but it all makes sense now.” Madame Mara shook her head with bewilderment. “It explains what you’ve managed to do during your time at Scholomance, and how easily you defeated Amon. We never thought you’d defeat someone as tough as him.”  
 
    “I always said you reminded me of someone…” Anne hesitated. “And now it all fits together. You’re… you…” 
 
    “Our Dark Lord.” Madame Mara fell to her knees and bowed her head.  
 
    The other eight women followed their leader, and soon I had every one of them bowing at my feet. They kept their heads low and their arms outstretched, and I thought I heard the faintest, softest sob coming from one of the High Council members.  
 
    That was easier than I’d expected it to be.  
 
    “Will you ever forgive us, Dark Lord?” Madame Mara asked. “For the things we’ve put you through, and the things we’ve said?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said smoothly and crouched down to place my hand on Mara’s head. “Your tests made me stronger, and helped me see my true potential.” 
 
    One by one, the women straightened up and glanced at me with looks of undying love. A few had tears that rolled down their cheeks, whereas others were on the brink of crying.  
 
    “Thank you, thank you.” Anne held out her hands to take my own. “I cannot express the feeling that’s raging through my blood right now. Our lord has returned.” 
 
    “I have.” I smiled. “I have returned, and soon we’ll have every being in every realm understand I am Satan reborn.” 
 
    “We will assist you with that,” Madame Mara insisted. “We will do everything in our power to stand and fight beside you.” 
 
    The council stood back up, but they never stepped away from me. Then the rest of my coven joined us, and I spotted the relieved smiles that every woman wore.  
 
    “Now, what can we do for you, my lord?” Elena asked. “Please, allow us to prepare a feast for you all. Or at least allow us to offer you a goblet of wine to gently sip on?” 
 
    I hadn’t given my hunger much thought since the warlocks had exploded their way into Scholomance. A lot had happened since then, and it wasn’t until Elena had mentioned food that I noticed the pains in my stomach. 
 
    “Some food would be great,” I answered. “But I don’t require a full banquet.” 
 
    “Nothing is too much for you, my lord.” The brunette smirked.  
 
    My coven and I took a step back as Madame Mara walked further into the grand room. Then she raised one hand in the air and clicked her fingers loudly, and suddenly a group of six maids instantly ran into the room and stood at attention.  
 
    “Our Dark Lord needs food,” Mara announced. “Have the room prepared instantly. He does not wish to wait.” 
 
    I didn’t know if the maids caught onto what Madame Mara had called me or not, but they simply bowed their heads and ran back in the way they came, so I assumed these maids were used to obeying every command without question.  
 
    The blonde-haired witch turned to face me with one hand on her chest. “If you would please follow me?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said.  
 
    Madame Mara led us through two large, red oak doors, and into a part of the High Court I’d never seen before. It was somewhat like the hall we’d just been in, apart from the fact that it was smaller and without the marble podiums. A grand, wooden table ran across the center of the room, but only nine seats were placed around the side.  
 
    I was about to mention the lack of chairs available, but then Madame Mara gave a quick twist of her wrist, and the entire table grew larger and longer. More seats appeared out of the air, and by the time the transformation was complete, the table ran from one wall to the other, and the new chairs were nestled in neatly beside the existing ones.  
 
    “Satan,” Marina gasped under her breath.  
 
    The maids then ran into the room with their arms loaded with gold plates, and each stack of plates had a mountain of silverware balanced on top. The servants worked quickly as they ran around the table and set up a plate and cutlery at each place, and once the places had been set, the maids returned with candles and golden goblets. They made the entire process look easy, and I knew Madame Mara had the ability to complete the job with a twist of her wrist, but the maids were there to do a job, and they never once complained.  
 
    I took the seat at the head of the table, my coven sat on either side of me, and the High Court Council took the seats at the far end of the table. Mara twisted her wrist again so the goblets instantly filled with a thick, glorious red wine, and the third and final twist caused a mountain of food to appear up and down the table.  
 
    I spotted roasted chicken, beef, mashed potatoes, an assortment of greens and other vegetables, and the shiniest, smoothest gravy I’d ever laid my eyes on. Despite the fact I’d said not to create a banquet, I was suddenly pleased they had done so. My mouth salivated at the scent alone, and the hunger in my women’s eyes told me they were all thinking the same thing.  
 
    “Please, begin,” I ordered.  
 
    There was a flurry of activity as everyone grabbed some food, or handed their plates back and forth to collect trimmings of meat. Marina took my plate from me to fill it with food, and I took a long, hard sip from my wine as she did so.  
 
    No one said a word as we dove into the feast, and my expectations were correct. It was the greatest meal I’d ever had.  
 
    “My lord.” Madame Mara paused to wipe her mouth with a linen napkin. “I’m sure you are aware, and I’m sure you understand, that we wish to follow you in any way we can, but there is one thing I wish to ask.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said as I drank more of my wine.  
 
    Madame Mara slowly flattened her napkin across her lap and then looked up to catch my gaze. Even with the distance between us, I noticed the look of desperation, lust, and need that coated her green eyes.  
 
    I knew exactly what she wanted, and I would have been a fool not to accept it.  
 
    “I will make one thing clear,” I continued. “You all exist to serve me, and in turn, I will protect you. But as well as that, I desire to create a wondrous number of offspring, so I will soon fill every woman in this room with my seed. You will all bear me children and increase the strength of my empire until I possess all of the realms, the heavens, and hell.” 
 
    I caught the satisfied looks that ran from witch to witch, but I was more interested in finding out how they’d look as they laid bare and ready before me.  
 
    And how my name sounded as they screamed it around the entire High Court. 
 
    “Now.” I smirked. “As soon as we’ve finished eating, I’ll be sure to show you exactly what I mean.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    “Enough feasting,” I said, and I dropped my cutlery onto the plate once I’d enjoyed a bit of my meal. “Our night will begin now.” 
 
    The High Council abandoned their silverware and pushed back from the table, and as they straightened out their clothing, I peered at my coven who sat beside me.  
 
    “My loves, please do as you wish.” I ordered. “Drink and dance the night away, get the maids to collect you more food. We won’t be leaving for a good few hours, so make yourselves at home.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” they all replied in unison.  
 
    As Samara, Nyx, Marina, Circe, and Morgana happily drank back their wine, I ordered Madame Mara to lead me through the castle.  
 
    “I want the room with the biggest bed.” I smirked.  
 
    “Only the best for you, my lord,” Mara purred.  
 
    The blonde-haired witch took my arm as she led me up a flight of stone stairs, and the other eight women followed on behind us. I didn’t pay a huge amount of attention to the decor and architecture as we walked through the castle, but I did notice a set of red, satin curtains, more oil portraits, and a variety of candles were nestled in every wall.  
 
    The gothic vibes appeared to continue all throughout the castle, and after five minutes of walking, we came across a black, wooden door with a golden handle. Mara motioned for me to go ahead, and the room hidden inside was just what I was after. The walls were painted red with black detailing that ran across the ceiling. Tall, thin, black candelabras had been placed in every corner, and a crystal chandelier hovered over us in the center of the ceiling.  
 
    But the main focal point was the bed.  
 
    The incredibly large bed, which looked big enough to sleep all nine women quite comfortably.  
 
    A white, satin comforter had been neatly placed over the bed, and five sets of thick, fluffy pillows rested up against the oak headboard.  
 
    “This is my room,” Mara informed me.  
 
    “Please tell me you all sleep in here together,” I laughed.  
 
    “I apologize, my lord.” She smirked. “But unfortunately this room is for me only. Except for this evening, of course.” 
 
    Although it may not have been the fantasy I’d pictured in my mind, I knew the scenes from this evening were going to stay with me for years to come.  
 
    My cock hardened at the thought of all nine women displayed on the large bed, and I could see in their eyes that they had the same visions as I did.  
 
    The Wicca High Court couldn’t take their eyes off me, and I found myself getting lost in the gaze of the witch with the darkest, blackest hair I’d ever seen. Her eyes, like her hair, were as dark as night, but her pupils were silver. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed how breathtakingly beautiful she was before now, but now that I’d noticed her, I couldn’t look away. Her skin was flawless, and it reminded me of white porcelain. Her nose and lips looked slightly too small for her face, and her black hair hung like velvet over her shoulders and down her chest. 
 
    “You,” I said with my finger pointed to the black-haired witch. “Tell me your name.” 
 
    “Novah, my lord,” she answered.  
 
    “Novah, get down on your knees and unbutton my pants,” I ordered.  
 
    As the witch crouched to the floor, she brushed her hands down my sides and placed them over the front of my pants. I knew she could feel my dick in her hands, but I was desperate to feel her tongue as she brought it into her mouth. The rest of the women stood patiently, but I had a job for them, too.  
 
    “Mara, remove my shirt,” I said in a deep voice. “The rest of you, remove your own clothing. I need to see what hides underneath.” 
 
    I noticed shaking hands as the women fought against the buttons and zips of their outfits, but even as they did so, their eyes remained firmly on me.  
 
    Then I sensed the pressure loosen against my cock as Novah unzipped my pants and brought them down my legs, and I thought I was going to explode there and then. The sight of the naked women, and Novah’s face inches away from my leaking dick, was almost too much for me to bear.  
 
    “Take it into your mouth,” I demanded.  
 
    “With pleasure, my lord,” Novah sighed.  
 
    Her delicate hands handled my cock with such care, and I let out a moan as I felt her warm, wet mouth take in as much as she could manage. Novah’s head bobbed back and forth as her tongue licked and played with my hardened member, and I noticed the desperation on the faces of the other women in front of me.  
 
    All of them were completely naked, and Mara slipped off her dress once she’d finished with my cloak and shirt. Their bodies were all so different: some had smaller, perkier breasts, whereas others were larger and more full-bodied. Each witch had slender, slim waists, and all of them, apart from one, had bare, naked pussies.  
 
    It was a glorious image, and my cock throbbed as I thought about filling each of them with my dark children. 
 
    My hands became lost in Novah’s hair as I thought about my next order, but I knew there was only one thing I needed to see.  
 
    “All of you, get on the bed,” I said as I nodded toward the end of the room. “Prepare yourselves for me, in any way you wish.” 
 
    I watched in pleasure as the eight naked witches took themselves over to the bed, settled themselves down, and then opened their legs as their hands went roaming. The sight of their fingers playing with their wet pussies caused me to jerk forward, and my cock slipped down Novah’s throat. She gagged slightly, but then she continued to suck and moan like nothing had ever happened. 
 
    “Novah,” I said as I patted her head. “Your sinful mouth is about to bring me my release. As much as I love the feeling of your tongue on my cock, I ask that you join the others on the bed, where I can take you all. Over and over again.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” Novah replied as she stood up right.  
 
    The dark-haired beauty quickly slipped from her clothing and took herself over to the bed. Now, all nine witches were lined up perfectly, and I couldn’t wait to work myself across the line. It wasn’t going to be long before they filled the castle walls with my name, and everyone in the vicinity would hear as I fucked these beautiful women. 
 
    I started with the one on the far left.  
 
    This witch had long, curly, light-brown hair, and she had an innocent look on her face. She massaged her perky tits with both hands, and her legs were crossed at the ankles.  
 
    “I want to look at you.” I gently uncrossed her legs and positioned her feet flat on the bed, and the witch instantly widened her legs without me saying a word. 
 
    Then I hovered over the innocent woman, took her arms in my hands, and pulled them away from her breasts. Those were mine to handle and love. 
 
    “Tell me your name,” I said as I stared deep into her glistening green eyes.  
 
    “Bella,” she said quietly.  
 
    “Do you wish for me to fuck you?” I grinned. “Do you wish to feel my seed flooding your fertile womb?” 
 
    “Yes,” Bella replied breathlessly.  
 
    “Convince me,” I said as I teased her stiffened nipple. “Tell me how much you ache for my cock.” 
 
    “Sooo bad,” she groaned, and a shiver raced through her body. “Dark Lord, pleeeeease, please make me yours. Please pour your unholy seed into me so that I might birth your demonic children. I exist to serve you, I exist to be your creature, your witch, your possession.” 
 
    The tips of my fingers ran down her bare stomach with barely a whisper of a touch, and as I reached her pussy, I brushed one finger along the small strip of brown hair that sat there. Bella shivered again, but that was nothing compared to what happened when I parted her lips and pushed two fingers deep inside her soaking pussy.  
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” she moaned, and her back arched off the bed.  
 
    I could tell how tight she was with just my fingers alone, and that was only going to cause more pleasure for my cock.  
 
    But it wasn’t enough. I needed more.  
 
    “Mara,” I ordered with a click of my fingers. “Get down between Elena’s legs. Bring her pleasure with your tongue and describe her taste to me.”  
 
    “Of course, my lord,” Mara said as she scrambled onto all fours. 
 
    I glanced over to my right and noticed two other witches kissing passionately. One of them had her hands deep in the green hair of the other, and then she hooked her leg over the green-haired witch as they both let out deep, throaty moans.  
 
    I quickly pulled my fingers out from Bella’s pussy and grasped my cock to line it up with her entrance. Then I pressed back on her leg with the back of my hand, and soon Bella was spread open wide enough for me to fit. She was by far the smallest, slimmest High Council witch, but I never saw that as a bad thing.  
 
    “Prepare yourself.” I smirked.  
 
    Before Bella had the chance to reply, I slammed my cock straight into her tunnel, and the witch let out a loud moan as she adjusted to my size. I held myself there for a short second, pulled out slightly, and then slammed in once again.  
 
    “Mmmm, Mara!” Elena cried out from the other end of the bed. “Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” Mara groaned as she pulled away from Elena and ran the tip of her tongue across her lips. “It’s the sweetest nectar I’ve ever tasted, my lord. Elena, you’re simply addictive.” 
 
    Mara grasped Elena’s hips as she ran her tongue up Elena’s pussy in one straight line, and the sounds that came from the pair caused me to slam harder and deeper into Bella’s tight pussy. Mara licked and sucked on Elena’s clit, and the innocent mewls that came from Bella were like music to my ears.  
 
    “Please, Satan, pleeeease,” Bella begged from beneath me. “I need to… I need to cum.” 
 
    “I haven’t had my fill just yet,” I said as I worked her body with my cock. “You can cum when I tell you to.” 
 
    The bed creaked beneath us, but then I noticed the witches who were still bringing themselves satisfaction, Anne being one of them.  
 
    But that was about to change.  
 
    “Anne,” I spoke to the woman in the center. “Take your pick of the witches around you. I want to watch as you make them cum.” 
 
    Anne sat up and looked around at the women available to her, and then her eyes landed on a witch with short hair as white as bone and the brightest red eyes I’d ever seen.  
 
    “Karma.” Anne smiled. “I pick Karma.” 
 
    As Anne situated herself between Karma’s long legs and worked her way up the red-eyed woman’s body, Bella’s walls clamped around my cock as she stopped herself from reaching her release. The innocent-looking witch bit down on her bottom lip, and her eyes closed like the sensations were almost too much for her to cope with.  
 
    “Cum, Bella,” I commanded as I pounded into her one final time. “Coat me with your juices and fill this castle with your screams.” 
 
    “Oooooh, shiiiit!” Bella screamed. “Fuck, master, you feel soo gooood.” 
 
    I felt her body spasm as she reached her climax, and I halted my actions for a brief moment as I allowed Bella to relax. Then I slowly slipped from her body.  
 
    Anne had positioned herself over Karma’s face, and she held onto the headboard to keep herself steady as Karma made her cum with her tongue. The two witches beside me stroked each other’s bodies gently, Mara proceeded to attack Elena with her sensual sucks and licks, and the final four witches all ganged up together to help each other find their own releases.  
 
    But it was time for me to choose my next woman, and I had my eyes on one in particular.  
 
    This witch had sapphire-blue hair, gray eyes, and magnificent, full tits which bounced in time with her movements. The witch currently embraced Novah, and I almost didn’t want to break the two of them up, but I was eager to get my fill of everyone around me, and the sapphire-haired witch was who I wanted right now. 
 
    “Novah, find your fun with someone else,” I said as I stepped down from the bed. “This one is mine.” 
 
    “Don’t have too much fun without me, Opal.” Novah winked.  
 
    “I’ll be sure to have you both work on me soon.” I grinned.  
 
    Like with Bella, Opal positioned herself out in front of me, and the hungry look in her gray eyes helped to express her desire to feel my cock. Her bare pussy gleamed and glistened in the light of the chandelier, and the sight of her juices caused my cock to weep.  
 
    Opal’s soft skin brushed against me as she crossed her ankles around my back, and she kept her hands on her chest as she patiently waited for my next order.  
 
    “Is this what you’re after?” I asked as I lined the head of my cock up against her entrance.  
 
    “Yes, Dark Lord,” Opal sighed. “Make me yooours.” 
 
    I didn’t have to be told twice, and within a matter of seconds I had sheathed my entire member in her warm tunnel. My skin slapped against hers as I pounded into Opal over and over again, and although she wasn’t as tight as Bella, she still held some velvety resistance, and it caused the greatest pleasure to wash through my veins.  
 
    Her moans filled the room, as well as the sounds of bodies becoming one, and it didn’t take long for Opal to beg and plead. She so desperately needed to cum, and I noticed the look on her face and how she fisted her hands to stop the pleasure from taking over.  
 
    I wasn’t going to impregnate them all this evening since I wanted to save that gift for one woman in particular right now, but the feelings of Opal’s sleek, tight pussy as it squeezed my cock made it incredibly difficult not to fill her so deeply with my sperm.  
 
    Still, I needed to make sure the High Council were loyal to me, so until they could prove that, I was going to make the majority of them wait until they could receive my seed. 
 
    It didn’t help that the other High Council members had found their own interest in each other. The room smelled strongly of sex, and the scent alone created a monster inside of me that begged to be let free. I had to feed the crazed monster, and give him what he wanted, and there was only one thing he craved.  
 
    Once Opal reached her climax, and she coated my cock so much it dribbled down my thighs, I ordered Mara to take Opal’s place.  
 
    “Now, Mara, you’re in luck this evening,” I grinned. “I will fill you so deeply so you can bear my children, and I soon will do the same with the rest of you. But, Mara, you have a decision to make. You must choose one other woman who will receive my seed this evening.” 
 
    I heard the excited, whispered gasps from the other women, and I knew they all wished to be picked, but the decision was down to Mara. She was their leader after all, and her word was final.  
 
    “Effie,” Mara said after some thought, and she pointed to the witch in question. “I pick Effie, my lord.” 
 
    Effie looked younger than the rest of them, but not by much. Her hair reached her waist and was pale orange in color, and she had one brown eye and one green. She’d been the first witch to believe I was Satan reborn, so I was pleased Mara picked her to carry my offspring first.  
 
    “Very well.” I nodded. “But for now, get on your back and spread your legs.” 
 
    Mara looked up at me through a curtain of her blonde hair, and then she nestled herself in between Novah and Opal. Then Mara massaged her tits in both hands, and the tip of her tongue licked her top lip from one corner to the other.  
 
    I held her thighs in her hands, gave them a squeeze, and widened them slightly further apart, and then I closed the distance between them. I rubbed the head of my cock along her folds and collected as much juice as I could, and after a moment, I slammed myself inside her tunnel.  
 
    “Aaaah,” Mara gasped. “Fuck, Cole, fuck!” 
 
    A sinister smirk curled across my lips as I took in the delightful sight.  
 
    Mara balled the comforter up in her hands, and she arched her back as she let out another roar. Her eyes squinted shut, and her breasts bounced as I pounded in for a second time. The head of the High Council continued to cry out in pleasure as I filled her tunnel, and her pussy clenched around me as she dug her heels into the bottom of my back. Red marks appeared on Mara’s skin as I grabbed onto her sides like signs that I’d taken her, and I growled in satisfaction.  
 
    My cum-soaked cock slipped in and out without an issue, and my head became dizzy as I tried to fight off the various sensations that drove me crazy.  
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked.  
 
    “Y-Yes, D-Dark Lord,” Mara panted. “I’ve always been ready. But I want to feel you. I need to feel you.” 
 
    “Feel me do what?” I smirked.  
 
    “Fill meee!” she cried out. “Put a seed in my belly, give me your children.” 
 
    “And I will, to you and Effie,” I grunted. “Just watch me.” 
 
    Mara lifted her ass ever so slightly off the bed to meet my thrusts, and as she slowly opened her eyes, I noticed the glazed look that coated them. Her face blushed red, her legs tightened around me, and then she let out a cry that pierced through the walls of the room.  
 
    I became crazy at the idea of my coven listening downstairs, and a grin crossed my face at the thought of it all.  
 
    My hips bucked harder, my grasps became tighter, and I was seconds away from giving Mara everything she wished for. 
 
    “Ooooh, yesssss!” Mara wailed. “Right there!” 
 
    “Cum on my command,” I ordered. “Not a second before. Got it?” 
 
    “Yesss, Dark Lord,” she sighed.  
 
    “Fuck, I can’t fight it,” I groaned.  
 
    “Then don’t,” she panted. “Release inside me, master. Now. I need you, Cole.” 
 
    Her begging was what brought me over the edge. My entire body trembled as my cock exploded, and I shot a load of sperm straight inside her. My heart pounded, and a fresh coating of sweat formed over my brow. The monster inside me rejoiced in delight, but I knew he was still hungry.  
 
    I felt her every movement with my cock still deep inside her, and the slightest wriggle sent a spasm straight through my body.  
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Mara gulped as she regained her energy. “Did I please you, master?” 
 
    “It was exactly as I had expected,” I answered as I pulled out from her. “You have pleased me greatly, and I cannot wait to see your stomach swell with my child.” 
 
    “It’s all for you.” She smiled. “Everything we’ve done, and everything we’ll always do, is for you, Dark One.” 
 
    I cupped Mara’s beautiful face with one hand, and then I assisted her as she sat up on the bed.  
 
    “I’ll be sure to return to you later,” I said as I placed a kiss on Mara’s forehead. “But I’m still hungry for more. Who wants me next?” 
 
    “Me, Master, please,” Anne begged.  
 
    “I wish to feel you, my lord,” Karma pleaded.  
 
    “Please, Cole, make me yours,” Elena added.  
 
    “Fear not, for I will fuck all of you this evening.” I grinned. “No one will leave this room unsatisfied.” 
 
    I spent the next hour taking the rest of the women one by one. It started with Anne, then Novah, followed by Elena, Karma, and a green-haired witch named Fleur. Each woman held their qualities and differences that made them unique and special. Some of the women longed for me to act on my dominance, whereas others enjoyed taking the reins. I didn’t often allow that to happen, but it was a special occasion, so I allowed it.  
 
    For example, Fleur much preferred to ride me with wild abandon, and she ordered Anne and Elena to keep a hold of my hands to keep me in position. I wasn’t allowed to move until Fleur told me otherwise, and she let out a loud, high-pitched roar and screamed my name as she came. It was almost animalistic, and I loved every fucking second of it.  
 
    But then it was time to handle my final witch of the night, and the ever-growing monster inside me was desperate to come again. Effie had watched patiently as I took my turn with the other women, and I could sense she’d almost reached her climax on a number of occasions. Her multi-colored eyes had a desperate look to them, and she grabbed onto the white comforter to help keep her emotions at bay.  
 
    “Effie,” I said as I motioned her over with my hand. “You have been incredibly patient this evening, and for that I will reward you. Is that something you’re after?”  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” she answered as she climbed across the large bed. “I cannot even describe it. I want it so badly.” 
 
    “Do not worry.” I smiled. “Tonight is only the first night of many others that will come in the future.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dark Lord,” she said with a bow. “This is a privilege I never thought I’d receive.” 
 
    “But my cock is not your only reward,” I said as I placed one hand on her shoulder. “I want you to pick how I fuck you. So, which do you prefer? Would you like me to fuck you from behind? Would you like to ride my cock as I fill you? You decide.” 
 
    “However you wish to take me, my lord.” Effie smiled.  
 
    “Very well.” I shrugged. “Get on your knees.” 
 
    I kept my eyes on the glorious curves of her ass as Effie settled herself in front of me. Her hands grabbed onto the comforter, and she arched her back as she adjusted her legs slightly. I saw the faint notches of her spine and how the muscles in her arms tensed to keep herself upright, and desire burned like hellfire in my gut.  
 
    I couldn’t help myself as I palmed her ass in one hand, smoothed the skin out softly, and then slapped her ass with the flat of my hand. A sharp sting echoed around the room, mixed with Effie’s satisfied groan. A red palm print had been left on her skin, but it faded more and more as every second passed. The sound of my skin slapping against hers became addictive, and it took everything in my power not to mark her with my palm.  
 
    Instead, I wanted to mark her with my cock.  
 
    I tugged my dick roughly as I eyed up her glistening entrance, held the tip of my member in place, and then slammed inside. Effie rocked forward from the force, but she kept herself upright and bounced straight back into me.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” she cried out. 
 
    “How does it feel?” I asked. “How does it feel having your master’s cock so deep inside you?” 
 
    “Incredible,” Effie panted. “But I want it harder, Dark Lord. Harderrrr.” 
 
    “As you please.” I smirked.  
 
    I pulled out until the tip was barely inside, grasped onto Effie’s hips, and then forced myself into her damp pussy. Our sighs mixed together, and I saw the other witches watching us with dreamy looks in their eyes.  
 
    They wanted to be in Effie’s position, I knew that to be true.  
 
    A tingling sensation ran through my balls as Effie’s pussy welcomed me, and I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I exploded inside of her and filled her with everything I had to give. But I had to last longer. I had to experience this gratification for as long as the monster would allow it.  
 
    But the monster was a greedy fucker, and he could only be patient for so long.  
 
    “Shit, master,” Effie sighed as she rocked back against me. “Yes, keep going.” 
 
    “I’m about to fill you with my seed,” I said in a deep voice. “Tell me that you’re ready to receive it. Tell me how much you want it.” 
 
    “I want it aaaaall,” she gasped. “Fill every last inch of me. Now. Let me bear your unholy offspring.” 
 
    I continued to pound into her warm hole for an additional few minutes, but the desire quickly overwhelmed me. Sweat dripped down my chest, and Effie’s back shone with her own. The realization that I was the one to bring her such pleasure urged me to slam harder and harder. The bedframe creaked, the headboard slammed against the red wall, and my grunts and groans became deeper as the feeling became even more intense.  
 
    “I need to cum, my lord,” she begged. “Please, please allow me to cum on your cock.” 
 
    “Not yet,” I growled.  
 
    The muscles in my legs tensed up as I rocked Effie back and forth. Her wet walls clenched around my dick, and it felt as though her pussy was about to milk me dry. My head spun, animalistic roars exploded from my chest, and the monster ordered me to release him.  
 
    “Now,” I demanded.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” Effie screamed as her body shook from the climax.  
 
    I held the witch tight against me as my dick spurted, and I filled her body with every last drop I could provide. It seemed as though my balls were never going to be empty, and the desire to take the witches all over again quickly increased.  
 
    I pulled out and away from Effie once my energy had restored, and I smirked as I noticed the thin dribble of cum that rolled down her inner thighs.  
 
    I felt somewhat light-headed, and the tense feeling in my muscles caused me to hold onto the bed for support, but the High Council noticed I needed to sit down, so they shuffled to the side, and I all but collapsed onto the soft mattress. 
 
    I rolled onto my back, glanced up at the high, red ceiling, and then felt Mara and Effie embrace me. They placed their arms over my stomach, and the other women behind them cuddled in close. There was a slight chill in the air, but the heat that radiated from everyone around me was more than enough to keep me warm.  
 
    “Hmm…” Mara moaned against my chest. “I never would have thought it would be as good as that.” 
 
    “I did,” Effie giggled. “As soon as I saw you defeat Amon, I knew how powerful you would be in bed. And, my lord, you did not disappoint.” 
 
    “I never do.” I smirked.  
 
    “It’s not that I thought it wouldn’t be good,” Mara defended. “But that was out of this world, and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough.” 
 
    “I’m all ready for another round,” Novah laughed from somewhere behind Mara.  
 
    “We have time,” I told them all. “Each of you will bear my children, I promise you that. You share me with many other women, but you all receive an equal amount of time with me.” 
 
    “As long as you are ours, that’s all we care about,” Elena added.  
 
    “And you are,” I replied. “This group will grow, but you’ll always be mine.” 
 
    We lounged on the bed for another hour, and at one point I thought I was going to fall asleep, but I was jostled awake every time one of the women moved or adjusted their positions. I could have quite easily spent the entire night in that bed, but I had to think about the women downstairs, and also the jobs we needed to complete.  
 
    The Elder Lord and his constant threats were somewhere on the horizon, and I had to get everyone together before the Elder Lord could take his first step.  
 
    Once we were dressed again, Mara led me back down the stone staircase and into the dining room where half of my coven waited for us. They all wore smirks and grins that ran from ear to ear, and I knew they’d heard everything that had happened upstairs. Which was exactly what I wanted.  
 
    But before I could say a word, or make any sort of movement, a feeling washed over me.  
 
    It felt as powerful as a tsunami, and as the waves ebbed and flowed, the premonition grew greater.  
 
    Something, or someone, was about to attack.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    “Cole…” Samara’s voice sounded faint and distant. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Dark Lord, can you hear us?” Circe asked.  
 
    “I don’t think he can,” Marina added.  
 
    But I could hear them, only just.  
 
    It was like my head was underwater, and my women were standing on the surface. The premonition was so strong that even I had trouble adjusting to it, and it took my all to force my way out of the warped feeling in my head and return to the surface.  
 
    “Something’s coming for us,” I mumbled as I opened my eyes.  
 
    “Who?” Morgana urged.  
 
    “I don’t know, but it’s powerful,” I said as I looked at my coven in turn.  
 
    “What can we do, my lord?” Mara asked as she placed one hand on my shoulder.  
 
    “I need to get a better look at the threat before we can make a plan,” I said with a firm nod. 
 
    Then I took several deep breaths, closed my eyes softly, and focused solely on the premonition.  
 
    Periculum.  
 
    The images were vague at first, and it took a second for my eyes to focus, but then it all played out as clear as day. I saw the dark brick walls of Vipera, the vibrant green leaves of the trees that surrounded the castle, and then I saw the stampede of warlocks as they raced toward the building. I forced my mind to dig deeper, but I couldn’t get a closer look at the warlocks, so I had no idea which realm they seeped from.  
 
    But the school was under attack, and I needed to get there before the premonition became a reality.  
 
    “It’s Vipera,” I said as I forced myself away from the vision.  
 
    Then I glanced over at Nyx and noticed the stunned look on her face. The witch had a bunch of red grapes in her hand, and she dropped the fruit to the floor as she understood what I was saying. 
 
    “We have to do something,” she urged. “Cole, we have to warn them!” 
 
    “I know,” I said calmly. “Fear not, Vipera will be safe. I promise you that.” 
 
    Morgana placed an arm around Nyx’s shaking shoulders, but as I thought about what to do, one of the High Council members came up beside me.  
 
    “Dark Lord.” Effie smiled. “Save Vipera from whoever threatens them. We’ll be sure to spread your word and your greatness.” 
 
    I glanced around the other eight witches and noticed they all had the same expressions painted onto their faces. I needed to be sure I could trust their loyalty toward me before I impregnated any of the others, and this seemed like the perfect way to do so. If they stuck to their word, and made others believe I was Satan reborn, then that would prove their loyalty.  
 
    “Unless you feel Vipera could use our help?” Bella suggested.  
 
    It was the first time I’d properly heard the quiet witch talk, apart from when I fucked her brains out, so it surprised me that she’d offered up a suggestion.  
 
    “No, I will handle the threat on Vipera,” I said. “The academy may not be as strong as others, but I need you to spread the word. Every creature, big or small, needs to know the truth.” 
 
    “Of course, Cole.” Opal nodded. “You can trust us with your news.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I responded.  
 
    Then I turned back to see my coven and noticed the look of pure fear that ran across Nyx’s face. The Vipera students had been a family to her before she’d made the transfer to Scholomance, and the academy ran through her ancestors. I would have wanted to save the school regardless, but Nyx’s fear and pain only made the desire stronger.  
 
    We’d saved Vipera from King Donovan before, and now it was time to save them once again.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I told them. “We might not have much time.” 
 
    I took one final look at the High Council and offered them a smile and a wink before my coven grasped hands. Then I pictured the academy clear in my mind, and we began our transportation to Vipera. The purple mist grew around us as my head began to spin, and only seconds passed before we all twirled and rolled through the air.  
 
    I peered around our surroundings as we landed neatly in the new realm, but I was pleased to see the serene and calming nature of the school. The warlocks were still to attack, but I hoped we’d arrived with enough time to get the academy prepared for the invasion. 
 
    I also had to make sure Scholomance was on high-alert, just in case the same group, or others, were going to attack my academy, too, so I closed my eyes, relaxed my body and mind, and reached out to Lilith to share the news with her.  
 
    Lilith, I thought. Vipera is under attack by a gang of warlocks. Be sure to be on alert in case they come for Scholomance, too. I cannot see much, but I can see the group sprinting toward the castle. 
 
    I received a response a few seconds later.  
 
    My son, Lilith’s voice seeped into my mind. I passed your warning onto Theodora, but she already had a similar premonition, and Scholomance is not the target for today. I see the warlocks headed in your direction are far stronger and more powerful than the ones we dealt with in Scholomance. I see they are not alone, but the creatures are unclear to me just now.  
 
    “The warlocks aren’t alone,” I informed my coven. “The entire school could soon be outnumbered.” 
 
    “The professors in this school are as wise and talented as our own,” Nyx said as her eyes shone confidently. “The warlocks may think they’ll catch the academy off-guard, but with the right protections, we’ll be one step ahead of them.” 
 
    “I’m sure we can come up with something.” Morgana smirked.  
 
    “Those fuckers won’t know what’s hit them,” Samara added. 
 
    “Nyx, lead the way,” I ordered.  
 
    Then we started off through the emerald forest in the direction of the black castle. It was a completely different sight than the last time we’d been here, but at least the school had been rebuilt after the attack from King Donovan. The sky above was stained blood-orange in color, but the darkened, red clouds made me see a storm was brewing, and in more ways than one.  
 
    I trusted Lilith’s advice, and her premonitions were never wrong, so as I wandered through the thick forest, I thought about my next plan. If there was a chance the school could be outnumbered, then we’d need more people. My coven and I were strong enough to face whoever came at us, but I only had half of them with me. The other half of the coven were off in different realms spreading the word that I am the Dark Lord, but Vipera needed them more than the other worlds did.  
 
    “I’m going to summon the others to return to us,” I announced as I held back a branch for my women to walk under.  
 
    The branch was as thick as my arm, and it had sharp, blade-like spikes dotted all over it. I could just imagine the wounds the spikes would cause. Fortunately, there was just enough space for me to safely grab onto the wood, and Nyx went first, followed closely by Samara. 
 
    “Whatever you think is best for Vipera,” Nyx responded. “We’ll always trust your judgement, master.” 
 
    “You said the professors here are powerful, and I believe that, but there’s always room for more,” I said.  
 
    “Is it safe to remove them from their assigned groups?” Morgana asked.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “Each group was made up with higher-tiered students, so it should make no difference either way.” 
 
    “Where should we do it?” Marina asked as she crouched under the branch. “I don’t think a forest is the safest place for them to land on.” 
 
    “No, it’s not,” I agreed. “We’ll keep walking for now, and see what we come across.” 
 
    Morgana followed behind Marina as they cleared the branch without any trouble, and then Circe was the last one to step past the obstacle. She seemed slightly more hesitant than the others, but after some reassurance, Circe crouched down, shuffled her feet across the forest floor, and slowly made her way past.  
 
    “Fuck,” Circe sighed as her hair got caught on one of the spikes. She smoothed it out with her fingers, but it left a giant tuft of hair in the middle of her head. “Damn, I wanted to look good for the headmistress.” 
 
    “You should be lucky you still have a scalp.” Morgana frowned. “I’ve seen what these trees can do to someone.” 
 
    “But what’s the headmistress going to think when I can barely make it out of the forest?” Circe asked. 
 
    “I’m almost certain your hair will look worse than that after this battle.” Nyx rolled her eyes.  
 
    “I also doubt the headmistress will turn us away just because a strand of hair is out of place,” Samara laughed.  
 
    “Well, I’m sorry some of us like to make an effort with their appearances,” Circe retorted as she narrowed her serpentine eyes. “How about I shove a branch into your head and see how you like it?” 
 
    “Okay, enough,” I said with both hands in the air. “Let’s keep walking. If you three bicker anymore, I’ll have to discipline you.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” they said in unison. 
 
    I spotted the side look Circe sent Nyx and Samara, but then the blonde witch untied the elastic that kept her ponytail in place, combed through her hair with her fingers, and left her hair draped over her shoulders.  
 
    It took a few more minutes before we left the darkness of the forest, and we found ourselves in an open, grassy area in front of the academy. It seemed like the perfect place to summon the rest of the coven back to us, and it gave me time to inform them on what was happening before the school could panic.  
 
    “We’ll do it here,” I said as I came to a halt.  
 
    I briefly heard Marina and Samara mutter something, but I focused on the transportation spell before I fully heard what the women spoke about. I pictured the second half of my coven in my head, and I envisioned their beautiful, glorious faces as clear in my mind as possible. Then, once that was set in stone, I willed my women to join us before the Vipera Academy.  
 
    A purple mist instantly formed around us, and I watched in delight as my women joined us one by one. I noticed Akira returning first, followed instantly by Vanessa, Penelope, Faye, Revna, Vesta, and Beatrix. Like with all shadow-porting, some of the women landed perfectly on their feet, whereas others lost their balance and fell back on their pert asses.  
 
    “Unholy Satan,” Beatrix gasped as she stood from the grass. “What the fuck just happened?” 
 
    “Master, are you okay?” Vanessa asked as she stepped over toward us. “Why have you summoned us?” 
 
    “One minute I was in the middle of Hovanna, and the next I was on my back side,” Akira snickered. “A slight warning could have come in handy, Cole.” 
 
    “I’ll rub your ass later.” I grinned. “I’ve brought you all here for a reason. Vipera will soon be under attack, and we must prepare everyone before it happens.” 
 
    “Who is attacking?” Penelope asked. “Did you get a name?” 
 
    “No, I just know a group of warlocks is headed this way,” I replied.  
 
    “Do we have a timeframe to work with?” Vanessa queried as her eyebrows creased together. “Did you collect any information from the premonition?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I sighed. “It could be in five minutes from now, or it could be as the sun rises tomorrow morning. All I know is they won’t be alone, and they’ll arrive with other unknown creatures. I’ll try the periculum again, and see if I can get more answers.” 
 
    “It’s worth a shot,” Vanessa agreed.  
 
    I closed my eyes again as I repeated my movements from the High Court.  
 
    Periculum.  
 
    The first thing I spotted were the high walls of the castle and the same stampede of warlocks. I focused on the sky to try and work out the time of day, but the dense cloud cover didn’t give me much to work with. I abandoned the sky and then focused on the stampede, and I noticed a blur of activity toward the back of the warlocks. The beings were large, but that was all I could make out. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said as I broke free from the spell. “It’s like they’re hiding their travels, and they don’t want anyone to find out the smaller details. Someone in their ranks must be powerful, if they’re able to block my abilities.” 
 
    “What about time?” Vanessa asked. “Did you get that far?” 
 
    “Not even that.” I shook my head. “The sky looks the same as it does now, which could mean a few things. Either it’s happening right now, tomorrow afternoon--” 
 
    “Or that’s part of their illusion,” Faye finished for me.  
 
    “Exactly,” I replied. “If they can hide certain aspects from the minds of others, then they have the ability to hide the time and day of the attack.” 
 
    “Which means we need to get a move on,” Vanessa urged. “Get the school together, place a guard over the building, and head on from there.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” I smirked.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” Akira cheered. “We’ll burn these motherfuckers to the ground and play in their ashes! No one will get past us. Satan, this is so much better than Hovanna!” 
 
