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 Chapter 1 

When I woke up, the smell of sex and perfume still lingered in the air, and flashbacks of last night replayed in my mind as I stared down at my women. There were two different arms draped over my chest, one purple and the other as pale as snow. It was Vesta and Akira, and they were both smiling in their sleep. Their warm, naked bodies were pressed against my bare skin, and their lower halves were tucked neatly under the silky covers. The two of them reminded me of a pair of perfectly carved statues, deep asleep and in their own little world, and their thick, luscious eyelashes were like silken curtains as they shielded the women’s beautiful eyes from the pale light of morning.

Without disturbing the two witches, I glanced at the right side of the bed, where Morgana and Faye also appeared to be grinning in their sleep. Their long, contrasting locks were cast over the pillow like spilled buckets of red and black licorice ropes, and their vanilla-hued, perky breasts were slowly heaving up and down with each contented breath they took. 

All my women were mesmerizing, and I could have stayed like this all morning, but I knew we had to get up. 

Still, I wanted to take another moment to relish in their warmth, beauty, and devotion. My coven’s pleading voices echoed in my mind as I remembered the different ways they moaned and begged for my cock all night long. Each witch had been just as obedient and submissive as I wanted her to be, and the more I looked at their naked bodies, the more I wanted to ravish them all over again.

But there wasn’t any time for that, at least not this morning.

So, I finally shook myself out of my trance, because I knew it was time to seize the fucking day. I sat up and gently pulled away from my women’s tight embraces, and then I ran my fingers through Vesta’s green locks while I simultaneously rubbed Akira’s silky skin. 

“Good morning, everyone,” I whispered. “It’s time to wake up.”

I smiled to myself as my women stirred awake, and they all had flushed faces, messy hair, and glassy eyes. Pale sunlight streamed through the stained-glass window and across their angelic faces, and the women blinked groggily at me before they yawned and slowly sat up.

“Oh, shit!” Morgana gasped as she came fully awake, and her blue eyes snapped wide open. “We’re going to be late for class!”

“No, we’re not,” I chuckled. “Take it easy, Morgana, we have plenty of time.” 

“How do you know that?” Akira grumbled as she smushed her face into her pillow, and her voice was still thick with sleep. “There isn’t even a clock in here.”

“I just know.” I shrugged. “You can call it intuition or premonition.”

“Don’t even say the p-word,” Faye grunted, still half-asleep.

“Faye, I thought you enjoyed premonition?” Morgana asked.

“I do, to a certain extent,” the voluptuous redhead sighed. “Theodora can be a little too intimidating, though, you know? Besides, the use of animals is rare during premonition courses, and you know how much I love working with beasts and creatures of all kinds.”

“I suppose,” Morgana responded as she ran her fingers through her luscious brown curls and scooted over to the edge of the bed. 

The bookish brunette was the only one getting out of the covers, and she plastered her feet on the floor and then began searching for her clothes. We watched in amusement as she struggled to find her underwear, and after looking behind the pillows, under the bed, and on the floor, she finally threw her hands up into the air.

“I guess they’re gone,” Morgana huffed.

“Don’t be a drama queen,” Vesta giggled. “A missing pair of panties isn’t the end of the world… you know in some realms, witches run around in the nude. I think that sounds incredibly liberating.” 

I smirked at the thought. I’d certainly like to visit one of those realms someday. 

“Also…” Faye purred as she gestured to the brunette’s thighs, “you are leaking.”

“Ahh,” Morgana sighed as we all looked down between her legs where a stream of my pearl-colored cum was dripping out of her pussy lips and cascading down the milky skin of her smooth thighs. 

“Don’t let any of it go to waste,” Akira growled. 

“I’m not going to,” Morgana huffed as she used her finger to collect all of my sperm, and then her blue eyes locked onto mine as she urgently licked my juices from her fingers. 

“Good girl,” I purred as I watched her enjoy my taste. 

“Why don’t you just get a fresh pair in the other room?” Vesta said after we had all watched Morgana’s display. 

“Because who knows what time it is?” Morgana licked her lips and crossed her arms over her bare breasts. “You’re all acting as if we have the entire day to waste in bed.”

“If only,” Akira growled before she nibbled on my earlobe.

“Speaking of being in bed.” I grinned. “Don’t forget about Penelope. I want her, and you four will fulfill my desires. Understood?”

“Yes, master,” the coven replied in unison.

“That’s my obedient girls.” I nodded with a mischievous smirk. 

“Always.” Vesta smiled in return.

I loved to hear those compliant words. I could instantly feel blood rushing to my cock, but as much as I wanted to burrow myself into the warm, soft sheets and fuck these women senseless over and over again, I knew we had to haul ass. 

“Okay, Morgana is right,” I said. “We should head to Advanced Premonition because Theodora won’t tolerate anyone’s tardiness, including ours.”

“Fineeeeeeee,” Akira groaned long and loud as she shoved herself upright. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch, Morgana.”

“I’m not wearing any. Remember?” The brunette stuck her tongue out. 

“Behave, ladies,” I chuckled. 

“Yes, master,” they all replied. 

So, we all clambered out of bed and got dressed, and when we headed downstairs into the common room, we were met with a comical sight that made us snicker and giggle. 

Our familiars were gathered up into a furry love pile by the fireplace, and most of them were deep asleep. Alexander’s black, furry, rabbit body was pressed against Morgana’s fluffy raccoon, while Akira’s Komodo dragon was curled up into a blue ball and sleeping on top of Faye’s ferret. Last but not least, Vesta’s chevrotain was on her back, and her small feet were twitching as she whimpered and snored in her sleep.

“Did you all get a good night’s rest?” I smirked. 

Alexander was the first one to lift his head and blink at me with his blood-red eyes. 

As a matter of fucking fact, he said, I did. Don’t tell the others, but I think I have an actual shot with Silvia. I’ve always had a thing for plump, sexy raccoons.

“Easy there, buddy,” I snickered. “I’m not sure if that will work.”

“What did he say?” Faye asked as she pulled up her red locks and twisted them into a messy bun. “I wish I could listen to every familiar I came across… I do sincerely believe that animals have a stronger sense of the universe than we do.” 

“That’s lovely Faye, but who cares if we’re going to be late?” Morgana wailed. “Can we please just go?”

“Chill your neurotic ass, will you?” Akira sighed. “Look at the clock, we still have ten minutes.” 

“I don’t care,” the brunette huffed. “Let’s go!” 

“She’s right, we probably should.” I nodded.

“Yeah, before she has a fucking nosebleed,” Akira grumbled. 

“Ha, ha,” Morgana replied as she rolled her eyes. 

We hastily gathered our books and bags and bid our familiars a quick goodbye before we crashed through the door. Then we followed Morgana through the corridors, and I stifled a laugh each time she skipped to gain a little more speed. She apparently didn’t remember to put on any panties, because we all had a fantastic view of her tight creamy ass as she ran ahead. 

“Do you think we should tell her?” Akira giggled as if she could read my mind. 

“Nah.” I grinned. 

We were halfway down the corridors when someone suddenly turned a corner and nearly crashed into the overanxious Morgana. 

“Fuck,” the brunette gasped as she stumbled back away from the person, and it didn’t take long for me to recognize that it was Vanessa. 

This morning, the professor was dressed in a long, flowing, deep purple gown made of satin fabric, and her neck was covered by a high collar made of a silk-like material and trimmed with black lace. Her dark-chocolate hair cascaded like a dark waterfall over her shoulders, and the locks tumbled down to her slim, hourglass waist. She was standing in front of Morgana with a slight scowl plastered on her gorgeous face, and her pale, delicate hands were folded neatly before her. 

“You need to be more careful, Ms. Morgana,” Vanessa growled.

“A-Apologies, Professor,” Morgana stuttered with her head bowed low. “We just didn’t want to be late.” 

“No matter,” Vanessa coldly droned. “Anyway, I was just about to fetch you. We have a meeting to get to before your next premonition class. So, follow me, please, and be quick about it for hell’s sake.” 

“Yes, Professor,” we replied. 

I thought it was strange that we would have a meeting right before class, but I knew better than to question Vanessa about it. So, we all walked in silence as she led us past the same, eerie portraits and down to Theodora’s office, and the professor knocked three hard times before we heard the headmistress’ sultry and resilient voice from within. 

“Come in,” Theodora ordered.

We all exchanged confused glances with one another before Vanessa pushed the door open, and when we stepped inside, the air was warm and inviting… until I saw the company that took up the entire back of her office. 

“What?” I growled. “What the actual fuck is he doing here?”

It was the Mors Academy headmaster, and he sneered when he caught my eye. His pallid, sallow skin reminded me of old, soiled parchment, and his long, untrimmed coarse black beard nearly reached his naval. He was a hideous looking man, but perhaps the most disturbing thing about him were his small, black beady eyes. They remained expressionless, just like the erect line of students who stood behind him like a row of obedient soldiers. 

I counted ten warlocks, and they were all dressed up in their white suits with the school crest sewn into their breast pockets. It was difficult to believe they wanted to engage in another round, especially since, just yesterday, I’d murdered the previous Mors team during the third game of the Ludi Mortiferum. Well, I’d killed Bram, but Malcolm was still alive. Technically, at least. I’d driven him mad, though, and the revenge against those asshole warlocks still felt oh, so sweet.

“Easy there, Cole,” Theodora replied with pursed, red lips, and I saw she was sitting at her desk and dressed in a gown similar to Vanessa’s. The only difference was that her dress was sapphire blue, and her inky hair was up in a curly updo. “Headmaster Ravana is still our guest, remember?” 

“Of course, Headmistress Theodora,” I said, and I plastered on a forced smile. “Please accept my most sincere apologies.” 

The Mors students and their jerk of a headmaster still rubbed me the wrong way, but I knew I couldn’t let them see it. So, I folded my hands behind my back, widened my faux grin, and just kept picturing Bram’s corpse impaled upon golden lances and Malcom’s blank stare after I’d driven him mad. 