    “What was Hovanna like?” I heard Vesta ask as we continued our walk toward the school. “I’ve always wanted to travel there. Apparently, they make the most beautiful jewelry.” 
 
    “I honestly couldn’t tell you,” Akira chuckled. “My group and I were too busy completing our jobs to really examine the marketplace.” 
 
    The women proceeded to discuss their various missions as Vanessa and I led the group toward the castle. I occasionally referred back to my periculum, in case anything caught my interest, but I never spotted anything new. The sky was the same, the stampede continued to sprint, and the creatures never freed themselves from their blurry coating.  
 
    But if these warlocks thought they could pull the wool over my eyes, then they had another thing coming.  
 
    Like Akira said, we’d soon be playing in their ashes as the final warlock died. 
 
    It felt as though no time had passed before we arrived outside the walled courtyard. A few of the students roamed the open area, and they gave us strange looks as we wandered through the iron gates, but they quickly scurried away when they caught my glance.  
 
    “Nyx!” a voice suddenly shouted from somewhere nearby.  
 
    “Fuck, Nyx, is that you?” a second voice cried out.  
 
    I turned to look at Nyx and noticed the confusion on her face, but that expression quickly changed into a large, bright smile as she recognized the voices.  
 
    “Go to your friends,” I told the blue-haired witch.  
 
    “Thank you, master.” She smiled.  
 
    Nyx ran off in the direction of her friends, and the rest of us followed on behind her.  
 
    Two women were found resting up against one wall. One was smaller than the other, with purple hair that curled at her ears, pale lavender skin, and an abundance of black makeup painted across her face. Her eyes were burnt orange, but there was a glaze across them which told me she’d been smoking something strong.  
 
    The second, taller witch, had blood-red hair in two plaits that ran down to her slim waist, and she, too, had a face covered in dark makeup, but a silver barbell was pierced through the bridge of her nose. Her eyes matched the color of her hair, and they held the same glaze as the smaller witch. 
 
    “Dark Lord, this is Harmony and Gianna.” Nyx pointed to her friends in turn. “Fuck, it feels like years!” 
 
    “Dark Lord?” the short one, Gianna, copied with a frown.  
 
    “Oh, shit, yeah, that might take some explanations,” Nyx laughed.  
 
    Harmony then slipped a brown pipe from her robe, placed it in her mouth, and inhaled deeply. A bright blue smoke blew from her lips, and it formed the perfect circle as it settled in the air. The smoke held a subtle, floral scent. 
 
    “So, what’s brought you back to your old stomping grounds?” Harmony asked before taking another hit from the pipe.  
 
    “Um…” Nyx hesitated and then looked at me. “Shall we tell them? It might help spread the news.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “The word needs to get around, so the more help, the better.” 
 
    “Basically, Vipera is under attack,” the horned witch told her friends. “We don’t know when, or by who, but we need to prepare for it.” 
 
    “Damn, another attack?” Harmony groaned. “We’ve only just recovered after fucking Donovan left his mark.” 
 
    “Yeah, the new headmistress is still learning everyone’s names.” Gianna snickered.  
 
    “Regardless of that, we need to warn the school,” Nyx replied. “Now, how high are you right now? Are you level-headed enough to help us tell the students?” 
 
    “I can still see out of one eye, so I’d say I’m good,” Harmony giggled, but then she caught my narrowed gaze and instantly stopped laughing. “I’m kidding, by the way, I have perfect vision.” 
 
    “Good,” I sighed. “Nyx, we need to go. You can see your friends again later.” 
 
    “If they survive…” Akira whispered under her breath.  
 
    “Of course, master.” Nyx nodded.  
 
    “He’s got you wrapped around his pinky,” Gianna barked out a laugh. “I never knew you obeyed commands like that.” 
 
    “He’ll have you all wrapped around his cock,” Vanessa sneered. “Stupid girls. Don’t say idiot things in front of our master.” 
 
    I smirked as I noticed the look of fear in the girls’ eyes. Vanessa could terrify a troll if she tried hard enough.  
 
    But as much as I wanted to hear Vanessa terrify Gianna and Harmony some more, I knew we didn’t have the time for it.  
 
    “Okay, let’s keep moving,” I ordered. “Nyx, can you lead us to the headmistress’ office?” 
 
    “Sure, follow me,” she said.  
 
    We left the girls by the wall, but I noticed they both pulled out their pipes before we fully walked away. I wondered if they’d actually complete their tasks and assist us with telling the school, but I soon realized it didn’t matter. Once the headmistress knew of the attack, the entire school would be pulled together regardless.  
 
    Nyx took us to the large, black, iron doors at the front of the school. The doors had two snakes carved into the wood, and the eyes of the snakes looked like tiny red rubies. Scholomance had gargoyles which guarded the front gates, so I instantly knew the snakes worked the same way, and that no one could enter the school unless they knew how.  
 
    In between the two snakes was a small, silver circle, and Nyx slotted the tip of her wand perfectly in the center.  
 
    “In lumine lunae, peto ut liceat intrare,” Nyx announced perfectly.  
 
    The snakes’ eyes suddenly shone brighter, and the rubies began to turn in their sockets. I heard the mechanism churning inside the door, and once the rubies had rotated three times, they returned to their original positions and changed from bright red to bright yellow. Then the doors clicked open without an issue, and they pulled apart without anyone having to touch them.  
 
    “You have to do that every time you step outside?” Faye asked.  
 
    “Satan, I don’t have the patience for that,” Akira added with a soft laugh.  
 
    “No, it’s only if others arrive, like us,” Nyx replied. “But I’m no longer a student in this school, so we had to go the long way.” 
 
    “Are you sure we’re allowed to do this…?” Beatrix asked cautiously.  
 
    “Yeah, shouldn’t we have asked the headmistress to meet with us first?” Penelope added. 
 
    “Oh, stop worrying!” Nyx scoffed. “Everyone around here knows me. Plus, Cole will soon be their master, too, so they won’t turn him away when they find out.” 
 
    “Only if you’re sure.” Beatrix shrugged. 
 
    “Look, it’s too damn late to do anything since we’re here anyway,” Vanessa jumped in. 
 
    “Also, how would we get the invitation created in such short notice?” Akira asked. “Because I don’t know about you, but I wasn’t going to wait for owl mail to come in first.” 
 
    “Fine, I guess you’re right,” Penelope sighed. “Okay, let’s continue.” 
 
    The corridor that led off from the main door was long and dark, and only a few candles lit the way. I noticed several portraits were dotted along each wall, but I never stopped long enough to look into the artwork properly. There were also a few closed doors in between the paintings, but they never gave me a clue as to what hid behind each door.  
 
    Then we reached the end of the corridor, and I noticed two smaller, similar-styled corridors that disappeared into separate directions of the castle, but Nyx headed for a grand staircase and didn’t hesitate to take the first step. The light increased, so my eyes soon adjusted to my surroundings, and soon the candles were replaced with glittering chandeliers. There was a clear difference between the previous corridor and the current hallway, and it almost looked like we’d entered a completely different building. 
 
    A red velvet carpet covered the floor, the walls were all made from deep, brown oak, and an arched window at the far end allowed the afternoon sun to seep in through the glass. I heard the murmur of voices that whispered through from nearby rooms, and each door we passed had plaques attached to them which allowed us the chance to work out where we were. We passed a few classrooms, a common room, and even the nurse’s ward.  
 
    “Hey!” a loud voice suddenly shouted from the opposite end of the hallway. “Who gave you permission to enter?” 
 
    The woman up ahead of us was as tall as she was wide. Her brown hair was slicked back into the tightest knot on her head, and her face had been creased into a permanent scowl. I’d never seen a woman that size before, so I instantly knew it had to be some sort of security for the headmistress.  
 
    “We’re here to see the headmistress, Gail,” Nyx said as she stepped forward. “You remember me, right?” 
 
    I heard the sickly-sweet voice Nyx created, so I could just imagine the innocent look on her face.  
 
    “I remember you left us for another school,” Gail sneered. “Unless you have your invitation, then you must leave. Immediately.” 
 
    “Oh, I have the invitation right here!” Morgana spoke up from the back of the group. “Nyx asked me to keep it safe.” 
 
    “Er… yeah, I did!” The blue witch tried her best to play along.  
 
    “Let me see,” Gail said in a monotone voice, and she motioned Morgana forward with a large, fat hand.  
 
    “Credere quod non est verum,” Morgana whispered under her breath.  
 
    I heard the loud gulp as the bookish brunette cleared her throat, but despite how terrified she may have felt, the witch slipped through the crowd and walked toward the rotund woman as confidently as possible.  
 
    I noticed a subtle yellow glow appeared around the witch, and then as she reached Gail, the yellow glow grew larger as it covered her entire body.  
 
    “See?” Morgana said as she held out her hand. “The invitation is right here.” 
 
    Gail grabbed a handful of air from around Morgana’s hand, held her fist up to her face, and then handed the air back to the witch.  
 
    “Very well,” she sighed. “This way, please.” 
 
    Morgana turned around to face us with a relieved smile, and she waited as we caught up with her. 
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Circe gasped quietly once Gail was moving down the hall.  
 
    “That was exceedingly quick-thinking.” Vanessa nodded her head approvingly. “She’d made Gail believe what isn’t real, so to her it looked like she’d read the invitation.” 
 
    The giant woman turned down a separate corridor, and her loud footsteps left a trail for us to follow.  
 
    “Cole,” Samara said as she grabbed my elbow. “Any more news on the incoming trouble? Can you feel if they're close?”  
 
    “No,” I sighed. “I’d more than likely get a feeling when they’re about to attack, but there’s been nothing yet.” 
 
    “But what about the illusion the warlocks have set up?” Vesta joined in. “Do you think that would affect anything?” 
 
    “I doubt it,” I replied. “I’d managed to catch onto their threats to begin with, and I managed to see them charging toward the school, so that wouldn’t have happened if they wanted to hide completely.” 
 
    Then I watched up ahead as Gail came to a halt outside a golden door. The rims of the door were made from dark, stained wood, and the plaque in the center announced that we’d arrived at the headmistress’ office.  
 
    Headmistress Quinn. 
 
    It was my first time meeting the headmistress after the previous one had died in King Donovan’s attack, so I had no idea what to expect, or how this woman would act.  
 
    “Your visitors have arrived, miss,” Gail mumbled as she walked further into the room.  
 
    “Visitors?” I heard a sweet, bird-like voice reply. “I never planned for anyone to visit me today.” 
 
    “Shit, we’re going to get caught,” Beatrix panicked as her light-brown eyes went wide. 
 
    “How realistic was that fake invitation, Morgana?” Akira asked. “Because we could soon have another battle on our hands.” 
 
    “Just stay quiet and allow me to do all the talking,” I said as I stepped closer to Quinn’s office. 
 
    “I read their invitation,” Gail continued. “Students from Scholomance, it said you awaited their arrival.” 
 
    “Very well…” Quinn replied skeptically. “I suppose you can let them in.” 
 
    I knew we had to keep our wits about us, but I also knew this woman wasn’t stupid, and she’d instantly catch onto the lie. I just hoped we could pass on the message before she called Gail back into the room.  
 
    I sauntered into the room first, followed by the rest of my group.  
 
    Headmistress Quinn’s office was as grand as Theodora’s. It had a stained wood flooring, a high ceiling, and the four walls were painted dark green. Various bookshelves were propped up against the walls, and I also noticed two paintings which both held female figures, but I didn’t know who those women were. A rectangular, emerald rug ran underneath the grand oak desk, and peering over the top of the desk was Quinn herself, just as small and as bird-like as I’d imagined.  
 
    Quinn looked older than Theodora, but not by much. Her bright blonde hair had been tied into a neat knot on the top of her head, and a pearl necklace ran around the base of her neck. Her dark brown eyes looked slightly too small for her face, and her lips were pursed together as a frown marred her forehead.  
 
    Headmistress Quinn stood from her desk as we all piled into the room, which gave me a better look at the tiny woman. She wore a black, velvet dress with long, billowing sleeves, and a lace neckline. An emerald-green belt was wrapped around her waist, and it matched the rug and the walls, so I had a feeling it was her favorite color.  
 
    “Have we met?” Quinn asked as she looked us over. 
 
    “Headmistress, I appreciate you seeing us today,” I began as I closed the distance between us. “My name is Cole, and this is my coven. I’m sure you’ve heard my name already, seeing as we saved your school from King Donovan.” 
 
    I’d been tempted to tell Quinn I was the Dark Lord straight off, but that would have taken time we may not have had, and we needed to get to the important information first.  
 
    “Yes, your name is familiar to me,” Quinn said with a frown still firm on her face. “But I don’t understand what brought you here today, especially with a false invitation…” 
 
    “Because we came with vital news,” I explained. “I apologize for the fake invitation, and for working our way up to your office, but if we hadn’t come now, then it could have been too late. Headmistress Quinn, Vipera is under attack. Warlocks have planned to charge through these walls, and I couldn’t sit back and allow that to happen.” 
 
    “What do you mean it’s under attack?” she asked. “How do I know to believe you?” 
 
    “Because Cole is the most powerful and talented Wicca this world has ever seen,” Vanessa spoke up. 
 
    “Ahh, Vanessa, I never saw you there.” The headmistress smirked.  
 
    “You know of Cole and his powers, and Vipera wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for him.” Vanessa strolled across the office to stand beside me. “You’ll be making a huge mistake if you don’t listen to what he has to say.” 
 
    It came in handy that Vanessa was the one to step forward. Quinn knew of Theodora and the professors at Scholomance, so she knew to trust Vanessa.  
 
    “Okay, then.” The bird-woman shrugged. “Master Cole, tell me everything you know. Even the smallest of details.” 
 
    “My periculum incantation showed me a large group of warlocks headed in this direction, but they’re not alone,” I said. “Unfortunately, these are powerful warlocks, and they have managed to create an obstruction. I cannot see when they’ll arrive, or who they’ve brought with them, so they could attack at any moment.” 
 
    “But you’re sure they’re not alone?” Quinn queried.  
 
    “I couldn’t have been more certain,” I said with a straight face. “You need to gather the school together, and you need to do it now. The warlocks could be on their way right now, and if that’s the case, then your entire school will be destroyed before you even make it down the stairs.” 
 
    I knew Quinn could hear the threat in my voice, which made her take me seriously. The small woman stood for the beat of a second, and then she ran behind her desk and grabbed her cloak and wand.  
 
    I let out a sigh of relief, but I knew I wasn’t going to fully calm down until the warlocks had been defeated.  
 
    “Follow me,” she ordered. “Quickly, come on.” 
 
    Quinn didn’t have to tell me twice.  
 
    We all ran from the room, and as Quinn ran toward the staircase, she held her wand up to her mouth and began to talk into it like a microphone.  
 
    “Everyone must meet me in the Grand Hall immediately,” her voice echoed around the entire castle. “I repeat, immediately.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah, this is what I’m after!” Nyx said excitedly as we ran.  
 
    “I can feel the adrenaline in my veins!” Revna cried out.  
 
    We followed Quinn throughout the castle and through the various corridors until she reached two red, wooden doors with golden handles that looked like two snakes in a striking position.  
 
    But before Quinn could open the doors, a painful sensation shot straight through my body. It felt as though it pulsed from the top of my head to the tips of my toes.  
 
    “Fuck!” I cried out as I grasped onto my chest and crashed against the doors.  
 
    “Cole?” Vanessa asked as she held onto my arm. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Is he okay?” I heard Quinn ask as I attempted to battle through the pain.  
 
    “This can’t be good,” Revna muttered.  
 
    “Quick, help him to the floor,” Vanessa ordered. “Quinn, warn your students. I have a feeling this is the beginning of it all.” 
 
    I let out a monstrous roar, and despite the love and care of my women, I couldn’t focus on anything apart from the burning pain. I felt as they lowered me to the ground, and the cold stone underneath me helped to sooth the fire that raced through every muscle and bone in my body. 
 
    Then, suddenly, the pain slowly drifted away, and I heard the familiar voice of my mother as it seeped into my mind.  
 
    Dark Lord, it’s too late, Lilith told me. The warlocks have arrived, and the creatures are far more terrifying than I’d first imagined. I kept my eye on them, but they never dropped their guard until now. Do what you can, my son, and protect Vipera.  
 
    “They’re here,” I said as I caught my breath. “The fight starts now.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    My coven and I ran into the Grand Hall right as the first explosion hit the castle. 
 
    Circe let out a squeak as rubble and dust fell around us, but I knew we couldn’t focus too much on the explosions. I heard the terrified screams of the students in the castle, and they weren’t going to last long if they didn’t have anyone to protect them.  
 
    “Vanessa, Morgana, Revna, Circe, Faye, and Beatrix,” I ordered as I pointed to each woman in turn. “Stay here and kill any men and creatures that come your way. The rest of you, follow me.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Marina asked as we ran from the Grand Hall.  
 
    “To protect the others,” I replied. “They’ll all be dead by sunset if we don’t get there right now.” 
 
    I ran blindly through the school with the others close behind me. I had no idea where I was going, but I followed the sounds of the screaming students and didn’t pay attention to where I was. The warlocks were still to enter the school, and right now it was just the explosions we needed to dodge, so I hoped it gave me the opportunity to reach the weaker women before our time ran out.  
 
    “Prepare yourselves,” Quinn’s voice echoed through the walls. “Use all the information you’ve learned in class and fight with everything you’ve got!” 
 
    “This way!” Nyx shouted as she pointed toward a lone, wooden door. “This is probably where the majority of the students will hide.” 
 
    I nodded and followed the blue-haired witch through the door. I noticed it led to some sort of common room which faced the back of the castle, and as Nyx had theorized, at least twenty students were found huddled behind couches and in the corners of the room.  
 
    But being the only male in the school came as a slight issue for me, especially as a student suddenly aimed her wand in my direction.  
 
    “Volant!” the raven-haired woman cried out. 
 
    A spark of light left the tip of her wand, but due to the shakiness of her hand, the light missed me by an inch and shot a hole straight through the wooden door.  
 
    “Damn, Winnie, he’s on our fucking side!” another student shouted from her hiding spot underneath a table. “Don’t you remember him from the last time this school was under attack?” 
 
    “S-S-Sorry,” Winnie stuttered, and she nearly dropped her wand. “I panicked.” 
 
    Then another explosion hit the room we were in, and it took half of one wall with it. Winnie screamed again, and the fresh set of tears were visible on her cheeks.  
 
    “Stop fucking crying,” the girl under the table moaned. “Your panicking is going to get us all killed.” 
 
    “No, your arguing will get us killed,” I said. “Now, everyone come here and huddle together.” 
 
    I didn’t need to tell the students twice, and they all left their spots to stand beside me at the door. But movement in my peripheral vision caught my attention, and then I saw a warlock climb through the hole he’d made in the wall.  
 
    “Aperto!” Samara shouted, and the former goddess’ face was twisted with rage.  
 
    A raging fire began to build across the floor, which acted as a barricade between us and the warlocks.  
 
    “Prohibere!” one warlock cried out, and the fire began to die.  
 
    “Volant!” Marina ordered.  
 
    The warlock was shot back from the power of Marina’s wand, and Samara’s fire continued to grow once again. It gave us a few extra seconds to put our plan into action, but more of our enemies could arrive at any given moment. 
 
    “Like Headmistress Quinn said, put everything you’ve learned into practice,” I said to the quivering group. “Work as a team, and aim for the warlocks outside of the school, not each other.” 
 
    I glanced over at Winnie and noticed her tears had dried up, but the panic and fear were still obvious on her face. I hoped everyone was going to survive the attack, but I knew the weaker and anxious students were often the first to die.  
 
    “Create a protective shield around you if you think that will help, but remember, it won’t last forever,” I continued. “Do you all know how to summon a shield?”  
 
    “I do,” one witch said with her hand in the air.  
 
    “Excellent.” I nodded. “Use that, but only if you can’t do anything else. We’ll return shortly to offer you a hand if you need it.” 
 
    I took my coven from the common room, but as I closed the door, another explosion sounded from the other side of the wall. I heard the shouts and orders as the students defended themselves, and their words became fainter as I raced down the corridor.  
 
    A group of nine warlocks instantly appeared at the end of the hall, and a sinister smile crossed their faces as they noticed our approach.  
 
    “Dissulto!” Akira shouted and hit one warlock straight in the chest.  
 
    “Conflo!” one warlock cried out.  
 
    “Novis,” I ordered.  
 
    Then a blue inferno sparked at the warlocks’ feet, and all nine of them began to scream in pain as the fire worked its way up their legs, over their chests, and down their arms. The warlocks did whatever they could to bat out the flames, but the inferno was far too strong, and it ate the men alive as the fire licked at their skin.  
 
    Soon, they were nothing but a pile of ash, and Akira had great fun kicking the mess as we ran through them.  
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” I said. “We can get a better view of what’s going on that way.” 
 
    “There’s a watchtower on the west side,” Nyx suggested. “Unless it’s already being demolished, of course.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” I motioned with my hand. “We won’t know until we get there.” 
 
    Nyx sprinted up the stone stairs with the rest of us hot on her heels. I was pleased to see the warlocks hadn’t targeted the next floor yet, so the students were poised and ready at the windows, and every so often one girl would shout out an incantation as bolts of light left her wand.  
 
    We ran up two more flights of stairs until we reached the watchtower, and amazingly it hadn’t been touched by our opponents. The tower gave us the perfect view of our surroundings, and there looked to be at least a hundred warlocks sprinting through the trees. Not only did the tower show us that, but it also gave me the first look at the creatures the warlocks had brought with them.  
 
    Like Lilith said, they were far worse than any of us had previously imagined.  
 
    The creatures looked to be the size of mammoths. They walked on all fours, and I noticed the terrifying tusks that protruded from their bottom jaw and curled up to their nose. It felt as though the ground shook and vibrated every time the monsters took a step forward, and I noticed at least thirty of them all headed in the same direction.  
 
    Toward us. 
 
    “We need to find a way to stop the beasts from reaching the castle,” I said to my coven. “If they manage to reach these walls, no amount of power or strength will stop them from demolishing everything in their paths. I haven’t had a chance to impregnate the witches of this academy yet, so each life lost will reduce the power of my future army.” 
 
    “I can’t say for certain since I’ve only read about them, but they look to be slontaurs,” Samara said as she squinted her eyes. 
 
    “And what if they are slontaurs?” Akira asked. “What do you know about them?”  
 
    Samara scoffed, but it held very little humor. “The blood pact might not be enough to save us if we’re trampled into a liquid pulp.”  
 
    “Then we have to do something to stop them,” I decided. “Bolts of fire, and even chains, may not be enough to hold them off, so we’ll have to combine our forces together and create something utterly unstoppable.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of some people who fought off a slontaur,” Penelope piped up. “According to the source, they fought against that beast for hours, and they only won because the slontaur lost too much blood and became too weak to fight back. But, obviously, that’s only if you get close enough to the beast, so… that probably doesn’t help.” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” Akira huffed. 
 
    I glanced down at the warlocks who’d reached the castle walls. From the speed the slontaurs walked at, I knew we had some time to think of a plan, and the warlocks needed to be dealt with first.  
 
    “Samara, you obviously know more about the slontaurs than we do,” I said. “I want you, Penelope, and Akira to think of a way around that issue. Nyx, Marina, and Vesta, you three will help me fight off those fuckers.”  
 
    “I’ll be happy to.” Nyx smirked. 
 
    Within seconds, there was an abundance of noise as Nyx, Marina, and Vesta aimed their wands over the top of the stone wall and shouted out every spell they knew. I heard screams and groans from down below, but it was hard to differentiate where the noises were coming from. It could have been a warlock meeting his death, or it could have been a student meeting theirs. Nothing was clear from this high off the ground, but I had to do my best to focus on the troubles in front of us.  
 
    The stone wall had small slits in the center, and it gave me the perfect opportunity to spy on our opponents without them realizing it. With my women completing their tasks, I laid down flat on the ground and positioned my wand through the thin opening. I eyed up my first victim, and then I allowed my wand to do all the work.  
 
    “Volant!” I shouted.  
 
    The bolt of light sent the warlock flying backward, and once he was on the ground, I moved onto a different target and repeated the process. I lost count how many warlocks I forced to the ground, but it had to have been at least fifteen, possibly more. Once the men were on the ground, I paralyzed them with the tardesco spell, created the blue inferno, and watched in delight as the motherfuckers shriveled into ash. 
 
    “Lacero,” I commanded, and a flash of white light formed at the tip of my wand. 
 
    The white light shot a warlock straight in the chest, and before he even knew what had happened, the white light sliced the man in half. His head and torso collapsed to the ground, followed by his legs.  
 
    But the sudden dismemberment created a slight uproar with the warlocks that gathered around the mutilated man. I watched carefully as they scanned the area, like they were trying to work out where the threat came from, but before they could work out our hiding spot, I repeated the same spell again. 
 
    “Lacero,” I ordered, but this time with a smirk on my face. 
 
    The white light caught one man at the base of his throat, and his decapitated head quickly rolled to the ground. 
 
    “Lacero,” I said again.  
 
    I worked my way through five of the warlocks, and each of them received a different death. One lost his legs, arms, and head in that order, another was sliced right down the center, starting from the top of his head, and others were simply cut in half by the white light.  
 
    Then, as I picked out my next victim, I spotted one of the traitorous men staring up at the watchtower. They must have spotted myself and the others peering over the wall, and now he had his own wand aimed straight at us. I couldn’t hear the word he shouted, but I noticed the movement of his lips, and then a red light zoomed in our direction.  
 
    “Get down!” I shouted as I covered my head with my arms.  
 
    My coven obeyed my orders seconds before the stone roof of the watchtower was targeted, and stone shrapnel rained down on us. A second hit quickly followed, but this time the warlock aimed lower, and a thick crack formed across the floor.  
 
    We had to move quickly, otherwise the entire tower was going to collapse to the ground.  
 
    “Go, go!” I ordered. “Get out of the tower!” 
 
    The seven of us scrambled to our feet and ran back inside the castle, then just as Vesta crossed the threshold, the tower crumbled to the ground, and nothing was left behind apart from a gaping hole in the side of the building.  
 
    “Satan, that was close.” Akira let out a sigh of relief. “But where do we go now? We can’t watch the slontaurs from inside.” 
 
    “I know.” I nodded. “Nyx, can you think of anywhere that gives us a good view?” 
 
    “Um…” Nyx ran her hands down her face as she thought. “What about the owlery? It’s right at the top of the school, so I don’t know what condition it’s in, but it might have a good viewpoint.” 
 
    “It’s worth a shot.” I shrugged. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Nyx wasted no time as she ran through the school, but just as we reached a staircase, a blood-curdling scream echoed from the floor below. It was clearly a female, and someone in great distress, and I wouldn’t have forgiven myself if I’d left her there to die.  
 
    “Cole, what are you doing?” Akira shouted as I instantly sprinted down the stairs.  
 
    “Stay there!” I demanded.  
 
    The lower floor was a complete mess. There were holes in the walls, the floor was covered in dust, blood, and small pieces of rock, and there was a woman collapsed against one wall. She clearly hadn’t made it, but the peaceful look on her face spoke a thousand words.  
 
    Then the screaming returned, and I forced my body to move faster as I followed the wails and cries that filled the building. The woman’s screams took me down one hallway, and then I spotted the owner of the high-pitched noise.  
 
    The student was young, and her Vipera uniform was ripped and bloody from the fight. Blood seeped from a large wound on her leg, but the girl had pulled across to a dark corner, and I assumed she thought she would have been safe there.  
 
    But she was wrong.  
 
    A few steps in front of the girl, with his back to me, was a warlock. His robe was torn and ripped, and he sauntered toward his prey slowly, like he wanted to make her final few minutes as torturous as possible.  
 
    However, due to the screams, the warlock hadn’t realized that I stood behind him. I noticed his wand in his hand by his side, so if I was quick and nimble, I could kill the man before he even knew what hit him.  
 
    “Dolorum fuga,” I whispered.  
 
    A red mist formed in my palm, and as I raised my hand, the warlock was lifted off his feet.  
 
    “What the fuck?” he asked as he wriggled around in my clutches, and his head shook from side to side.  
 
    Before the warlock could use his own wand, I slammed him against the nearest wall and then brought the motherfucker back toward me so I could see his face. A neat trickle of blood ran down the side of his head, and I noticed the narrowed, dark look in his eyes.  
 
    “Nos vae mec a habir,” I growled. 
 
    The warlock’s wand fell from his hand, and it bounced across the floor and rolled away.  
 
    “Now that you’re completely unarmed, I’m going to kill you slowly, yet painfully.” I grinned. “Essentially, I’m going to do what you’d planned to do to this innocent student.” 
 
    “I’m not fucking scared of you, you male witch,” the warlock spat.  
 
    “You see, I’m more than just that, but I’d rather not waste my breath on someone like you.” I rolled my eyes, and then I threw the warlock around the room like a rubber ball, just for good measure.  
 
    I finally allowed him to drop to the floor once I’d played with him enough, and the man let out a guttural moan as his body smashed against the floor. I imagined the force of his landing had probably broken a bone, but I wanted to do more than that. I wanted this bastard to feel every inch of pain and fire as it worked its way through his body. 
 
    “If you think you’ll be able to--” 
 
    “Tardesco,” I cut off his words before he could finish his sentence.  
 
    The warlock’s mouth clamped shut, and I saw the struggle on his face as he attempted to open his lips, but nothing was going to work. Unless someone removed the spell, the man wasn’t going to open his mouth ever again. Smothered moans came from the warlock, and it was music to my ears.  
 
    “Intermissum,” I said with my wand aimed at the warlock’s feet.  
 
    The smothered screams became slightly louder and more intense as the spell broke the man’s feet, and then I repeated the process until I’d broken every major bone in his body. The warlock became weaker as the pain increased, but I had one more surprise for him.  
 
    “Flatus,” I ordered.  
 
    I watched the man’s eyes widen as a spark ignited at the tips of his fingers, and the fire spread throughout his body, burning everything in its path.  
 
    I turned away once the flames reached his chest, and I focused on the woman in the corner. Her screaming had come to an end, but the fear hadn’t left.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I crouched down beside her.  
 
    “Y-Yeah.” She nodded. “T-Thank you… I… I was certain he was going to kill me.” 
 
    “That was his intention,” I answered honestly. “But I wasn’t going to let that happen. How’s your leg? Do you think you can stand?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said quietly. “I’m almost certain it’s broken.” 
 
    “Well, it won’t be for long.” I smiled as I aimed the tip of my wand against the bleeding cut and paid close attention to the wound. “Sarcio.”  
 
    Then the broken skin slowly stitched itself back together, and the witch winced as the bone fell into place again.  
 
    “There,” I said once the healing process was over with. “Do you need help off the floor?” 
 
    “No, I think I’m okay now.” She smiled. “Thank you, I really wouldn’t have made it out of this alive if it wasn’t for you. You are Cole, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’ve heard of you,” she gushed. “Thank you for saving me.” 
 
    “I hope the battle won’t last for too much longer, but find a place to hide, okay?” I raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Okay.” The woman nodded.  
 
    I left the student with a parting smile, and then I raced back down the hall and up the stairs where my coven waited for me. But as I reached the top step, I noticed six dead warlocks who hadn’t been there before.  
 
    “The broom fuckers just refused to die,” Akira cackled loudly. “You should have seen us, master!” 
 
    “You should have seen the one I faced,” I snorted. “But we can discuss the gloriously gory details later. We have slontaurs to defeat.” 
 
    We traveled up the two remaining flights of stairs until we reached an attic-like space, with dirty wooden beams that ran across the ceiling and stacks of boxes where the owls nested. There were no animals to be seen, so I imagined the owls had flown away when the first explosion hit, but at least it allowed us to hide and watch without the added interference.  
 
    There was an open, circular window in the far off wall, with just enough space for us all to crowd around. The number of warlocks outside the castle had dropped dramatically, and now there was nothing but a mound of dead bodies that littered the grass and courtyard. The slontaurs were still off in the distance, but they’d stopped walking, and I assumed it was to wait for their next commandment.  
 
    The sounds that drifted throughout the castle helped me work out how the fight was going, and from the dead bodies below, I knew Vipera had managed to overpower their opponents. But perhaps that was the warlocks’ plan all along. Have the school believe they’d won, and then have the slontaurs take over and crush the building, and everyone who hid inside, to the ground.  
 
    “Have you thought of a plan to take the slontaurs down?” I asked Samara as I continued to gaze out the window.  
 
    “We’ve had one idea, but without testing it first, we won’t know if it’ll work,” she replied. “It’ll take a lot of power, so it’s a good thing we have the Dark Lord on our side.” 
 
    I sent my group a smirk, took a deep breath, and then stood upright. “I’ll do whatever it takes to save this school and the people inside.” 
 
    “Good, because you’ll need to,” Akira chuckled. 
 
    “The only thing that’ll essentially stop anyone is fire,” Samara explained. “We know fire doesn’t have much of an impact on creatures of that size, but what if the flames were larger? If we combine all our powers together, we could create a blaze large enough to wipe out the crowd of slontaurs.” 
 
    “Or at least weaken them enough to destroy them like any other being.” Penelope shrugged.  
 
    The idea intrigued me, and it wouldn’t have been the first time I’d combined my power with someone else’s. Like Samara had said, it wasn’t a solid plan, especially as we hadn’t tested it before now, but sometimes impulsive decisions created the greatest outcomes.  
 
    However, there was one thing I knew for certain.  
 
    I didn’t have enough people around me.  
 
    I peered around the owlery as I thought about how much space we would have needed, and I weighed that against the safest place in the castle. If I wanted the plan to work, then we couldn’t afford having warlocks interrupt us. Those fuckers would be dead in an instant, but it could affect the overall outcome.  
 
    It had to happen here, there was no way around it, so like I’d done when we first arrived, I closed my eyes, relaxed my mind, and summoned the other half of my coven to return to me.  
 
    Vanessa, Morgana, Revna, Circe, Beatrix, and Faye landed on their feet on the wooden flooring, and they let out surprised gasps. 
 
    “The landings are getting better,” Revna laughed as she stretched out her body, and I noticed her bow was looped over her back beside her empty quiver. “Just wish we had a bit of a notice.” 
 
    “I needed you instantly.” 
 
    “What are we doing here?” Vanessa frowned. “An owlery? Really?” 
 
    “Have you managed to get a glimpse of the threat around us?” I asked. 
 
    “Funnily enough, we haven’t.” Faye smirked. “We’ve been too busy killing warlocks. And, might I add, we’ve done a fantastic job. You should have seen Morgana!” 
 
    “I shot three warlocks with the same spell.” The beautiful bookish brunette grinned. “It ricocheted off one and worked its way along the line!” 
 
    “Very good,” I replied. “But it’s not just the warlocks we have to worry about. They have brought a gang of slontaurs with them, and they’re simply waiting to put the creatures to good use. Which is why I need you here.” 
 
    “Slontaurs?” Vanessa asked with her eyes open wide. “You’ve found a quick and simple way to defeat them?” 
 
    “Potentially.” I nodded. “Samara believes fire could be our main weapon, and then we could work on them by hand once they’re weak enough, but we’ll need to create a blaze large enough in order for that to work. If I combine my power with all of yours, we could create a fire larger than we’ve ever seen before.” 
 
    “It certainly sounds like a possibility,” the professor said. “I also don’t think we have much choice right now, so that could be our only option.” 
 
    “Right, everyone put your wands together,” I ordered. “All I need you to do is clear your minds and focus solely on your wands, got it? The hex won’t last for long, but once I’ve created the fire, it’ll all be down to me. You just need to stand there.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” they all replied in unison.  
 
    The tips of our wands connected together, and it reminded me somewhat of a teepee. I watched as everyone in the group closed their eyes, and then I closed my own as I thought about the incantation.  
 
    “Unum vinculum nos, ut et nos in unum facti speciem fortissimum,” I said firmly.  
 
    A few seconds ticked by where nothing happened, but then a vibration ran through my wand and pulsed against my palm. I knew it was the souls of the other wands bonding together for this one particular spell.  
 
    Once the vibration died down, I instantly went to the window and shot my arm out as far as it would go. I squinted down the wand as I lined it up with the ground beneath the slontaurs, and I didn’t make a move until I was certain of my aim.  
 
    “Flatus!” I finally ordered with as much strength as I could muster.  
 
    A deluge of fire exploded from my wand, and as I moved my arm, the flames went along with it. It felt as though the fire was never-ending, but that was exactly what I wanted. My wand acted like a flamethrower, and at first I never wanted it to end. 
 
    I watched in delight as the grass beneath the slontaurs began to burn and crisp, and then I heard the loudest roar that came from the beasts as the blaze hit their skin and began to work its way up their ankles. The power in my wand was far greater than I’d ever experienced before, and I held onto the window with one hand as I forced myself to stay standing.  
 
    “You’re doing it, Cole!” Samara cheered. “Keep at it!” 
 
    “I can almost smell the burning flesh from here!” Akira cackled. “Fuck those guys!” 
 
    As much as I appreciated their words of encouragement, I did my best to focus on my target, and I blocked out anything that could have been a distraction.  
 
    I waved my wand from left to right as I caught every slontaur, but one thing I noticed was how they refused to move. The creatures were being burned alive, yet despite the agonizing roars, the slontaurs continued to stand there. It made me think back to their discipline, and the commandments they had to obey, and I wondered if the warlocks had cast a spell on the creatures. 
 
    But if that was the case, then it made my job ten times easier. 
 
    I stood there for an uncountable amount of time as I watched the legs of the slontaurs burn and bubble, and then I moved the fire up to reach the rest of their giant bodies. At one point, I noticed a warlock aim his wand in my direction, but I put an end to that as I caused the blaze to rain down on him.  
 
    He died instantly.  
 
    My energy weakened the longer I stood there, but I knew I needed to keep going, and I knew this was the only way I would save Vipera. My coven couldn’t aim at the slontaurs until I’d finished with the fire, so I had to make sure the beasts were weak enough before I allowed my women to offer me any assistance.  
 
    The blaze worked its way up to the creatures’ shoulders, and a thick, black smoke clouded in the air above them. The scent of burned skin and fur was almost overpowering, but the satisfaction of watching them die outnumbered the grotesque stench.  
 
    My heart pounded, my body became numb, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold on for much longer, but I fought past the final hurdle and focused on nothing but the triumph that would fill my body the moment we won.  
 
    The second the blaze reached the slontaurs’ eyes, I finally dropped the spell, and then the fire instantly vanished into thin air.  
 
    “Go!” I gasped as I regained my breath and energy. “Hit them with everything you have!” 
 
    Vanessa, Samara, and Penelope took my place at the window as I crashed to the floor.  
 
    “Dark Lord, are you okay?” Morgana asked as she dropped down beside me.  
 
    “Are you strong enough to continue?” Circe added. 
 
    “Of course, I am.” I smirked and wiped the sweat from my face. “I just need to rest for now.” 
 
    “Glacies!” Penelope shouted.  
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” Vanessa ordered.  
 
    “Tardus!” Samara cried out next.  
 
    Their words and incantations continued for a few more minutes, and it took the same amount of time for me to find the energy to stand.  
 
    But then just as I did so, Samara gasped loudly.  
 
    “Master, come and look at this!” she said excitedly.  
 
    I took her place at the large window, and as I peered over, I noticed the beams of lights and bolts of color that shot at the slontaurs from down below.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” I laughed hysterically. “Vipera is fighting back!” 
 
    It was a sign the warlocks had been defeated, and now the entire school worked together to finish off their final threat. The blue, red, white, and green lights exploded against the burned creatures, and it created a rainbow of light against the dark, dismal background.  
 
    “Let’s go join them,” I decided, and then I aimed my wand at my feet. “Me avolare.” 
 
    I felt my body fade into nothing as I was transported from the owlery and down onto the ground below. The sensation in my body returned once my feet were safely on the ground, and my coven joined me seconds later.  
 
    Then I looked over at the main doors and what was left of the front of the academy, and I noticed the large group of students who stood there. Some were torn and bloody, others appeared weak, but they all powered through and threw every kind of spell at the slontaurs. The brick wall that surrounded the courtyard had been completely demolished, but that only gave us a better opportunity to hit the beasts directly, and I noticed how the slontaurs stumbled on their feet, like they were doing their best to stay upright.  
 
    “Conligo!” one student shouted.  
 
    “Glacio!” a younger voice cried out.  
 
    “Dissulto!” another student added.  
 
    I threw my own spells at the beasts, and I saw the determination in my coven as they did the same. Despite the losses Vipera experienced, I knew nothing would beat this moment, and we’d all remember it for many years to come.  
 
    With the amount of force behind us, it wasn’t long before the first slontaurs collapsed to the ground, followed by another, and another, until all thirty of the fuckers had fallen victim to our power. 
 
    The Vipera Academy cheered and celebrated their triumph, and I spotted the bright smiles that my coven sported, but I knew the war wasn’t over, and the warlocks today were only the start of what was to come.  
 
    And from the sudden look of panic on Revna’s face, I knew she felt the same way.  
 
    “My lord,” she whispered as she grabbed onto my arm. “I fear for my sisters. If the warlocks attacked Vipera, I dread to think what could happen to my family and my home.” 
 
    “Fear not,” I said comfortingly. “Nothing will happen to your family, especially not if I can help it.” 
 
    “Can we visit them?” she asked. “Perhaps once we’ve helped the school clear up?” 
 
    “Of course.” I smiled. “Whatever would bring you peace, we’ll do it.” 
 
    Revna let out a sigh of relief, and I saw the weight instantly lift from her shoulders. But what I didn’t tell Revna was how excited I was to visit her sisters once again, and how incredibly beautiful they all were.  
 
    If we wanted to defeat the Elder Lord, then I’d need my army to grow as much as it could, and I knew the perfect people to join the group. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    Once the celebrations died down, Headmistress Quinn ordered everyone to assist in restoring Vipera as much as they could. It was a flurry of activity as everyone chose a different area to work on, but before I offered a helping hand, I wanted to stick to a promise I’d made at the beginning of the fight.  
 
    Winnie, the young, terrified witch, was nowhere to be seen, and at first I thought she’d died during the battle, which wouldn’t have been a huge surprise to me. I’d last seen her in the common room on the first floor, so I started my search there.  
 
    The common room was a disaster sight. The entire back wall had been blown out, furniture had been destroyed, and a layer of dust covered every surface. There were a few dead bodies slumped against the surviving walls, both a mixture of warlocks and witches, but Winnie wasn’t one of them. I assumed she’d left the room during the commotion, and I’d find her somewhere else in the castle, but just as I went to leave, I heard the whisper of a noise coming from the opposite side of the room.  
 
    “Is it over?” a delicate voice asked.  
 
    “Where are you?” I asked with a frown.  
 
    “In the wardrobe,” the voice replied.  
 
    It took a second for me to locate the wardrobe, and then I found it behind a ripped-up couch. The cabinet had been pushed over onto its side, and a large crack ran down one of the oak doors. There were also a large number of holes along one side of the closet, so someone had obviously shot at it, and I assumed it was because they knew someone was inside.  
 
    I opened the doors without an issue, and then I noticed the small witch curled up in a ball. All I saw was the side of her pale face, and the rest of her blended into the darkness of the hiding space. 
 
    “It’s okay, you can come out now,” I said softly as I held out a hand for the witch to take.  
 
    Then, as she pulled herself free from her confinements, I saw the small witch was Winnie. Her curly, raven-black hair was a mess, she had cuts and bruises all over her face, and her body trembled in my hands. But she was alive, which was more than I could say about some of the higher-tiered students.  
 
    “Thank you,” she mumbled with her head close to her chest. “I didn’t want to leave unless it was safe to.” 
 
    “It’s safe.” I smiled. “How long have you been in there?” 
 
    “Um… I… I don’t know.” Winnie played with her hands anxiously. “I think I killed someone, an-and… I panicked. Then I saw the wardrobe, so I hid in there.” 
 
    “You killed someone?” I asked with astonishment.  
 
    “I mean, I think I killed him.” She shrugged. “He tumbled from the blown-out wall, and he never returned. But I can’t believe I did that! I’ve never killed anyone in my life!” 
 
    Winnie’s icy-blue eyes glazed over with tears, but she needed to get over that guilty feeling.  
 
    “I’ve lost count how many people I’ve killed, and how many people have died in front of me,” I said. “You have to do whatever you can to protect yourself and those around you. Had you not killed that man, then he would have killed you.” 
 
    “I guess…” Winnie sighed.  
 
    “Which reminds me, did someone shoot at the wardrobe while you were in there?” I asked. “Or was it a mess before you climbed inside?” 
 
    “Er, no, someone shot at me shortly after I killed that warlock,” she said. “But I created a barrier to shield myself, and I kept it there until all the commotion died down.” 
 
    “Impressive.” I nodded approvingly.  
 
    Winnie may have been a nervous wreck, and she clearly had an issue with panic and anxiety, but I sensed how intelligent and powerful she was. Hidden deep within her nervous body was a smart little witch who could go far in life. As long as she got over her fear of killing others, then I saw her as someone who held a great amount of potential.  
 
    “I… I should probably help the others clean up,” Winnie mumbled. “I know they won’t be happy I hid, so I should offer some assistance to make amends.”  
 
    “Fuck them,” I scoffed.  
 
    Winnie’s face blushed scarlet, I assumed due to my word choice, which only solidified my original thought that she was as pure and as innocent as they came. It made me wonder if she’d ever cursed in her life, but that quickly led to me thinking about what else she’d done in her past, and who’d she done it with.  
 
    She had to be a virgin, I was almost certain of it.  
 
    But like Winnie said, we needed to assist with the cleanup, and I had my own jobs to complete, including taking Revna to see her sisters again.  
 
    “Thank you for coming to look for me,” Winnie said as I led the innocent witch from the common room. “And I’m sorry for shooting at you earlier.” 
 
    “It’s not the first time that’s happened.” I laughed.  
 
    “Well, either way, it wasn’t right.” She smiled. “Hopefully, I’ll see you again soon, but maybe not when warlocks are trying to kill us.” 
 
    “We’ll see what happens.” I winked. 
 
    Then I watched as she ran off in the direction of a few more students who looked her age, and I noticed the small smile Winnie gave me before she left with her friends.  
 
    “Cole,” Akira called out.  
 
    My entire coven stood beside the doors to the Grand Hall with Headmistress Quinn standing next to them.  
 
    “What were you doing?” Marina asked as I wandered over. “We’ve been looking everywhere for you.” 
 
    “I went to locate someone.” I shrugged. “But, Headmistress Quinn, I think you’ve got some real talent in Winnie.” 
 
    “Aah, Miss Winnie.” The headmistress rolled her eyes and let out a laugh. “I’m amazed to see she’s still alive. The girl barely takes anything in, and I’m constantly getting complaints from the other professors.” 
 
    “I’d say otherwise,” I said firmly. “I know talent when I see it, and great things are going to come from that girl.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, you know talent, do you?” Quinn mocked me with a smirk. “Master Cole, just because you had a premonition my school was under attack does not mean you know talent. Especially when it comes to the likes of Winnie.”  
 
    I sensed the anger that seeped from my coven, and it was like a dark cloud covering the sun. I wasn’t sure if the headmistress always acted like this, or if she was pissed because her school had practically been demolished, but her arrogance and immaturity could have gotten her into big trouble, especially with the power I held in my fingertips.  
 
    “You’ll soon regret saying that to our Dark Lord,” Vanessa said as she stepped toward Quinn. 
 
    “Calm down, Vanessa,” I said with my hand out in front of her. “I can handle this.” 
 
    “Of course, master.” The professor nodded. 
 
    “Dark Lord?” Quinn coughed out a laugh. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of Lilith, headmistress?” I asked casually. “The most potent Wicca of all time?” 
 
    “I… yes?” the older witch said, but it came out as more of a question. Then her eyebrows furrowed, and her lips pursed into a thin line. “She’s… well, what does she have to do with this conversation?” 
 
    It had taken the High Court longer for the memory charm to be reversed, but since Quinn had seen me in the flesh, I wondered if the charm had slowly been dissolving through the entire battle. And now the memories of my mother were piecing themselves back together in her mind, and it was clearly uncomfortable for her.  
 
    “Do you see a resemblance between her and I?” I asked.  
 
    Quinn was quiet for a moment as she searched my face, so I decided to continue talking.  
 
    “A long time ago, Lilith sacrificed herself to save her son,” I explained. “The Dark Lord had chosen Lilith to birth him into the world, and she died shortly after that. Then the Dark Lord spent time in a realm called Earth until he was ready, and until the Wicca world needed him, and now here he is. I am Lilith’s son, and I am Satan reborn.” 
 
    I noticed the smiles and excited looks on my coven, but Quinn frowned as she digested my words. I knew it wasn’t a story people would instantly believe, and something as large and as vast as this would take time to understand.  
 
    “It…” Quinn paused for a second and cocked her head. “It’s the strangest thing. I feel as though I’ve known all along, and I’ve known you my entire life, but there’s part of me which feels differently.” 
 
    “That’ll be the memory charm Headmistress Theodora placed on everyone who knew Lilith,” I told her. “I resurrected my mother, and now the world can know her name again.” 
 
    “And… everything you’ve done, and all the powers you’ve shown…” The bird-like woman hesitated again. “It’s all because of this? Because you are the Dark Lord?”  
 
    “Exactly.” I nodded. “I realize it’s not easy for you to fully understand right now, and I realize I am not Asbeel, the deserter of God, but I am Satan reborn. And should you choose it, you’ll be under my power, and you will obey my every word, but you will also have my protection and devotion.” 
 
    “That’s also why you can see the talent in Winnie.” Quinn frowned. “I see nothing but a lazy, unfocused witch who cannot even touch a spider, yet you see differently. You see the potential she holds.” 
 
    “I do,” I said.  
 
    There was a tense silence in the group, and all I could hear was the constant clatter as students cleaned up around the castle. Quinn had her eyes focused on the ground, but a thoughtful expression crossed her face. I had a feeling it was going to take time for her to believe my words, but I hoped she would come to her senses soon. I needed stalwart believers in my army, not weaklings ruled by fear, so I would wait to see the bird-like woman prove her worth and loyalty.  
 
    “Headmistress Quinn, it is time for us to go,” I announced. “Think through my words, and the story I shared with you. I sense a war brewing on the horizon, and you should believe what I told you, or I will find another headmistress who will.” 
 
    “Is that a threat?” Her eyes opened wide.  
 
    “I am Satan,” I growled. “Your master. I own every bit and piece of your soul, witch. I have been understanding so far, and now I have other things to do, but when I return to you, you’d best be compliant. Understand?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, my lord,” she mumbled. “There is so much to take in, especially after what’s just happened.” 
 
    “Good,” I responded. 
 
    “And thank you,” Quinn added. “I don’t think I’ve shown you my appreciation for everything you’ve done for my school. Your coven, too, thank you.” 
 
    “There is no need to thank us.” I smiled. “We simply wish to help out allies in need.”  
 
    “Of course.” She smiled back, but I saw the gears grinding away behind her eyes as she worked to process everything I’d said. 
 
    Quinn would bow sooner rather than later, and of her own free will. Then the rest of Vipera would follow and join my army, and I’d have a whole new academy to fill with my seed.  
 
    And my unholy empire would only continue to grow. 
 
    But for now, I turned to Revna and noticed the slightly panicked look on her face. It was time to see her sisters, and I didn’t think the wild witch could last much longer.  
 
    “Now, we must go,” I told the headmistress. “Good luck with the cleaning.” 
 
    Quinn let out a soft laugh, but she never said another word, so I focused on my women instead. I appreciated their performance, and I knew the battle against the warlocks would have been much harder had I not summoned half of them here to help us. But I knew they had other jobs to complete in nearby realms, so I wanted to leave it up to them to decide whether they remained or returned to their assigned groups. 
 
    “Faye, Vesta, Akira, Beatrix, Penelope, and Vanessa,” I said as I looked at each witch in turn. “Would you like to rejoin your groups in the other realms? I understand the assignment is important to all of you, so I would like you to decide whether you stay or go.” 
 
    No one said a word for a few seconds, and I noticed the thoughtful looks in their eyes as they decided what to do.  
 
    “Master,” Vesta broke the silence a moment later. “If it’s okay with you, Revna is like a sister to us, and I think I speak for all of us when I say we’d prefer to stay with you and support Revna.” 
 
    Every woman in the group smiled sweetly, and I noticed how touched Revna looked that the coven wanted to support her as much as they could.  
 
    “Very well.” I nodded. “In that case, everyone, form a circle.” 
 
    Once the circle had been made, I closed my eyes and allowed my mind to transport us away from Vipera.  
 
    The purple mist swarmed around me in clouds as my body tumbled and flipped through the air. I kept the image of Revna’s old home firmly in my mind as we continued to travel, and I didn’t open my eyes again until my feet had landed firmly in a pile of fresh, white snow.  
 
    The world around us was darker and more dreary than any others I’d been to. The sky was dark gray, the spiked mountains towered high in the distance, and the only noise came from the grunts and groans as some of my women picked themselves up from the snow.  
 
    “I don’t think I’ll ever get used to how cold it is here,” Nyx said as she wrapped her arms around her front.  
 
    “I…” Akira added with chattering teeth. “I’m… s-s-so… c-cold.” 
 
    “Oh, stop complaining,” Vanessa sighed.  
 
    The professor snapped her fingers, and a lilac-colored mist automatically formed around us. Then I felt the warm presence of clothing as it morphed against my body, and once the cloud lifted, I noticed my robe had been swapped out for a thicker, warmer cloak, my boots had changed into a studier pair fit for the weather, and a pair of woolen gloves covered my hands. All the women received the same clothing, but their tights had also changed into a warmer pair.  
 
    “Would you like to lead us in?” I asked Revna. “After all, it’s probably better if they see you first.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t want arrows aimed at my head again,” Circe scoffed, and her forked tongue slid out of her mouth in distaste.  
 
    “My sisters won’t cause any trouble,” Revna said with a confident expression. “I know they’ve longed for me to return for a while, so I highly doubt they’ll stop us.” 
 
    “Then let’s go, before I freeze to death.” Penelope shivered, and her pale pink lips were already turning blue around the edges.  
 
    We made our way toward a high peak in the distance, and I knew Revna’s secret village hid just behind it. The ice and snow crunched and broke beneath our feet, but that was the only noise I could hear. Not a single bird was seen in the sky, and even the harsh wind was silent as it whipped around my head.  
 
    The journey to the village seemed to take longer than last time, but I assumed that was because we didn’t have feral women shooting at us with arrows.  
 
    However, just as I had that thought, Revna came to a halt, and she held out her hand for us all to follow her directions.  
 
    “Careful,” Revna whispered. “I can see my sisters up there, but I need to make sure they know who I am.” 
 
    “But you said there won’t be any trouble,” Akira huffed with her hands stuck in her armpits. “How do you know your sisters won’t shoot--” 
 
    “Hush,” the feral goddess demanded as she focused on the icy peak. “They need to see who I am.” 
 
    Revna stood in silence for another minute, and then she slowly began to move forward.  
 
    “Freyja!” she shouted, and her voice echoed in the air. “Astrid!” 
 
    The two blonde figures at the top of the peak instantly reacted to the noise, and they turned in haste to find out where the shouting was coming from. Then, as they spotted us approaching, the two sisters reached for their bows and quivers.  
 
    “No, stop!” Revna called again. “It’s me! It’s Revna!” 
 
    “Sister, is that truly you?” one of the feral women asked.  
 
    “Yes, it’s me!” I heard the delight in Revna’s voice. “I’ve returned with my friends. Can you please allow us to enter?” 
 
    The two sisters put their heads together to discuss something, but we were too far away to catch any of it. We stopped walking once we reached the bottom of the hill, and then we looked up toward the two sisters as we awaited their response.  
 
    “How can we trust you are who you say you are?” the younger of the two asked.  
 
    “Astrid, please, ask me anything,” Revna begged. “Anything that only I would know the answer to. I’ll prove it to you.” 
 
    There was another brief silence as the sisters conversed again, and then the eldest one, who I assumed was Freyja, began to talk. 
 
    “Our mother once told us a secret about our father, and she told us to never tell a soul,” Freyja said. “What was that secret?”  
 
    “Correction, she told us two secrets.” Revna smirked. “The first was father is the brightest star in the night sky, and the second was he would create the biggest snow storm if we didn’t behave and play nicely.” 
 
    Even from the distance between us, I could still see the smiles that crossed the sisters’ faces. 
 
    “Come, sister.” Freyja motioned us over with her hand. “And bring your friends with you.” 
 
    The sisters then turned on their heels, and we wandered further through the mountainsides to reach their hidden village.  
 
    “Why did your mother tell you those secrets?” Vesta asked with an interested glint in her silver eyes. “Was your father really so powerful?” 
 
    “No, we were just very young when our father died,” Revna said. “My mother had difficulty raising all three of us, so she made up those ‘secrets.’ But the catch was we weren’t allowed to tell anyone, otherwise our father would hear about it, and he’d make sure the snow storm lasted for days.” 
 
    “That was smart thinking,” I snickered.  
 
    “It worked.” Revna shrugged. “It wasn’t until after my mother passed that I found out the truth. I was just a child at the time, and Sigrid has been caring for us since then.” 
 
    “She really is family to you three, then?” Beatrix asked.  
 
    “Absolutely.” The blonde-haired beauty nodded. “It has been strange not having them with me every day, but I couldn’t imagine myself leaving our coven behind now.” 
 
    “You can’t anyway, especially with the blood pact,” Akira snorted. 
 
    As we turned the final corner of the mountain, I noticed the two sisters standing beside the two grand doors which separated us from the village.  
 
    “Revna.” Astrid smiled as she closed the distance between her and her sister. “It’s been so long.” 
 
    Freyja followed on behind, and soon the three of them wrapped their arms around each other, and they were nothing but a mess of blonde hair, furry cloaks, and woolen tunics.  
 
    “What’s brought you all here?” Freyja asked as they broke apart. 
 
    “A lot,” Revna laughed. “But mostly because I had to see that you were safe. There have been battles among many of the realms, and I feared someone may have come here, too.” 
 
    “Come inside,” Astrid said as she linked her arm with Revna’s. “We can discuss it all where it’s warm.” 
 
    “Good,” Nyx whispered, and the already blue witch’s skin was several shades darker than usual. “I’m fucking freezing.” 
 
    Astrid knocked loudly on one of the doors, and then we all slipped inside the noisy village once they’d opened. Unlike the rest of this mysterious realm, joyous laughter ran throughout the village, as well as the incredible scent of spiced meat. It was an incredibly relaxed atmosphere, and it made me wonder if they knew of the terror happening elsewhere.  
 
    I was pleased to see it didn’t look as if these women had faced any trouble recently, so at least that was comforting for Revna. Although she’d been keen to leave her village, her sisters and Sigrid were important to her, and they always would be.  
 
    “Where’s Sigrid?” Revna asked. “I hope I get to see her, too.” 
 
    “She’s had to travel somewhere, but she’ll return in the morning,” Freyja replied. “Will you still be here in the morning?” 
 
    “Um…” Revna looked over at me for an answer.  
 
    “I don’t see why not.” I shrugged.  
 
    Especially with what I had planned.  
 
    My women weren’t going anywhere for a while.  
 
    The two sisters took us into a hut where we had some peace to talk. A fire was lit in the corner, and a table sat in the center with a fine selection of meat and other foods placed from one end to the other.  
 
    There were bowls filled to the brim with something that looked like purple mashed potatoes, silver platters with neatly decorated salads, jugs of various sauces, and even a spit roasted animal which took center stage. At first, I thought the animal was a pig, but then I noticed the tiny little horns that curled from the animals forehead, and it didn’t have trotters. In fact, the animal looked to have paws, somewhat like a small cat. It may not have been a delicacy I’d ever come across before, but I didn’t care as long as it tasted good.  
 
    The cooked meat of the interesting animal was dark brown, and the grease and juices glistened as they rolled down the meat and collected in a small tray underneath. I noticed small chunks of bread sitting in a bowl beside the tray of grease, so I assumed I was meant to dunk the bread into it. 
 
    “Help yourselves.” Astrid motioned toward the food. “The ice and snow can easily steal your energy, so it’s best you fill yourselves up.” 
 
    None of us had to be told twice, and it wasn’t long before we all sat with plates piled high with mountains of food. Although I’d never seen some of the food before, I was pleasantly surprised to realize it tasted pretty good. The purple mashed potatoes were fluffy and creamy, but there was a hint of spice mixed in with them. There was also a thick, blue, jam-like paste, which was so sweet that it made my teeth hurt, but it became the perfect condiment when it was mixed with the meat and vegetables.  
 
    But the star of the show was the spit roasted animal.  
 
    The meat looked tough, but it completely fell apart when I pierced it with my fork. The outer layer was crunchy and salty, but the main body of the meat was moist and sweet. I’d never had anything like it, but at the same time it felt like I’d been eating it throughout my entire existence. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked as I took another bite of the meat.  
 
    “Tracker,” Astrid said with a smile. “They’re essentially our equivalent of a piglet. It’s the most expensive piece of meat to sell or buy, so it’s a real treat when we have it on the table.” 
 
    “Tracker?” Akira frowned. “Is that actually its name?” 
 
    “Well, no,” Freyja laughed. “It’s real name is an igpayner, but we all call them trackers from the way they track and hunt their prey.”  
 
    “But we only eat the baby ones,” Revna said with a devilish grin. “They hold the most flavor, and they lose their sweetness the older they get. Oh, and be sure to mop up the juices with the bread! It’s something you’ll never experience again outside of this realm.” 
 
    I could tell the other women were slightly unsure about trying the greasy, fat-laced juices, so I tried it for them. I picked a chunk of bread from the tray and dipped it into the concoction. The juices stained the bread yellow, and they soaked up into the bread like a sponge. I was surprised to see some green herbs floating in the juice, but the scent that hit my nose really took me by surprise.  
 
    I’d imagined it would smell salty like the outer coating of the meat, but the scent was sweet, spicy, and almost acidic. It was the strangest mix of flavors, but not in a bad way.  
 
    “Trust me, master, you’re going to love it.” Revna grinned.  
 
    I stopped inspecting the damp bread and threw the entire piece into my mouth before I could think about it some more. It took a second for the flavors to come through, but then it was almost like a firework exploded in my mouth. The sweet notes hit my taste buds first, and it had an almost maple taste to it, but once the sweet flavor had died down, it was replaced with something hot like a chili pepper. I was sure the expressions were clear on my face as the different flavors assaulted my tongue, but it was difficult to keep a straight face with the constant changes in my mouth.  
 
    I hadn’t tasted maple or chili when I ate the meat, so I wasn’t sure if the bread brought those added components, but it definitely wasn’t an unpleasant experience.  
 
    A few of the other women dunked their own pieces of bread, but the others weren’t as keen. Revna and her sisters sat and laughed the entire time, so I assumed it wasn’t the first time they’d seen someone react the way I had.  
 
    Once the meat and vegetables had been enjoyed, a group of women cleared the table and then brought out a spread of fine desserts. I spotted some fruit, a yellow cake, cream, a brown pudding-like substance which I assumed was chocolate, and some pastries dusted in powdered sugar. We were all much more eager to try the desserts, and we tried at least one of everything.  
 
    The yellow cake was dry, but according to Astrid you have to eat it with the cream to bring out the cake’s full potential. The pudding-like dessert was chocolate, but it was bitter and sharp, and the pastries were buttery, light, and practically dissolved on my tongue.  
 
    As well as the food, the sisters constantly filled up our goblets with a luxurious red wine, and I spotted the glazed look in Nyx and Akira’s eyes as they downed glass after glass.  
 
    “I could get used to this food,” Akira giggled.  
 
    “I could get used to this wine,” Nyx said seconds before she hiccupped.  
 
    The entire table broke out into laughter, and the more that Nyx hiccupped, the more our laughter grew. It really felt like the sort of evening we needed after the day’s we’d experienced, and I was glad for the brief distraction from real life.  
 
    But that didn’t last forever, and the real reason for our visit became clear once the final course had been cleared from the table.  
 
    “So, what’s going on?” Freyja asked in concern. “You said there was a battle somewhere?” 
 
    “Yes.” Revna nodded. “We’ve just come from Vipera Academy. A group of warlocks had charged the school, and they’d brought slontaurs with them. We’re unsure of the reason behind the attack, which is why I wanted to check on you, in case someone came here, too.” 
 
    “Well, you know how high the security is around here.” Astrid shrugged. “No one can get in without a fight, and even then, they don’t often get very far.” 
 
    “But you didn’t see the battle,” Revna urged. “If it wasn’t for our Dark Lord, we all would have died.” 
 
    “Dark Lord?” Freyja frowned.  
 
    Revna clearly hadn’t realized what she’d called me, and her eyes went wide as her oldest sister questioned her words.  
 
    “Um…” she muttered. “Fuck. Master, I apologize, I didn’t think.” 
 
    I didn’t know why it was a big deal for Revna, because I didn’t care. In fact, it only made it easier to tell them the truth.  
 
    “Please do not apologize,” I said soothingly. “Tell your sisters about me, I want them to know.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Astrid queried as she looked between her sister and me. “Why are you calling him ‘master,’ sister?” 
 
    “Cole is the Dark Lord,” Revna answered, and she raised her chin high as she looked her sisters dead in the eyes. “He is Satan reborn, and he has been my master since the moment I left with them.” 
 
    “Okay, sure,” Astrid laughed. “Why don’t you tell us the real reason?” 
 
    “I am!” Revna argued.  
 
    “Oh, dear little sister,” Freyja said with a sweet smile. “You’ve always had a wild mind, but things have escalated since you left home. You’ve created this wonderful world for yourself, but it’s time to stop playing games now.” 
 
    “I’m not playing games!” Revna said with a huff. “Everyone here can vouch for me, and you say I’ve always had a wild imagination, but have I really? Honestly, when was the last time I’ve come up with a fantasy world in my mind?” 
 
    The sisters looked around at everyone at the table, and we all smiled and nodded as a way of saying Revna spoke the truth.  
 
    But the little sister didn’t give up, and she continued to help Astrid and Freyja believe the truth.  
 
    “Cole resurrected his mother straight from her grave, and he single-handedly took down thirty slontaurs!” Revna said with a radiant smile. “When have you ever heard of someone taking down one slontaur, let alone thirty! Come on, sisters, you know me. I’m speaking the truth.” 
 
    “I can vouch for Revna,” Faye said sweetly. “Cole has always been incredibly powerful, and we never understood why until now.”  
 
    “But… the ‘master’ thing?” Astrid frowned. “It’s so strange. You’ve never called anyone ‘master’ in your life.” 
 
    “That’s because he is,” Revna replied. “Cole created a blood pact which we’re all a part of. He is our master, and we obey his every word. We’re all immortal as long as Cole is alive, and flesh wounds no longer affect us like they used to. Look, I’ll show you.” 
 
    “No!” Freyja cried out. “Don’t be so stupid, little sister.” 
 
    But Revna ignored Freyja and reached for a knife that remained on the table. She gave Freyja and Astrid a smirk, and then she opened out her palm and sliced the tip of the knife across her hand. Red blood bubbled at the opening of the wound, and the thicker the wound became, the more blood became pooled in her palm.  
 
    “Now, watch closely,” Revna said.  
 
    Freyja and Astrid both stood from their seats to get a better look as the skin of their sister’s palm began to stitch back together, and soon all that was left was a puddle of drying blood.  
 
    “I don’t believe it…” Astrid gasped. “Mother was so certain only the most powerful Wiccas could create a blood pact that’s as strong and as mighty as that.” 
 
    “Cole was a preschooler when he created it, too,” Revna said with a smirk. “Do you believe me now? Cole is the Dark Lord Satan, and this is why he can accomplish so much.” 
 
    Both sisters were silent as they absorbed Revna’s words, and I could see the process in their minds as they took it all in. Freyja frowned as she stared around the room with her deep, blue eyes, but then they widened as she understood everything. The same process occurred with Astrid, and it looked as though both sisters came to the conclusion at the same time.  
 
    “Unholy shit…” Astrid gasped. “How is that possible?”  
 
    “I knew you were powerful, but I never knew how far that talent went,” Freyja added.  
 
    Revna looked at me, as if she wanted me to tell the rest of the story, but I gave her a gentle nod as a silent way of telling her to go ahead. I also thought her sisters would believe her words more than they’d believe mine. After all, the sisters had only met me once before this. 
 
    “The Dark Lord chose a powerful Wicca to be his vessel into the world,” Revna explained. “It wasn’t until recently we all found out who he was, and Cole, himself, only learned of his past at the same time we did.” 
 
    Then she went on to detail a few more of my exploits in our war against the elders and my rise to power, and the whole time, Revna’s features were animated with pure devotion and exhilaration. 
 
    When she was done, Astrid and Freyja were silent once more, but then a look of pure adoration appeared on Astrid’s face.  
 
    “I cannot believe you’ve been with the Dark One this entire time.” Astrid smiled. “Imagine what mother and father would think if they knew you lived with and served him directly.” 
 
    “I wish they were here to see for themselves, but I know mother and father are always watching.” Freyja smiled sadly.  
 
    A thought ran through my mind as the sisters remembered their parents. I was interested in growing my group as much as I could, and I knew it would please Revna greatly if she managed to leave this hidden village with her sisters by her side.  
 
    “Revna doesn’t have to be the only one,” I said as I interrupted their conversation. “I am looking to increase the numbers of my army, and there is space for you, too, if you’d like to join us.” 
 
    I didn’t want Astrid and Freyja to feel forced to join us, and I understood that they had a life here which they enjoyed, but I hoped they took me up on the offer.  
 
    “You mean…” Freyja paused.  
 
    “You’d allow us to come with you?” Astrid finished off the question with wide eyes and a slack jaw. 
 
    “Of course, you can.” I smiled.  
 
    “Oh, my lord,” Freyja said as she fell to her knees. “I cannot explain what a privilege this is. We’ve imagined what our Dark Lord looks like all our lives, and now here you are in the flesh.” 
 
    “Words can’t describe how I’m feeling right now.” Astrid joined her sister on the floor, and they both bowed their heads slightly.  
 
    “I think we can come up with a few words,” Akira snickered. “It still doesn’t feel real sometimes, even after all this time.” 
 
    “So, does that mean you accept my offer?” I asked.  
 
    “Oh, yes!” Freyja said as her back shot up straight. “Absolutely, yes, Dark One!” 
 
    “It’s the easiest decision I think we’ve ever made,” Astrid laughed.  
 
    “Perfect,” I said. “In which case, I say we get some rest, because the celebrations will start first thing in the morning…”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    I caught the excited expressions on my coven’s faces at the thought of a celebration, but Astrid and Freyja still looked overjoyed, and I knew they had no idea what was about to happen. 
 
    “Can you provide us with a room for the night?” I asked. “The largest one the village has to offer.” 
 
    “I apologize, my lord, but the village only has the one sleeping quarters,” Freyja said. “The entire village sleeps together, and I cannot think of anything that would be suitable.” 
 
    “That’s alright, I’m sure I can think of something.” I smirked. 
 
    “But… my lord, this is the only village in the area.” Astrid frowned. “Where else would we go?” 
 
    Astrid and Freyja were new to the powers I held, but they’d soon understand, and I was about to give them their first insight into the world I could create with just my hands alone.  
 
    “Take us to an empty patch of land,” I said. “Perhaps on the outskirts of the village where we’ll have some privacy…” 
 
    “Um… okay.” Freyja shrugged. 
 
    Then the two sisters led us from the hut, and we traipsed through the snow and ice as we followed them through the village. Akira and Nyx drunkenly played in the snow, and they giggled the entire time.  
 
    “Would this do?” Astrid asked a minute later.  
 
    The patch of land they’d found was a wide, open space with nothing but black, bare trees around the outskirts and the ominous mountaintops in the distance. There were a few huts behind us, but it still held the privacy I’d asked for. 
 
    “I’m sure I can make it work,” I said. 
 
    I brought my wand out from inside my cloak, imagined the perfect bedroom for us to share, and then aimed it at the center of the open space. 
 
    “Aedificate,” I said firmly. 
 
    A white light grew from the end of my wand, and the light exploded as it covered the area in front of us. The curtain of light remained there for several minutes, and as it faded away, I noticed the outline of a building took its place. 
 
    “Oh, my…” Astrid said in bewilderment.  
 
    The new building matched the others around us, and it looked as if it had always been there. The wooden panels were the same shade of light brown, and even the windows were the same size and shape. I couldn’t get the full view of the building from where I stood, but if it matched the image I’d pictured in my mind, then I knew it was going to be perfect. 
 
    I led my women toward the new building, and they all let out a gasp as I opened the door. The room was far bigger on the inside than it portrayed on the outside, and it looked somewhat similar to the barn-like hut we’d just been in. 
 
    Two couches were placed near a roaring fire, a giant, four-poster bed sat in the center of the far off wall with a gold, silk comforter, and a thick, green rug ran across the floorboards underneath both couches. There was a sliding door at the opposite end of the room that led to another bedroom which had the same design and furnishings. 
 
    I hadn’t realized how tired I was until I viewed the magnificent bed, and for once I wanted nothing more than to collapse onto it and allow my body to fully shut down. The heat of the burning fire created a warm and inviting atmosphere in the room, and my stomach was full from the delicious meat we’d enjoyed.  
 
    “Astrid and Freyja,” I said as I slipped off my cloak. “I ask that you sleep with us tonight.” 
 
    “Of course, Dark Lord.” Freyja nodded. 
 
    “I’ll allow you to sleep with your clothes on, should you prefer,” I told them. “But starting tomorrow, whenever you share your bed with me, you will be bare. Do you understand?” 
 
    “We do,” Astrid replied.  
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned. “Now, let’s get some sleep. It has been a long couple of days for everyone.” 
 
    I watched in pleasure as my coven slipped from their clothing, and how the warm glow of the fire caught their naked skin. It didn’t surprise me that Astrid and Freyja removed only some of their clothing, but I knew their confidence would grow as the days went by, and soon they’d no longer feel the need to hide their bodies from me. 
 
    Then they would present themselves to me and beg to carry my children.  
 
    Half of the coven chose to sleep in the second room, and the other half stayed with me. I made myself comfortable in the center of the bed, and I let out a soft moan as I felt the wandering hands of the women on either side of me. Vanessa used my chest as a pillow, and Faye wrapped one leg around my own.  
 
    It took no time at all before I heard the shallow breaths as my coven fell asleep, and then my eyes drifted closed as a dream formed in my mind.  
 
    I fell into such a deep sleep that I never moved a muscle until I awoke the following morning. Vanessa still had her head on my chest, and the only movement Faye made was to slip one of her arms through my own. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt so comfortable in a bed before, and I could have quite easily spent the entire day in that exact position.  
 
    “Good morning, my lord,” Faye whispered as she stretched out her muscles. 
 
    “Good morning.” I smiled. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “Oh, very,” she sighed happily.  
 
    It took at least twenty minutes for everyone in the bed to wake up, and Astrid and Freyja were the last to open their eyes. They looked well-rested, which pleased me, but as we stood from the bed, I noticed the confusion on the sisters’ faces, like they weren’t sure what to do next. 
 
    I needed to fill them in on the rules and regulations of this group, so I collapsed down onto one of the couches and motioned Astrid and Freyja over to me with one hand. They each took a seat on either side of me, and I brushed my fingertips up and down their bare arms. 
 
     “How did you find your first night with us?” I asked.  
 
    “It was better than I ever could have imagined,” Astrid said. “I felt so… at peace in your presence.”  
 
    “I cannot wait for the many more nights we’ll share together.” Freyja smirked. 
 
    “Believe me, they will happen often,” I told them both. “We will spend nights together as a group, or I will pick someone to share my bed with me. I will fill both your wombs with my seed, and should you disobey my rules, or make up your own, then you will be punished.”  
 
    “We understand,” Astrid murmured.  
 
    “All we want is to please and serve you,” Freyja added. “We promise to never disobey your rules.” 
 
    “Good.” I grinned. “This morning I wish to take my women as a reward for all their hard work, but you must wait your turn. You will watch as I fuck them, and if you’re patient, then you’ll experience everything I have to give you, including bearing my children.” 
 
    They both nodded their heads in response. 
 
    “You will not pleasure yourselves unless I tell you to, and you will not assist the others in finding their own release.” I gave them both a pointed look. 
 
    “Of course not, sir,” Freyja said. 
 
    “Great.” I nodded. 
 
    But the real question was who to pick first. The women from the second bedroom had joined us in the main room. 
 
    My cock hardened as I took in the magnificent view of my naked women. 
 
    “All of you stand in front of me and show me what you have to offer,” I demanded. 
 
    Then I watched as all twelve of them obeyed my command and stood in a straight line. My women were all so unique and different, from the difference in skin-tones, body shapes, and hair colors, and they were all mine to do with as I pleased. 
 
    “Master, if I may?” Marina asked innocently.  
 
    “Yes?” I replied.  
 
    “I cannot take my eyes away from your cock.” She smirked. “May I please bring you the pleasure and release you so desperately crave?”  
 
    “You may.” I nodded. 
 
    Then Marina crouched down to her knees and took my hardened cock into her warm mouth, and a shiver ran down my spine as she used her talented tongue to bring me close to my release.  
 
    I watched with hungry eyes as Vesta sauntered over to where I stood and caught my lips in a heated, feverish kiss. Marina’s addictive moans filled the room, and I could just imagine the torture the other women must have felt as they watched us.  
 
    Vesta caught my bottom lip between her teeth, and as she pulled away, I noticed the dark look that coated her eyes.  
 
    “Aside from Astrid and Freyja, I want the rest of you to find your releases,” I ordered the remainder of my coven as I stared deep into Vesta’s eyes. “Whether that’s by yourself or with others, I’m not picky.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven moaned in response.  
 
    Meanwhile, Marina’s head bobbed up and down as she took in my length, but I knew I wasn’t going to last if she kept working it the way she did. The coil in my gut twisted tighter and tighter, and as the tip of my dick hit the back of Marina’s throat, I knew I was about to explode. I fucked her mouth a few more times before the coil reached the breaking point and sprung open, and I shot a stream of sweltering cream right down Marina’s throat.  
 
    “Ooooh, master,” she groaned as she licked me clean. “Fuuck, you taste so gooood.” 
 
    “Clean me up,” I ordered. “And then I want to watch as you play with your pussy.” 
 
    Marina ran her tongue from the base of my cock all the way up to the top, and she licked off every drop of cum. I could have quite happily spent the day with just her, but I had others in mind, and I wanted to get a taste of all of them. 
 
    Then Vesta and Marina scrambled onto the bed once I was all cleaned up, and I managed to get the first proper view of the room. Vanessa, Morgana, and Revna had found comfort on a couch as they fingered themselves, but the others were all coupled up together. Penelope, Nyx, and Circe laid in front of the blistering fire as they worked on each other, and Akira, Beatrix, and Samara had taken the other couch. Samara’s head was nestled in between Akira’s thighs, and Beatrix and Akira locked their lips together in a passionate kiss.  
 
    My cock instantly sprung to life just at the sight of it all.  
 
    “Vesta, get on all fours and present your pussy to me,” I growled. 
 
    “Of course, master,” she purred.  
 
    The elven witch positioned herself at the side of the bed so I had a view of the rest of the room, and I stared down at the incredible curves of Vesta’s ass as I ran my hands down her back.  
 