This did wonders to improve my mood, and my smile became less fake and more sincere. 

Theodora nodded gravely, and her blue eyes focused on my coven. Then she averted her gaze toward the door and back to her daughter. 

“Where are the others?” she asked. 

“The Vipera women should be here at any moment.” Vanessa nodded. “I also left a note with the other Scholomance students, so it shouldn’t be too long now.”

“Let’s hope,” Theodora replied with a tight smile. “I have a class to teach, you know.”

“I am well aware of that, Headmistress--” Vanessa answered, but her words were cut short when there was a quick rapping on the door. 

“Come in!” Theodora called out. 

When the door opened, both groups of women hesitantly entered the office with wide eyes and curious stares. My gaze immediately fell on Penelope as she led her team to another space in the back of the office, and the blue Vipera witch, Nyx, also guided her women to another corner of the room. 

The Viperas’ mannish headmistress also stomped into the office with her oversized boots, but not one of the Vipera women looked in our direction as they took their places. Everyone was deadly silent as they waited for Theodora to explain why we were all here, but then the Mors headmaster shot me a smirk.

What the hell was going on? 

“Let’s make this quick, shall we?” Theodora sighed. “We have decided to make a few changes for the final game. We will start training with two groups of five from each school, and when we approach the last trial, only seven people in total will compete from each academy. Is that understood?” 

Everyone, aside from the Mors headmaster, blinked in shock, but they eventually nodded because I knew not one person would dare to argue with her. 

Once Theodora’s decision was made, her word was set in stone. 

I stole a quick glance at the Mors headmaster, and his cold, beady black eyes bored into mine. I could feel his contempt and hatred for me, but I maintained a calm demeanor. There was no way in hell I would give the bastard the satisfaction of thinking I was somehow intimidated by him or the new rules.

I was fucking ready for anything. 

“Perfectly understood, Professor,” I answered with my chin raised.

No one else said a word, and when the silence became too awkward, Theodora cleared her throat and stood up from her desk. 

“Well, then.” She grinned. “That’s settled. I’ll see you Scholomance students in class, and I’ll dismiss the rest of you. Go on, shoo!” 

We all bade Theodora goodbye, and just before the Mors Headmaster took his leave, he glowered in my direction with his ratty, beady eyes. His thin, greasy lips curled up into a dirty smirk, and then he finally left the room with his students close behind him. 

When the room was virtually empty, I reached for the door, but then Headmistress Theodora’s next words cut into the air like a knife. 

“Cole!” she called out. “Stay behind for a moment, will you?” 

My coven raised their eyebrows at me before they quietly left the office, and Theodora gracefully sauntered over and gave me the once over now that it was just the two of us.

“I know what you’re thinking.” She smiled. 

“What?” I arched an eyebrow. “That this is a massive pile of troll-shit?” 

“I would have put it in more eloquent words, but yes,” she chuckled. “I know you’re displeased.” 

“With all due respect, Professor,” I said, “Mors Academy shouldn’t even be allowed to take part. The headmaster wanted me dead by the end of the last game, and you know it. That’s why he let Malcom and Bram duel me. Why would you let him stay?” 

The headmistress glanced around the room with tight lips and narrowed eyes, and I had a feeling she was checking to see that no one else was around. When she turned to look at me again, her eyes were filled with unsettling concern. 

Something was definitely up. 

“Cole,” she said, “what I’m about to tell you must remain a secret… you may tell your coven, but not another living soul. Am I clear?”

“Crystal clear,” I assured her.

“Good,” she answered. “Now listen to me, closely. I’m sure you’ve noticed we’ve been using more traitorous witches, rather than humans, for our private lessons.”

“Yes.” I nodded slowly. “I have noticed that, actually.” 

“Well, I believe more and more witches have been turning toward Elder magic,” she sighed. “I fear these schools, both the Vipera and the Mors Academies, are turning toward blasphemy.” 

“You mean--?” I started, but she sharply cut me off. 

“Yes, Cole,” she replied. “I have my suspicions, but I cannot say for certain. I hoped that by using criminal witches as test subjects for the games, it would burn some fear and reason into these other students. There are dozens of schools aligned with us, and other headmistresses who I’ve developed the closest bonds with all believe there are traitors in our alliance. Academies that have chosen to betray our dark lord and embrace the horrific elder gods who wish to destroy all life. Now, it’s up to me to find out which ones, and I’ve had my eyes on Mors and Vipera for quite some time now.” 

“Satan,” I breathed. “As scary as that is, it’s still a clever plan, Headmistress.” 

“But not foolproof,” she replied, “which is why I’m telling you this now. I will need you and your coven to serve as my eyes and ears during these ‘games.’ Will you be up to the task?”

“How could I ever say no to you?” I flashed her a cocksure smile. 

Theodora’s secret shocked me, but I knew I had to maintain a cool presence for her. She was depending on me, and I wouldn’t let her down. 

The headmistress stared at me for a long moment before she chuckled under her breath and placed a hand on my shoulder. Then she gently squeezed it before gazing at the door.

“You’d better get to class,” she said, “I’ll be there soon.”

“Yes, Headmistress.” I nodded. 

I left the room with an uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach, and her words burned into my mind as I trudged down the corridors. It was infuriating to think traitors were possibly roaming through the hallways and eating in our banquet halls, and it blazed my every nerve on fire, but I pushed through the feeling and headed to class.

I’d have to tell the others soon, but there was no time to explain before class, even though I knew my women would want to know what Theodora had to say as soon as possible. 

When I finally reached the open door of the premonition classroom, my jaw nearly hit the floor. Then I stepped past the threshold, craned my neck to stare up at the ceiling, and gazed in wonder at the vision above me. 

Theodora had truly outdone herself this time. 

The ceiling was painted royal gold, and there were hazy crimson clouds with malicious looking children flying through the sky. The cherubs had angelic faces, but their chubby bodies were a ghoulish shade of green, and black bat wings supported them. 

The intricate ceiling wasn’t the only thing that caught my attention, though. An enormous black iron chandelier dangled from above us with hundreds, if not thousands, of tall ebony candles that lit the room. They cast a warm glow on the students, and the air smelled of pinewood and dying roses. 

The floor was a sleek, ink-black marble, the desks were the same texture and color, and I also noticed the seats were made of red, soft velvet. Students were leaning back with satisfied smiles plastered on their faces, and I knew they were enjoying the new comfortable chairs. 

When I spotted my coven, they all grinned and gestured for me to come and join them. 

“So, what happened?” Akira asked as soon as I sat down. 

“I think that’s a conversation best saved for a later time,” I muttered.

“What do you mean?” Faye questioned with an arched, red eyebrow.

Before I could respond, a purple cloud of smoke erupted right next to the black wooden desk at the front of the room, and as the wisps of smoke dispersed, Theodora stood there with a proud smile on her face.

“Welcome, class,” she said, “to Advanced Premonition! I hope you’re all ready for a very trying but rewarding experience.”

“Always,” Morgana sighed dreamily under her breath.

The bookworm already had her quills, books, and parchment out, and Akira playfully rolled her eyes at the brunette but then quickly turned her attention back to Theodora. 

“Now, we will first begin with a brief introduction.” The professor smiled. “Who can tell me a little about divination?” 

As per usual, Morgana’s hand shot up into the air like her life depended on it, and we couldn’t help but chuckle under our breaths. 

“Yes, Miss Morgana?” Theodora asked. 

“Generally speaking, divination is the practice of acquiring knowledge about the future through magical skill,” the brunette responded with her chin raised, “but just because a witch can utter the correct spell, doesn’t mean that she… or he… can successfully gain insight into the future. Not everyone is born with the skill, and sometimes magic can backfire.”

“How so?” Theodora questioned. 

“Occasionally, visions acquired through divination can deceive you,” Morgana replied. “This can trick a witch into seeing an incorrect future, or even drive them to madness.”

“Very well put.” Theodora nodded. “Now, with that out of the way, I will warn you all this class will certainly push your limits. Do not be upset if you cannot master the skills on the first try. It takes years of practice, but we all must begin somewhere, correct?” 

Everyone muttered their agreements, but I could feel a shift in the air. They were all worried because, deep down, every single witch wanted to prove their worth to the headmistress. 

“Well, without further ado.” Theodora grinned and raised her hands. “Let’s get started.” 

The headmistress extended her right hand outward and stared long and hard at a tall, black cabinet placed near the front of the room. The wardrobe door swung open, and a small cauldron, a jar of herbs, and then something that looked like pickled organs came floating through the air and toward her desk. Students smiled as objects bobbed in the air and landed gracefully on Theodora’s desk, and when the ingredients were neatly situated on the table, I leaned forward with anticipation. 

“Now, first things first,” Theodora said. “Open your books to page three-hundred-and-seventy-two.” 

We turned to the page, and the first thing I saw was a sketch of a man splayed out on a table. He was bound to the table with rope and was stark naked, and his eyes were open wide with fear as two witches hovered above him with malicious smiles on their flawless faces. The witches were sticking needles into his eyes and cutting him open from his neck down to his penis. The instructions were written in red cursive on the side, but before I could read them, Theodora called my name. 

“Cole,” she said in a sweet voice, “would you care to read the page aloud?” 

“Of course, Professor.” I nodded as I glanced at the text. “According to advanced divination, one must be able to take the life of an unwilling host and harvest their life force for their own gain. One must replace the organs of the victim with new tissue that has been soaked in one’s own blood and mixed with the hellbine herbs.” 

“Now, I have two needles.” Theodora grinned. “Both made from unicorn bone. The only thing we seem to be missing is a host!” 

The headmistress snapped her fingers, and clouds of smoke wafted above everyone’s desks. Manlike screams filled the air as naked hostages appeared out of nowhere and were splayed out on the tables, and my coven and I had our own test subject spread out on our elongated desk, with his arms and feet bound by rope. He squirmed on the table, and my coven all scrunched their noses in disgust as they stared down at him. He reeked of piss and shit, his eyes were red-rimmed, his skin was sallow, and it was clear he hadn’t had a proper meal in months. He was all skin and bones, and it surprised me that he had enough energy to even wriggle around. 