    I tugged on my cock a couple times before I positioned it against her pussy and slammed it inside without hesitation. Vesta lurched forward, but she caught herself against the bed and then pushed herself back against me.  
 
    “Fuck, master,” she grunted, and she threw back her head of green hair. “Yes, yes, yeeeees!”  
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” I asked as I pulled my cock out from her tunnel and then slammed in again.  
 
    “Always,” Vesta moaned. “I always want you. I always want your cock.” 
 
    I heard the satisfying sound of my skin slapping against hers, and that, mixed with the concoction of moans, had my second release build instantly. Then Vesta tightened herself around my dick, and she arched back her neck as she met my thrusts.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so tight!” I moaned as I forced myself deeper inside her wanting cavern.  
 
    “You feel so gooood,” she groaned. “Fuck, Dark Lord, please! I need to feel you cum inside me. Please fill me with your seed.” 
 
    “Be patient,” I growled.  
 
    “I don’t think I can, not with you,” she panted. “Master, you feel so good, it’s incredibly difficult to hold back. I need you! Fuck, I need you so bad!”  
 
    I loved it when they begged.  
 
    I thrust my cock as far as I could go, and the sensations that ran through me was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. My mind went blank, my heart felt like it was going to beat out of my chest, and the desire to fill Vesta with my seed quickly overpowered me.  
 
    “Go,” I ordered. “Cum on my cock, let me feel your body explode all around me.”  
 
    “Oooooh, Coooooole!” Vesta screamed. 
 
    I knew the entire village could hear us, but that just made it even more exciting.  
 
    Vesta’s walls twitched around my cock as she came over and over while my seed flooded her insides, and she whispered my name as body grew weaker. Then I reluctantly pulled my cock from her cream-stuffed pussy, and Vesta collapsed onto the bed like she didn’t have the strength to hold herself up.  
 
    I spent the next hour working my way around the room and coming inside each of my coven. I had Vanessa ride my cock as Akira sat on my face, and I licked her out until her juices ran down my throat then Akira licked my sperm out of Vanessa’s filled tunnel while I took the dark-haired beauty from behind. After Vanessa and Akira were filled with my essence, I moved onto Revna and Beatrix. I chose to fuck Revna first, and she used her tongue on Beatrix’s pussy at the same time. It felt like a snowball-effect whenever I pounded into Revna, and it forced her tongue to delve deeper into Beatrix. Then they swapped places after I came, and we began the game again.  
 
    But the adrenaline and energy that flowed through my veins caused a hunger to appear in my mind, and there was only one thing it wanted.  
 
    Someone he hadn’t had before.  
 
    Once I’d worked my way through every woman in my coven, I found Astrid and Freyja sitting patiently in the corner. They both had wide eyes and blushed cheeks, so I knew they enjoyed the view, and they were desperate for their own turn.  
 
    “You,” I said with my finger pointed toward the twins. “Come here.” 
 
    I’d originally thought about taking the sisters into the spare room to give them some more privacy, but then I decided against it. Freyja and Astrid needed to get used to everyone watching as I made them mine, and I’d already given them the option of wearing clothes to bed, so that felt like enough generosity on my behalf.  
 
    “I want you to undress and lie on the bed,” I ordered.  
 
    I took a step back as I watched Astrid and Freyja play with the buttons of their outfits, and once they were nude, they each walked over to the bed and positioned themselves on either side. I noticed their glistening pussies in the warm light of the fire, and it made me desperate to taste and tease them until they screamed my name.  
 
    I started off with Astrid. 
 
    Her soft thighs were like silk beneath my fingers, and I hooked my hands around her legs as I widened them to make room. My cock stood at attention, and it only grew harder and more painful the longer I stared at Astrid’s incredible center. 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeeees,” she moaned. “Dark Lord, please, please fuck me.” 
 
    “And what else do you want me to do to you?” I smirked.  
 
    “Fill me with your seed,” Astrid begged. “I want to take in every last drop. My womb is fertile, I want you to breed with me. I want your child growing inside of me.” 
 
    “Then prepare yourself,” I said with a deep voice.  
 
    Astrid must have misunderstood my words because she instantly went to play with her soaked pussy, but I tapped her fingers out the way before she could reach it.  
 
    “Prepare yourself mentally,” I told her. “This may hurt at first, but once you’ve adjusted to my size, then you’ll find it much easier and pain-free.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” she said. 
 
    I tugged on my cock a couple times, lined it up with her glistening entrance, and then slowly eased myself inside. Astrid winced, and her tight walls clenched around my dick as I sheathed my weapon in her perfect tunnel, but that only made me want to fuck her even harder. Part of me wanted to be gentle with Astrid and Freyja, but they’d soon get used to my size, so the slower I went, the harder it would have been for them to adjust.  
 
    With that decision made, I pulled out and then slammed in again with all the force I could muster.  
 
    “Mmmm… fuck!” Astrid cried out.  
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes!” she gasped.  
 
    Astrid grabbed her perky breasts in her hands, and she massaged them deeply as I thrusted in her again and again. The blonde beauty bit down on her bottom lip as a deep moan formed in her throat, and her eyes winced closed every time I filled her.  
 
    “Cole, pleeeease,” she begged.  
 
    “What?” I asked.  
 
    “I need to… I need to cum!” Astrid screamed. “Please let me come!” 
 
    Her ankles locked together above my ass, and she lifted her hips in time with my movements, which only caused me to move harder and faster.  
 
    A trickle of sweat rolled down my back, and I noticed some sweat had formed in between Astrid’s breasts. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her nipples, especially when she tugged and pulled on them, and the same coil in my gut appeared again. I was seconds away from exploding, and I knew Astrid battled with the same needs.  
 
    “Climax,” I ordered. “I want to feel your body release as you cover my cock in your juices.” 
 
    Astrid’s entire body tightened, and she let out a hearty groan as she came. I felt an instant relief as I shot streams of heated cream into her body, and my legs turned to jelly as I held myself upright against the bed so I could keep pumping into her accepting womb.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she panted. “That was… Satan, that was the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced.” 
 
    “And there is plenty more where that came from.” I smirked. “But I’m not finished yet. Freyja, open your legs. It’s time for me to make you mine.” 
 
    I slipped my cock out of Astrid’s drenched pussy, gave it a quick wipe with the bed sheets, then positioned myself between Freyja’s legs. The first thing I noticed was her breasts were larger than Astrid’s, but not by much. They held the perfect amount of fat, and her breasts jiggled every time she moved. I could have watched them all day, but I was more interested to see how they’d react, and how Freyja would react, when I slammed into her.  
 
    The second thing I noticed was the small coating of blonde hair between Freyja’s legs. I didn’t have a preference whether my women kept their hair or not, just as long as it didn’t get in the way, so I ran my hand down the spiky, blonde hair and then parted her damp lips with two fingers.  
 
    “I see you’re ready for me,” I said.  
 
    “Sooo ready,” Freyja sighed. “More than you’ll ever know.” 
 
    “Good, that’s just what I wanted to hear.” I smirked. 
 
    My dick was hard again by the time Freyja had wrapped her legs around me, and I hit the head of my member against her entrance as I got myself into position. Freyja sighed once more, and then I forced myself inside as she inhaled.  
 
    “Unholy fuuuuck,” she moaned. “Yes, right there!” 
 
    I held myself there for a second before I pulled out and slammed in again. Freyja’s breasts jiggled again from the impact of it all, and her entire body slipped further up the bed slightly, but I pulled her back into position.  
 
    I slipped my hands around her thighs as I increased the momentum, and from the strength that I applied, I knew her skin was going to bruise.  
 
    “You feel so good,” I grunted. “But you’ll feel even better when I cum inside you.” 
 
    “I need your seed, Dark Lord,” Freyja said as she tightened her legs around me. “Fill me with your baby.” 
 
    I saw Astrid leave the bed from the corner of my eye, but then I turned my attention back to her sister and continued to bring her the pleasure she so clearly needed. 
 
    “Do you need to cum?” I asked a moment later.  
 
    “Yes, so badly,” she said.  
 
    “Well, you’ll need to wait.” I smirked.  
 
    “I don’t know if I can, my lord,” Freyja moaned. “I’m on the brink of exploding.” 
 
    “If you orgasm before I say you can, I won’t let you cum at all next time, got it?” I gave her a pointed look. “Fight against the urge.” 
 
    Freyja winced as she obeyed my rules, but from the sensation that ran down my cock, I knew she was going to get her wish sooner than she thought.  
 
    The headboard slammed against the wall as I picked up speed, our skin slapped together, and stars floated in my eyes. I was going to lose my mind if I didn’t empty my load soon, but I fought against it for as long as possible.  
 
    As soon as it became too much to bear, I forced Freyja’s body harder against me, sheathed my cock in her as far as it would go, and made her look me directly in the eyes.  
 
    “Let it go,” I said in a deep tone. “Coat my cock, and let me feel your body tremor in my hands.” 
 
    “Yes, fuck, yes!” Freyja cried out.  
 
    Her walls clenched around my cock as she came, and her eyes widened as I reached my own climax. I held myself against her as I continued to shoot my seed into her spasming tunnel, and it felt as though it was going to go on for days. 
 
    It took a while for me to find the energy to move, and I collapsed onto the bed as soon as I was able to. My heart pounded in my chest, and my breathing was deep and labored, but I already couldn’t wait to take Astrid and Freyja again and find out what else they had to offer me.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    Once everyone had recovered from the morning of activity, we slipped our warmer clothing back on and prepared to leave. We needed to get back to Scholomance, and I had to find out how the other groups fared in the various realms, but I knew there was one last thing Revna, Astrid, and Freyja wanted to do before they left. One of the other villagers had noticed Sigrid’s eagle soaring through the sky, and I knew the three sisters couldn’t leave before they’d spoken to their mother figure.  
 
    “Master,” Astrid said as she came up to me. “Should we inform Sigrid of who you really are?”  
 
    Her question made a lot of sense, and I thought it through before I gave her a proper answer.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied after a minute. “I see a war on the horizon, and it’ll be aimed toward all of Wicca kind. We need everyone to be united under my rule, otherwise the elders will aim at the outliers first.” 
 
    A slight furrow formed between Astrid’s eyes as she thought of her own response.  
 
    “Our leader is benevolent, and one of the kindest women we’ve ever met,” she hesitated slightly. “But she’s also highly unpredictable, and stubborn, and I’m unsure how she will take news like this. It took Freyja and I a while to fully believe Revna’s story, so I fear Sigrid will be the same way.” 
 
    “Answer me this,” I said as I adjusted the way I sat on the couch. “Should we need assistance from this village in the war to come, do you think Sigrid would join us? Or would she keep her villagers safe here?”  
 
    “Everything we do here is for safety, my lord,” Astrid answered. “You know our kind have been persecuted for so long, which was why our ancestors fled here and hid, why we constantly have people on guard, and the reason we all sleep in the same hut. But in saying that, my sisters and I will always be seen as daughters in Sigrid’s eyes, so no matter what, if we needed her help, she would drop everything and come to us.” 
 
    “Even if you were no longer part of her village?” I asked. 
 
    “Even then.” She nodded. “Sigrid always puts her family first, and she’d gather as many people as possible if we needed her to.” 
 
    “Then there’s your answer.” I shrugged. “There is no reason why you cannot tell her the truth before we return to Scholomance.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Astrid smiled.  
 
    I stood from the couch, but Astrid stayed where she was and tied up her leather boots. Then I slipped my arms into my cloak and wrapped it tightly around my torso. A wild wind whipped through the wooden walls of the bedroom, so I had a feeling it was going to be colder than the day before.  
 
    “Are we all prepared?” I asked the room.  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven said all together.  
 
    “Then let’s go,” I ordered. “We’ll stop and see Sigrid, and then it’s straight back to Scholomance.” 
 
    I could see the majority of my coven was pleased at the thought of going home, but I noticed the subtle look of doubt in Astrid and Freyja’s eyes. I knew they had nothing to worry about, because anyone in my immediate group would always be safe, but I understood it was still new to them.  
 
    Everyone piled from the hut, and my theory had been correct about it being much colder than the day before. The drastic difference in weather made me think how Astrid and Freyja would cope with the blood rains common around Scholomance, but I knew that was something I’d see soon enough.  
 
    “Revna,” I said to the blonde witch. “Would the village prefer to have this room available to them?”  
 
    “Um…” Revna said as she looked over the hut I’d created. “I don’t think it would be used for its intended purpose. But thank you, my lord, your offer is extremely generous.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded, and then I aimed my wand straight at the building. “Reditus.” 
 
    Like the day before, a flash of light shot from my wand, and the beam intensified until it covered the entire building. It sat there for a minute before the light cleared, and nothing was left behind apart from the empty spot of land.  
 
    Then the three sisters led us through the village until we reached the grand communal longhouse. That was where the villagers eat and sleep, and I remembered the large fire pit that sat in the center of the room. The wooden walls and ceiling of the longhouse were covered in a light dusting of snow, and mounds of cold, white ice surrounded the circumference of the building. I couldn’t understand how someone could be comfortable in constant low temperatures, but I assumed their bodies adapted over time.  
 
    “Sigrid?” I heard Astrid ask as she opened the door of the longhouse. 
 
    There was a mumbled response, but I couldn’t fully make out the words, and then Astrid opened the door fully before we all stepped inside.  
 
    “Aah, I see we have visitors,” Sigrid said as she rose from her wooden, throne-like chair, and then she let out a gasp. “Revna? Is that you?”  
 
    “Hello, Mother,” Revna said with emotion clear in her voice. “It feels like I haven’t seen you in forever.” 
 
    The leader took a few steps forward, and then she opened out her arms as an invitation for Revna to go to her. Although Sigrid had a straight face the majority of the time, I noticed the love and affection that shone through her bright, icy eyes.  
 
    The youngest sister ran toward her mother figure, and the two of them embraced in a warm hug. I thought I noticed Vanessa wipe away a tear, but that could have been my eyes playing tricks on me.  
 
    “Whatever has brought you back here?” Sigrid asked as the two women pulled away from each other. “I knew someone powerful was inside that new hut, but I never imagined for it to have been you.” 
 
    “There have been a few issues in Scholomance and nearby, so I wanted to come and make sure everyone was okay,” Revna said. “I had to see my sisters and yourself, of course.” 
 
    “Well, I’m so pleased you made the journey,” Sigrid said, and then she lifted her head from Revna’s shoulder and looked in our direction. “Please, everyone, take a seat.” 
 
    I went to take a seat, and I heard a flurry of activity coming from behind me as other villagers left the hut. I’d been so caught up in the reunion that I hadn’t noticed the others who were busy working in the longhouse. I wondered if they really needed to leave, or if they’d decided to give us some privacy. Either way, it wasn’t an issue for me.  
 
    “Sigrid, we cannot stay long,” Freyja said as she sat down beside the leader. “But we have news to tell you of.” 
 
    “Oh?” Sigrid frowned as she took a sip from a small cup. “What is it?” 
 
    “Um…” The older sister paused. “Astrid and I wish to stay with Revna, and leave with her.” 
 
    I had a feeling I knew what Sigrid felt, because I wouldn’t want any of my group to leave me, either. But I also knew it was different, especially since she saw the three sisters as daughters.  
 
    “I see…” the leader mumbled as she narrowed her eyes. “I cannot say I’m surprised you are finally choosing to spread your wings, and I thought you would have left before now, but that doesn’t make it any easier to let you.” 
 
    “I know, Mother.” Freyja bowed her head. “And I apologize for doing this to you.” 
 
    “Oh, do not apologize to me.” She smiled and cupped Freyja’s cheek with her palm. “You three have always stuck together, and I knew the day would come when you chose to leave. But can you promise me one thing? Can you promise to visit me as often as you can?” 
 
    “Of course,” Freyja said. “It’ll be like we never left!” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll constantly return to ask you for the recipe for your famous tracker pie,” Astrid said with a laugh.  
 
    “Or to ask you where I’d left my quiver,” Revna added.  
 
    The four began to laugh and embraced each other again, and this time I definitely noticed the shimmer of tears that rolled down their cheeks. Once they’d pulled away from each other, Astrid gave me a subtle look as if to say now was the best time to tell Sigrid all about me.  
 
    I gave her a nod, and I then motioned with my hand for Astrid to go ahead with the conversation.  
 
    “There is one more thing I’d like to discuss with you,” Astrid said as she retook her seat and looked at her shieldmaiden. “We were wondering whether to tell you, but we feel it’s best if you’re in the loop.” 
 
    “What is it, dear?” Sigrid asked.  
 
    “Um…” Astrid played with the leather strap of her clothing. “Cole isn’t just a student from Scholomance… he’s actually Satan reborn, and we’ll be personally serving him.” 
 
    “We realize how difficult this may be for you to understand, Mother, but it is the truth,” Revna said with a smile.  
 
    Sigrid looked at me with a frown, and I could almost see the doubt that trickled through her mind.  
 
    “You’re right, I don’t understand,” she laughed. “That can’t be true.” 
 
    “It is,” I said. “I am the Dark Lord, and I’ll be willing to show you if you don’t believe us.” 
 
    “But the Dark Lord has never taken a mortal form.” Sigrid frowned harder. “There is no possible way for you to be who you say you are.” 
 
    “We’re telling you the truth,” Freyja spoke up. “You know we wouldn’t lie about such things.” 
 
    “I know you wouldn’t lie about it, but how do I know this man speaks the truth?” the leader asked. “He could have brainwashed you to believe this story.” 
 
    “I realize you’re reluctant to believe me, so I feel there’s only one way for you to really see the truth,” I declared.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” Sigrid asked. 
 
    The village had been isolated for so long, so I understood why she wouldn’t believe us, but I needed to show her, and there was only one way for me to do that.  
 
    “Video in corde meo,” I muttered softly. 
 
    A soft pink mist began to form around the table, and it trapped everyone in its cloud. I heard Sigrid voice her confusion once again, but I didn’t have the time to word my response before the visions began to play out in my mind.  
 
    Everyone around the table viewed the same images, but they were mainly for Sigrid to see.  
 
    I pictured everything I’d planned, from picking my vessel, to my birth and Lilith’s sacrifice, and my time on Earth. I showed images of my first day in Scholomance, and I included battles and times I’d been victorious as visual evidence of how strong and powerful I was. Every one of my greatest achievements was included in that reel, and the visions were so strong and visceral that I had to have lived them, and Sigrid knew this.  
 
    Once the mist faded, and the visions left our minds, I took in the looks of awe every witch sported on their faces, but I was more interested in the leader and how she felt.  
 
    Sigrid still looked slightly skeptical, yet the expression faded as every second ticked by. 
 
    “I…” Sigrid paused and blinked rapidly as realization dawned in her eyes. “I cannot believe it. You’re telling the truth.” 
 
    “I am.” I nodded. “Your daughters have not been brainwashed, and those images showed I am who I say I am.” 
 
    “You’re the Dark Lord,” she gasped, and her mouth fell slack. “You’re here… in person. You’re real.” 
 
    “As real as you all,” I said with a smirk. “But there was a reason why we had to tell you. I feel the war is escalating with the Elder Lord, and it could happen any day from now. I need to collect as many people as I can to form the strongest army, and I need to be sure you’ll be loyal to me when the time comes. Will you stand alongside us?’ 
 
    “O-Of course…” Sigrid said. “It’ll be my greatest pleasure to fight for you, my lord. I see now you’ll take great care of my daughters, and they’ll be safe with you.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” I nodded. 
 
    “I’ll gather the villagers together,” Sigrid replied. “I’ll do whatever it is you need me to do, and I’ll make sure they all believe your story.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “I’m sure not every realm will believe it, but as long as my army is larger than the Elder Lord’s, then I see no reason as to why we won’t be victorious in the end.” 
 
    Sigrid stood from the table and came over to where I sat. Then she crouched down to her knees and bowed her head. “Forgive me for my ignorance, Dark One.” 
 
    “You’re forgiven,” I said with my hand flat on her head.  
 
    It was a lot for someone to take in, but she understood now, and that was the main thing. 
 
    After Sigrid returned to her chair, my coven and I stayed silent as we gave Sigrid, Revna, Freyja, and Astrid time to talk and say their goodbyes. I didn’t have to say we needed to leave, because the sisters already knew, so I patiently waited until they were ready to go. 
 
    “You promise to take good care of them?” Sigrid asked me one last time, but the question seemed like more of a habit than actual doubt.  
 
    “If I can promise you one thing, then it’ll be that I’d do anything to save these women,” I said honestly. “They will be loved and cherished. They will bear me many powerful children, and they’ll be free to return and see you whenever they please.” 
 
    “Amazing!” Sigrid gave me a light smile. “They will bear your children? You honor me and them, my dark lord.” 
 
    The sisters then joined my coven and I as we created a circle and held hands. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked the two blondes.  
 
    “Yes,” Astrid sighed, but she lifted her chin. “It’s never easy leaving your family, but you and Revna are who we want to be with, so that makes the break slightly easier.” 
 
    “Good.” I smiled. “You’ll feel extremely welcome at Scholomance, I can promise you that.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Freyja said kindly.  
 
    Every one of us gave Sigrid a parting wave as we began the journey back home. I spotted Astrid and Freyja’s eyes widened as the purple mist appeared, so that told me they hadn’t shadow-ported much in their lives, so I knew how dizzy they’d feel once the world had stopped spinning. 
 
    Then I transported us just outside the banquet hall in Scholomance, and as expected, Freyja and Astrid both landed on their asses with a painful thud.  
 
    “Fuck,” Freyja said as she rubbed her back. “I didn’t think it would be so sudden.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I didn’t think I’d bruise my ass,” Astrid laughed.  
 
    “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” Faye said as she helped the sisters up. “A few of us don’t land as neatly as Cole does, either.” 
 
    “Yeah, Faye used to face-plant into the ground every time we went anywhere,” Akira cackled.  
 
    “And Akira wasn’t graceful, either,” Faye retorted as she stuck her tongue out at the black-haired witch. “As long as you don’t act like a newborn animal taking their first steps, then you’re already doing better than her.” 
 
    I snickered at their childish remarks, but I put an end to it as I raised a hand into the air.  
 
    “I can sense the entire school has returned, and I know they’re waiting on us to join them,” I announced. “Now, let’s change out of this clothing and greet our school.” 
 
    I clicked my fingers, and a white light instantly formed around us. Then I felt the warmer clothing lift from my body, and my regular uniform took its place. Once the light had faded, I noticed Astrid and Freyja had on the Scholomance uniform, and the black and white checkered skirt and knee-high socks suited them perfectly.  
 
    It must have been a nice change from the leather they were used to wearing. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Beatrix said with a radiant smile on her usually timid face. 
 
    “Oooh, the black goes against your pale skin so well!” Nyx added.  
 
    “And the wild, braided look in your hair?” Morgana’s eyes widened. “Fuck, I wish I could pull off that look.” 
 
    “I think you would,” Astrid said as she tilted her head to the side. “Perhaps we can try it out on you once we’ve found the time to rest?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” The bookish brunette grinned. “You’ll soon be starting a salon with all these students wanting hair like that.”  
 
    “We can discuss a salon later.” I rolled my eyes playfully. “But for now, our audience awaits us.” 
 
    “Then lead the way, my lord…” Astrid said with a fearful expression.  
 
    “Come on, they won’t bite,” Revna chuckled as she took her sister by the arm.  
 
    Samara and Penelope opened the grand doors for us, and the entire banquet hall erupted into cheers and celebrations as I wandered inside. The entire audience were up on their feet, and I noticed Lilith, the headmistress, and the professors joined in with the cheering and clapping. I saw a few curious faces looking at Astrid and Freyja with intrigue, but I knew they wouldn’t say a word until I’d introduced the school to our new arrivals.  
 
    As I reached the far end of the hall, Lilith stepped forward and threw her arms around my neck.  
 
    “I knew you would save Vipera, my lord,” she said sweetly.  
 
    “I wouldn’t have returned unless the threat had been dealt with,” I replied.  
 
    Theodora and the rest of the professors then surrounded us as they hugged my coven and kissed my cheek.  
 
    “It certainly felt quiet without everyone running through the halls,” Theodora laughed softly. “But we cannot tell you how good it is to see you return, Dark One.” 
 
    “I bet the portraits had to find other ways to keep themselves occupied,” I said. “I don’t know how they coped without telling students to stop running.” 
 
    “They, too, were very quiet.” The headmistress smirked. “And I can’t say that was a bad thing.” 
 
    “Cole, please introduce us to your new women,” Lilith said with a gleam in her blue eyes. “And what beauties they are, too.” 
 
    I searched around for Astrid and Freyja, and I found them huddled together at the back of the group. Their cheeks were rosy with blushes, and Astrid played with her hands anxiously as if to fight off the nerves that rattled her bones. Revna stood beside her sisters, and I noticed the calming hand she laid on Freyja’s shoulder.  
 
    “Come meet everyone.” I motioned the sisters over with a nod of my head.  
 
    Astrid and Freyja hesitated for a brief second before they took little steps over to me. This was the hardest hurdle to jump, but what they didn’t know was how easy it was going to be.  
 
    “I wish to introduce you all to Revna’s sisters, Astrid and Freyja, and they are part of my coven now as well,” I said with my arms around their waists. “Ladies, this is Headmistress Theodora, and Professors Crimson, Luna, Evanora, and Olivia. And this is Lilith, my mother.” 
 
    “It is an absolute honor and privilege to meet you, Lilith.” Freyja curtsied. “As it is to meet all of you.” 
 
    “Thank you so much for allowing us into your school, Headmistress,” Astrid said with a delicate nod of her head.  
 
    The women all smiled and brought Astrid and Freyja into gentle hugs to silently welcome them. I already knew they loved the sisters as much as I did, but I also knew they wouldn’t have said anything if they thought differently.  
 
    I made the rules around here, and my word was final. 
 
    “You will soon feel right at home here,” Lilith said to them both. “I already know the Dark Lord would have made you feel welcome, but I promise you we’ll all do our best to assist you with your comfort, and please don’t hesitate to ask if you need help with anything.” 
 
    “Thank you,” both sisters replied in unison.  
 
    “This school is an absolute masterpiece,” Freyja added as she looked around the hall in awe. “I cannot wait to explore the entire building and learn the history of the place.” 
 
    “The history is extensive, and witches have been coming here since the dawn of Wicca time,” Theodora explained. “But we can go into detail later.” 
 
    “Thank you, Theodora.” I nodded. “Now, everyone, take your seats. It’s time to get down to business.” 
 
    Everyone obeyed my orders and took their assigned seats as I stood in front of the large sea of witches. A few of them mumbled and conversed with the girls around them, but the entire hall fell silent as I raised my hand.  
 
    “I welcome you all back to Scholomance!” I said loud enough for everyone to hear me. “I am pleased to see your journeys were a success, and that you all returned to us unscathed.” 
 
    The audience clapped and cheered once again.  
 
    “Now, as most of you are aware, the Vipera Academy was attacked once again,” I continued. “I don’t know why these warlocks attacked them, but it means we need to keep watch in case others decide to come here, too. But fear not! We have many allies out there who will fight alongside us, and I hope you have all recruited more schools to join our ever-growing army!” 
 
    A few students stood up to emphasize their excitement, and they pounded their fists on the tables as they let out animalistic cheers.  
 
    “Now, one by one, I will ask a student from each group to stand up and present their findings to me,” I ordered. “I need the honest truth, and whether your quests have been successful, that is all, so please get into your groups.” 
 
    The entire hall was a mess of action and mayhem as everyone found their groups. One younger witch stared around like an animal in headlights as she tried to locate, or perhaps remember, who she’d traveled with, but once the scared girl had found her squad, I began to talk again.  
 
    “You,” I said as I pointed to the first group. “I need one student to step forward.” 
 
    After some thought and deliberation, a tall, lanky girl stepped up. Her hair was short and black, and her golden skin shone under the light of the chandelier. I recalled that she had been very flexible when we fucked, and I had held her long legs back behind her head while I poured a gallon of my seed directly into her quivering womb. 
 
    “Which realms did you visit, Jasquin?” I asked her.  
 
    “Um… you… You remembered my name!” the lanky woman gasped as her face turned red.  
 
    “Yes, now answer my question,” I said.  
 
    “We started off in Hovanna and then moved to Abrudolon. The schools were overjoyed to hear the news, and they promised to assist in any way they can.” 
 
    “Good, very good,” I said. “Who’s next?” 
 
    The following few groups after that were pleased to inform me they, too, had managed to spread my word, and the three schools they each visited were thrilled to hear the news of my return.  
 
    Then I picked the group Penelope was a part of. She’d only visited one realm before I summoned her to me, but her group shared the same success rate. Everybody so far had announced the schools were willing to stand beside me, and I started to think it may have been too good to be true.  
 
    My theory was proven correctly when I picked a group at the back of the hall. The witch who stepped forward had black eyes, maroon hair that reached her thighs, and two little horns curled up from her forehead. I recalled shoving my fingers in her mouth while I claimed her, and her eyes had rolled back into her head when we both climaxed. 
 
    “Tell me which realm you visited, Helena,” I ordered.  
 
    “Um, we-well…” she stuttered. “We started off in The Night Province, who were pleased to hear the news…” 
 
    “Yes?” I asked as she hesitated for the second time. “Where did you go next?”  
 
    “Ukinica and Drapathia, in that order,” the trembling witch answered. “They… they weren’t as pleased.” 
 
    “Explain,” I ordered.  
 
    “Um, th-they…” Helena ran a hand down her face. “They said they’d rather join forces with the elders before they took our side.” 
 
    “I see.” I shrugged. “I guess you cannot win them all.” 
 
    It wasn’t a huge surprise to me, because I’d seen first-hand how some people reacted. Perhaps they didn’t believe the words of Scholomance students, but they’d think differently if I appeared before them in the flesh. 
 
    I continued my way around the hall and found out Ettorea, Jinarus, and Angelus Daemonium were all pleased to take our side, which just left one group remaining to give me their answers.  
 
    “We went to Gassotara first, and then Utulah and The Mad Sanctuary,” the witch said. “Gassotara were pleased to hear the news, but they’d need visual evidence before they fully committed to anything. But I’m sorry to say Utulah and The Mad Sanctuary feel the same way as Ukinica and Drapathia. They said they refused to believe such “bullshit,” or so they politely told us.” 
 
    “I mean, that should be no surprise to anyone,” I scoffed. “Utulah had just attacked our school, and The Mad Sanctuary has that name for a reason, which they certainly live up to.” 
 
    My audience of witches giggled like little children, but I stood by what I said. The Mad Sanctuary was filled with fucking imbeciles, and they should have been taken off the list of realms to visit in the first place.  
 
    “I appreciate you all for making the journey, and for spreading the word as well as you did,” I said. “The schools who do not wish to believe us can live with that regret, or they can join us if they see differently. But the majority of schools chose to trust us, and chose to fight alongside us, and for that we should be thankful!” 
 
    A thunderous applause filled the hall from everyone who stood around me, and I told everyone to take their seats once again. 
 
    I was about to make another announcement, but then I noticed a hand waving in the air as one of the witches tried to get my attention.  
 
    “Yes?” I asked. 
 
    The higher-tiered student rose to her feet and brushed back a stray strand of pink hair from her face. I couldn’t quite remember her name, but I recalled her riding me reverse cowgirl and climaxing on my cock within the ten seconds of when I first slid inside of her.  
 
    “I apologize for interrupting you, my lord, but I feel it’s best if you’re aware of something,” she said.  
 
    “Aware of what?” I frowned.  
 
    “When we visited The Mad Sanctuary, the headmaster told us information that could be beneficial to you, and everyone here,” the witch replied.  
 
    “Go on…” I motioned with one hand.  
 
    I heard the witch inhale and exhale deeply, probably to calm herself, and then she looked around all the other students as she informed everyone around her.  
 
    “The headmaster told us news has started to spread,” she explained. “Apparently, the Elder Lord has hatched a plan to rain down an apocalypse on all creation. The Mad headmaster had a sinister smile on his face as he told us this, and he repeated, over and over again, that the Elder Lord would rather destroy every world and kingdom than kneel before Satan.” 
 
    Before I could word out my response, the quiet audience began to panic. I heard some mumbling that we’re all going to die, some said we wouldn’t have an army big enough to fight him off, and some of the students flat-out screamed and pulled at their hair.  
 
    “Silence!” I shouted. “Panicking will get us nowhere!” 
 
    The majority of the crowd quieted down, but I still heard the soft whimpers from the younger students.  
 
    “This is the war I have seen on the horizon for a long time, and the more we work together, the easier it will be to defeat the Elder Lord!” I declared with confidence. “This is not the first time we will go against someone of power, but our strengths increase every day, and with the assistance of other schools by our side, and me as your general, I am confident we will come out victorious!” 
 
    “We will fight alongside the Dark Lord Satan!” Theodora said loudly as she came up beside me. “We’ll obey his every word and show those who pose a threat that Satan has been reborn!” 
 
    The cheering became louder, and I watched as the crowd’s confidence grew with every word we spoke. The more experienced students smiled and clapped, and I instantly knew the younger, terrified students were slowly coming out of their shells.  
 
    “It won’t be long before everyone believes the truth of our Dark Lord, but until that moment comes, we must stick and fight together,” Theodora continued. “We must show the other schools that Scholomance will not back down, regardless of who comes for us!” 
 
    Suddenly, before Theodora or I could say another word, the main doors flew open, and a mass of familiars flew, walked, and slithered into the hall.  
 
    Alexander took the lead, and his beady, red eyes found mine instantly. 
 
    Sir, you’re back, he said happily. I wondered when you’d return again.  
 
    “It’s good to see you, Alex.” I grinned as he landed neatly by my feet. “I hope you’ve kept yourself out of trouble?” 
 
    Oh, you know me. He winked. Silvia and I took long strolls through the forest, dined on the finest of food, and warmed our bodies in front of the fire.  
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    Well… we laid by the fire, but I may have dreamed the rest. I heard the reluctance in his tone.  
 
    “That sounds more like it,” I laughed.  
 
    I glanced around at my coven and noticed they all had their familiars safely in their laps or by their feet. It had only been a few days since we’d last seen them, but it always felt good to be back in their presence again.  
 
    Alexander tucked his wings into his side, and then he made himself comfortable over my feet.  
 
    But, just as I went to talk again, a fiery pain pierced my mind. It was like an inferno had taken over my body, and I collapsed to the ground as I let out a loud scream.  
 
    Master, what’s going on? Alexander asked as he jumped up from his spot.  
 
    “Cole?” Theodora crouched down to my side and placed her hand on my head. “My lord, tell me what’s causing you so much pain.” 
 
    But I didn’t have the ability to voice a single word. All I could do was growl in agony as the blaze continued.  
 
    I thought I felt my coven rush to my side, and perhaps some of the professors, but nothing made sense to me. I wrapped my arms over my head, but the more I tried to distract myself from the pain, the more the fires grew. It felt so real, and I was almost certain someone had lit me with a torch. 
 
    Then, just as I thought it couldn’t get any worse, scorching heat shot down the center of my spine, and it was sure my bones were about to break and crumble.  
 
    “Aaaargh, fuck!” I roared.  
 
    “Master, what can we do to help you?” That sounded like Circe, but I didn’t know for certain.  
 
    “Make… it… stop,” I grunted as my back arched, and I curled my knees up to my chest.  
 
    More of my women spoke to me, but I didn’t pay them any attention because a new sensation had appeared. 
 
    I heard screaming, but it wasn’t from me.  
 
    I heard females screaming as they begged for mercy, but I didn’t know who had caused them such trauma. It felt like they were crying out for me to save them. 
 
    I tried to use my periculum incantation to see what was going on, but the pain was too intense for me to cast it. Either that, or someone was using magic to stop me.  
 
    The screaming continued, as well as the feeling of misery those women were experiencing, and I thought I’d never escape the torture.  
 
    Then a harsh, familiar scent hit my nose and made my eyes water. The smell of smoke and burning flesh.  
 
    Clear your mind. Lilith’s voice was soft and gentle as it echoed through my head. You are strong enough to fight this.  
 
    I did whatever I could to fight off the torture and listen to my mother’s advice.  
 
    “Women… are… burning,” I said with deep, hollow breaths. “I can’t see… what’s going on.” 
 
    I’ll take a look, Lilith said. Focus on releasing the pain in your mind.  
 
    I controlled my breathing and my heart rate, and I tried to clear my mind as much as I could. The fire continued to burn, but the more I relaxed, the easier it became to cope with the pain. It took a few minutes before I could open my eyes once more, and although my senses had returned to me, the screams of the burning women were still loud and clear in my mind.  
 
    “It’s worse than I thought.” Lilith broke my musing, and her words were full of fear. “Loreshia is under attack. The entire kingdom is on fire.” 
 
    Loreshia wasn’t a realm I’d ever visited in person, but I’d read about it a few times. The unholy kingdom wasn’t as luscious and as rich as others, and the citizens did whatever they could to get by, and I wondered if that was the reason the Elder Lord had targeted them. They were the easiest to demolish, and they didn’t have the equipment to fight back as much as other kingdoms could. The entire realm could be destroyed if I didn’t get there and stop the fires, and that quickly became my main priority. 
 
    “Then we have to go,” I decided as I forced myself off the floor. “We have to go and save those women. Now.” 
 
    “But, my lord, you’re not strong enough,” Marina said. “You must rest.” 
 
    “We can rest once we’ve saved Loreshia,” I said firmly. “Prepare yourselves. This fight may be more difficult than the last.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10  
 
    It was carnage from the second we arrived in Loreshia.  
 
    We were standing just on the outskirts of the village, with the demolished, curved wooden sign in front of us. Fires burned in all directions, buildings were being destroyed, and the constant sound of harrowing, painful screams pulsed through my ears. The sky was so dark that I was unsure of the time of day, and the harsh stench I’d smelled in my vision was even stronger now. My entire coven and the familiars had joined me, and I could see how eager they were to put their powers to the test.  
 
    “Go!” I ordered. “Save anything and everyone you see! We will not stop until the last ember has died down!” 
 
    I’ll check up ahead and see what I can find, Alexander said as his wings lifted him into the air.  
 
    “Good,” I replied. “I need to know every little detail.” 
 
    Then, right as those words left my mouth, a green bolt of lightning whizzed past my face and hit a wooden beam beside me. The wooden beam disintegrated from the impact, and that would have been my face had the person’s aim been accurate.  
 
    “Praemium!” Akira shouted into the air, but her target ran before the bolt of light could hit him.  
 
    I noticed a man sprint behind a burning building, and I ran toward him without a second’s hesitation. I never got a good look at the man, and the dark, smoky fog made it harder for me to see, but his shadow could be seen through the orange and yellow flames  
 
    “Proelium,” I said as firmly as I could.  
 
    A tangerine-hued light smacked the man in the side, and he flew through the air and into a pile of burning bodies. Then the man let out a gargled scream as his skin and bones began to melt.  
 
    I left the man to meet his death, and then I turned to see my coven had aimed their wands toward five other men. One by one, the men met slow and painful deaths, and the grin on my face increased the more I watched them die. Faye blew off a man’s head, Beatrix and Penelope worked together to turn another bastard into stone, and Revna had the pleasure of breaking that stone into pieces. Blood, bones, and scraps of skin littered the grassy area, and I hoped the Elder Lord got a good look at what we were capable of. 
 
    The men clearly didn’t look like the elders we’d come across before, so I had to wonder why the Elder Lord disguised his men to look different. Or perhaps they weren’t elder men at all, and maybe they were merely holy worshippers. Either way, I was going to find out.  
 
    Alexander, I called on my familiar. We’ve just fought off six elders, but I need to know if more are around. Only women live in this village, so let me know if you see any men at all. 
 
    No problem, he replied. I don’t see anyone right now, but those fires are burning quickly, master.  
 
    Yes, I’m aware, I said.  
 
    “Master, what should we do now?” Beatrix asked when the last elder around us was dead.  
 
    “We all need to split up if we have any chance in saving this kingdom,” I said to my group. “The Elder Lord may have more of his men around here, so keep an eye out and be careful.”  
 
    I watched as my coven split up into groups and began to extinguish the flames, but Vanessa, Circe, Astrid, and Samara stayed with me. They combined their forces together to save a wooden hut from being destroyed, but I looked around the battle scene and tried to work out who to aim for.  
 
    I spotted many women fleeing from raging fires, and children were being carried away in their mothers’ arms. I knew the Elder Lord was behind all of this, but I needed to know if he had placed more of his men in the village.  
 
    “I’m going over here,” I said to my group when a bright burst of flame and a scream caught my attention. “Come and find me once you’ve saved that building.” 
 
    I heard their mumbled replies as I sprinted toward a raging fire. The air turned into thick, smoke-filled fog the closer I got, but I could just make out the woman tied to a burning stake. The orange flames licked her feet, and her piercing screams traveled high into the air.  
 
    “Prohibere!” I shouted with my wand aimed at the burning wood.  
 
    The fire slowly began to die down, but the woman continued to scream as she twisted her body from one side to the other. Then I closed the distance between us and noticed the rope that had been tied around her body in several places, which included her wrists, ankles, chest, and arms. The rope had caught the black soot from the fire, and the flames had caught onto the frayed ends.  
 
    The woman would have died in minutes had I not been there.  
 
    “Intermissum,” I said. 
 
    A spark of light left my wand, and the rope slowly began to unravel to free the woman from the stake. I repeated the spell a couple more times, and once the woman was free, I picked her up in my arms and carried her over to a clear patch of land. Her pale skin was covered in soot and ash, and her hair looked dark, but that could have been from the fire. Her beige tunic was singed at the bottom, and there was a slight wheeze in every breath she took.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I gently placed her down onto the grass.  
 
    “Y-Yes… I’m okay,” she panted. “I… thank you. You saved my life.” 
 
    “Who did this to you?” I asked. “Did you see their face?”  
 
    “No,” the woman said as she shook her head. “It all happened so suddenly, I don’t think anyone saw their face.” 
 
    “What about their clothing?” I asked. “Did you see that?”  
 
    “Um…” She frowned. “Black. I saw black leather and silver chains.” 
 
    I couldn’t say for certain if the men we fought off wore the same clothing, but I needed to know who we were working with, and whether these men were all from the same group.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I stood back up again. “I’m going to save the others, but do your best to find somewhere to hide, and I’ll be sure to return to you when it’s all over.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know where to go,” the lady said, and a look of panic crossed her face. “My home was burned to the ground, and my entire village has been destroyed.”  
 
    The lady was right. I was going to do whatever I could to save these villagers, but they needed somewhere safe to go once I’d released them from their agony.  
 
    “Okay, stand back.” I said as we cleared the space. Then I pointed my wand out in front of me. “Aedificate.” 
 
    I pictured a building in my head, down to the smallest of details. Then a white light formed around the area like it had done in Revna’s village, and the light sat there until a new building had been created. The building was made from pure steel, with nothing but a black door in the center. It wasn’t overly large from the outside, but I’d pictured it to be bigger on the inside, so I knew it was large enough to hold the entire village if needed. Then I added a simple charm to the door so only the villagers could enter, and it saved them from any threat that could have come their way.  
 
    “Go in there,” I ordered. “You’ll be safe inside, I promise.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the woman said with a voice thick with emotion. “You really did save my life.” 
 
    “I’m only doing my duty,” I shrugged. “I’ll return when it’s over.” 
 
    Then the lady ran toward the steel building and shut herself away inside. I hoped she’d soon be joined by all the other residents, but I knew not everyone was going to survive, and that woman was going to be left by herself if I didn’t hurry and release the others from their entrapment. 
 
    “Cole!” Vanessa called over to me. “This way.”  
 
    I searched around for my coven and found Vanessa, Circe, Astrid, and Samara not far from the fiery stake. Their hair was messy, and they had soot on their cheeks and foreheads, but my women still looked incredible.  
 
    “We’ve found a collection of women and children who need our help,” Vanessa said as we began to run. “We would have tackled it by ourselves, but the fire is so big that we need you to help us.” 
 
    “We need to save the children more than anything,” Samara added. “These children are not made the biological way, and if they die, the entire village will die out in a few years’ time.” 
 
    I’d read about the children of Loreshia before, and how the women worship them as much as they worship me. Without any men in the kingdom, certain women are picked to birth and raise the offspring of the future, and without them, the kingdom won’t survive. 
 
    “We have to do what we can,” I said firmly. “Remember, we will heal from a burn. They won’t.” 
 
    The young, terrified screams hit me as we reached a wall of fire. The wooden beams of the building were just seen peeking from the top of the flames, but the destroyed timber creaked from the heat that engulfed it. I saw no initial way in, but there was a door somewhere, and I just had to find it. 
 
    “Aim your wands at the flames and use all the power you possess!” I shouted. “We have many more people to save, and only a short amount of time in order to do it.” 
 
    An abundance of lights left my covens’ wands as we shouted out various spells and incantations. I used the prohibere spell as much as I could, but after five minutes of battling the heat, I knew I needed to use something far greater than I had before.  
 
    I thought back to when we’d battled the slontaurs, and how I needed to combine my wand with the others to create a wall of fire. Then I thought about the opposite effect of that, and an incantation quickly came to mind.  
 
    “Everyone put their wands together,” I said with urgency. “I know what we need to do, but we’ll need to be quick.” 
 
    I briefly wondered if my incantation would be strong enough, especially with only a small number of my coven with me, but I didn’t have the time to think of another plan.  
 
    “Unum vinculum nos, ut et nos in unum facti speciem fortissimum,” I said under my breath.  
 
    Together we bond as one, and together we become the strongest form. 
 
    Then, as the power vibrated through my body, I pulled my wand away and aimed it at the burning building. 
 
    “Monstrum mare creare fluctus,” I ordered.  
 
    A blue light flew from my wand, and a tsunami of water poured down onto the building. The waves then formed into the shape of a sea monster, and I watched as its large, snake-like tongue lapped away at the flames. The fire slowly began to die down, but it took every ounce of energy in my body to keep the waves going and for the sea monster to continue its job. The screams broke through the walls, but I had to focus on the incantation instead of the desperate women and children inside.  
 
     A white smoke mixed with the black fog as the fires were extinguished, and I watched as more of the building came into view. The framework was seen first, but I noticed how the beams were dissolving, and it wasn’t going to be long before the roof would collapse down onto the terrified women and children.  
 
    “Get in there,” I ordered to my coven. “I’ll keep the waves brewing, but you cannot use your wands until I’m finished with my own.” 
 
    I focused the waves toward the main body of the fire and cleared a path for my women to run through. Vanessa went first, followed by Circe, then Astrid and Samara. I couldn’t see them once they’d entered the building, so anything could have happened at any given moment. I could hear Vanessa talking, and occasionally I heard Circe, but the thickness of the fog created a terrifying darkness that I couldn’t break through.  
 
    “Save the children!” I heard a woman shout. “Please, save the children.” 
 
    Five minutes passed before I saw anyone, but then I noticed Samara break through a cloud of smoke with a child in one arm and her other arm braced around a woman’s waist. The lady and the child had issues with their breathing, and they’d inhaled a lot of smoke, but I hoped that was the only issue they faced.  
 
    Samara placed them gently on the grass, and then she ran back in to save some more of the trapped people. Vanessa and Circe brought out some women, too, and Astrid left the flames with a young girl cradled in her arms.  
 
    It took about fifteen minutes for all the women and children to be saved, and minutes after the waves had ended, the final wooden beams collapsed, and an almighty bang shattered through the sky as the dust and shrapnel settled. 
 
    My group checked on the injured people, and a few of my women used the sarcio spell to assist with any wounds or injuries they may have had. I was pleased to see everyone in that building had survived, and although they couldn’t say the words, I knew how thankful they were for our help, and especially for saving the children.  
 
    “I have created a place for you all to stay in,” I said. “You will be safe in there until we get this battle sorted.” 
 
    “Th-Thank you,” a woman said as she fought against a painful cough. “We… we’ll always be in your debt.” 
 
    “Look after yourselves,” I said with a smile. “We’ll return to you once the fires are under control.” 
 
    Then I gave the group the directions to the safe room, but I knew the steel building wasn’t going to be hard to miss. Every building in this realm had been made from wood, so it stuck out dramatically.  
 
    My group and I went to find another fire to tackle, but before I could take another step, Alexander’s voice floated into my mind.  
 
    Master, he said with a slight panic. We’ve found someone!  
 
    I closed my eyes as I summoned myself to connect with Alexander.  
 
    Is it a man? I asked. Does he look like an Elder?  
 
    He’s a man alright, Alexander said with a snort. But he doesn’t look like the Elders we’ve seen before. He’s dressed in black, with greasy, brown hair and a menacing look on his face. We’ve got him cornered, but I don’t know if there are still others around here.  
 
    This only confused me more, and it didn’t offer any sort of answer to my previous theories. I needed to work out who they are, and the man they found could hold all the answers.  
 
    Where are you? I asked. We’ll come and terrorize the truth from him.  
 
    I’ll send Trixie to guide you, but be quick! my familiar said with urgency.  
 
    “We’ve got to go,” I said to my group once Alexander had left my mind. “The familiars have found a man who assisted with this blaze.” 
 
    “Just one?” Vanessa asked.  
 
    “Just one.” I nodded. “There may be more out here, but there’s a chance they’ve all fled already.” 
 
    A high-pitched, familiar squawk rained down from the sky as Nyx’s falcon, Trixie, came into view. The bird hovered in the air as she continued to call down to us, but I had to think about the fires before I followed her. I had no idea where the rest of my coven was, and I couldn’t just leave these buildings to burn. 
 
    “Samara and Astrid, you stay here and take down the flames,” I ordered. “Circe and Vanessa, you and I will follow Trixie.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” Samara said. “We won’t stop until every woman and child has been saved.” 
 
    “We don’t know if more men roam this village, but use everything you can to fight them off,” I told them. “None of them are allowed to leave this kingdom alive.” 
 
    “They won’t get past me.” Samara winked. 
 
    “Good, don’t let them,” I said with a smirk.  
 
    Then Circe, Vanessa, and I followed Trixie as she took us through the burning village. I extinguished a few flames as I sprinted past them, but I had to leave the major fires for others to fight. The desire to meet this man the familiars found surged through my veins, and I was just as eager to see the life as it left his eyes. I knew he was a member of the Elder Lord’s army, and the repercussions of this were going to be mighty, but they had focused on an innocent, vulnerable village, and I wasn’t going to stand back and watch them destroy more lives.  
 
    Instead, I was going to destroy theirs.  
 
    I hadn’t realized how small this village was until I ran through it, and it only took ten minutes to reach the outskirts. Then I noticed the group of familiars in the center of the open plot of land, and the man they’d surrounded. He’d been forced to the ground, and his outfit matched what the woman had told me, with the black leather and silver belts and chains, but I also noticed the anger on his face and the constant scowl that formed on his brow.  
 
    Ursula, the ivory-skinned snake, had wrapped her long body around the man’s waist and arms to keep him still, and I watched her muscles tense up the more the man struggled and wriggled. 
 
    “Stand aside,” I said to the familiars. “I want to see the man before he dies.” 
 
    The captive let out a humorless laugh as Ursula untangled her body from around him, but before he could jump from the ground, Vanessa cast a spell that kept him stuck to the grass.  
 
    “Tell me everything,” I ordered as I stepped forward.  
 
    “You’ll have to beat it out of me first,” he snickered.  
 
    “My pleasure.” I grinned as I held up my wand. “Dolor.” 
 
    Then the man’s face scrunched up in pain, and a guttural groan left his mouth. He couldn’t move from the spell Vanessa had placed on him, but I could see how desperate he was to try and settle the pain that ran through his body.  
 
    “Pl-please!” he cried out. “Please!” 
 
    His screams filled the air, but I kept the spell close against his body until I felt like he’d gone through enough torture.  
 
    For now.  
 
    “Tell me everything, unless you want me to unleash the pain again,” I said as I towered over the man. “Are there others around here?” 
 
    “I… I won’t say!” he shouted.  
 
    “Fine.” I shrugged. “Aranea.” 
 
    The grass and dirt around the man began to tremble as the creatures from my spell became alive. The spiders’ legs broke free first, and then their bulging bodies came out of the ground. The spiders were all various sizes, some were as small as a fingernail, whereas others matched the size of the man’s head.  
 
    The spiders crawled across the man’s body, and soon only his head was visible. He tried his best to fling the creatures away from him, but they were far too quick, and there were too many for him to fight off. I would estimate there were at least four hundred spiders crawling across the man, but there could have been more than that.  
 
    “Okay, okay!” he cried out. “Get these motherfuckers off me, and I’ll tell you!” 
 
    “Reditus,” I said with a click of my fingers, and the spiders instantly returned to the ground again. “Now, tell me everything.” 
 
    “What is it that you need to know?” he asked in a trembling voice.  
 
    “How many of you are here?” I started.  
 
    “There w-were twenty of us to b-begin with,” he stuttered. “Some of us have already left, but we were told to stay until every fire had been lit.” 
 
    “Who told you to stay?” I demanded.  
 
    “The Elder Lord,” he said. “He… he told nine of us to stay here.” 
 
    If nine had stayed in the village, and we’d killed six, then that meant we still had another two men to find.  
 
    “Where are the other two?” I asked, but the man refused to answer. “Tell me!” 
 
    The man let out another cry as he covered his face with both hands. I knew the reason behind his hesitation, but I wasn’t one for playing games. I’d asked for an answer, and I expected to receive just that.  
 
    “You will either tell me where those men are, or I’ll have the spiders nibble away at your body until you’re just a pile of bones,” I said with a smirk. “It’s up to you, but you’re going to die either way.” 
 
    Then, all of a sudden, I noticed a shadow out from the corner of my eye appearing from a collection of trees. At first I wasn’t sure if it was a man or a woman, and nothing about their appearance gave it away, but then Trixie soared through the sky and gave out a shriek, and I instantly knew it was someone we were after.  
 
    Then I watched as the man ran back into the trees, but the falcon was hot on his heels. 
 
    “Get him!” I ordered my women. “We cannot leave this kingdom until they’re all dead.” 
 
    Vanessa and Circe ran in Trixie’s direction, which just left myself and the quivering man on the ground.  
 
    “So, we’ve found one of them,” I said as I sauntered closer toward him. “Where is the other man hiding? Is he about to jump out at me?”  
 
    “I don’t know!” the frightened man shouted. “We all split up once the fires began, so I don’t know where any of them are!” 
 
    “Part of me wants to believe you, but the other part knows you’re talking nothing but goblin shit.” I shrugged. “Like I said, you’re going to die either way, so you may as well put your final breath to good use.”  
 
    I watched the man deliberate for a second, and I began a countdown in my head. I gave him ten seconds to think of a response before I ended his life in a brutal way.  
 
    One, two, three… 
 
    “Come on, time’s ticking.” I motioned toward my watchless wrist. 
 
    Six, seven, eight…  
 
    The countdown continued, and I held my wand directly in front of the man and opened my mouth to speak the spell.  
 
    “Okay!” he cried out. “Okay!”  
 
    “Where are they?” I asked with anger clear in my voice.  
 
    “In the trees!” he said with a sob. “I don’t know where, but we were told to hide in the trees in case someone came along.” 
 
    “Find that final man,” I ordered as I looked toward Alexander and the rest of the familiars. “Ursula, constrict him if you want.” 
 
    Do you want us to save him for you, master? Alexander asked.  
 
    “No,” I said with a shake of my head. “I don’t care how these men die, just be sure to explain every detail to me first.” 
 
    Oh, you know I will! he said in a cheeky tone, and then the familiars took off to do my bidding.  
 
    “Now…” I walked back and forth in front of the man. “Are you telling me the truth? Are there any more men out there?”  
 
    “N-No, I-I promise!” he sobbed. “Nine of us stayed behind, and the others left.” 
 
    “Do you realize what I do to men who lie to me?” I snarled. “I torture every inch of their bodies. I begin with their toes and work my way up. Sometimes, I pick and choose my choice of torture, but other times I keep it the same way.” 
 
    I heard the loud gulp as the man swallowed back his fear.  
 
    “I feel as though I should give you the same torture that you placed onto this innocent village.” I shrugged. “But I also love it when you scream, and I can think of other, more interesting ways of killing you.” 
 
    “Please, I beg of you,” he said, and he tried to climb up onto his knees.  
 
    “Ah, ah, aah… stay where you are,” I said as I kicked him back to the ground.  
 
    “I promise I won’t do anything to harm you,” he begged, and his lip trembled like a small child. “Please, let me go.” 
 
    “How do I know to believe you?” I asked.  
 
    “Because I told you where those men were!” he said with pleading eyes.  
 
    “Yes, but you weren’t going to in the first place.” I smirked.  
 
    Master. Alexander’s voice came through. Miss Vanessa and Miss Circe have tracked and killed the first man, and Trixie has tracked down the second. I’m going to search the forest in case there are more, but those two men have died. And, master, it was a thing of beauty! 
 
    “It looks like you’re all on your own,” I said to the man. “My group have killed your men, so unless you have more hidden somewhere, you’re all alone.” 
 
    “No…” he said sadly. “I told you the truth, it really was just us.” 
 
    “Oh, well,” I snickered. “Any final words?” 
 
    The man opened his mouth to speak, but I was quicker than he was.  
 
    Pressura.  
 
    I watched as an almighty pressure began to build in the man’s body, but he no longer had the ability to make a noise. His cheeks flushed red, his eyes screwed shut, and his arms and legs began to swell. Then, before I could prepare myself, his brain bulged against his skull, and one by one his eyes popped open and hung from their sockets as his brain exploded. 
 
    Once his brain had exploded, the rest of the body continued to pop and split open in various places. I spotted the exposed bones of his arms and kneecaps, then, as his stomach exploded, I spotted the string of intestines and other organs that seeped out onto his clothing. It was a beautiful sight, and I was almost annoyed no one else got to witness it.  
 
    I was covered in chunks of brain matter, organs, and droplets of deep, red blood, but the man was dead, so the rotten stench was nothing for me to be concerned about. 
 
    All I had to think about was how to save Loreshia, and when the Elder Lord was going to strike again.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    It took another hour for everyone to get the fires under control, and despite the chaos and devastation the Elder Lord had caused in Loreshia, only a small handful of women had died in the flames. Two had been burned at the stake, and another two died in a hut, but the women had already died by the time we’d extinguished the fire.  
 
    The outcome could have been much worse, though, and at least the majority of the villagers survived.  
 
    Akira and Nyx had great fun collecting the body parts of the men we’d slaughtered, and they threw them into the final dying fire before it was fully extinguished. Alexander went into great detail about how the familiars killed one of the men, and it included Ursula tightening herself around their victim every time he took a breath, while Trixie clawed out his eyes with her massive talons. Apparently, he’d screamed until he was red in the face, but that only made Ursula’s job easier.  
 
    Once I was certain everything was safe, my coven and I headed over to the steel building I’d created for the survivors. I couldn’t hear a single sound that came from the hut, so I could just imagine how terrified the villagers were as they huddled together behind the safety of the steel.  
 
    “It’s safe to come out now,” I said as I knocked on the door. “The fires have been put out, and the men are no longer here.”  
 
    A minute went by without anyone from the inside making a move, so I tried again. I knocked my fist against the door, repeated the same words, and waited patiently.  
 
    “Is the door locked?” Penelope asked.  
 
    “Technically,” I said. “I made sure only the villagers could enter, so we’re stuck out here, too.” 
 
    “I’m sure they’ll come out in a moment,” Samara said with a small smile. “This kingdom isn’t used to acts of violence like this, so it’s only right that they’re skeptical.” 
 
    A few more minutes went by in the same fashion, and I was about to produce another spell which would have unlocked the door for me, but then I heard the shuffling that came from the other side, and the door opened to reveal a scared woman, still with burn marks all over her tunic, but she’d cleaned the soot off her face. She stared at me for a long second, and then she opened the door fully.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I took a gentle step forward.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” the woman mumbled as she looked at everyone in turn. “The men tricked us before, so we couldn’t risk showing ourselves until we were certain.” 
 
    “You have no reason to apologize,” I said. “But are we allowed to come in?”  
 
    “Yes, of course.” The woman took a step back to clear the entrance, and my group and I followed on behind her.  
 
    Just as I had pictured it in my head, the building was far larger on the inside than it appeared on the outside. There was a bathroom, a bedroom, and a main communal room where everyone sat together on long, leather couches. The scent of smoke was clear in the air, but everyone had taken advantage of the bathroom, and even the children were now clean.  
 
    “Thank you,” a lady said as she stood from the couch. “It’s because of you that we’re safe and alive.” 
 
    “We would have lost everything this evening had you not arrived,” a second lady spoke up. A small girl was sleeping peacefully on her chest, and the woman stroked the girl’s hair soothingly with one hand.  
 
    “Unfortunately, we couldn’t save everyone,” Freyja sighed as she stepped forward. “My sisters and I know what it’s like to live in a small village, and we understand how devastating it is to lose someone.” 
 
    “But the children are safe,” the woman with the child replied. “The women we lost this evening will forever be loved and cherished, but Loreshia cannot survive without the children.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind me asking, what is the story behind the children?” Marina asked, and the former siren cocked her head curiously. “You say the kingdom cannot survive, but isn’t there a chance more children will be born to replenish the village?”  
 
    I was just as interested to hear the story. Although I’d read about the cherished offspring, the books never went into detail about any of it, and sometimes it was difficult recalling all of my memories from before I occupied this vessel.  
 
    One lady shuffled into the side of the couch and patted her hand onto the cushion for Marina to take a seat. The rest of us found comfort on another couch and on the floor, and the familiars found some spare corners to curl up and sleep in.  
 
    “The story travels back to the dawn of time,” the woman explained. “Since the first women arrived in Loreshia, a superior being has chosen various women to carry and birth the next generation. It only happens once every twenty-five years, and should anything happen to those offspring, then the women need to wait twenty-five years until more babies are born, and by then the women could be too old to safely make it through the pregnancy. It is a risk neither of us wish to take.” 
 
    “And the children are always female?” Circe asked.  
 
    “Always female.” The woman nodded. “No man has ever lived in Loreshia, and that’s the way it’ll always be.” 
 
    I thought about how easy it would be if the women allowed men into the village, and more children could be born every year, but I understood it had been their way from the start, and nothing would change that. I was also interested in the superior being they spoke of. I knew it wasn’t me, and if the man impregnated the women without physically lying with them, it meant he had to have been someone mighty.  
 
    I knew my coven thought the same thing, because whenever the powerful man was mentioned, they all turned to look at me with subtle glances.  
 
    “It’s not me,” I voiced the words in my head.  
 
    “Then who is it?” Samara asked the woman. “This superior being you speak of?”  
 
    “Jazol,” another woman replied. “He is the third of the five dark gods, and the entire village has worshipped him since we realized the power he holds. To us, Jazol is just as great and as mighty as the Dark Lord himself.” 
 
    I peered over at Samara and noticed the grin she tried to smother with her hand. I couldn’t help but wonder how the women would feel if they knew I sat before them.  
 
    I mulled over Jazol’s name briefly, and although the name seemed familiar to me, I couldn’t place it. I wondered if he was a demon I used to know from hell, or if I’d come across him at another point in my existence, but I couldn’t remember the full story.  
 
    Vanessa chose to begin the conversation, and she adjusted her position on the floor as she began to talk.  
 
    “Are you interested in knowing how we knew you were in trouble?” Vanessa asked. “How we managed to turn up just at the right second?” 
 
    “I… well, we assumed it was a stroke of luck.” A brunette woman shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose we were in a state of shock, so we never gave your arrival much thought.” 
 
    “As soon as we knew you were on our side, the idea of your arrival slipped our minds,” the woman with the child said quietly. “But yes, now that you mention it, I’m intrigued to know the truth. Loreshia is such a hidden kingdom that no one from the outside ever comes this way.” 
 
    “I had a premonition,” I told the room. “I knew the Elder Lord started these awful fires, and I felt the pain and heard the screams almost like I was tied to a stake myself.” 
 
    “But… how?” the brunette asked. “I’ve never known anyone to receive a premonition as strong as that.” 
 
    “That’s because I’m different from others you may have come across before.” I smirked. “My powers are strong and mighty, and there is a very good reason for that.”  
 
    I knew it would have been difficult for the entire village to understand and believe my story, so the best way for me to convince them all was to give them visual evidence, like I’d done with Sigrid. I needed these women to know the truth, and the visions and memory reel felt like the only way to do that.  
 
    I closed my eyes, cleared my mind, and whispered the incantation. “Video in corde meo.” 
 
    The soft pink mist appeared, and it covered the entire room almost like the smoke from the flames. I heard the scared whimpers that came from a few of the women around us, but once the visions began to play, everyone was silent. I showed them the same images I’d shown Sigrid, but this time I also included the moment that I received the premonition, and how the fires had impacted me mentally and physically.  
 
    The room stayed silent as the visions came to an end, and the room cleared. I noticed the confused expressions on a few of the women’s faces, but I noticed shock on others.  
 
    “My name is Cole, and I am Satan reborn,” I said loud enough for all to hear. “Today’s events were a sign that the Elder Lord wishes to rain an apocalypse on all existence, but I will do everything in my power to defeat him and to save the world from his murderous hands.” 
 
    A few of the women stood from their seats and came over to embrace me, whereas others stayed where they were. I could tell they believed me, but it wasn’t an easy thing to process, so it would take some time for them to fully let it sink in.  
 
    “Cole can see a war on the horizon, and it is our job to make sure we have as many people on his side,” Vanessa said as she stood from the floor. “We realize how quiet and closed-off Loreshia is, but will you offer yourselves should the Dark Lord require your assistance with the army?” 
 
    “I will.” A woman with light-blue hair stood up.  
 
    “So will I,” a second woman agreed.  
 
    “And me,” a third said confidently.  
 
    It took a few moments for the rest of the room to join in, but soon the majority of the room had agreed to join my army should I need their help. The children were obviously too young to take part, and they needed women to stay behind and watch over them, but apart from that, everyone else had agreed.  
 
    “I appreciate your support, and I see no reason as to why we shall not win when it comes to facing the Elder Lord,” I said. “Now, it has been a long night for everyone, and I feel it’s only right we assist you in restoring your village back to normal.” 
 
    “You would do that, my lord?” The brunette from earlier stared at me with a look of shock. “But you have already done so much for us?” 
 
    “There is one thing you may not know about me, and that is how much I care and protect my subjects,” I said as I looked deep into her light-hazel eyes. “You have offered your help and assistance, and in turn it’s only right I do the same for you. I cannot have you sleeping on the ground with nothing but the ruins beside you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dark Lord.” A redhead bowed. “It is because of you and your group that we are safe, and it means so much that you have offered to help rebuild our village before you leave.” 
 
    For the next several hours, with the help of my coven and the more powerful members of the village, we used the instaurabo spell to repair and restore the many buildings that had been burned to the ground. The welcome sign was fixed, and everything, including the smallest piece of furniture, was returned to its original position.  
 
    I was able to get a proper view of the sky once the smoke and fog lifted, and I noticed the moon was high, so it had to have been the middle of the night. The chosen mothers thanked us again before they took their children to bed, and my coven and I were so tired after battling the fires that it only made sense to sleep in the steel building for the night before we headed back to Scholomance in the morning.  
 
    “Get some good rest,” I said to my group. “I hope we’ll have a few days to settle before the Elder Lord strikes again, but I cannot say that for certain.” 
 
    Then, with the click of my fingers, I transformed the room so it held enough beds for everyone, and I was in the middle of deciding who to sleep with when a knock came from the main door. I had a feeling it was one of the Loreshia women, but they’d already thanked me and said goodnight, so I couldn’t work out why someone had returned to the building.  
 
    “I’ll get it,” Vesta said as she stood from her bed, which was closest to the door.  
 
    Vesta opened the door and had a short conversation with whoever was on the other side, but I was too far away to fully hear what they were saying.  
 
    “Master, some of the women are here to see you,” Vesta said as she turned to look at me.  
 
    “Bring them in.” I motioned with my hand. 
 
    Vesta stood to one side as she allowed the women in, and they each stood patiently against one wall with their heads bowed. The four women all had vastly different-colored hair, but they were all fairly short with slim waists and broad shoulders. They’d changed out of their clothing into fresh tunics that varied in color from beige to dark brown, and all four of them wore a pair of black sandals on their feet which tied around the ankles. 
 
    “Come here,” I said.  
 
    The entire room was silent as the Loreshia women closed the distance between us. I didn’t think anyone had any idea as to why they’d come by the building, but the slightly sly, coy expressions on the ladies’ faces told me something major was on their minds, and I was eager to find out what it was.  
 
    “My lord, we apologize for the intrusion, but we wish to discuss something with you,” the brunette said quietly.  
 
    “Go on…” I said with a slight frown.  
 
    “We have witnessed the power you hold, and we’ve seen how safe we’d be with you around us…” The woman hesitated as she looked to the floor and back up again. “We came here to ask if you’d allow us to join you. Loreshia no longer feels safe, especially after the Elder Lord’s attack, and you might not always be around to save us again.” 
 
    “I see…” I mused. “And you wouldn’t regret your decision to join us? Especially after everything said about the children?” 
 
    “We weren’t picked to become mothers,” a lady with jet-black hair spoke up. “By the time Jazol returns, we’ll be too old, so we’ll never be picked. Women leave Loreshia all the time, and we’d never regret a move like this, especially when it’s with you, my lord.” 
 
    I never saw an issue with more women joining my coven and army, but as I thought about their plea, I noticed a look that the women shared. It was a look of sadness, but I couldn’t tell if they were sad about possibly leaving, or if they were sad about never mothering children.  
 
    “Is that you wanted?” I asked. “For Jazol to pick you to carry the babies?”  
 
    “It’s what everyone here wants,” a lady with blue hair said with a shrug. “We aren’t seen as strong because Jazol never picked us. The mothers around here are treated like queens, and we’re shoved to the side.” 
 
    The most obvious plan came to mind, and a smile ran across my face as I imagined it.  
 
    “What if I gave you children?” I asked. 
 
    Their shock was clear on their faces, but excitement quickly took over.  
 
    “You’d do that?” the blue-haired beauty asked.  
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “Everyone in my coven will bear my offspring at one point, as well as many other women in my army.”  
 
    “My… my lord,” the brunette murmured. “I cannot think of anything we’d love more than that. Not only to watch our stomachs swell, but to know it’s your child in there.” 
 
    “Then it’s sorted.” I smirked. “Tomorrow, we shall return to Scholomance, but tonight you’ll join my group, and I’ll fuck all four of you until you scream my name loud enough for the rest of the village to be jealous of you.” 
 
    I heard the muffled giggles that came from some of my coven, and they all knew what was about to happen, but the four Loreshia women had no idea.  
 
    I led the innocent women into the spare room, and then, like I’d done with the main room, I clicked my fingers, and a wide, four-poster bed appeared in the center. A golden rug ran underneath the bed, and a small selection of candelabras were situated in all four corners of the room. A warm glow carried from the candles, and it created the perfect atmosphere for the evening.  
 
    “Before we begin, I need all of you to tell me your names,” I said as the women lined themselves up against the bed. “I’d much prefer to moan out your names as I take each and every one of you.”  
 
    My new women told me their names in turn, starting from the right. Della was the brunette with soft, hazel eyes. Tally was the black-haired witch with orange eyes, Remy had red hair and green eyes, and Cleo, the quietest of the four, had pale-blue hair and crystal-blue eyes. I noticed the hunger and excitement that ran through every one of them, and my dick hardened at the sheer sight of their innocent expressions and their virgin bodies.  
 
    “Now, I make the rules in this room,” I explained. “You must obey my every command, and you will be punished if you break any rules, or make up your own. Do you understand?”  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” they each said in unison.  
 
    “You will pleasure yourselves before I get to you, but if you orgasm before I say you can, you will be punished,” I added. “Occasionally, I will reward you, and that could mean you get to pick what position we’re in, or how you’d like me to fuck you, but unless I say so, you must go with whichever position I chose.” 
 
    “Yes, my lord,” they said again.  
 
    “Great.” I grinned. “Now, strip off your clothing and show what you have to offer me.” 
 
    The women didn’t waste a second before they began to untie the backs of their tunics. I never took my eyes off their incredible bodies as more skin came into view, and my mouth began to salivate as their tunics dropped to the floor.  
 
    Like with their body types, the rest of the women were almost identical. They each had average-sized breasts that looked slightly more than a handful, their waists had a gorgeous curve to them, and they each wore a pair of white panties, almost like every woman in the village received the same underwear. I had a feeling they were used to wearing tunics and other basic outfits, but I couldn’t wait to see them in more form-fitting outfits.  
 
    Once the women were bare, I ordered them to undress me. I knew they’d never touched a man before, and that was apparent in the way their hands shook as they undid the buttons of my shirt and pants. Two of them worked on my top half, and the other two worked on my pants, and I simply stood there and watched the entire thing.  
 
    “Get on the bed,” I ordered. “Spread your legs and play with your innocent pussies, and I’ll get through you all one by one.” 
 
    Della laid on the far left side, Remy laid on the far right, and Tally and Cleo were in between. I would have made them suck my cock before I got started, but I wanted to teach them how to touch a man, and my schooling would come in time.  
 
    Tonight, I’d teach them how to use their hands. 
 
    Then I kneeled on the end of the bed, hooked my hands underneath Della’s thighs, and widened her legs even more.  
 
    “Do you want to play with my cock, Della?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes,” she whispered.  
 
    “Show me,” I said. “Show me how much you want to touch me.” 
 
    “Fuck, Cole,” she moaned. “I need to feel your cock in my hands.” 
 
    I got Della to sit up on the bed, and then I laid down in between her and Tally. My length stood at attention, and I noticed how Della’s hazel eyes widened as she took in the size of me.  
 
    “Don’t worry, it’ll fit.” I grinned.  
 
    I assisted her in grasping the base of my cock in her hand, and then I covered hers with my own hand to show her how hard and fast I wanted her to tug on my member.  
 
    “Twist it slightly,” I said as I let out a light groan. “And the more stamina you gain, the longer you’ll cope.” 
 
    “Does this feel good?” Della asked.  
 
    “Fuck, soooo good,” I said through gritted teeth. “But I’m going to explode if you keep going, and I’d rather fill your womb with my seed instead of your hands.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord.” She nodded.  
 
    I briefly looked over at the three other witches as I stood from the bed, and I watched in delight as their fingers became lost between their legs. Tally’s cheeks were blushed, Cleo’s eyes had winced shut, and Remy’s spare hand roamed across her stomach as her body twisted from the pleasure.  
 
    Then I had Della laid in her original position as I prepared myself.  
 
    “Lock your ankles behind my back,” I ordered.  
 
    Della did as she was told, and I saw how she was itching to play with her pussy, but she kept her hands in two tight fists like she had to stop herself from reaching between her legs.  
 
    “This is going to hurt, but not for long,” I said. “Relax your body and allow the satisfaction to take over.” 
 
    I teased her soaking pussy with the head of my cock, paused for a brief second, and then edged myself inside inch by inch until I broke her thin guard and took her virginity. 
 
    Della was as delightfully tight as I had imagined, and it was like her velvety walls were about to squeeze the life out of me.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” Della cried out as I filled her even more.  
 
    “Relax your body,” I ordered.  
 
    Della’s breaths became deep and labored, and her hands were lost in her brown hair as the entirety of my length stretched her tunnel. Then I halted in that position as she adjusted to my size before I pulled out slightly and slammed in again.  
 
    “Yes, Coooole,” she moaned. “Fuck, right there!” 
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” I asked. “Did you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” she cried out.  
 
    Then, once I knew Della was ready for it, I picked up the speed and momentum, and I plowed into her pussy as hard as I could. The entire bed hit off the steel walls, and a sharp noise echoed throughout the building as the wood came in contact with the metal. But I also heard the sound of our skin slapping together, and that only caused me to move harder.  
 
    Tally, Remy, and Cleo let out deep breaths as they continued to pleasure themselves, and I knew it didn’t help having me fuck their friend right beside them. They were determined to have a go on my cock, but that would all come in good time.  
 
    It didn’t take long for the pressure to build in my body, and the urge to release became almost impossible to bear, but I continued to work on Della for a few more minutes.  
 
    “Pl-please…” Della begged. “Please, my lord, I need to… I need to cuuum.” 
 
    “And you will soon,” I replied.  
 
    A trickle of sweat rolled down the center of Della’s chest and pooled together just above her stomach, and I found myself starting at the glistening liquid. My own sweat formed and rolled down my body as the heat in the room grew stronger, and then the coil in my gut reached its breaking point.  
 
    “Fuck, I’m cumming.” I gave Della a second’s warning before my cock exploded and filled her body with my heated cream, and at the same time, Della’s walls spasmed and tensed around my cock as her juices covered me.  
 
    “Oh, fuck… oh, Satan,” Della panted as she got her breath back. “That was… that was… more than I ever thought it would be. Thank you for filling me with your seed, my lord. I can’t wait to bear your child.” 
 
    “And we’re only just getting started.” I winked.  
 
    Then I worked my way across the other three women as they patiently waited for their turns. They were just as tight as each other, and Cleo winced in pain as I stretched her walls with my cock, but it didn’t take long for the quiet witch to overcome the discomfort.  
 
    I took all four women in exactly the same position, only to make it easier for them, but I couldn’t wait to watch them ride my cock, or eat each other out as I fucked them from behind. I knew my coven would help school them, and it wouldn’t be long before they were experts at it all.  
 
    I thought my heart was going to pound out of my chest when I finally came inside Remy, and the muscles in my legs twitched and spasmed, but it was a pleasurable pain. One I’d deal with every day of my life, especially since these incredible women were my reward.  
 
    Once I’d found the energy to move, I climbed onto the bed and made myself comfortable in the center, and the Loreshia women came in beside me and nestled together under the bed covers. Cleo placed her head on my right shoulder, Tally placed her head on my left, and the wandering hands of Della and Remy stroked my stomach gently.  
 
    It took no time at all for us to fall asleep, and despite the heat in the room and under the sheets, it was one of the most comfortable night’s sleep I’d experienced in a long time. The steel walls acted like an oven as they kept the high temperatures inside, but I wasn’t one to complain, especially since I had these witches in my arms. 
 
    I never once felt any of them move, and it pleased me to see how comfortable they all were.  
 
    Then I woke up the next morning with an uneasy feeling in my chest. I had four incredibly beautiful women using me as a pillow, but the pressure in my chest was almost too much to cope with. I couldn’t tell what had caused the feeling, and I didn’t know what it was telling me, but there was one thing I knew for certain.  
 
    I needed to return to Scholomance.  
 
    And I needed to get there before anyone else could.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    I gathered the entire coven together once everyone was awake. Then we all settled on various beds, and the four Loreshia women sat beside me. They played with their hands anxiously, and I noticed how Cleo continuously looked around the room, but I knew they’d settle themselves down soon enough.  
 
    “We need to return to Scholomance immediately,” I said to the room. “I don’t know what’s about to happen, but whatever it is, it isn’t good.” 
 
    “Do your premonition powers show you anything?” Morgana asked.  
 
    “No.” I shook my head at the bookish brunette. “I just have a feeling in my gut, but I hope to get a better view of things once we return to the school.” 
 
    “And what about you?” Vanessa asked the Loreshia women. “Is there anything you wish to do or collect before we leave?”  
 
    “Um…” Della spoke first. “I already spoke to a few women last night, and they know I’m going to join you.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m the same,” Remy responded.  
 