“Please!” he wailed. “Let me go!” 

When I glanced back at Theodora, she was standing by her desk with her own hostage pinned down. She snapped her fingers, and then everyone received their own cauldron, two needles, pickled organs, and a jar of herbs. 

“If you carry out the experiment successfully, you will have accomplished the first step toward achieving divination greatness,” Theodora said with her chin raised. “And now that we have all we need, the real fun can begin.”

“No, pleeeeease!” her victim protested. “Please, have mercy on me!”

Theodora rolled her eyes and flashed the class a mischievous smile. Then she stared down at the man and shook her dark curls as if she were annoyed with a misbehaving child. 

“I know they can be noisy little pests,” she sighed. “If you want to sew their mouths shut, you may, but I prefer to hear them suffer since they burned, tortured, and mutilated our Wicca sisters.”

“Fuck, yeah.” Akira grinned. “I’m down with that. Let the motherfucker scream.”

Our test subject turned his head and shot the short-haired witch a petrified stare. Akira then flashed him a menacing smirk, and her black eyes were filled with nothing but bloodlust and contempt. 

It was fucking hot. 

“No, no, no,” the man wailed. “I did nothing of the sort. That woman is lying! I swear to God.”

“You truly expect us to believe that shit?” Vesta growled as she leaned forward and bared her teeth. “Your kind is even more pathetic than I thought. You’re nothing but a bunch of inbred liars and witch-killers.” 

There was venom in the purple witch’s silver eyes, and I knew my women were all itching to tear this bastard apart. When I looked down at the man, he continued to wriggle around the table and beg for his life, and it was absolutely pathetic. I felt no pity for his filthy ass, and I couldn’t wait to make him fucking bleed. 

“Now, pay close attention to what I’m about to do,” the headmistress ordered in a firm voice.

Theodora took the two bone needles from her desk and then stuck both of them into the eyes of her victim. He cried out in agony and wriggled on the table, and then a thick trail of blood pooled down from his eyes.

“You bitch!” he shouted as he bucked against his restraints. “You’ve blinded me!”

“Tut, tut,” she replied in a sing-song voice. “No need for foul language.”

Theodora then strode over to the other side of her desk and pulled out a sharp dagger. It was a beautiful weapon with a hilt made of bone and gold, and it somehow gleamed like the sun under the small amount of candlelight. The headmistress then raised the blade high above her head for all the class to see and smiled. 

“I prefer to use a dagger to cut my victim open, but the rest of you will use your wands to do this next part,” she explained. “Understood?” 

“No, please,” the man on her desk sobbed. “I’ll do anything!” 

Theodora ignored his pleas, and she proceeded to cut him open from his neck down to his torso and stopped just above his penis. He screamed so loudly, I was sure glass would shatter, and several witches laughed and snickered as his pathetic cries turned into manic sobs. 

“Now, you must take one needle from the eye and prick your finger,” Theodora explained. “Be sure to get nice, thick droplets and squeeze it into the pickled organs. It is key to remember that the first drop is always the most important one.”

The class watched as Theodora pricked her own finger and then squeezed the blood into the jar. As time passed, the man’s cries grew quieter, so we all knew he was close to death. When Theodora was finished, she took the hellbine herbs and sprinkled them into the jar of pickled organs. Then she took a step back and smiled at the class with her bloody hands folded neatly in front of her. 

“Now together, we will begin removing the organs from our host and replacing them with the pickled ones,” she explained. “But first, you must stick the needles into your subject’s eyes. Go on now! Don’t be shy.”

Since the bone needles were right by my side, I snatched the pair and then stood up. The man on our table gaped at me with horror, but right before he could plead with me again, I swiftly stuck the two needles into his eyes. They slid in easily, like a hot knife through butter, and he screamed and sobbed as bloody tears poured down his sallow, sunken face. 

He wasn’t the only one, though. The entire room echoed with a chorus of painful cries, and it brought a small, satisfied smile to my face. 

“Excellent.” Theodora clapped once everyone had completed the first part. “Now, mix your blood and herbs into the pickled organs.”

Morgana unscrewed the jar, and then a strong, pungent smell hit us all at once. 

“Oh, Satan,” Akira grunted as she pinched her nose. “That smells like shit.”

“Specifically like newt-shit,” Faye commented, “but as smelly as it is, it makes for great forest fertilizer.” 

“Thank you for that snippet of enlightening information, Faye.” Akira rolled her dark eyes. “It still smells like shit, nonetheless.” 

“Well, what did you expect it to smell like?” Morgana asked. “Come on, let’s just do this.” 

Morgana dashed the herbs into the jar and then looked at me with her big sky-blue eyes. 

“You should go first, Cole,” she suggested. “Your blood is probably the strongest out of all of us here. There’s no point denying it.”

“I wasn’t going to.” I shrugged as I took one needle out of our host, and he screamed even before I entirely plucked it out of his eye. 