    “I think…” Cleo hesitated for a second. “I think I’d like to say goodbye to a little girl I lived with, but her mother can explain where I’ve gone, so it’s okay.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “It may be a while before you return again, so if you’d like to say something, then now’s your chance.” 
 
    A thoughtful look crossed Cleo’s face, and I knew she must have been deciding which path to take, but she made a decision a moment later.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll go, but I’ll be extremely quick, I promise,” Cleo said.  
 
    “That’s fine.” I nodded. “You can meet us outside when you’re done.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Cleo said as she hopped off the bed and ran for the door.  
 
    “Tally, do you wish to speak to anyone?” I asked.  
 
    “No, I’m okay.” The black-haired woman smiled.  
 
    “Perfect,” I said as I stood from the bed. “In which case, we’ll wait for Cleo to return, and then we’ll shadow-port to Scholomance.” 
 
    “Have you shadow-ported before?” Nyx asked the Loreshia women.  
 
    “I haven’t.” Della shrugged.  
 
    “Neither have I,” Tally added. “I’ve never even left the village.” 
 
    “Then you’re in for a treat,” Akira snickered. “I hope you don’t get travel sick, because it won’t be a smooth ride.” 
 
    “Satan, Akira!” Vesta sighed dramatically. “Don’t scare them before we’ve even left the damn building.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m giving them a warning!” Akira said with her eyes widened in faux-innocence. “If anything, what I said was extremely helpful. Remember how we all acted when we shadow-ported for the first time?” 
 
    “Yeah, and you still act like that now,” Morgana snorted. “What were you described as, Akira? A newborn animal on its feet for the first time?”  
 
    The Loreshia women laughed lightly, and although Akira scowled, I could tell she was more amused than anything, and it was nice for the new additions to get a taste of what everyday life was like for us.  
 
    “But there’s no need to worry,” Nyx jumped into the conversation. “If either of you feel remotely unwell from the trip, then I’m sure I can come up with something for you to take.” 
 
    “And when she says take, she means smoke,” Samara teased.  
 
    “Have you smoked anything before?” Nyx asked with a devilish grin. 
 
    “I have…” Remy raised her hand. “It was a long time ago, and I’ve only gotten high once, but I remember the sensations pretty well.” 
 
    “Ooh, what was it?” the blue-haired witch asked as she bounced excitedly. “Can you remember?”  
 
    “I think it was called an enigma?” Remy shrugged. “I don’t quite remember, I just know that I saw double, and then I blacked out for several hours.” 
 
    “Fuck, an enigma?” Nyx’s jaw dropped open. “You need to tell me where you got that! Satan, it’s almost impossible to find.” 
 
    “What’s an enigma?” Circe asked as her serpentine eyes narrowed.  
 
    “Basically, an enigma is exactly how it sounds,” Nyx said. “No one really knows what’s inside the drug, and what causes each side effect, but that stuff sells for good money, and you don’t want to waste a single gram of it.” 
 
    “Is that even safe?” Freyja frowned. “Putting something in your body when you don’t know the ingredients?” 
 
    “Meh, I’ve never had any lasting issues.” Nyx smirked. 
 
    “Not that you know of…” Beatrix snickered.  
 
    I put an end to their conversation before it got too out of hand, and I ordered everyone to stand outside and wait outside for Cleo to return. I removed the steel building once it was empty, and then we all waited patiently. Only a minute went by before Cleo was seen in the distance, and the stray tears on her cheeks told me her goodbye with the child had been emotional.  
 
    “All you need to do is link hands and close your eyes, and Cole will do the rest,” Vanessa informed the women. “Usually, you need to picture where you’re going, but that part will come in time.” 
 
    “It’s time,” I said as I closed my eyes and envisioned the walls of the school, and then I settled on one part of Scholomance in particular. As the purple mist formed around us, I also summoned the familiars to travel with us, and I made sure I stayed connected to them throughout the entire process.  
 
    My body spiraled as we traveled through the vortex, but the closer we got to our destination, the more the dreaded feeling increased in my stomach. I still wasn’t sure what was coming our way, but I knew it wasn’t going to be good if the negative sensations were anything to go by.  
 
    As expected, Della, Remy, Tally, and Cleo landed painfully on their backs, along with some of my coven, but they all took the fall pretty well. Remy let out a groan as she stretched her back, and Tally rubbed the back of her head, but they didn’t lie around as they waited for the pain to subside.  
 
    We’d arrived outside Theodora’s office, but as I went to open the door, a premonition overpowered my body.  
 
    I shuffled back on my feet as the sensation swarmed through my blood, and I could just make out the concerned voices from the women around me, but I couldn’t pay them much attention. The threatening feeling was far too strong for me to fight against, and it took no time at all for me to visualize everything in my mind.  
 
    I saw warlocks swarming the school, but they weren’t alone. Other creatures and non-believers came with them, but I saw they came in stages. I couldn’t see which creatures the warlocks would bring with them, but I knew it would be a constant wave of threatening beings, and it wasn’t going to be long before they appeared. 
 
    I didn’t know if this was the Elder Lord’s doing, or if it was just more warlocks who refused to bow before me, but I knew one thing for sure.  
 
    It was going to be a challenging fight, far worse than Vipera and Loreshia, but, thanks to the blood pact that the entire school was now a part of, none of my women would die.  
 
    The warlocks didn’t know the hell they were in for. 
 
    “Cole?” A voice broke into my surroundings. “Dark One, can you hear me?” 
 
    As the visions subsided, I began to hear the voice clearer, and it didn’t take long to realize Theodora was the one speaking to me. I felt something soft beneath me, and then noticed I was sitting in an armchair, but I had no recollection of being moved here. A warm heat stroked the side of my left arm, and as my eyes adjusted to the room, I noticed I was in Theodora’s office. The heat on my arm came from the fireplace, and the soft blaze the headmistress had created illuminated the room in a cozy glow. 
 
    “Master, what happened?” Theodora spoke again.  
 
    “I don’t know…” I mumbled. “I mean, I do know what happened, but I don’t know how I got here.” 
 
    “I heard your coven calling out for you, and when I went to see what happened, I noticed you lying on the ground,” she explained. “You twisted your head back and forth as you mumbled a string of muttered words, but none of us could work out what you were saying.” 
 
    I peered around the grand office and noticed Theodora and I were completely alone. None of my coven sat beside me, not even Alexander.  
 
    “Where is everyone?” I asked. “How long have I been out for? We need to get the entire school together immediately, and I fear we have little time to do so.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” the headmistress said with a smile. “You were barely out for a couple of minutes, but I knew you needed the space to get your head around the premonition, so I sent the others to freshen up and get some food.” 
 
    My stomach growled at the mention of eating a meal, but that had to wait for now. 
 
    I sunk back into the chair as I let out a deep breath and focused on the vision I’d had, but the images now appeared vague and almost blurry. It was like all the time in the world had passed, but it also felt like I’d only shut my eyes for a handful of seconds. I still knew the main body of the threat we faced, however it seemed like nothing but a distant memory. Almost like a dream I’d encountered in my sleep, and now that I’d woken up, I had to think hard about what actually happened. 
 
    “A threat is headed for the school,” I said as I pieced the images together. “Warlocks, non-believers, and however many creatures they can get their hands on are coming our way.” 
 
    “When will this happen?” Theodora asked as she placed one hand on my knee. 
 
    “Soon,” I said firmly. “I don’t know how long it’ll be before they arrive, but I’d say it’s no more than twenty-four hours.” 
 
    “Then we have time to put your plans into action.” Theodora nodded her head once. “You have time to rest, eat something, and then work out what we’re going to do. Your body is still mortal and needs sustenance.” 
 
    “I don’t have a single minute to rest,” I argued. “I have to think about how to protect the school.” 
 
    “And you will, my lord.” The headmistress smiled softly. “But what good will you be if you don’t replenish your energy? Yes, Scholomance counts on you to save us, and you are far stronger than any of us put together, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t look after yourself as well. It’ll take you all of five minutes to eat a meal, and then we can work on your plan.” 
 
    I knew Theodora was adamant with her plan, and nothing I’d say was going to change her mind, so I let out a sigh, ran a hand down my face, and then allowed Theodora to summon up whichever meal she pleased.  
 
    The headmistress took a step back and clicked her fingers, and all of a sudden, a small wooden table appeared in front of me with a silver platter placed in the center. The platter had a dome lid, so I couldn’t see what laid underneath, but the succulent scent of roasted pork and vegetables wafted up from under the dome.  
 
    “Please, eat, my lord,” Theodora said.  
 
    I picked up the lid of the platter and was pleasantly surprised to see the vast collection of food piled on the plate. As I’d expected, there was roasted pork, carrots, broccoli, and potatoes, but there was also a thick, luscious gravy that ran over the top, and other various accompaniments. There was also a bowl which contained a healthy slice of fruitcake, and a goblet of wine was perched on the side of the platter.  
 
    Theodora left me to enjoy my meal as she prodded the fire and then returned to her desk, but even if she’d wanted to talk, I probably wouldn’t have been able to answer with the amount of food I constantly had in my mouth. The skin of the pork was sweet yet salty, the vegetables were glazed in butter, and the mouthwatering juices from the pork had been used to make the incredible gravy. 
 
    I’d barely swallowed the mouthful before I washed it all down with wine, and once the main dishes were finished with, I turned to the dessert. The fruitcake had been prepared using a sharp, tangy alcohol, and the liquid stored itself inside the raisins and other mixed fruits. Whenever I bit down on a raisin, a small pocket of liquid popped and spilled the sweet juices all over my tongue. The sponge cake was light and fluffy, and the combination of ingredients created an explosion that washed through my senses.  
 
    As much as I wanted to get the plan underway, I was extremely thankful for the food, and, as always, Theodora was right. I’d needed those five minutes, and my energy levels had already doubled in size.  
 
    Theodora clicked her fingers again once everything was finished, and the table disappeared in a puff of smoke.  
 
    “How do you feel now?” she asked as she sat beside me once again.  
 
    “Better than I did,” I snickered. “At least the pains in my stomach are from eating too much.” 
 
    “Good.” She smiled. “So, what are your plans, Master?” 
 
    “I have an idea, but I still need to finalize the entire plan,” I said as I sat up in the chair. “Firstly, we need to get the entire school together. Then we’ll need to separate the students in various parts of the building in order to overpower the threat as much as possible, and if we place them correctly, then I’m confident it’ll be enough to protect the school.” 
 
    “And you, my lord?” Theodora cocked her head to one side. “Where would you like to be?” 
 
    “I’ll be wherever I’m needed the most,” I said with a shrug. “We’ve got first-hand experience at what the warlocks could do, and what they are capable of doing, but if I send the right people to the right places, and have every corner of the school covered, then I see no reason why I cannot float around where I’m needed the most.” 
 
    “I think that’s the best option,” Theodora agreed. “We can use Lilith to keep an eye on the warlocks’ approach in case their plan gets out of hand, and that’ll leave you with a clear mind in order to protect Scholomance completely.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I nodded. “But for now we’ll need to split the students up as best as we can, and prepare ourselves for what’s about to happen.” 
 
    I stood from the chair and sensed my energy increase even more, so I wondered if Theodora had included something in the meal to give me the boost I desperately needed.  
 
    Then we left the office and began the walk toward the banquet hall.  
 
    “I see you’ve welcomed some more beautiful women,” Theodora said as she gave me a sly wink.  
 
    “You know me, Headmistress, I can’t say no when they ask to join, especially when they look so sinfully beautiful.” I shrugged. 
 
    “I’ll always trust your judgement, my lord.” She smiled. “Did you save them from Loreshia?”  
 
    “I did.” I nodded. “We were lucky to get there in time, but the women told me how they had no solid connection to the village, so there was no reason why they couldn’t join us.” 
 
    “Well, new witches are always welcome here,” Theodora said as she opened a door for me to walk through. “I gather these women weren’t chosen to become mothers?”  
 
    “No,” I replied. “But that made their decision to join us much easier, especially when I offered to give them their own children.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve visited Loreshia once before,” the headmistress said with a faraway look in her eyes. “I don’t think I’ve come across a kingdom quite like it since then.” 
 
    “They certainly have their ways,” I snickered.  
 
    We reached the banquet hall as a large group of younger witches were leaving through the main doors. They each had school books clutched in their arms, and one of them had just told a joke, which made the other five laugh hysterically.  
 
    “Ladies, can you please join us in the hall?” Theodora asked as she cut into their laughter.  
 
    “Oh, o-of course, Headmistress.” A girl with deep green hair nodded.  
 
    I held one of the doors open for them, and each of the girls thanked me quietly as they walked past. I was pleased to see the hall was fairly full with various students studying while others ate a grand lunch that sat before them. My coven, the Loreshia women, and the familiars were found at a table near the front of the hall with their own meals in front of them, and Revna jumped up in surprise as she noticed me.  
 
    “My lord, how are you feeling?” she asked as she flattened out her skirt.  
 
    “Much better.” I smiled. “Theodora made me eat, and we discussed what we’re going to do.” 
 
    “What happened?” Tally frowned. “One moment you were walking quite happily, then the next you were on the floor?”  
 
    “Cole has very powerful premonitions,” Akira said with a glint in her dark eyes. “Here, I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 
    While Akira filled the Loreshia women in on my strength and abilities, I left my group to finish their lunches and wandered to the front of the hall where the professors’ seats resided. Then I glanced out across the room and mentally worked out the percentage of students present compared to those which roamed other areas of the school. I had a feeling there was at least seventy percent in the room, so I closed my eyes and summoned the remaining thirty to join us.  
 
    Clouds of purple mist materialized in certain spots of the hall, and I heard the squeaks from the students as they were suddenly forced into the room. I knew a few of them had experienced transportation many times before, but it could come as a shock if they weren’t expecting it.  
 
    I waited patiently as the confused students took their seats, and then the professors, Theodora, and Lilith sat behind me.  
 
    But, even though I stood at the top of the hall and was clearly waiting for the room to quiet down, a large number of the students continued to talk and chatter with their friends.  
 
    “Silence!” my voice bellowed around the hall and into the high ceilings.  
 
    My sudden demand caused the talkative girls to shut their mouths and pay attention. Then, once the room was ready, I continued to talk.  
 
    “Scholomance will shortly be under attack again,” I said loud enough for all to hear. “A large group of warlocks, non-believers, and other dangerous creatures are heading for Scholomance as I speak.” 
 
    The students began to mutter, and a buzzing sea of noise washed over me as their voices got louder.  
 
    “There is nothing to fear!” I continued. “We have faced far worse than this before, and as long as you all pay close attention, then nothing bad will happen. However! With the threat aimed toward us, we’ll all need to split up in order to conquer our enemies.” 
 
    My audience reacted again, but as I waited for them to simmer down, the familiar sensation of a premonition washed over me once again. It started in my chest first, and then it slipped around the rest of my body. 
 
    It wasn’t like when I experienced the burning fires in Loreshia, because my head didn’t feel like it wanted to explode, but I still heard the sounds of men and women screaming. Then tingles raced under my skin like phantom pulses of electricity, like someone was trying to cause me serious pain, but I gritted my teeth and pushed through. 
 
    The sensations continued to ebb and flow through my body, but the men and women continued to scream, and that was the driving force I needed to fight back.  
 
    The world around me became bright, and I thought I saw a silver wall form in the premonition. I focused on the silver wall and tried to discern more details, but everything else was hazy and obscured, and I sensed something, or someone, pushing me back.  
 
    A block had been placed in my mind, so whoever tried to hurt me clearly didn’t want me to gather any clues.  
 
    Then an image of a person came into view.  
 
    It wasn’t clear, and it was incredibly blurry and pixelated, but at least it was something to work with. 
 
    I see darkness, Lilith said as she entered my mind. The realm is dark, very dark, but that’s the only clue I’ve received.  
 
    I took in my mother’s words and tried to focus on my surroundings some more. I noticed the darkness, too, but that could have been anywhere. Every realm had periods of darkness, so it didn’t exactly narrow it down for me.  
 
    I twisted my head from side to side as I forced my eyes to adjust to the change in lighting, but apart from the occasional flash of color, I saw nothing but shadow. 
 
    But then it all began to make sense.  
 
    The block on my mind, the lack of clues, everything. 
 
    Even the blurry image of a person made sense, and suddenly the shape seemed familiar to me. 
 
    The Elder Lord had to be behind all of this. He wanted me to be confused and distracted so I paid more attention to his attacks instead of the warlocks headed in our direction, or vice versa. He knew I could only be in one place at a time, so I had to pick between saving Scholomance, or saving another realm presumably full of witches or other unholy believers.  
 
    That sudden realization was what caused me to finally pull away from the premonition. 
 
    “The Elder Lord is striking again,” I said.  
 
    “What did you see?” Theodora asked as she placed one hand on my back. “Lilith said there was a block she couldn’t break through.” 
 
    “I had the same thing,” I sighed. “But I know it’s him. I can’t see the realm, and I can’t see if it’s happening now, or if it’ll occur at some point in the future. All I know is the place is black with the occasional flash of color.” 
 
    “That could be anywhere…” Vanessa mumbled from somewhere behind me. 
 
    “Maybe…” Lilith said, but then paused for a second. “Maybe there’s a way for you to look past the barricade, even if it’s only long enough to get a location.” 
 
    “That could work,” I replied. “But we need to keep an eye on the warlocks at the same time. Theodora, can you watch them while I attempt to break the blockage?” 
 
    “Of course, my master,” the headmistress replied.  
 
    I hadn’t broken something of this magnitude before, but I trusted in my abilities, and I knew what needed to be done. 
 
    “This may be uncomfortable to start with, but fight through it and focus on breaking the wall,” Lilith said as she cupped my cheeks in her hands. “Simply say the incantation, and all you need to do is stay connected to your own mind.” 
 
    I nodded my head, took a deep breath, and then slowly closed my eyes. 
 
    “Transeant per murum inter nos videamus,” I whispered.  
 
    The sensation wasn’t as uncomfortable as I’d imagined it to be, but it definitely didn’t feel normal. It was almost like I was flying through the air, but I could feel my feet still firmly planted on the ground. I envisioned the block in my mind, and it looked somewhat like a silver, glistening sheet of paper, and the closer I got to the blockage, the thinner it became.  
 
    I spotted movement from the other side of the silver wall, but there was still something keeping me back. The darkness from before was still noticeable, along with the flashes of light, but as I fought against the blockage, I could just make out the outline of a building. The building towered high into the sky, and I spotted a familiar golden statue placed right at the top. It was the statue of a person, and even from the blurry image, I knew exactly which realm I was looking at. 
 
    The Night Province was constantly cloaked in darkness, hence the name, but the kingdom was also famous for its statues that were found all over the place. The statues were there in memory of those who sacrificed their lives for the kingdom, so every statue was different. 
 
    I still couldn’t work out what the Elder Lord was doing to the kingdom, but at least it gave me a place to start. 
 
    Then, as I went to pull myself away from the premonition, a new blurry image came to mind. I could just make out rolling, green hills, and a bright purple sun in the center of the sky.  
 
    It was a second realm. 
 
    I finally pulled myself away from the premonition, and I slowly returned to the real world. The banquet hall felt so large and open compared to the cramped space my head had currently been in, but I shook my head to clear it and focused on the women around me.  
 
    “The Night Province and Gassotara,” I said once I was able to speak again. “That’s where the Elder Lord has aimed his attack.” 
 
    “What the fuck is he doing?” Professor Evanora spat.  
 
    “Has he targeted two realms?” Professor Crimson asked.  
 
    “Or is this one of his tricks?” Vanessa shrugged. 
 
    “He’s trying to distract me from the warlocks,” I said with a scowl. “So, instead of focusing on them, I’m trying to figure out his damn location of attack.” 
 
    There was a possibility that none of his attacks were real, and the screams in my head were all part of the Elder Lord’s illusion, but I couldn’t take that risk. Innocent people could have been dying this very second, but I couldn’t work out which option to take.  
 
    “Either we focus on the warlocks and nothing else, or we send people to these realms,” I explained to the women around me. “There is no definite proof that the Elder Lord has targeted The Night Province and Gassotara, but the realms won’t be around for long if there is a war going on and we did nothing about it.” 
 
    “Dark One,” Theodora said as she looked me straight in the eyes. “The premonition was strong, and you heard their screams. The Elder Lord is powerful, we’re aware of that, but is he powerful enough to make you experience an imaginary suffering?”  
 
    “It’s not worth the risk,” I said sternly. “We’ll need to send people to The Night Province and Gassotara, and they must be ready for war.” 
 
    “And limit the number who’ll fight against the warlocks here?” Professor Luna frowned. “Are you sure that’s a good idea, my lord?”  
 
    “Unless you can think of another plan?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “Until we know if the Elder Lord is fucking with me or not, we act as though the attacks are going on. Scholomance will split into three groups, and the blood pact will keep everyone alive as long as I’m breathing. And, hopefully, in saving The Night Province and Gassotara, we’ll add more soldiers to our ranks.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” all the women before me responded in unison.  
 
    Now, it was time for war. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Despite everything that had happened, and the warlocks’ threat that loomed above us, the students were well-behaved and patient as they waited for their next order. I needed to get the hall split into three groups, and only once that was sorted could I focus on preparing Scholomance for the attack.  
 
    “Once again, the Elder Lord has decided to rain his power upon innocent realms!” I shouted out to my audience. “But the issue is we don’t know whether the Elder Lord is being serious or not. As well as protecting the school, I also need to protect the other realms from possible death and destruction, so if you’d prefer to check out the state of the realms, I need you all to raise your hands.” 
 
    It took a second for the students to respond, but then a few shaky hands lifted into the air, including half of my coven. Just under a third of the students had put their hands up, but I needed a few more than that. 
 
    “I will need at least half the school to travel to other realms,” I continued. “So more of you need to offer your help.” 
 
    It took another few minutes to complete the task, but once we had the school separated, I let out a sigh of relief.  
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned. “I see the realms possibly affected are The Night Province and Gassotara. The Night Province is far larger than Gassotara, so more of you will be sent there. Again, I don’t know if there really is a war going on in those areas, so be prepared to fight. Do you understand?”  
 
    The sea of heads nodded in unison, but I knew some of the students weren’t as keen on entering the war zones. Unfortunately, there wasn’t a lot I could do about it. If these realms really were under attack, then they relied on me to save them, and I wouldn’t have been doing my job properly if I allowed them to suffer and burn without offering any assistance.  
 
    “Those who have chosen to head to the realms, I need you all to stand!” I demanded, and my voice echoed around the large banquet hall.  
 
    There was a mess of activity as half the audience stood from their seats, and although they were keen to go, I could see the uncertain looks that covered their faces.  
 
    From my group, Beatrix, Marina, Faye, Penelope, Morgana, Tally, Cleo, Samara, Circe, and Vesta chose to leave for the realms, and Professors Luna and Evanora decided to join them. I was pleased with the selection since I knew there was a solid variety in strengths, which the realms needed to have on their side.  
 
    I then spent the next thirty minutes splitting the students into two separate groups, one that would go to Gassotara, and the other would go to The Night Province. Each group had one professor, and I told my coven to split up equally among the two groups.  
 
    “My lord…?” Beatrix raised her hand. 
 
    “Yes?” I asked.  
 
    “Would you be okay with us taking our familiars?” Beatrix cocked her head to one side. “I feel it could come in handy if the familiars can get a better view of what’s going on?”  
 
    “Your familiars are yours to handle,” I said. “If you’d like them by your side, then by all means, you can take them. Otherwise, feel free to leave them here, and we’ll be sure to look after them.” 
 
    “Thank you, master.” Beatrix bowed her head and then called her familiar over with the click of her fingers.  
 
    A swarm of animals suddenly sprinted through the main doors as the rest of the groups summoned their own familiars. I noticed panthers, lizards, bald eagles… Every type of creature from far and wide ran through those doors.  
 
    Once the groups were settled, I raised my hands into the air and called the room to attention.  
 
    “I will shadow-port the groups to one realm each, but remember what I told you.” I gave my crowd a pointed look. “As soon as you’ve checked out the realm and saved them from destruction, you must return to Scholomance. The Elder Lord shall not win! Prove to me how strong you are, and prove to him how powerful Scholomance is!” 
 
    The entire hall erupted into cheers and the clapping of hands as my audience hyped themselves up for the battle.  
 
    “Professors,” I said as I looked at Luna and Evanora. “I am putting you both in charge, so I trust your judgement, and should you feel the need to remove the group from the realm, then that’s your call to make.” 
 
    “Of course, my lord,” they said together.  
 
    “We won’t back down,” Luna added with a smirk. “Gassotara will hail your name once we’re done with the Elder Lord.” 
 
    “As will The Night Province.” Evanora smiled. 
 
    “Good.” I nodded. “Now, go!” 
 
    Then I clicked my fingers together, and a purple mist formed around the two separate groups as they slowly disappeared from the hall. The room still looked fairly full with half the audience still in their seats, but I didn’t have the time to sit around and focus on the numbers.  
 
    I had to prepare my army for battle. 
 
    “The rest of you --”  
 
    My words were cut off by the opening of the main doors.  
 
    The sea of students automatically turned their heads to look at the entrance, but I grabbed my wand from my pocket as the doors were opened fully. Although I knew it wasn’t our current threat, I still didn’t know who it could have been.  
 
    I could have heard a pin drop as I waited for someone to enter.  
 
    “I hope we haven’t interrupted your meeting?” A shrill, bird-like voice filled the hall, which automatically told me who had arrived.  
 
    “Headmistress Quinn, what a surprise,” I said as I stepped away from my spot on stage.  
 
    The tiny Vipera headmistress wandered into the banquet hall with a large crowd of witches behind her, and I noticed the anxious witch, Winnie, at the front of the crowd beside Quinn. I hadn’t summoned the headmistress, and I hadn’t asked for anyone’s help, so it confused me to see them in the school. 
 
    “My lord, I apologize for the sudden shock,” Theodora whispered as she walked up to me. “I sent out a call for their assistance while you were still in the trance.” 
 
    “That explains their arrival,” I snickered. “And you have no reason to be sorry. We may need the extra pairs of hands, so Vipera is more than welcome.” 
 
    “I hear you’ve got a threat coming your way,” Quinn said as she reached the front of the hall.  
 
    “We do.” I nodded. “Thank you for coming along.” 
 
    “Of course.” The headmistress smiled. “We have a lot to thank you for, so it’s the least we could do. Plus, I took in your advice about Miss Winnie, so I’m sure you’ll be interested to see what she’s learned recently.”  
 
    I glanced over at the young, anxious student and noticed the rosy hue that crossed her cheeks, but Winnie looked a lot more confident than when I’d saved her from the wardrobe, which was a positive sign. 
 
    “Absolutely, I am.” I grinned. “But for now it’s best to get yourselves settled. These warlocks could arrive at any moment, and we’ve already wasted enough time dealing with the Elder Lord, so we need to do whatever we can to keep the threat away for as long as possible.” 
 
    “We could create a barrier around the premises?” Vanessa suggested. “The warlocks would need to weaken the cage before they get access to the school, and that could give us the distraction needed in order to get a better look at things.” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely.” I nodded. “Quinn, can you assist with this? Gather some students together and use all your power to create the barrier.”  
 
    “Of course, my lord,” Headmistress Quinn said as she went to stand beside Vanessa, and the two of them worked on my command.  
 
    “The rest of you,” I said as I peered at my coven. “We need to keep an eye on the incoming threat, so I need you to take some of the students to the four turrets that surround the building. Have them hide in plain sight, so to speak.” 
 
    My coven nodded their heads before they rallied up a group of students and fled from the banquet hall. The turrets would be the perfect place for them to situate themselves, and ideally I would have wanted there to be more than four, but we needed to work with what we had at hand, and we may not have had the time to create some new turrets before the battle began.  
 
    Once those orders were obeyed, I then turned to see Theodora, Crimson, Olivia, and Lilith standing patiently as they awaited their commandments. I had a few options in mind for what they could have done, but I needed to be sure I picked the right one to put their talents to the ultimate test. Lilith was famously known for her use of the killing curse, and she was the only witch in history who could use the curse whenever she pleased, so I used that to my advantage.  
 
    “Theodora and Lilith, the two of you will work together,” I said. “Theodora, I want you to use your premonition skill to get an insight on the warlocks, then Lilith, I want you to use the killing curse as soon as you see them. I need you to get into a safe position where you can see the threat before they arrive, and target as many of them as possible.” 
 
    “I’ve been waiting to use that curse again,” Lilith replied with a bloodthirsty smile that looked both equally out of place and at home on her beautiful features.  
 
    “Well, now you have the opportunity.” I grinned. 
 
    The two of them then left the hall to get prepared, and I turned my head to Crimson and Olivia. Professor Crimson rubbed her hands together as she smiled at me excitedly, and I could see how eager she was to get started.  
 
    “I want you two to work together as well,” I began. “Crimson, how many prisoners do we have tied up?” 
 
    “Oooh, plenty, my lord.” The professor smirked.  
 
    “Excellent, then I want you to put them to good use,” I said. “I don’t care what you do with them, just make sure they can fight for us, and ideally I’d like the warlocks to aim for them first before any of us.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” Crimson replied.  
 
    “I’m sure we can come up with something beautifully sinful,” Olivia said with an evil smile.  
 
    “I look forward to seeing it.” I nodded my head.  
 
    Then, once they’d left, I only had the few remaining students to place around the school, one of them being Winnie, who I had a special plan for. There was an even mixture of both Scholomance and Vipera students, and although I’d seen the Vipera witches in battle before, I was still keen to see if they’d learned anything since their most recent attack.  
 
    “Place yourselves around the school, and do not hesitate to attack,” I informed the small crowd. “I need you to use everything you’ve learned in the past and aim it at our targets. If you feel the need to hide, then do so, but if you find yourselves in trouble, then use the ‘excandescunt’ spell to raise the alarm. Do you all know how to do that?”  
 
    Some of the students nodded their heads, but a few of them looked slightly unsure, and they peered down to their feet as a silent way of telling me they had no idea what I’d just said.  
 
    “Okay, everyone, raise your wands,” I said as I brought my own wand into the sky. “Repeat after me: ‘excandescunt.’” 
 
    “Excandescunt,” they all said in unison.  
 
    Without warning, a bright red light shot from the ends of our wands, flew straight into the sky, and exploded like a tiny firework. Then it let out a tiny shrill noise as the light slowly faded and fell back down to the ground.  
 
    “Good, very good,” I said proudly. “But only use that if you’re in dire need of someone’s help, got it?” 
 
    The crowd nodded, and then they safely placed their wands back into their cloaks. 
 
    “Winnie, I want you to stay with me,” I said to the raven-haired witch. “But the rest of you, find your places and protect the school.” 
 
    I noticed the look of pure confusion that crossed Winnie’s face as she watched the other students flee the hall. I knew how talented the little witch was, but I didn’t think she had any inkling, so the idea of staying behind must have baffled her greatly. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Winnie, I’ve got a special plan for you.” I smiled.  
 
    “M-Me?” she stuttered with one finger pointed to her chest. “But… but I’m nothing but a coward?”  
 
    “A coward?” I asked with raised eyebrows. “Is that what you’ve been told before?”  
 
    “I’ve lost count how many times I’ve been called that,” Winnie sighed as she dropped her eyes. “Headmistress Quinn has been teaching me a few things, but even then, I’ve overheard what she’s said about me.”  
 
    “Well, I say differently.” I smirked. “Come on, follow me.” 
 
    I led the black-haired witch from the hall and headed straight for one of the grand staircases. Winnie tried to keep up with my large steps, but I noticed how she ran up the stairs in order to stay beside me.  
 
    “Tell me a bit more about yourself, Winnie,” I said as we reached the second floor. “Were you destined to go to Vipera?” 
 
    “I… yes,” she said as she tucked her hands into her cloak. “My entire family have attended Vipera for many generations, so now it’s my turn to keep the tradition running.” 
 
    Something about Winnie’s mannerisms intrigued me. She always hid herself away and constantly wrapped her cloak tighter around her body, but I couldn’t work out why she was so harsh on herself. Perhaps she feared her parents’ judgements and felt the need to succeed because they had, but I saw so much potential in this young witch, so surely her parents saw the same thing.  
 
    As I pondered over the workings of Winnie, I brought her into an empty classroom that looked out over the front of the school. An ominous dark cloud had formed in the sky, and it appeared to be a sign for what was to come.  
 
    There definitely was a storm brewing, but in more ways than one.  
 
    “Before the warlocks arrive, I want to teach you something,” I said as I perched myself on the top of a desk. “This will show me whether my theories are correct, and whether you hold the talent I believe you do.” 
 
    “Teach me something?” Winnie repeated as she tilted her head. “I… I’m not a very fast learner, sir.” 
 
    “You belittle yourself once again.” I rolled my eyes playfully. “One thing you need to know is if you want to go far in Vipera, then you need to be strong-minded, and you need to believe in yourself more. You’ll only get brought down by other students if you give them more to play with. I was the only male witch in an entirely female school, but fuck them, I knew I was better than they were.” 
 
    “But… you’re the Dark Lord,” she said with wide eyes. “Of course, you’ll be better than everybody else around you.” 
 
    “But I didn’t know that.” I shrugged. “I wanted to show my worth, and have others see how powerful I was, so I didn’t stand for their bullshit. And I need you to do the same.” 
 
    “Okay,” Winnie said as confidently as possible. “I’ll do my best.” 
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned. “Now, take out your wand and aim it straight at that window.” 
 
    Winnie held her wand in a shaking hand, but she settled herself after a second, and I saw the determination etched across her face.  
 
    “Repeat after me: ‘quid confracta reparabit.’” 
 
    “Quid confracta reparabit,” Winnie copied.  
 
    A white light formed at the tip of her wand, but before it could grow any more, the light faded back into the wood.  
 
    “Do it again,” I said. “But this time I need you to put more strength in your voice.” 
 
    Winnie took a deep breath and then repeated the spell once more. This time, the white light grew twice in size, and before Winnie could prepare for it, the light shot across the room and pierced the window straight in the center. The entire square of glass shattered into tiny pieces, but the white light remained around the window frame.  
 
    “Hold it there,” I urged. “Do not move your wand, and focus.” 
 
    Winnie’s tiny body trembled as she powered her wand, and the tip of her tongue slipped between her lips in an act of concentration. The entire room was silent, and all I could hear were the mumbled voices as students prepared themselves in other parts of the school.  
 
    “What can you feel?” I asked.  
 
    “Um… it’s strong, almost painful,” Winnie said without taking her eyes off the window. “But I can manage it.” 
 
    “Can you feel a headache forming?” I asked.  
 
    “Not really…” she answered. “It feels like a very dull pain at the back of my head, but I can barely notice it.” 
 
    A proud smile crossed my face. I knew Winnie was powerful, but this just proved it. A young student such as her should be forced to the ground from the power that radiated through their wand and body. Winnie should have been crying out in pain and begging me to stop, but she didn’t.  
 
    “Oh, it’s getting stronger now,” she said as the light around the window grew darker.  
 
    “That’s it, keep holding on,” I said. “The incantation is almost complete.” 
 
    The now gray light billowed out from the window, and as the light hit the floor, the fragments of shattered glass were slowly lifted in the air. They hovered in place for a split second, and then they returned to their original spot in the window. I watched as the gray light acted as glue to piece the glass together, and once the window had repaired itself completely, the light vanished like nothing had ever happened.  
 
    “Satan, what was that?” Winnie breathed as she stared at the recently-broken window.  
 
    “That is a spell preschoolers cannot perform,” I said with a proud smile. “It’s far too powerful for a young witch, especially since you need the mental ability to hold the spell in place while the object repairs itself.” 
 
    “Okay…” She frowned.  
 
    “It shows me you’re probably more powerful than the majority of students in Vipera.” I smirked. “I would have tested you on something harder, but that’ll need to wait until after the fight is over.” 
 
    I led Winnie from the room and headed for another set of stairs. The witch stayed silent the entire time, and I could imagine she needed the time to process what had just happened.  
 
    “We need to get into position,” I said as we arrived back on the first floor. “We’ll situate ourselves down here, and that way we’ll have the perfect view of the warlocks when they arrive.” 
 
    “You want me to stay with you?” Winnie asked as her mouth dropped open.  
 
    “I need to see what you’re made of.” I grinned.  
 
    Winnie and I arrived in another empty classroom with a view of the front of the school, and I took that spare moment to take a good look at what the other students were up to. Vanessa, Quinn, and their chosen group had created a watery-looking barrier around the premises, and the dome shimmered like silver. The dark clouds still loomed overhead, but I couldn’t sense the warlocks’ presences just yet, so I knew we still had the time to prepare. 
 
    A few winged familiars swooped through the air between the school and the barrier, and I noticed a man, who wore nothing but a loin cloth, plod back and forth in front of the dome. He staggered on his feet like he’d had too much to drink, but I instantly recognized him as one of the men previously held captive in our dungeons. The man exuded more energy than normal, so I assumed Crimson and Olivia had worked their magic to make him fit enough to fight.  
 
    Then another man staggered to get into position, and another man after that. I wasn’t sure of the number of prisoners, but they’d all been put to good use, that was for sure.  
 
    “What do you want me to do, my lord?” Winnie asked as she stared out the open window.  
 
    “Fight,” I snickered. “Do whatever you can to get our opponents on the ground. My mother is watching over, and she can use the killing curse without any negative repercussions, so even if you can’t kill them yourself, then there’s someone watching over.” 
 
    “My mother mentioned something about that…” Winnie mused. “About Lilith and her powers. I remember my mother saying she wished she had the same potential, but it wasn’t to be.” 
 
    Winnie’s brief mention of her parents gave me the perfect loophole to learn more about her family.  
 
    “Were your parents well-known in Vipera?” I asked as I paid close attention to the area of land behind the dome.  
 
    “Sort of.” She shrugged. “My grandparents were well-known, though, Lucinda and Arthur Astor.” 
 
    I recognized those names as soon as Winnie said them, and I rolled them around my mind for a moment as I tried to work out where I’d heard Lucinda’s name before.  
 
    Then it hit me.  
 
    Like a lightning bolt to the chest. 
 
    Lucinda and Arthur were famous throughout the Wicca world, and at one point they were almost as mighty as Lilith was, so it was no longer a surprise that Winnie held the amount of power she did. 
 
    “Winnie, do you realize you’re from an extremely prestigious Wicca family?” I asked.  
 
    “I mean… sort of,” she scoffed. “Professors mention my family in class, but then they look over at me, and I can just tell they’re unimpressed by me. So, I’ve always been made to feel like I’m the end of the line, or like their talents didn’t pass down to the next generation.” 
 
    “And now you can tell them differently.” I winked.  
 
    I was about to mention something else, but then a chilling sensation ran through my body before I could do anything. A sharp pain then formed in my chest, and it worked its way through my veins until it reached every inch of my skin.  
 
    I grasped onto the window frame as the pain grew even more intense, but I fought against the agony and focused on using my premonition skill.  
 
    The warlocks were approaching, and I could see the large crowd that formed on the horizon. Creatures of all shapes and sizes were spotted in the background, along with an army of other rebels and non-believers. I couldn’t make out which creatures the warlocks had brought with them, and only their size was visible, but I knew it wasn’t going to be long before they all appeared in front of me.  
 
    “It’s starting,” I said as the sensations subsided.  
 
    “What?” Winnie said with a scared look on her face. “Right now?” 
 
    “Right now.” I nodded. “Stay here and keep watch. I’ll warn the others.” 
 
    Before I left the room, I closed my eyes and mentally connected with Lilith.  
 
    The warlocks are approaching, I told her. I imagine they’ll be here in a matter of minutes, so I need you to inform as many people as possible.  
 
    Of course, my son, Lilith said. Theodora pictured the same thing you did, so she’ll send the message out to the school.  
 
    Barely a minute had passed before I heard Theodora’s voice echo around the building.  
 