“Gods, please stop!” the man wailed and begged. 

“Shut the hell up,” I warned him. “Or I’ll sew your lips together with poison vines.” 

He clamped his mouth shut, and I pricked my finger with the sharp unicorn bone. Blood trickled down my finger, and I squeezed the crimson droplets into the jar. When I was done, I passed the needle around the coven, and once we had poured our own blood into the mixture, we knew what the next step was going to be. 

We had to cut the bastard open. 

“I’ll do the honors,” I offered as I pulled out my wand. 

“Go for it,” Faye urged as her green eyes sparkled with delight. “I love watching you work.” 

“Me, too,” Vesta added, and her plum colored lips spread into a sadistic grin. “It sends a lovely shiver through my entire body…. it’s almost erotic in a way.” 

I nodded and then aimed my wand at the pathetic, squirming man. He couldn’t see a thing, but I had a feeling he knew the worst was yet to come. 

“No,” he whimpered. “Please, don’t… I beg you for forgiveness!” 

“Too late,” I hissed. “Secare!” 

Bright light hit his throat, and his screams turned into a loud, gurgling sound as I dragged the spell downward, all the way from his Adam’s apple to his navel. Then his skin split open like a ripe melon and revealed his gory insides. His heart and lungs were pounding slowly, and his intestines spilled out from the opening like a blood-soaked snake and then landed on the marble floor with a splattering sound. 

“Right, now you may remove all the organs, except for the heart,” Theodora stated. “That little gem must go inside the cauldron, but only once the other organs have been removed and replaced.” 

Everyone then rolled up their sleeves and dug their hands into their subjects. I was elbow deep in warm blood and guts, and by the time I detached a massive lung, his heart finally stopped beating, so I knew the man was dead. 

“Hell, it took him a while to die,” Akira growled as she tossed his liver aside into a tall pile of bloody organs. 

“I bet Theodora placed a life extending spell on them before class.” Morgana grinned. “Just to keep them alive for some fun.” 

“Cool.” Faye nodded as she took out a kidney and stared at the organ with fascination. “Hey, I have a question for you, Morgana.” 

“Yeah?” the brunette replied without looking up. 

“Why do we put needles into their eyes?” the redhead asked. “I mean, what was the point? We didn’t even harvest the eyes.” 

“Oh, honestly, do any of you read the chapters before class?” Morgana sighed. 

“No, because we have you,” Akira chuckled. “A breathing, walking library of endless information.”

“I know that was meant to be an insult,” Morgana huffed, “but I’ll take it as a compliment. Anyway, the reason we use needles is because we have to blind the hosts before we harvest them. It’s an ancient tradition.” 

“Fascinating,” Vesta murmured, and her silver eyes were sparkling under the candlelight. “So, why do we save the heart for last? It has always been my favorite organ to work with…they are usually so pure and full of hate.” 

“That will be the ultimate step before we enact the spell,” Morgana explained. “Theodora will show us once we empty this thing out.” 

It was as if Theodora had heard Morgana from across the room because the headmistress lifted her bloody hands into the air and clapped. 

“Attention, everyone!” she bellowed. “Now that you’ve harvested the organs, it’s time for the last couple of steps before we recite the incantation. First, you must fill the hollow body with the pickled organs and then remove the heart and place it into the cauldron.”

We did as instructed, and it took us a moment to remember exactly where everything went. It was like trying to solve a bloody puzzle, but I had to admit I was having a fantastic time. I placed the liver and lungs inside the body, while the others replaced the intestines, stomach, and other missing parts. When there was nothing left but the heart, I pulled apart the ribcage and ripped the muscle out of the body. I then dropped it into the cauldron, and we waited for the rest of the class to catch up. 

“Is everyone ready?” Theodora finally asked. 

We nodded, and Theodora smiled at the students. 

“Now after this demonstration, you’ll aim your wand at the heart and repeat after me,” Theodora instructed as she pulled out her wand and directed it at her own cauldron. “Ignis prudentia!” 

A blue light lit the cauldron on fire, and deep sapphire flames emerged from the pot, towered upward, and almost touched the ceiling. The students oohed and ahhed at the incredible sight, and then the body on the table caught on fire. A cerulean inferno devoured the man, and wisps of smoke wafted toward Theodora. They seeped up her nostrils and into her eyes, and she breathed them in deeply as if she were inhaling an intoxicating drug. 

When the flames came to a stop, Theodora focused on the class and then stared at each student. She studied us and furrowed her eyebrows as if she were trying to make a tough decision, and when she finally turned to look at my table, her ice-blue eyes focused on Morgana. 

The bookworm gulped, loud enough for us to hear, and it made the headmistress break out into a wide smile. 

“Why, Miss Morgana,” she purred. “You’ve forgotten something rather important today… something you usually put on before the rest of your clothes… how very risqué of you.” 

Akira stifled a laugh as Morgana turned beet red, and the brunette squirmed in her seat and avoided looking at Theodora, or anyone else for that matter. 

“I will never forget this moment,” Akira wheezed as quietly as possible. 