    “The warlocks have arrived,” the headmistress announced. “Everyone must take their positions immediately. Work as a team and protect those around you. Scholomance will win today, but only if we all work together.” 
 
    I left the empty classroom and instantly heard the frightened cries of students as they ran to their assigned positions, but then I noticed Vanessa stood at the main entrance of the school.  
 
    “Vanessa,” I said to grab her attention. “What are you doing?” 
 
    The professor had her wand raised in the air, and a pearl-hued string of light lifted from her wand toward the great barrier she’d created.  
 
    “I’m going to hold this shield for as long as I can,” she said. “The warlocks will instantly try to take it down, but if I can work it from this angle, I can do my best to keep it upright.” 
 
    “Okay, but just be sure to pay close attention,” I replied. “I imagine these warlocks to be quick and nimble with their shots, and they’ll target you as soon as they get a break in the barrier.” 
 
    “I’m aware, master.” She bowed her head. “But if this is our only option, then I need to do whatever I can to keep the barrier alive.” 
 
    As I looked to my left, I saw Quinn was doing the same thing with her wand, but the students they’d enlisted to help were nowhere to be seen. They’d created the barrier, so now it was up to Vanessa and Quinn to keep it steady.  
 
    Hey, Cole, up ahead, Alexander said as he whooshed past me. I’ve got my beady eyes on the warlocks, but it looks like they’re making room for something. 
 
    “Making room for what?” I asked as I peered through the barrier. “Can you see what it is?” 
 
    I don’t know, the wolverine replied. They’ve just formed a large circle, but they haven’t done anything with it just yet.  
 
    “Okay, inform me if you can,” I said as I let out a deep sigh.  
 
    Those motherfuckers were up to something, and I just needed to know what their plans were. I tried to use my premonition to get a better understanding, but someone had created a block, and all I could see was the previous vision of the crowd headed in our direction.  
 
    Then, up ahead, I noticed the top of the warlocks’ heads. From the way they bobbed, I knew the warlocks were marching in an equal fashion, and the closer they got, the more of their bodies I managed to see. The men at the front all wore the same attire, which consisted of deep blue cloaks with ruby-red belts and a pair of black pants underneath. The hoods covered their heads and the majority of their faces, and each warlock held their hands together at their chests.  
 
    Fuck, master, Alexander said with panic in his voice. They’ve created some sort of catapult in that circle, and some men at the back are wheeling it toward us. The warlocks you can see at the front are mumbling something, but I can’t tell what they’re saying. 
 
    I squinted my eyes as I tried to focus on the warlocks’ mouths, but they were too far away for me to see properly. From their synchronized movements, and the way they held their hands, it made me think the warlocks were chanting an incantation of some sort, but without knowing what they were saying, I couldn’t prepare myself for whatever was going to happen.  
 
    But the battle was here, and it was time to shed some blood.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    “Vanessa, Quinn!” I shouted as I turned to look at both women. “They have a catapult to break down the barrier, so be ready to move!” 
 
    “I’m going to hold this for as long as I can,” Quinn said as she lifted her chin defiantly.  
 
    “No!” I ordered. “You’ll do as I say, unless you want to get yourself killed!” 
 
    I stormed over to the headmistress, and I saw the focused look on her face. She never took her eyes off the barrier, but her expression softened the longer I stared at her. 
 
    “Okay, my lord, I’m sorry,” she mumbled. “I’ll drop my wand as soon as you tell me to do so.” 
 
    “Good,” I said firmly, and then I turned on my heels to face the warlocks once again.  
 
    The group was much closer now, and more of the men were seen standing behind the initial bunch. Then, as I looked past the various heads, I noticed the catapult Alexander had mentioned. 
 
    The wooden frame wobbled as it was wheeled closer to the barrier, and I watched as one rebel pulled back the arm and held it in place. A second man held out his hands, and then a large, burning ball of fire erupted in his palms. The man placed the ball in the bucket of the catapult, and a group of warlocks then positioned the wooden device to wherever they needed it to go.  
 
    “Get back!” I commanded as I began to run backward. “Everyone, drop your positions and get inside!” 
 
    I reached the main doors seconds before the fireball was hurled through the air. It smacked against the watery dome, but instead of falling to the ground, the ball sat there and slowly began to erode the barrier. The warlocks loaded the basket with a second fireball and continued the process until a large gap was spotted in the dome. The rebel who created the fireballs simply summoned them from thin air, so I knew their provisions weren’t going to run out soon, and as soon as the barrier broke, they were going to aim the fireballs at the school instead.  
 
    I needed to destroy that catapult first and foremost and then stop them from creating more. But I wondered how difficult that was going to be when we had a horde of angry warlocks roaming the school grounds.  
 
    “Vanessa,” I said as I slammed the main doors behind me. “Come with me.” 
 
    I led the professor into the classroom where I’d left Winnie, and I noticed the little witch had her face pressed up against the window. Then, as I closed the door, Winnie let out a squeak and jumped back in fright.  
 
    “You scared me,” she said as she caught her breath.  
 
    “Be sure to pay closer attention.” Vanessa gave Winnie a stern look. “We could have been an enemy for all you knew.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” I said with my hands up. “I need you both to work together. I need to destroy that catapult, but I can’t do that without someone watching my back.” 
 
    “How are you going to destroy it with all those men around?” Winnie asked.  
 
    “I don’t know yet, but I’ll think of something.” I shrugged. “However, they’ll instantly aim at me when I go to destroy it. I’ll be a distraction, so it gives you the opportunity to target them.” 
 
    “Are you thinking of doing it from far away, or close up?” Vanessa asked.  
 
    I thought through her question for a second and weighed my various options. Either way, regardless of where I stood, there was a chance the warlocks could deflect my shot, so I needed to be sure I picked the option that had the higher success rate.  
 
    Then an idea came to mind, and a smirk curled across my lips as the plan grew larger.  
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” I said as I turned for the door. “Come with me.” 
 
    Then myself, Vanessa, and Winnie ran through the school and up the various flights of stairs until we reached the top floor of the building. I took a moment to look from the window, and I noticed the warlocks were still trying to get through the barrier, but the fireballs had given them an advantage.  
 
    I knew Lilith and Theodora were on the top floor somewhere, but I cleared my mind as I tried to locate my mother’s presence. It felt like a magnetic pull directed me toward their whereabouts, and I followed the invisible trail until it led me to an empty room at the very top of the building. The room didn’t have much of a purpose, and I hadn’t felt the need to enter it before now, but it gave Theodora and Lilith the perfect viewpoint. There was one small, oval window built into one wall, and a tiny wooden door which led out onto a stone, balcony-like area.  
 
    “My son,” Lilith said as we barged inside. “Is everything okay?”  
 
    “Yeah.” I nodded. “The catapult they’re using isn’t going to run out of supplies anytime soon, so I need to destroy it, and this room could be the perfect place.” 
 
    “What are you thinking, master?” Theodora asked as she placed one hand on my shoulder.  
 
    “I will lift the catapult into the air, while you and Lilith kill all the warlocks who try to stop me,” I explained. “Vanessa and Winnie, you two will destroy the catapult.” 
 
    “Me?” Winnie asked, and the color in her cheeks paled slightly. “I haven’t worked on anything that big before.” 
 
    “What about the window you just shattered?” I reminded her. “The strength you used to shatter and repair the glass is nothing compared to breaking up bits of wood.” 
 
    “What spell should I use?” Winnie looked at everyone in the room. “I… I… no, this is too much.” 
 
    “You’re thinking about it too much and stressing yourself out, girl,” Theodora said compassionately. “If you managed to break the glass and repair it again, then all you need to do is use the same spell, but cut it off once the catapult has shattered. It’s only when you continue the spell that the item repairs itself.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Winnie said as she tried to hype herself up again. “I can do this. I can totally do this.” 
 
    “Yes, you can,” Lilith replied with an encouraging smile. 
 
    I left the women to talk as I walked out onto the balcony and crouched down to the floor. The slits in the wall gave me the chance to look out across the land, and I managed to see further down the long line of enemies. I also managed to get a better view of the creatures they’d brought with them. There was a large number of tiny, imp-like beasts with chains tied around their necks to keep them in place, plus some creatures about twice the size of a dog. I was still too far away to see exactly what they were, but I noticed ruby-red eyes and white teeth.  
 
    The warlocks were clearly waiting to give the creatures an order, so I had no idea whether they were going to release them all at once, or if the creatures were the final challenge, and we had to cross the others hurdles first before we came face to face with the hungry monsters. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Lilith asked as she kneeled down beside me.  
 
    “I’m always ready,” I scoffed. “These fuckers don’t know who they’re playing with, but I’m about to show them.” 
 
    An almighty boom echoed through the sky as the barrier finally broke, and the warlocks began to charge.  
 
    “Let’s go!” I said urgently to the women in the room. 
 
    As expected, some of the warlocks ran straight for the school building, but I kept my eyes firmly focused on the catapult as one rebel loaded the basket once again.  
 
    “Volant!” I shouted.  
 
    A bolt of light left my wand, and it flew straight through the air until it reached the catapult. My perfect aim caused the fireball to fly from the basket and attach itself to the closest warlock. His manic screams were muffled by the distance between us, and I held back a laugh as I watched him bat at the flames with his bare hands. 
 
    Then he went to produce another fireball, but a motion from my left caught my attention. Lilith held out her hand in the man’s direction, and I spotted the excited glint in her blue eyes.  
 
    “Mortuus cadunt,” Lilith whispered into her wand.  
 
    Almost immediately, a green light vibrated around the man’s body, and he collapsed onto the grassy ground as the light slowly dwindled.  
 
    Lilith had used the killing spell like it was nothing, and neither of us said a word as my mother aimed for a second rebel and repeated the curse all over again.  
 
    “Get the catapult,” she said in between kills. “It’s going to anger the warlocks, so we’ll need to act quickly.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.” I smirked. “They’ll all be dead before it affects them too much.” 
 
    I peered over the lip of the balcony as I took in the ominous sight of the warlocks, and I couldn’t wait to watch each and every one of them die a painful death. I knew it wasn’t going to be easy, but the eagerness to kill only made it more exciting.  
 
    The battle had truly begun, and now it was time to show these non-believers that the Dark Lord had returned. 
 
    I lined up my wand with the catapult and stared down the length of my wand as I whispered the spell. 
 
    “Dolorum fuga,” I said. 
 
    I lifted my hand into the air, and the catapult lurched off the ground and followed my every movement. I noticed the shocked expressions on the warlocks’ faces as the large, wooden contraption floated above their heads, and I watched as the men tried to locate the witch who’d made the catapult fly.  
 
    “Go!” I ordered as I kept my eyes focused on the catapult. “Destroy it!” 
 
    Vanessa and Winnie muttered various spells, and bolts of light attacked the catapult from both angles, but nothing appeared to work. The lights simply fizzled out before they could do anything.  
 
    Either the warlocks had added their own charm to the catapult, or the spells Vanessa and Winnie used weren’t strong enough. I couldn’t do anything with my own wand until I’d put the machinery on the ground again… but maybe I didn’t have to.  
 
    Maybe dropping it from the height would be enough to break it.  
 
    “Cover me,” I said as I stood up. “I can’t handle any more distractions right now.”  
 
    Just as I’d expected, the warlocks began to shoot at me the second I rose from behind the balcony walls, but as I raised my hands higher into the air, I heard the shouts and commands as Vanessa, Winnie, Theodora, and Lilith attempted to kill as many warlocks as they could.  
 
    Then, once I’d lifted the catapult as high as possible, I dropped the spell, and the wooden device fell through the air and crashed into a group of warlocks and rebels. One side of the catapult broke off, but it was still in working order, so I knew I had to keep going until it was completely demolished. 
 
    But as I lifted the catapult into the air to drop it again, I sensed a powerful force grab a hold of the catapult, and it was almost like someone was trying to control the machine from the opposite side.  
 
    The warlocks were trying to take control, but I wasn’t going to give them that privilege. 
 
    “They’re trying to take the catapult from me,” I growled as I used all my strength to keep the machine still in the air. “You need to destroy it as quickly as you can.” 
 
    The women around me screamed out every spell and incantation they could think of, and I felt the power slowly decrease, but the warlocks still had as much control over the catapult as I did.  
 
    “Can I try something?” Winnie asked nervously.  
 
    “Whatever it is, do it quickly,” Vanessa snapped.  
 
    I peered over to see Winnie had stood upright a step in front of me, and she had her wand aimed directly at the catapult. I wasn’t sure what she was going to do, but as I noticed her take several deep breaths, I started getting an inkling that it wasn’t a spell she often performed. 
 
    “Quid c-confracta reparabit,” Winnie said with a slight break in her voice.  
 
    “Stronger,” I grunted as I strained against the power. “It needs to be stronger, to show you’re the one in charge.” 
 
    “Quid confracta reparabit!” the anxious witch shouted.  
 
    A white light shot from her wand and hit the center of the catapult. The light wrapped around the object like a thin cloud, and I instantly sensed the power on my side loosen as Winnie took control. 
 
    “Hold it there,” Theodora murmured. “You’ll know when the spell has worked, but you can’t break it until the moment occurs.” 
 
    Winnie’s body began to shake, and her face winced in pain, but she held the spell and refused to let it go. Then I heard the loud snap of wood, followed by the rattle of metal as the catapult began to unhinge and break in the air.  
 
    The catapult broke into separate pieces, and as the wood and shrapnel rained down onto the men that stood underneath, Winnie dropped the spell, and the backfire sent the young witch flying onto her back as she let out a loud groan.  
 
    The distraction from the broken catapult gave Theodora and Lilith the opportunity to kill as many men as they could, but I didn’t have the time to stand around and watch them.  
 
    The warlocks had entered the school, and I needed to get back to business.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I helped Winnie to her feet.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said with a light laugh. “I just didn’t expect the impact.” 
 
    “You did a wonderful job, but the action doesn’t stop here,” I said as I peered at Winnie and Vanessa in turn. “I’m going to float around the school, but you can stay here if you’d prefer that.” 
 
    “We’ll follow you, my lord.” Vanessa smiled.  
 
    “Great, then let’s go,” I replied.  
 
    As soon as we left the room, the carnage from around the school was clear in the air. I heard the smashing of walls and the screams and shouts that came from students. Then a flash of green light illuminated the stairwell, so I ran there first to see what was going on.  
 
    “Volant!” a female voice shouted.  
 
    “Tardesco!” a warlock cried out.  
 
    As I sprinted down the stairs, I noticed one student had been frozen in place from the spell, and the warlock sauntered toward her with his wand raised in the air.  
 
    “Allucinatio,” I said as I jumped down the final four stairs. 
 
    The warlock halted in place, and then his entire body began to twitch as the spell worked its way up to his head and down to his toes. Then I clicked my fingers, and automatically the man’s body exploded in front of us. My shirt was painted in his blood and scraps of his skin, and a bloody mess was left on the ground where the warlock once stood. 
 
    Vanessa removed the spell from the student that kept her in place, and the witch gave us a shaky thank you before she ran away. I briefly glanced around the hallway to make sure no other students needed my help, and then Vanessa, Winnie, and I continued to sprint through the school. At first, I didn’t have a particular destination in mind, and I followed the school halls without thinking much about it, but I knew what I had to do.  
 
    In order to defeat the warlocks, we needed to eliminate them. It was almost like extinguishing a fire and aiming for the source to conquer the flames. The majority of our threats congregated at the front of the school, so we had to eliminate the warlocks and non-believers outside in order to get the upper-hand, especially when we still had the threat of the creatures to consider. We’d destroyed the catapult, and I wasn’t going to give them the opportunity to create another one.  
 
    We ran toward a second set of stairs, but before I could reach them, a red burst of light appeared from a nearby classroom. A high-pitched noise then followed the explosion, and I instantly knew someone had used the excandescunt spell to grab someone’s attention.  
 
    “Vanessa, can you go and see what’s going on in there?” I asked as I pointed toward the classroom.  
 
    “Of course,” Vanessa replied and then ran toward the classroom. 
 
    Winnie and I headed for the stairwell, and although the young witch kept up with my pace and obeyed my every command, I knew Winnie was getting tired, and her labored breathing was a sign of how much this battle had taken its toll on her. But it pleased me that she powered on, and it showed a lot of inner strength and determination.  
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t have the time to say anything to Winnie, because the second we arrived on the next floor, we were met with a number of warlocks, witches, and familiars all aiming for each other. Bright lights exploded in all directions, an angry wave of voices hit my ears, and it took a second for me to take in the entire situation.  
 
    “Do whatever you have to do,” I said to Winnie as I noticed the fear in her eyes. “Use what you’ve learned in the past.” 
 
    “Okay,” Winnie muttered.  
 
    And then the slaughter began.  
 
    Two warlocks had their backs to me, so I snuck up behind them before they could notice me. I grabbed one of them by the hair and sliced his throat with my dagger, and he let out a gargled groan as his blood soaked his front. Then, before the second man could react, I shot him in the chest with my wand, and a grunt left his mouth as he crumpled. The two men fell to their knees, but before the second man found the energy to stand, I aimed my wand at him again. 
 
    “Flatus,” I ordered.  
 
    A lime-green light shot from my wand, and the warlock’s body was instantly engulfed in flames. His screams pierced my eardrums, but only a second passed before the noise died down as the fire took over the man’s head.  
 
    Then I left him to die as I focused on my next victim. 
 
    I spotted one witch had been cornered into a wall with two warlocks around her. I could see the fear in the girl’s eyes, and she turned her head from side to side like she was trying to work out what to do, but then I appeared behind them.  
 
    “Praemium,” I said as I aimed my wand at the first warlock.  
 
    The man didn’t have the time to react before his head was blown clean off from his shoulders, and his body crashed to the floor. Then I turned to the second man and grabbed a hold of his wrist before he could aim his wand at the petrified girl in the corner.  
 
    The warlock opened his mouth to say something, but I was one step ahead.  
 
    “Glacio,” I said with the tip of my wand against his temple.  
 
    A wall of frost started to appear on the man’s neck, and it worked its way up until it covered his entire head. Then I mumbled the spell again, and his frozen head shattered in icy cold shards of glass.  
 
    A bolt of blue light suddenly whizzed past my head and smashed against the nearby wall. Whoever had taken the shot missed me by an inch, but I was about to show him what a real shot looked like. 
 
    I turned on my feet and instantly noticed a warlock with his wand raised in my direction. The anger and fury were clear on his face, and he opened his mouth to mutter something else, but I aimed my wand at him before he could get a word out.  
 
    “Silentium,” I said firmly. 
 
    A white light left my wand, and the warlock’s mouth was instantly sewed shut. He still had the power to use his wand, but his movements were limited without the use of his mouth.  
 
    “Before you take a shot, perhaps know who you’re aiming at,” I said as I towered over the warlock.  
 
    The man let out muffled noises as he tried to shout through his closed lips, but the frown and the look in his eyes told me how angry he was. The warlock didn’t look scared, but I was about to make him shit his pants.  
 
    I held my hand up by the warlock’s face as I thought about which route to take. I could have snapped his neck, I could have pierced my dagger into his chest, or I could have used a spell to tease and torture him until he died. I wanted his death to be quick yet painful, so I clicked my fingers, and a thick, metal chain appeared around the man’s neck and draped over his shoulders. 
 
    “I’m going to tighten this chain until you take your last breath and your eyes pop from their sockets,” I chuckled. “You’ve made the wrong decision coming here today, but I think you already know that.” 
 
    I kept the hex against his mouth so he couldn’t open it, and although I loved it when my prey begged and pleaded for mercy, I didn’t want to hear him mutter a single word.  
 
    I took both ends of the chain in my hands and tied them together in a loose knot at the base of his neck. I then twisted my wrist slowly, and as my hand moved, the knot tightened more and more. The warlock’s face turned red, and I noticed the strain in his neck as the knot grew tighter while the pressure increased.  
 
    His muffled screams were like music to my ears.  
 
    A second warlock then appeared in the corner of my eye, but I left the first man to suffer under the pressure of the chains and turned my gaze to check out the new arrival. He stood for a second, like he was trying to evaluate the situation, but his brief hesitation gave me the perfect advantage.  
 
    I saw the warlock reach for his wand, but I didn’t need a wand for what I was going to do. The fucking idiot should have come with a devised plan, and now he was about to die due to his lack of preparation.  
 
    I held my left hand up in the air as I thought about the move I was going to make, and as the plan became clearer in my mind, a red mist grew in circular motions in my palm. I waited until the ball filled my entire hand, and then I threw it at the warlock, and it smacked him right in the chest. The man stumbled backward from the impact, and his back smashed against a wall as he let out a deep groan.  
 
    The mist acted as a weight that kept the warlock up against the wall, and despite how much he struggled, grunted, and tried to force the weight off his body, the warlock couldn’t find the strength to move.  
 
    “Morsus,” I ordered, and a deep green light shot from my palm.  
 
    The green light took over for the red mist, and a hole began to tear through the man’s stomach. The warlock let out an ear-piercing scream as the light eroded his skin and bones, and as blood poured down his front, his organs quickly followed. A string of intestines dropped to the ground with a loud splatter, and the more blood and guts that left his body, the weaker the warlock’s screams became.  
 
    I used that brief second of freedom to take in the area.  
 
    Screams and shouts floated around the walls, and the floor around me was littered with dead warlocks, but the witches in the hallway had the remaining warlocks under their control. I noticed one man cowering on the floor, and a witch stood over him with her wand aimed at his face. I spotted Winnie further down the hallway, but one dead warlock laid at her feet, and a second man was slowly on his way out. Winnie had produced a small fire which sat inches away from the warlock, and I noticed how she used her wand to guide the fire closer toward her chosen victim. 
 
    Vanessa hadn’t come downstairs after I’d told her to help out the student in the classroom, but I just assumed the professor had found other students who needed her help. I also hadn’t seen any of my coven since the fight began, but the school was so large, and there were many targets to hit, so I knew they were doing me proud somewhere in the vicinity of Scholomance. 
 
    I then turned back around again to the warlock with the chain around his neck, and he tried to pull the chain away from his throat, but the hold was too strong. The chain wouldn’t move an inch, but then I took control of the metal again and twisted my hand, and the chain wrapped tighter around his throat. 
 
    It only took a brief minute for the chains to do their job, and seconds after the life left his eyes, the warlock’s brain exploded all over me, and chunks of brain matter smacked me in the face and decorated my shirt. 
 
    I loved being covered in the blood and guts of my enemies.  
 
    The corpse collapsed to the floor, and the chains instantly vanished the second I removed the hex that had held them in place.  
 
    I spent the next thirty minutes floating around the school, and I assisted my army in any way I could. I caught a few warlocks off-guard and killed them instantly, or I acted as a distraction to give my women the opportunity to take the final shot. More and more warlocks died as the minutes slipped by, and it was clear my group had the upper-hand, but the fight wasn’t over just yet.  
 
    We still had the creatures to face and the few remaining rebels who stood alongside them.  
 
    “Cole,” a voice sounded as I neared the main doors of the school.  
 
    I turned and noticed Akira leaning against a wall with a devilish grin on her face. Her uniform was painted in blood, her hair was a mess, but the black-eyed witch looked as though she’d spent the day doing what she loved the most.  
 
    And in some ways, she had.  
 
    “It looks like you’ve been successful,” I said as I eyed her bloody clothing.  
 
    “Oh, my lord, I cannot tell you how much fun that was!” Akira gave me a radiant smile. “Freyja, Della, Remy, and I came across a bunch of those fucking non-believers in a classroom, and you should have seen us! At one point I had one of the warlocks in the air, and as I threw him across the room, Freyja pierced him in the chest with an arrow!” 
 
    The feisty witch hopped up and down on her feet as she retold the story, and the bright smile never left her face.  
 
    “I wish I was there to witness it,” I laughed. “Have you seen the others?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Akira nodded. “I bumped into Nyx and Astrid at one point, and they had been just as successful as us.”  
 
    “I didn’t expect anything less.” I smirked. “But now that we’ve got the warlocks under control, can you rally up the rest of the army and have them join me outside?” 
 
    “Of course, master,” she replied. “What’s the plan?” 
 
    “It’s not a plan as such.” I shrugged. “I just know we’ve got those creatures to face next, so the more of us who stand guard outside, the easier and quicker it’ll be to defeat them.” 
 
    “Oooh, I can’t wait to watch those fuckers suffer,” Akira said with a sinister smile.  
 
    “And you soon will.” I grinned.  
 
    Akira chuckled, promised me that she’d gather as many witches as possible, and then ran off down the hall.  
 
    I left the main doors and instantly welcomed the icy breeze in the evening air, but before I could examine the courtyard, a terrifying scream came from a witch somewhere around me.  
 
    I raced around the side of the school as I followed the harrowing sound, and I found a student pressed up against the brick wall. A warlock held his wand against the girl’s neck and a dagger in his other hand, with the tip of the blade positioned just under her pink eyes. A small line of blood trickled down the girl’s cheek, and her piercing screams continued to vibrate through the air.  
 
    Before the warlock could make another move, I grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and yanked him away from the student. I tightened my hold as much as I could, and I felt his body twist from side to side as he tried to escape, but that only made me hold on tighter.  
 
    Then I slipped my wand back into my pocket and grabbed his head with my spare hand. The man groaned and grunted from the pain, and I let out a menacing laugh as I took in his pain and torment.  
 
    “Scream as loud as you want,” I whispered harshly into his ear. “No one is around to help you, and you’re going to die either way.” 
 
    “Fuck you!” the warlock spat as he continued to twist his body. “You have no idea what’s about to--” 
 
    His talking annoyed me, so I shut him up with a twist of his neck, which killed him instantly.  
 
    I left his body to drop to the ground, and the witch against the wall let out a shriek as the dead body landed by her feet. The cut under her eye had already healed, but her eyes were rimmed with tears, and her hands shook violently as she brushed back her brown hair.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes,” she said with a watery smile. “T-Thank you for saving me, my lord. I’m sorry, I… I just panicked.” 
 
    “You can’t die,” I replied. “My seed grows inside your womb, and your body and soul are bound to me, so there is no need to fear. The fight isn’t over yet, but it won’t last much longer. Go kill more warlocks.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” She nodded. “I’ll be fine in a minute and then resume my attacks.” 
 
    “Good.” I smiled.  
 
    I left the woman to catch her breath as I walked back around to the front of the school, and I saw the ground was littered with dead bodies, blood, and various lost limbs. The front gates had been demolished, and the surrounding walls had been knocked down, but I was more interested in our threat. The number of warlocks had dwindled majorly, and now all that was left were the creatures and few remaining non-believers who stood in the distance.  
 
    They could attack at any moment, but I wanted to give them one final message before they let the beasts free. 
 
    I was the Dark Lord, I was Satan reborn, and nothing they could do was ever going to change that.  
 
    I knew they could see the carnage that littered the school grounds, but I wanted to give them a better view and show them exactly what we’d done. 
 
    I stared down at my feet where a beheaded warlock laid, and then I grabbed him by his cloak and yanked him up into the air. Droplets of warm, congealed blood splattered onto my hands, and the top of his spine had broken free from his bloody wound.  
 
    I continued to hold the warlock up by the neck of his cloak, but after a long moment, I dropped the man on the ground as I looked out across the grassy plains before me. The final non-believers stood in a straight line with the creatures behind them. Some of the beings were locked in cages, and some were tied to metal chains, but all of them had their eyes pointed in my direction.  
 
    Then I turned my head from left to right, and I took in the audience around me and the determination that covered their faces. There were students of all ages, skills, and weaknesses, but they were my army for a reason, and I knew we had the power to defeat these motherfuckers.  
 
    “Ready!” one of the non-believers shouted to the others around him. “Go!” 
 
    Then, one by one, the men dropped the metal chains and opened the cages to release the creatures.  
 
    “Prepare yourselves,” I said to my group.  
 
    The ground trembled beneath my feet, and all I could hear were the growls and snorts that came from the creatures as they raced toward us. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    As the creatures closed the distance between us, I took in every square inch of the threat. I needed to know their strengths, weaknesses, and which angle to attack them from first.  
 
    The biggest creatures ran on all fours, and their red eyes and white fangs broke through the darkness that formed around us. Their scaled tails whipped through the air, and forked tongues snaked past their teeth. The large, lizard-like beasts were called lacetos, but they were the size of huge wolves, and I could just imagine the strength they held in their muscled legs.  
 
    There were at least fifteen of the lizard monsters, but I also noticed the tiny, imp-sized beings who screamed like banshees. There were hundreds of the tiny bastards, and as they scurried through the legs of the lacetos, I saw the look of greed and hunger that glistened in their large, oval, blue eyes. A pair of large, leaf-like ears flopped back and forth in front of their faces, and I knew from the ears and the noises they made that those creatures were powries. They wore nothing but loin cloths, and it looked like they were nothing but bags of bones, but the powrie used that to trick their prey. They made their opponents believe they were weak, when in fact it was the complete opposite.  
 
    Both monsters were known for both their ferocity and their resistance to magical attacks, so the warlocks must have thought they were clever.  
 
    But just because the creatures were resistant didn’t mean they were impervious to magic, and my army of witches was the strongest in all the realms.  
 
    My brief observation had given me the information I needed, and although the creatures were powerful, I knew exactly how to handle them, and I knew what needed to be done in order to defeat the final threat.  
 
    I took a small step forward and then held out my hands in front of me.  
 
    “Crepitus!” I shouted.  
 
    A bright orange light shot free from both of my palms, and the lights combined together and created a wall of defense in the air in front of me. I held the orange wall in place for a second, and once the creatures were close enough, I used all my strength to shove the defensive wall forward. I directed the spell with my open hands, and I watched in delight as the orange wall smashed into the lacetos and powrie with all the force of an avalanche.  
 
    The tiny, imp-like beings let out another shrill cry as they were thrown to the ground, but the giant lizards smashed through the wall and continued to stampede toward me. I knew the explosive spell wasn’t going to be enough to completely defeat the creatures, but it gave me a few extra seconds to prepare, and sometimes that was all I needed.  
 
    “Go!” I ordered. “Attack them with everything you have! Weaken their minds, then take their lives!” 
 
    The army of witches behind me let out an angered, pent-up, unified scream as they ran forward and shot spell after spell at our enemies. The lacetos swiped their tails and slashed through the air with thick, spiked claws, but my witches were quick and nimble enough to dodge the threatening hits. I then noticed the warlocks had joined in with the fight, but they didn’t last too long. Bolts of green light shot through the air, and the rebels died the second the spells hit them.  
 
    I didn’t have to see where the shots came from, because I instantly knew Lilith had put her talents to good use. 
 
    Suddenly, something smashed into the back of my knees, and I landed with a thud on the ground. I felt a slight sting from where I’d been hit, and as I turned to look, I noticed the menacing face of a lacetos as he waddled toward me.  
 
    The creature had seized the opportunity when my mind was elsewhere, but he’d picked the wrong person to fuck with.  
 
    I grabbed my wand from where it laid on the ground, and then I jumped to my feet to face my opponent. Tiny black spikes ran up and down his scaly green tail, so that was where the sting came from, but I barely registered the pain anymore.  
 
    The lacetos came to a halt, and he opened his mouth to bare his sharp teeth as he used his front left paw to scratch away at the ground. It looked like he was preparing to charge, but I simply stood there and awaited his next movement. I already knew of the spell I was going to use, so I saw no reason to run or flee from the situation. 
 
    Then the lacetos lunged forward, and I aimed my wand in his direction.  
 
    “Intus sunt,” I whispered.  
 
    The lacetos skidded to a stop, and his scaled back arched as his beady eyes widened in pain. Then I heard the satisfying sound of ripping as his spine tore through his back, and his scaled skin began to peel away from his body. The lacetos made a noise that sounded like a mix between a growl and a shriek, and the entire scene reminded me of a spider when it molts its exoskeleton.  
 
    The thick, red, meaty flesh of the lacetos’ torso was on display, and the only skin left was that of his face and paws. But the best bit about the entire spell was the lacetos felt every ounce of pain. The spell wasn’t going to kill him, it simply weakened him enough for me to take the final shot. 
 
    “Lacero,” I said with a wicked grin.  
 
    The white light from my wand hit the lacetos in the neck and instantly beheaded him, and just to really show him who was in charge, I repeated the spell a number of times until he was completely dismembered.  
 
    The grass beneath the lacetos was coated in his blood and skin, and the gore and viscera squelched under my feet as I wandered away from the murder scene.  
 
    I’d intended on staying outside and killing off as many powries as I could, but then I spotted a large group of the imp-sized creatures scurrying into the school. No one else had seemed to notice the powries head inside, so I headed in that direction without a second thought.  
 
    I killed a few powries as I strode across the courtyard, but my army had things under control as they sliced, decapitated, and exploded the tiny fuckers left, right, and center.  
 
    I heard the familiar, high-pitched cry of the powries as I entered the academy building, so it took no time at all to track them down in a nearby classroom.  
 
    The majority of the powries scurried around the center of the room, and they took great pleasure in tearing through furniture and pulling at drapes and pictures.  
 
    But the tiny beings were too busy destroying the room to notice my presence.  
 
    With a twist of my wrist, the group in the center of the room was instantly lifted off the floor. Their strange noises echoed from wall to wall, and they all wiggled and squirmed in the air as they tried to free themselves, but I wasn’t going to let that happen. Then I twisted my wrist again, and I heard the pleasurable crunch as their necks snapped. 
 
    The powries died instantly. 
 
    When I removed the hold on them, the powries dropped to the floor with a thud, and I abandoned the corpses there as I searched for my next victim.  
 
    Fortunately, it didn’t take long to find the final two.  
 
    The two powries had climbed up a tall bookcase, and they perched on the edge of the wood and peered down at me as I wandered toward them. I spotted mischievous grins on their faces and an evil glint in their eyes, and as I stood in front of the bookcase, I noticed just how ugly the powries were up close.  
 
    Not only did they look like nothing but skin and bones, but their small, wrinkled faces looked like they belonged to an old man. The wrinkles created a constant frown between their eyes, and the small rolls of skin continued down their bodies. They had four fat, clubbed fingers on each hand, and sharp, pointed claws curled out of the ends of each finger. Their feet were much the same, and the powries smelled like rotten vegetables that had been left out in the sun for too long.  
 
    The powries hissed and screamed as I came closer, and I could tell from the way they hunched their backs that the little bastards were about to jump, but I held up my dagger and my wand and prepared myself.  
 
    The powrie on the left jumped first, followed instantly by the one on the right, but my movements were quicker than theirs. I sliced my dagger through the head of the first powrie, and as the second came closer, I aimed my dagger directly for him. The tip of the blade pierced him straight through the chest, and the tiny, dead creature hung off my weapon as his blood rained down to the ground. 
 
    But then, just as I removed the powrie from my dagger, a purple mist formed in the air. The cloud grew thicker until it obscured my vision, and when the mist began to dissolve, I noticed the students who had appeared on the ground. It was the group of witches I’d sent to help protect other realms, and despite how tired they looked, and how shaken up they were from shadow-porting, the witches instantly jumped to their feet and prepared themselves for another battle.  
 
    Luna, Morgana, Vesta, Penelope, and Cleo were part of that group, and all five of them ran over to me with looks of shock and surprise in their eyes, almost as if they hadn’t expected the battle to still be in full flow.  
 
    “How is Gassotara?” I asked.  
 
    “Better,” Luna snorted. “At first I thought we’d arrived too late, and it pained me to think that the realm wasn’t going to survive. But thankfully we worked as a team, and now the kingdom is safe again.” 
 
    “And the Elder Lord?” I asked. “Were there any signs of him?” 
 
    “No, master.” Vesta shook her head. “The only sign of him was the wreckage he’d created, but we didn’t even have any of his followers to slaughter. It was simply a case of saving Gassotara and getting it under control again.” 
 
    A shrill cry broke into my surroundings before I had the chance to respond, and just as I caught sight of the powrie on a nearby window sill, the bastard leaped into the air and landed firmly on my head. Then his sharp nails dug into my scalp, and his piercing noise rattled my brain. I felt around blindly for his oversized ears and tried to pull the shrieking creature from my head, but he had a mighty grip, and the more I pulled, the tighter he held on.  
 
    “My lord!” Penelope said with a panicked voice.  
 
    “It’s okay,” I grunted as the powrie ripped through my scalp. “I’ve got this.” 
 
    I knew the little fucker had razor-sharp teeth, which could cut through bone like it was butter, so I needed to get him off my head before he began to eat through my skull. The powrie only had one main weakness, and that was the inability to handle heat, so I grabbed the wriggling powrie by the ankle with one hand, kept the bastard still, and then held my wand up against him with my other hand.  
 
    “Calidum,” I snarled.  
 
    The ear-bleeding shriek he gave before was nothing in comparison to the noise he made when the tip of my wand grew hotter and hotter. It wasn’t hot enough to cause a fire, but it was still enough to create painful burns across his thin skin. 
 
    The moment I felt the powrie let go of my head, I grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and held him up in front of me. Streams of blood poured down my face, but the wound would quickly heal, and the blood in my eyes made me look even more menacing in front of the screaming creature.  
 
    The powrie tried to wriggle free again, but I held my wand against his throat before he could slip free from my hand.  
 
    “Ignis,” I said with a smirk.  
 
    Puffs of smoke billowed from the tip of my wand as small black burn marks were created in the powrie’s skin. I held my wand against his throat until the sparks of a fire were seen, and then I dropped the loud bastard to the ground as a mighty fire washed over his body.  
 
    The women around me had stood watch the entire time, and Cleo covered her nose and mouth with one hand like she wanted to block out the harsh scent of burning flesh, but it was so potent that nothing truly kept the smell away. 
 
    “Come on,” I said as I began to run. “There are many more where that came from, and I want to see you kill as many of them as possible.” 
 
    “You don’t need to tell me twice, my lord,” Luna giggled.  
 
    “I didn’t think I had to.” I smirked. “Now, the majority of the fight is outside, but as you saw, some of the powrie have entered the school. I don’t mind where you go, or what you do, just be sure to kill them as quickly as you can.” 
 
    “We won’t let you down, master,” Morgana said in response. 
 
    The group then split off and ran in separate directions, but I stood where I was and evaluated the scene before I made my next move. I had the perfect view of the outside courtyard from where I stood, and I managed to see the total carnage that ensued. The powries scurried along the ground, over the broken walls, and some climbed students like a tree, but the witches held their own. 
 
    Bright shots of light exploded in all directions, and I watched as one of the powries aimed for a witch’s head, but seconds before he could sink his claws into her flesh, a green bolt of light hit him straight in the back from another student. A large number of the powries were already dead, and their beaten bodies littered the ground, but I was more interested in the lacetos.  
 
    The giant, lizard-like beings were much harder to kill due to their size and strength, but I noticed a number of witches working together in order to overpower the rest of the beings. It appeared as if all the warlocks, rebels, and non-believers had died, so we just needed to focus on the creatures, and then we could celebrate our victory.  
 
    With that in mind, I sprinted from the building and joined the rest of the students outside. A few powries tried to launch themselves at me as I ran into the courtyard, but I killed them the same way I’d killed the others.  
 
    “Ignis,” I commanded as I held my wand against the powries.  
 
    Each one of the imps shrieked and screamed as the burning hot wand hit their skin, but that didn’t stop some of the powries from attacking me again. It was futile, though, and I repeated the ignis spell over and over again until the powries laid in a mound on the ground.  
 
    “Flatus,” I said in a firm tone.  
 
    A fire quickly formed underneath the mound, and I wandered away as the powries burned to death while their dying screams became weaker and weaker.  
 
    I noticed that a few of the witches had picked up on the powries’ weakness, and they all used different forms of heat and fire to either keep the imps away, or to end their lives instantly.  
 