“Please, shut up,” Morgana moaned before she bowed her head low. 

I could tell she wanted to shadow port the hell out of here, but Akira was right, this shit was hilarious. 

“Now, moving on.” Theodora clapped. “The next thing you will do is enact the spell, and then you will split up into pairs or groups and ask each other whatever you want. See if you can gain a clear insight into your partner, and if you can’t… well, do not fret. There will always be a next time.” 

“Cole,” Akira said before any of the others could say a word. “Do you want to pair up?”

“Sure.” I shrugged with a relaxed smile. “Why not?”

We huddled close together, and then we all repeated the spell with our wands aimed at the cauldron. Blue flames engulfed the dead man on the table, and then his heart. A moment later, smoke seeped up my nose, and it didn’t smell like blood or guts. Instead, the scent reminded me of pinewood and dead leaves, like a deep, dank forest. 

As the smoke grew thicker, I could feel the life force of this unknown man coursing through my veins and pumping boiling hot blood into my heart. I suddenly felt more alive, and when the smoke dispersed, I stared at Akira. Her purple lips weren’t moving, but I could hear bits and pieces of her mind. Soon, I could hear full-on sentences, and I listened carefully to whatever the black-eyed witch was thinking. 

Damn, I wish Cole would fuck me on this table. I would love to be covered in human blood while he plows me from behind. 

“Fuck, Akira,” I chuckled. “Even in front of everyone?” 

“Wait, what?” she asked with her lips slightly parted. “You heard that? As in… every single word?”

“Yep.” I smirked. “Every. Single. Word.”

“Satan,” she said as her cheeks burned red. “I wasn’t ready, okay? It was a passing thought.”

“Whatever you say,” I snickered. “Look, why don’t you try me? I’ll think of a color, and you try to guess what it is.” 

The short-haired witch then narrowed her dark eyes at me while I thought about the color blue. As she stared into my eyes, I felt as if she were trying to see into the inner depths of my soul, and after a minute, her breathing grew more intense. She turned a deeper shade of red, and sweat dripped from her brow before she started panting. She pressed her red fingers against her temples and then left bloody fingerprints along her skin as she pulled them away. 

“Satan, don’t kill yourself over it,” I muttered.

“I can’t see anything,” she groaned. “You’re like a black fucking fog that I can’t see into… wait, is the color black?” 

“No.” I shook my head. “Sorry, it was blue.”

“Broom fucker,” she hissed as she slammed her bloody palm down on the desk. “Fine, why don’t you try me again? I’ll think of a color.” 

I nodded and then narrowed my eyes at her, and the short-haired witch tried to remain expressionless as I stared deeply into her black eyes. I didn’t hear her voice this time, but then I saw a river that ran deep with blood. The grass that surrounded the water was also red, and the sky was ruby with dark, crimson clouds that matched the classroom ceiling. 

“Red.” I shrugged. “Am I right?” 

“Correct,” she grunted as she leaned back against the velvet chair. “You know, it’s annoying how good you are at everything.”

“I think you secretly love it,” I whispered as I edged a little closer to her, and even after being drenched in blood and guts, Akira still smelled like roses and lavender. “In fact, it turns you on.” 

“Whatever.” She smirked as she crossed her long legs. 

“Are you two done?” Vesta asked before she whipped around and stared at us. 

“I guess I am.” Akira nodded with her arms folded in front of her. “I didn’t see shit.” 

“Me, either,” Vesta sighed. “How desperately unfortunate.” 

“I guessed what animal Morgana was thinking of.” Faye smiled, but then the redhead’s grin faltered. “Although… it could have been a lucky guess.”

“Well, what animal did you picture, Morgana?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. 

“A raccoon,” she muttered, and I couldn’t help but break out into laughter. 

“Out of all the beasts, creatures, and animals in the realms, why would you choose your own familiar?” I snickered. 

“Honestly, I was so nervous about succeeding that I blanked out,” Morgana moaned. “It was the only thing I could think of on the spot!” 

The beautiful brunette then placed her head into her hands and let out a long, drawn-out sigh, as if it were the end of the world. 

“She’s upset because she didn’t guess my creature,” Faye whispered, even though everyone could clearly hear her. 

“Chill the fuck out, Morgana,” Akira snorted. “You heard Theodora. If we don’t succeed the first time, there will still be plenty of time to practice. Besides, we all know Faye has a natural born talent for animals.” 

“I know,” Morgana pouted with her rosy lips. “I just don’t like to fail.” 

“Yeah, we know,” Akira grunted under her breath. 

“Enough, everyone,” I ordered, perhaps a little too loudly. 

The witches all clamped their mouths shut and gazed at me with wide, obedient eyes. 

“Look,” I went on, “we need to stay focused on what’s important and boost each other up as much as possible. That’s the only way we’re going to get through this final game. Got it?” 

“Yes, master,” the coven answered in unison. 

“Good.” I nodded. 

Before my coven could utter another word, Theodora clapped her hands together, and the entire classroom went deadly silent. The headmistress then flashed us a slight grin and gestured toward the classroom door. 