    Then I spotted a few more members of my coven in the distance as they fought against the lacetos, and I was surprised to see Circe, Beatrix, Marina, Tally, Samara, and Faye were part of the crowd. Those women had been sent to The Night Province, and I hadn’t been made aware of their return, so they must have shadow-ported to the grounds of the school instead of inside the building.  
 
    I ran over to the group and watched in delight as they took down one of the lacetos. Beatrix and Tally grabbed the beast by the tail, Faye and Marina pinned the head, and it was all down to Samara to take the final shot.  
 
    The former goddess let out a roar as she launched herself on top of the lacetos, and she drove her dagger straight into the base of the creature’s neck. The lacetos’ forked tongue vibrated between his teeth as the monster let out a pained cry, but Faye and Marina used all their strength to keep the lacetos still and his jaw closed.  
 
    Samara repeatedly stabbed the beast a fair few times, and once the lacetos had lost a significant amount of blood, Samara used her wand to finally kill the beast. His red eyes widened as his knees gave way, and he suddenly collapsed to the ground with Samara still holding onto his back. 
 
    “That’s right, you motherfucker!” Samara cheered as she hauled herself off the lizard. “Not so powerful now!” 
 
    “That was impressive,” I said proudly as I walked over to join them. “I just hope you have the energy to do that to the rest of them.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord.” Samara bowed her head. “I’ll be happy to finish off every last of them, but part of me feels like I might not need to.” 
 
    We peered around the open area, and I noticed that lacetos had been completely surrounded by witches, and even the number of powries were perpetually dwindling.  
 
    “How was The Night Province?” I asked as I turned to look back at my women.  
 
    “It was… a mess,” Faye sighed. “The entire realm looked demolished, buildings had been knocked down, fires had been started, and a large number of people had already died before we got there.” 
 
    “Did you see the Elder Lord?” I asked. “Or anyone on his side?” 
 
    “Nope.” Faye shook her head. “The only people we saw were the ones who lived there, so all we needed to do was help repair the kingdom and heal the wounded.” 
 
    “It was the same in Gassotara,” I said with a frown. “It almost feels like the Elder Lord arrived, demolished the realm, and left before I caught onto his movements.” 
 
    Had he somehow delayed my premonition powers? Was that possible?  
 
    If it was, it meant the Elder Lord was truly getting desperate. 
 
    “So, where do you think he is now?” Morgana asked.  
 
    “I don’t know yet, but I will soon,” I promised in a dark tone.  
 
    “Don’t worry, my lord,” Samara said as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “He can’t hide forever, and we’ll be sure to put a stop to all his antics.” 
 
    “I know, we will,” I said firmly. “But for now we need to put a stop to these antics, and then we can focus on the Elder Lord.” 
 
    The next hour was spent killing the lacetos and powries in any way we could. Lilith happily used the killing curse on two of the lacetos and a large number of powries, which made our job much easier, but nothing excited me more than when I cornered a group of powries against a wall and then produced a ball of fire with a click of my fingers. Their shrieks caused a smile to curl across my lips, and I never thought I’d welcome the scent of burning flesh and rotten vegetables, but if it meant the powries ended up dead, then I’d happily walk around with that foul stench in the air.  
 
    It felt as though the entire school had congregated outside as I went to kill the final lacetos. His body and mind were already weak from the constant shots aimed at him, but I was going to use all my power to kill him, regardless of his inner strength.  
 
    I grasped the lacetos under his scaled mouth, and then I placed my spare hand flat between his beady eyes. His breaths were deep and labored, and he continued to taste the air with his tongue, but he’d lost the ability to fight back. I heard the low grumble that came from his throat, which told me he was angry, but that was about as much as he could do.  
 
    I quickly decided on which way to kill him before I removed the hand that sat between his eyes, grabbed my wand, and then aimed it in the center of his forehead.  
 
    “Ab intus arderent igni,” I said as I tightened my grip on the wand.  
 
    A crimson light illuminated against the lacetos’ green scales, and I sensed the creature strain as the incantation began to take effect. His grumbles became louder, but his red eyes winced shut, and I could just imagine the pain he was experiencing. The spell had caused his blood to boil, and soon his brain was going to explode as the pressure became too much.  
 
    I then moved my hands away as the lacetos collapsed to the ground. He’d stopped breathing, and the light was gone from his eyes, so I knew his heart had given out, but the blood continued to boil.  
 
    I took a few steps back to give the body some space to explode, and then I heard a small popping sound, followed by an almighty bang as the lacetos was thrown into the air. He landed with a loud splat, in a pool of his own blood and body parts, and the moment the beast settled, a loud cheer came from my audience.  
 
    It was an incredible sight, and an incredible feeling to know the threat was over for now, and my army and I could focus on repairing the school before we were needed again.  
 
    I turned to look at the large crowd of students and noticed all of them had the same smile on their faces, and they hugged and cheered along with each other.  
 
    “I need everyone to gather in the banquet hall immediately,” I called out to the crowd. “Professors, please ensure the hall is in a safe condition for everyone to gather.” 
 
    I scanned the crowd to find the professors, and they all nodded their heads when they caught my eye. I wasn’t sure what the banquet hall looked like after the fight, so there could have been a wall missing, or all the furniture could have been demolished.  
 
    I followed the sea of students as they piled into the school, but before I made my way to the banquet hall, I noticed Headmistress Quinn scurry off in an opposite direction. I hadn’t had the opportunity to thank her for lending a hand, and although we would have survived without Vipera’s help, it was only right to show my appreciation.  
 
    “Quinn,” I said as I caught the headmistress’ attention.  
 
    The bird-like woman turned on her heels, and her face lit up in a smile as she spotted me standing behind her.  
 
    “Sorry, my lord, I didn’t realize you were there,” she said with one hand over her chest.  
 
    “I just wanted to thank you for your assistance this evening.” I smiled. “I’m incredibly grateful you offered yourself to help us, and please pass that on to your students.” 
 
    “Of course.” She nodded. “Like I said, we have a lot to thank you for, and it was only right to accept Theodora’s call when she asked for help.” 
 
    “Well, either way, I’ll be sure to remember how you helped today,” I said as I patted her small shoulder with one hand. “Now, you may feel free to head back to Vipera if you wish, or you’re more than welcome to stay for the festivities.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Quinn replied. “I’ll run it past my students and see what they’d prefer to do.” 
 
    Then I left Quinn to continue with whatever she’d been up to, and I headed for the banquet hall where I’d asked everyone to meet. But as I rounded the corner, I spotted Winnie leaning up against a wall. She had one hand over her face, and her posture told me how tired the little witch was.  
 
    “Winnie,” I said as I closed the distance between us.  
 
    The young student jumped away from the wall in shock, but she visibly relaxed as she calmed herself down.  
 
    “Sorry, my lord,” Winnie said as she took a deep breath.  
 
    “I appear to be scaring everyone at the moment,” I laughed.  
 
    “I was in my own little world,” she said as she toed the ground with her foot.  
 
    “I believe we’re all in the same position,” I replied. “But how are you feeling after the fight? I bet it felt much different than the one in Vipera?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely,” Winnie agreed. “It felt good to take part in the action, and not just hide in a wardrobe, but it was still terrifying.” 
 
    “Hopefully, you won’t need to get used to them, but the more fights you take part in, the easier they become.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so.” She nodded.  
 
    “Cole, you should have seen her!” Morgana suddenly announced as she came up from behind me with Akira in tow. “I watched Winnie take on a lacetos all by herself!” 
 
    “Yeah!” Akira added. “She blew that motherfucker into a thousand different pieces!” 
 
    I heard more footsteps as they came down the hall, and I peered over my shoulder to see the rest of my coven with their arms all linked together.  
 
    “I mean… I didn’t really do it by myself.” Winnie smiled nervously.  
 
    “Alright, fine, I held the bastard still.” Akira rolled her eyes playfully. “But the fact Winnie could power a spell as strong as that, and she held it there until the ground had been decorated with chunks of scaled flesh, tells you how fucking incredible it was.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt that it was,” I replied. “Winnie is an incredibly talented witch, she just needed the motivation to prove it.” 
 
    “Well, she doesn’t need to prove it anymore.” Nyx smirked as she linked arms with the anxious witch. “Any fuckers who cannot see her powers clearly need their eyes tested.” 
 
    “Yes, clearly.” I nodded. “Now, we must get everyone together in the banquet hall. Winnie, I’ve just spoken to your headmistress, so it’s probably best you go and find her to see what she’d like you to do now.” 
 
    “Sure,” Winnie said with a smile. “Um… thank you.” 
 
    My coven gave Winnie smiles and waves as the young witch ran down the hall, and nobody moved until Winnie was completely out of sight.  
 
    “Damn, she’s so cute,” Beatrix said with one hand over her heart.  
 
    “I know,” Nyx said with the same expression. “I wonder how much we’d need to give Quinn in order for her to let us take Winnie under our wings?”  
 
    “Something could probably be arranged.” I let out a laugh as I opened the double-doors and led my coven into the hall. I knew of Winnie’s connection to Vipera, and how it was incredibly important for her family, but if Winnie would rather attend Scholomance, then I wasn’t going to complain about it.  
 
    My coven took their usual seats at the front of the crowd, and I sat at the front of the hall with Lilith, Theodora, and the rest of the professors. There were still a few empty seats, but the majority of the students had arrived, so I patiently waited for the last few to trickle in.  
 
    Ten minutes passed before the final few students took their seats, and then seconds after that, the doors opened again as Quinn led her Vipera witches into the hall. They snuck down the side of the crowd and took the empty seats against the wall, so they clearly all wished to stay for the celebrations, and I was more than okay about that. 
 
    Once everyone was settled, I stood from my seat, stretched out my muscles, and looked out at the sea of heads before me. 
 
    I could have sliced through the atmosphere in the banquet hall with a blade, and my audience slumped in their seats as the aftermath of the fight took over their bodies. It clearly wasn’t just Winnie who felt tired, and it even looked like some of the students had fallen asleep as they used the shoulders of the witches beside them as a pillow. I couldn’t tell how much time had passed since the battle began, but I knew it was the longest fight some of them had ever been a part of. The moon was still high in the sky, so I would have said that five or six hours had passed since the fight took place. So the students’ exhaustion was valid, and I understood it was often hard to stay awake after something like that.  
 
    But despite how much they all needed their sleep, Scholomance sat in ruins, and I needed all the hands I could get to make the school look presentable again.  
 
    “Attention,” I called out to the hall. “I understand it’s been a long night, and I know you all wish to rest, but that will come in time.” 
 
    I paused for a second as I waited for the sleeping witches to wake up, and I didn’t speak another word until I was sure all eyes were on me.  
 
    “You should all be incredibly proud of yourselves for what you have done today, and I’ll be sure to reward each and every one of you,” I said with a grin. “However, we cannot forget about the real issue at hand. The Elder Lord is still out there somewhere, and we cannot rest until he is dead at my feet” 
 
    My exuberance helped to clear the tense and sleepy atmosphere, and my audience cheered and clapped as they absorbed my confidence. I needed them to feel excited and ready to take on the Elder Lord, and my assertive words appeared to do the trick.  
 
    But the Elder Lord’s work still confused me, and I couldn’t wrap my head around what had happened. I was almost certain the attacks on Gassotara and The Night Province were to distract me, but it made no sense as to why the elders disappeared straight after. And the warlocks who attacked Scholomance were just an army of angry non-believers, not elders themselves, but the Elder Lord could have used the opportunity to rain his destruction down on the school, too, but he didn’t.  
 
    Why? 
 
    I didn’t know what he was up to, or what he planned to do next, but I wasn’t going to back down. I wouldn’t stop until the Elder Lord begged for my mercy, and then I’d take his life. 
 
    But I knew exactly how to pass the time until that moment came. 
 
    “To celebrate our victory, and as a reward for everything you have done, there will be a feast once the school has been restored,” I announced, to which my audience cheered some more. “The sooner the cleanup starts, the sooner the celebration will begin, so I ask you all to work as a team to make Scholomance look as grand as it did before!” 
 
    There was a flurry of activity as students from all around the hall stood from their seats, but they didn’t move another muscle until I gave them the all clear.  
 
    “Go!” I said. “And make sure you all return here once the restoration is complete. This is a celebration you’ll not want to miss out on.” 
 
    I heard the excited squeals as the witches formed and ran from the room, and they were right to be excited. I knew what the celebrations were going to involve, and I couldn’t wait to get started, either. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    I proudly walked through the school as everyone assisted in the cleanup. There appeared to be students in every part of the academy, and everyone had a role to play. Some took part in simple restorations, like putting books back on shelves, or sweeping up dust and rubble, but other witches were involved in more difficult challenges. I witnessed a group of five witches binding their powers together as they put a wall back together, and then they restored the furniture in that room as well.  
 
    I’d been so caught up in the battle, I hadn’t taken in the full magnitude of the mess, but it wasn’t going to take long to fix everything, especially with Vipera lending a helping hand.  
 
    As I wandered through one of the many hallways, I came across a wooden door that led to a hidden stairwell. The hinges had been ripped from the stone wall, and the door laid by my feet, but the biggest mess came in the form of the stairs. The curled, stone staircase was completely demolished, and among the disarray of rubble and dust were various pools of dried blood. There were no corpses to be seen, so whoever the blood belonged to had obviously walked away, but the sheer amount of blood, and the destruction of the stairs, told me how brutal the fight must have been.  
 
    “Instaurabo,” I said with my wand aimed at the door.  
 
    The wooden door vibrated against the floor, and as the door lifted into the air, the hinges and brackets returned to their original positions in the wall. There was a sharp, scratching sound as the metal drilled into the stone, and then the door reattached itself into its original position.  
 
    “Instaurabo,” I said again, but this time at the stairwell. 
 
    A thick cloud of stone and dust wafted into the air as the spell began to work, and it tickled my throat as it swarmed around my head. I thought I was going to cough up a lung from the sheer amount of dust that attacked me, but by the time the cloud disappeared, half the stairs were already restored.  
 
    Once the final stone step had been put back in place, I followed the staircase up to the next floor. The first room I arrived at was a students’ common room, and it was clear another major fight had happened in there, too.  
 
    The seats and couches had been completely ripped apart, and chunks of filling blew around in the breeze that came from a smashed window. More dust and glass fragments littered the floor, desks, shelves and cupboards that had been demolished, and streaks of black coated the cream-colored walls. It didn’t look like a fire took place, so the black smears weren’t ash, but when I stroked my finger across the mysterious marks, the black substance felt sticky, almost like tar.  
 
    The same black stains were found on the floor and behind pieces of broken furniture, but I quickly gave up examining it and used the instaurabo spell once again to get the room cleared.  
 
    Then I left the common room and continued to walk around the building, and I praised the witches as I passed them and assisted others in completing their challenges. I’d noticed every corpse, whether a warlock or other, had been transported from the school, and giant mounds of dead bodies were piling up outside. There were seven mounds in total, and I couldn’t hold back the menacing grin as I took in the sight of our victory.  
 
    “Collect the final bodies,” Vanessa ordered her small group of students. “There shouldn’t be too many more to get.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the witches replied.  
 
    Vanessa used her wand to lift up the lacetos, but the witches gathered abandoned body parts and dead powries in their arms and then threw them onto the ever-growing piles. 
 
    “Great job,” I said as I wandered over. “There really is no better sight than this.” 
 
    “Except when we watch them burn.” The professor smirked. “The sights and smells are gloriously hideous.”  
 
    I left the professor to continue her work, and then I walked over to the stone walls and iron gates that had been destroyed in the fight. Luna, Crimson, and a collection of other witches were putting their powers together to rebuild the towering walls, and they all moved their wands in sync. The stone bricks slotted together like a puzzle, but the witches needed to be slow and precise, otherwise the wall was only going to crumble again.  
 
    “My dark lord,” Luna called over to grab my attention. “Could you give us a quick hand?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “What do you need me to do?”  
 
    “The cement has completely eroded,” the professor sighed as she motioned to the wall with her hand. “Are you able to create some more cement while we hold the pieces in place?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” I nodded.  
 
    “Thank you.” Luna smiled. “Right, everyone slowly lift up the bricks. Make sure to keep your hands steady.” 
 
    Luna gave them a count of three, and then the witches continued their previous movements. The professors handled the large chunks of stone, whereas the students went for the smaller, lighter bricks.  
 
    I waited until the bricks were in place, and then I aimed my wand into the center of the puzzle.  
 
    “Cemento,” I ordered.  
 
    A gray light illuminated the wall, and I heard the scraping sound as the cement formed, and the bricks were solidified in place.  
 
    I stayed with the group until the entire wall was complete. Some of the cement was still intact, so I didn’t need to use the spell, and instead I focused on helping the group lift the stones.  
 
    “Well done, everyone, that already looks much better.” Luna smiled. “You all head indoors and help out as much as you can. Crimson, you and I can fix the gates.” 
 
    “Here, let me help,” I said as I walked with the professors to the gates.  
 
    “Oh, thank you, but you don’t need to,” Crimson replied.  
 
    “I don’t mind.” I shrugged. “The sooner we restore everything, the sooner the feast can begin.” 
 
    “That’s true.” Luna grinned. “I swear my stomach hasn’t stopped growling all night.” 
 
    Hunger pangs took over my stomach, too, but it wasn’t the feast I was most looking forward to. I had to reward my coven for all their hard work, and there was only one way to really show my appreciation. My body instantly reacted at the thought of fucking my beautiful women, but I needed to be patient and wait until the festivities were over. 
 
    While Crimson and Luna worked on raising one gate, I used my wand to fix the second. The hinges were still in place, just a bit loose, so once the gate had been attached, I tightened the hinges and then closed and locked the gates behind us.  
 
    It took a couple more hours to finish repairing the school, but once everything was done, the entire school, including Vipera, congregated in the banquet hall once again. If I thought the witches were tired earlier, it was nothing compared to how they looked and felt after the restoration. 
 
    “My lord,” Theodora whispered as she came up beside. “Do you think we should allow them to sleep before we begin the feast? Everyone has been up all night, and they’re barely hanging on by a thread.” 
 
    Theodora made a good point, and my body, too, ached from exhaustion, but we would have needed a full day’s sleep to restore our energy fully, and I would have preferred to get the celebrations out the way first.  
 
    “I see your reasoning behind the request,” I said to the headmistress. “However, I have a way around it. Think of it as a shot of energy to keep us going until we can finally rest.” 
 
    Those words reminded me of a time before I came to Scholomance, when I lived out my existence on Earth. I remembered there was a drink I enjoyed which worked like magic, and whenever I felt too tired to continue, the drink had the ability to restore my energy, even just for a few hours. I also remembered how shitty I felt once the drink wore off, but that was just a small price to pay.  
 
    However, what I didn’t know at the time was there were other realms where I didn’t need a drink to do the job. I just needed a wand.  
 
    “The decision is completely yours to make, of course.” Theodora smiled.  
 
    I thought over the pros and cons of staying awake, but my decision stayed the same, and I saw no reason to waste a day.  
 
    Then I stood at the front of the hall and raised my hands up above my head. The drowsy audience frowned at my movements, but they were soon about to see what I had in store.  
 
    “Restituere corpus industria scriptor,” I announced loudly so my voice hit the back of the room. 
 
    A blue light formed in both hands, and as I forced the incantation to grow, the lights shot from my palms and covered the entire hall in a blue cloud. Every single person in the room was hit with the blue light, and as it rained down on me, I sensed the new bursts of energy it held.  
 
    My body tingled as the spell took over, and it felt as though I’d come alive again, or like I’d been asleep for days on end, and my energy levels were now through the roof.  
 
    Then the clouds lifted, and the blue light vanished into the air, and I instantly saw the improvement in the witches around me. Instead of drooping eyes, slumped bodies, and yawning, the witches were wide-awake and vibrant, with bright eyes and relieved smiles. Some of the witches laughed and giggled along with their friends, and others bounced up and down on their chairs.  
 
    And not only did the spell change their energy levels, it also cleaned up their bloody faces, and every person in the room had a fresh, clean uniform on. 
 
    “Now that we’re all feeling better, let the celebrations begin!” I shouted out across the hall.  
 
    The audience cheered excitedly, and everyone stood from their seats and gathered together at the sides of the hall. Once the center of the room was clear, I clicked my fingers, and instantly the chairs vanished, and a grand, oak table took their place. The table ran from the top of the hall to the bottom and was decorated with a fine variety of food and wine, and a red silk tablecloth was draped neatly over the sides of the table.  
 
    “Please eat!” I said as I motioned to the table with my hands. “Fill your stomachs with the finest food and wine!” 
 
    I didn’t have to tell the students twice, and the second those words left my mouth, a horde of starving, ravenous witches ran toward the table. I heard the delightful sound of laughter as Theodora and the professors enjoyed the sight of the wild witches, and I quickly joined in when I noticed two girls fighting over a chicken leg. There was an unlimited supply of food available, but the witches clearly both had their eye on that particular chicken leg.  
 
    My coven waited patiently until it was their turn to get some food, and I noticed Akira carried two plates in her hands. At first I just assumed Akira was exceptionally hungry, but then the black-eyed witch brought the second plate over to me.  
 
    “Here you are, master.” She smiled as she handed it over. “I wasn’t sure what you wanted, so I got you a bit of everything.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I scanned the plate.  
 
    I sat down on my throne, clicked my fingers to produce a small table, and then dug into the feast. Akira was right, she’d picked some of everything, so I had a wild mix of meats, vegetables, bread, potatoes, sauces, and even some salads all piled onto one plate. It was remarkable nothing had fallen off, and I had to be careful as I picked away at the mountain of food with my fork.  
 
    I was in the middle of devouring a mouthful of chicken and potato, when Vesta returned to the table, grabbed a goblet, and filled the cup with luscious, chilled, white wine. The elvish witch then chose a second goblet, but she hesitated for a moment before she filled that cup with the same white wine.  
 
    I could almost taste the sweet, refreshing drink, and my tastebuds rejoiced when I watched Vesta bring the two goblets toward me.  
 
    “To wash the food down with, my lord,” she purred as she set one cup down beside my plate. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “You must have known I’d been eyeing up the white wine.” 
 
    “Call it a hunch.” She grinned.  
 
    The wine was the perfect accompaniment to the food, and the sweet, fruity notes washed across my tongue as I drank it. It felt as light as a spring morning, and I found myself drinking more and more of it, just to experience the taste once again. 
 
    It seemed slightly strange to be eating such fine foods before the sun had fully risen, but my body clock had completely been demolished due to the fight, so even though it felt slightly odd, my body needed sustenance and accepted anything I gave it.  
 
    Once the mains were finished, I clicked my fingers again, and the empty platters cleared from the table and were replaced with a vast selection of desserts. I saw mountains of cake, fruit, ice cream, puddings, pies… everything. The sweet, addictive aroma of chocolate and sugar wafted around the hall, and once again, the witches went crazy as they grabbed their favorite items. 
 
    This time, Circe offered to get the dessert for me, and she picked a bit of everything just like Akira had done. The blonde serpentine witch chose a healthy slice of apple pie, some vanilla ice cream, mixed berries, and a slab of chocolate cake, and at first I thought I wouldn’t be able to manage it all, but that quickly changed after I took the first bite.  
 
    The berries were sweet and juicy, and the ice cream helped to bring down the richness of the chocolate cake, especially with the thick layer of ganache spread over the top. But my favorite thing on the menu was the apple pie. The crust was buttery and soft, and it practically melted on my tongue. The apples inside had the perfect bite to them, too, and they’d been coated in cinnamon and nutmeg. 
 
    I could have quite easily eaten the entire pie, and when it came down to the final spoonful, I scooped up the last of the crust with the melted pools of ice cream and the juices from the berries. It was the perfect combination, and I sat back in my throne as I allowed the last of the deliciousness to slip down my throat.  
 
    Everyone appeared to sit in the same kind of position as they allowed their food to digest. Most of the witches had their arms crossed over their fronts, some lolled their heads to the side, and some of the students closed their eyes as they allowed the peace and quiet to soothe their full stomachs.  
 
    Not a single noise could be heard, and I allowed everyone to relax before the next stage of the celebration began. Dancing on a full stomach was only going to end badly, and we’d already cleaned up blood from the hall, so I didn’t want to clean up vomit, too.  
 
    An hour after the feast ended, everyone looked to be in brighter spirits, so we cleared the table from the hall to make room in the center. Theodora announced that it was time to dance for me as a sign of their love and loyalty, and she picked the first group who raised their hands.  
 
    The group was made up of six higher-tiered students, and each of them had styled their hair into the exact same knot on the top of their heads. They stood in the same position, with one foot crossed over the other, linked arms, and then began to dance. A gentle music played from somewhere, and the girls danced in perfect time with the beat. The girls twirled around in flawless circles, with their backs straight the entire time, and it almost looked like they were professional dancers.  
 
    Once the girls had finished with their dance, I applauded them, and then I watched as a second load of witches took their places in the center.  
 
    The same routine repeated several times until all the dancers had performed, and I was surprised to see a few of the Vipera students also offered to dance for me. 
 
    Then, as the final performance came to an end, I thanked each and every group and told the rest of the school to enjoy the wines provided. The sea of witches cheered and ran to refill their goblets as the music began to play louder, and the women all collected in the center to dance in a far more relaxed and frivolous style.  
 
    My coven stayed in their usual spots in the front of the hall, and they drank their wine merrily as they laughed and joked with each other. It was wonderful to see such a light atmosphere, especially considering the night we’d all shared, and I couldn’t keep the content smile off my face. It was also nice to see Revna’s sisters, Astrid and Freyja, and the Loreshia women, Della, Remy, Tally, and Cleo, seemed to be fitting in well with the group, and they were enjoying their time just as much as the others in the room. 
 
    Nyx brought out her pipe and blew circles of smoke into the air, but then that turned into a game to see which images she could create. At first it started with various shapes, like triangles, squares, and hearts, but then her talents improved, and Nyx blew animals, food, and even words into the air.  
 
    I stood from my throne to join my coven, and as I reached their table, Nyx blew a cloud of green smoke into the air, and the tufts of smoke formed into a fire-breathing dragon. 
 
    “Impressive,” I said with a smirk.  
 
    “Thank you, my lord.” The sapphire-haired witch winked. “Do you have any requests?”  
 
    I could tell from Nyx’s mannerisms, and the look in her eyes, that she’d enjoyed a lot of the wine, so I used this to my advantage. There was one image I wanted to see, and it was sure to put the witch to the test.  
 
    “I want you to create a picture of me fucking you,” I said with a straight face.  
 
    The entire table erupted into laughter, but Nyx widened her eyes as a rosy blush appeared across her cheeks.  
 
    “I mean… I can certainly try,” she snickered.  
 
    “I want to see that, too.” Faye grinned. “Make sure to add me into the picture.” 
 
    “Well, now you have to add all of us,” Penelope pouted.  
 
    “Or we could create the picture in real life…” Marina suggested.  
 
    “What a wonderful idea,” Samara purred as her ocean-hued eyes raked over me.  
 
    “That will happen, soon,” I replied. “But first I want to see if Nyx can meet my request.” 
 
    “There should be a punishment if she can’t,” Akira cackled. 
 
    “Hey, that’s not fair!” Nyx fought back. “I’m still new to this.” 
 
    “How about I judge the image once it’s created,” I said as I sat opposite the sapphire-haired witch. “If I think it closely resembles me fucking you, then you’ll be rewarded. Otherwise, I’ll come up with a punishment. But nothing too major.” 
 
    “Okay…” Nyx sighed, and then she placed the tip of her pipe between her lips.  
 
    The entire table sat in silence as Nyx inhaled the smoke, held it there for a brief moment, and then angled back her head as she blew the smoke into the air. At first it was nothing but a cloud of green smoke, but then the cloud began to shift, and I instantly recognized two legs, a back, and then a head. Nyx blew another cloud into the air, and that slowly formed into a second person on all fours. The image didn’t show defining features, but it certainly showed someone being fucked from behind, and that was all I asked.  
 
    “Unholy shit!” Penelope gasped. “Do me next!” 
 
    “I’ll do all of you.” I winked. “But we can sit and watch Nyx form smoke figures if you want?”  
 
    “No!” Akira shouted as she jumped up from her seat. “No, no, we can watch this later.” 
 
    I let out a deep laugh as the rest of the coven reacted in the same way. I knew what their answer was going to be, so their sudden urge to leave the room wasn’t a shock.  
 
    “Are you all willing to join me?” I asked.  
 
    Revna, Morgana, Cleo, and Tally were still seated at the table, but I knew their true desires, and I knew they didn’t want to stay in the hall for a minute longer. So they stood from the table to join the rest of the coven. 
 
    “I can’t think of a better way to spend our time,” Cleo said as she stood up.  
 
    “Neither can I,” Morgana added. “It’s the only thing that got me through the battle.” 
 
    “That’s settled, then.” I grinned. “Follow me.” 
 
    Then I clicked my fingers so a purple mist formed around us, and we were instantly transported from the banquet hall and landed firmly in our common room.  
 
    “Line up and let me see you,” I ordered.  
 
    My coven completed their task without complaint, and soon they all stood in a straight line that ran from one side of the room to the other. I couldn’t wait to work my way through my women and taste each and every one of them, so I was suddenly pleased to have a free day ahead of me. It was going to take several hours to pleasure them all individually, so the best plan was to split them up and handle them that way.  
 
    “Divide yourself up into three equal groups,” I said as I began to unbutton my shirt. “I will choose a group at random, and I won’t move onto the next one until every person in that group has been fully satisfied several times and stuffed full of my seed.” 
 
    There was a mess of activity as everyone obeyed my orders, but it only took a few minutes for the three groups to be formed. I eyed my women up for a second, and then I chose the first witch my eyes landed on.  
 
    “Morgana,” I said. “Your group will follow me upstairs. The rest of you will stay down here and pleasure yourselves, and make sure you’re all prepared for when I pick you.” 
 
    I spotted the excited smile Morgana shared with the women around her, and they didn’t hesitate to follow me up to my bedroom.  
 
    Morgana’s group consisted of Faye, Vesta, Akira, Penelope, and Freyja, and the six of them stood patiently as I thought about my next move. Part of me was desperate to pick one witch to play with my hardened cock, but I also liked to tease them and make them work for their satisfaction.  
 
    However, I was in desperate need to feel a warm mouth on me, so it didn’t take much to come up with a conclusion. 
 
    “Take off your clothing and stand with your backs to me,” I said a moment later. “I need you as naked as the day you were born, but I also want you to feel the anticipation as I decide who to fuck first.” 
 
    The six women hurried to free themselves from their uniforms, and I heard the excited giggles that came from a few of them. My pleasurable torment was going to make their imaginations run wild, but that was exactly how I wanted it to happen.  
 
    I slowly walked up and down the line as I decided who to take, and every time I stopped behind someone but then walked away again, that woman would let out a frustrated sigh, which only made me laugh. 
 
    “Pleeease, my lord,” Akira moaned. “Please, choose me.” 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah…” I teased. “Did you forget who makes the rules around here?” 
 
    “No, master, I’m sorry,” the witch said quietly. 
 
    “Good.” I smirked, and then I continued to wander until I came to stop behind my chosen woman. “Faye. Get on your knees.” 
 
    I heard groans from the women I hadn’t picked, but Faye let out an excited squeal as she twirled around and instantly sunk to the floor. I unbuckled my belt and allowed my pants to fall, and the second my cock was in view, Faye grabbed it by the base and took it into her warm, wet mouth. 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” I groaned as my length slipped down her throat.  
 
    I locked eyes with Penelope as Faye bobbed her head, and the hungry look in Penelope’s brown eyes told me she was already wet and desperate to feel my touch. 
 
    “The rest of you will pleasure yourselves, or each other,” I said as I tried to keep a focused mind. “But if you dare cum before I say you can, then you won’t receive a second orgasm today. Pick wisely.” 
 
    My women knew to take me seriously because I’d stick to my word, so regardless of how desperate they were to reach their releases, they knew not to, especially if they wanted me to bring them that delight.  
 
    As I watched the rest of the group jump onto the bed, Faye gently ran her teeth up the length of my cock, and then she molded her lips around the head. I grasped onto her silky red hair with both hands to keep her in that position, and I let out a throaty moan as she took my entire length back into her mouth again.  
 
    The need to cum overpowered me, and I barely had the opportunity to warn Faye before spurts of my heated cream gushed down the back of her throat. Faye swallowed without complaint, and she used her tongue to mop up every last drop.  
 
    “Was that okay for you, master?” she asked with an innocent look in her emerald eyes.  
 
    “It was fucking glorious,” I sighed. “Now, get on the bed. I haven’t finished with you yet.” 
 
    The other five women cleared a space for Faye and me in the center of the room, but our arrival hadn’t interrupted them too much. Vesta and Akira were locked in a heated kiss, and their hands roamed up and down their naked bodies as throaty sighs broke through their kiss. Then, on the other side of the bed, Morgana, Penelope, and Freyja worked together. Morgana laid in the middle, and Penelope and Freyja laid on top as the three of them shared warm kisses and sinful embraces.  
 
    The sight was enough to cause my cock to harden once again, and I wasted no time in giving Faye her next order. 
 
    “For all your hard work in the battle, I want you to pick how I fuck you,” I told her. “And that’ll be the same for all of you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dark One,” Faye said as she bowed her head. “Um… I want you to take me from behind.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” I grinned.  
 
    Faye got onto her knees without being told and positioned herself so her beautiful ass was in the air, and she parted her legs wide enough for me to nestle in between them. I cupped her pussy with one hand and felt the dampness that coated my palm, and as I slipped my hand away, I parted her lips just slightly.  
 
    “Oooooh, master,” Faye moaned. “Fuck, that feels soooo good.” 
 
    “How about if I replace my fingers with my cock?” I asked as I grabbed a hold of my hard length.  
 
    “Mmmm… your cock, pleeease,” she purred. 
 
    Faye dropped her head and arched her back, and I noticed she grasped the bed covers in both hands as a way to keep herself still.  
 
    Then I positioned myself against her opening, stilled for a fraction of a second, and plowed inside her pussy as far as I could go.  
 
    “Shiiiiit,” Faye cried out.  
 
    I pulled back, lined myself up, and then slammed into her once again. The movement caused Faye to jolt forward, but she held herself strong and met my every trust in time. Our skin slapped together as the headboard smacked against the wall, and those deep sounds caused me to move harder and faster.  
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” I growled. “Did you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yessss,” Faye sighed. “I’ve thought of nothing else all day. Oh, fuck! Master, keep going!” 
 
    I ran my hands down the smooth planes of Faye’s back, followed the wonderful curve of her ass, and then grabbed a hold of her hips as I increased the speed. The coil inside my body had twisted tighter and tighter, and I knew I was about to explode once again.  
 
    “Master… mmmm, please fill me up with your seed!” Faye begged. “Please, I need to cum.” 
 
    Faye threw her head back and then bowed it again as she mewled and pleaded for my seed.  
 
    It was that sight alone that brought me to the breaking point. 
 
    “Now!” I ordered. “Cum now! Cover my cock in your juices!” 
 
    I slammed into her pussy one final time, and I felt her walls tighten around me as Faye let go. Her cries filled the entire room, and it wouldn’t have surprised me if the rest of Scholomance had heard Faye’s orgasm.  
 
    And I hoped they had. Nothing pleased me more than other people hearing my name being shouted out across the school. 
 
    “Oh, my… fuck,” she said with a deep breath. 
 
    I slipped my cock from Faye’s pussy right before the witch crumpled to the bed, and she laid there unmoving for a few seconds as she regained her breath. My cream trickled down her pale thighs, and the redhead whimpered when I shoved the tendrils back inside her with my fingers. 
 
    Faye may have been completely spent, but I was eager for more.  
 
    “Penelope, pick your position,” I ordered.  
 
    The orange-haired witch unhooked herself from Morgana and Freyja, and she sat on the end of the bed as she thought over my command.  
 
    “I want to watch as you fuck me,” she said as she nibbled on her bottom lip.  
 
    “Very well.” I nodded. “Now, get ready.” 
 
    The next hour was spent taking the other five women in every position they asked for, until I’d filled them up with my sperm. Akira and Vesta wanted to ride my cock, Freyja wanted me to take her from behind, and Morgana wanted to watch me fuck her, just like Penelope.  
 
    My women were all delightfully wet and ready for me as I slammed my cock inside them, and each of them cried out my name as I made them cum. Akira massaged her breasts in both hands as she rocked her hips back and forth, and she milked my dick of every last drop of cum.  
 
    When each of the six women were spent, the air in the room was humid, and sweat coated my entire body, but I wasn’t done just yet.  
 
    I still had two more groups to pleasure.  
 
    “You may return downstairs to join the others,” I said as my women pulled themselves off the bed. “And Freyja, I want you to pick the next group to join me.” 
 
    Their tired footsteps echoed around the room as the group returned downstairs, but those tired, sluggish footsteps were instantly replaced with ones much more eager and full of energy.  
 
    These next women craved my love, and I was desperate to give it to them. 
 
    The second group consisted of Astrid, Della, Circe, Remy, Tally, Cleo, and Samara, and like I’d done with the first, I ordered them to undress and stand with their backs to me. I had so many witches to choose from, so it was difficult to pick between them all, but I chose the women I laid eyes on first. 
 
    “Tally,” I said in a low voice. “How do you wish to be fucked?” 
 
    “Oh.” The black-haired witch spun around to face me. “Um… I’d like to ride you, my lord.” 
 
    “That’ll be my pleasure.” I smiled.  
 
    I wasn’t going to say no to my women riding me, especially when I had the perfect view of their bouncing breasts as they met my thrusts. 
 
    I ordered the rest of the group to find their own pleasure, and then I positioned myself on the bed as Tally hovered over my cock. She used her own hand to line my dick up with her entrance, and at first she hesitated and sat down slowly, but as her pussy became accustomed to my length, she took the plunge and sat down fully. 
 
    “Ooooh.” She winced as the pleasurable pain took over. “Mmmm, fuck!” 
 
    I kept my hands firmly on her hips to help guide her, but Tally held enough strength to buck against me without any help.  
 
    “That’s it, ride my cock,” I growled. “Faster!” 
 
    Tally’s breasts bounced as her speed increased, and she gripped her hair as soft moans left her mouth. Then I noticed the trickle of sweat that ran down her chest and pooled just above her stomach. The faster she bucked, the more sweat was produced, and the louder her skin slapped against mine.  
 
    “Master,” she said breathlessly. “Damn, I… I don’t have any words.” 
 
    “You feel so fucking good,” I groaned. “The feeling of your tight walls tensing around my cock makes my head want to explode.” 
 
    “I don’t…” Tally paused to take a breath. “I don’t think I can hold on much longer. Please bless me with your seed, my lord.” 
 
    “Keep going,” I urged. “Don’t cum yet.” 
 
    “Aaaah,” she moaned. “Mm, Cole… please.”  
 
    I knew I was only seconds away from filling her body with my cum, but she felt so fucking good on my cock that I didn’t want her to stop.  
 
    A few more minutes passed, and the agony inside my body overpowered me.  
 
    “I… I’m going to cum,” I grunted. “Go! Coat me with everything you have.” 
 
    “Ahhhh, fuuuuck!” the black-haired witch screamed as she came in time with me.  
 
    I bucked my hips a few times as my cock emptied, and I sensed Tally’s juices dribble down my cock and over my legs.  
 
    Tally slicked back her sweaty hair with one hand as she found the energy to move, but even I had to stop for a minute before I chose my next woman.  
 
    It had been a long and confusing day, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept, so it took my body slightly longer to rebuild its energy.  
 
    The last twenty-four hours had consisted of fighting, fucking, and working out the Elder Lord’s plans. I knew it wasn’t going to be long before he appeared again, and I’d be ready when he did.  
 
    But before I could think more about that old fucker, I still had some women to enjoy.  
 
    “Now,” I said as I took in my coven. “Who’d like to go next?” 
 
      
 
    End of Book 11 
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