“Most of you are dismissed,” she chimed. “Those of you who need to stay behind, you know who you are.” 

“Shit,” Vesta hissed as she glanced down at her blood drenched uniform. “Are we seriously not going to get cleaned up before the private lesson?” 

“Is that a problem, Miss Vesta?” Theodora asked with her head tilted to the side. 

Satan, this woman had the ears of a fucking bat. 

“O-Oh, no,” the green-haired witch stuttered. “Not at all, Headmistress.” 

“Perfect.” Theodora smiled. “Now, Penelope, why don’t you and your group come forward and take a seat next to Cole’s coven? Professor Vanessa should be here at any moment.” 

I watched the orange-haired witch closely as she sauntered over to the table beside ours, and her posse obediently followed her before they quietly took their seats. When I turned to my coven, I noticed Akira staring intently at the other group with furrowed eyebrows and a deep frown. 

“Hey, psst!” the black-eyed witch hissed as Theodora cleaned up her desk. “Carrot head! Over here!” 

Penelope rolled her eyes and turned to look at our table, and as I stared at the orange-haired witch, with her long, slim legs and small waist, I couldn’t help but picture her underneath me, naked and begging for my cock to be inside her pussy and my seed deep in her womb. 

I vowed to myself it would happen soon. I already had four gorgeous women under my thumb, so why not make it five?

Why not every beautiful witch at this school?

Why not every witch who served Satan?

“What do you want, Akira?” Penelope growled.

“Lose the fucking attitude, bitch,” Akira sighed. “I just want to ask you a question.”

“All right, so ask,” Penelope replied as she rolled her brown eyes. 

“Theodora mentioned this morning at the meeting that there would be two teams of five for each school,” Akira began. “Why don’t you have a fifth member?” 

“Well, tryouts for the other schools already took place, before the crack of dawn this morning,” the orange-haired witch stated. “Theodora also explained to us privately that we didn’t need an extra team member. She’d just eliminate two of us before the final game, and by two of us, I mean, two of my team. Something tells me she would never dare try and break up your precious coven.” 

“Damn.” Akira nodded slowly. “Sucks for you.”

“Bite me, Akira,” Penelope scoffed. 

“Maybe later,” the short-haired witch retorted, and then she stuck out her tongue.

“Easy, Akira,” I reminded her, and when she turned to look at me, her dark eyes softened. 

“Sorry, master,” she muttered. 

As we sat in our seats, Penelope stared at us with folded arms while the other members of her team whispered anxiously amongst each other. I studied Beatrix, with her golden-brown locks and creamy skin, and then at the attractive twins with their short dark hair and streaks of pink and blue. 

I could make them all mine if I wanted to, but first, I needed Penelope. She would be the key to expanding my coven, and it would take some time, but I knew she would eventually give in.

My train of thought was broken when the door suddenly swung open, and when I turned to see who it was, I saw Vanessa standing there with a small frown on her flawless face.

“Ah,” Theodora said as she threw her bloody hands into the air. “There you are.”

“Are they ready?” Vanessa asked in a stoic voice. 

“Yes, I believe so,” Theodora responded with a slight nod. 

Vanessa snapped her fingers as she went and stood in front of Theodora’s desk. Then she stared long and hard at us and raised her chin. 

“Stand up,” she ordered. “We’re shadow-porting out of here.” 

“Where are we going?” Morgana asked. 

Vanessa shot the brunette a frigid glare, and Morgana swallowed hard. 

“Not that I’m obliged to answer your question, Miss Morgana,” Vanessa spat, “but we’ll be heading into the Cavae Terrace.” 

The witches around me all gasped and covered their mouths with their hands.

“What is that?” I questioned when no one explained the destination.

“It’s an abandoned realm,” Vesta whispered. “Its soil is said to be soaked with witches’ blood… it’s a notorious place, filled with hungry shadow demons and other soul-devouring beasts.” 

“Which is perfect for practice.” Theodora smiled. “So, stop your chitter-chatter, and let’s go.” 

My heart raced as I stood up and then joined the others who were gathered in a circle. Theodora and Vanessa stared at each other before the headmistress lifted her wand into the air and recited the spell. Purple smoke swirled around our feet, and then the classroom slowly vanished from sight.

In the next moment, everything turned black, and my blood ran ice cold before we even landed in the other realm. 

I knew we were in for another extraordinary, but life-threatening, lesson.






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 2 

When we finally stopped spinning, we landed with a hard thud on slick red soil. The texture was unsettling, and it reminded me of blood-soaked quicksand. However, the unusual consistency of the ground wasn’t the only thing that caught my immediate attention. There was also a thick layer of fog hanging in the air and obscuring my vision, and the vast blanket of white quickly began to suffocate me. It felt as if my lungs were being filled with poisonous gas, and I did my best to quietly fight against the sensation and focus on the others. 

“Oh, Satan,” Akira coughed as she tried to sit up. “That fucking hurt. And why is it so fucking hard to breathe?” 

I rubbed my head and forced myself to sit up, and when I looked around, I noticed the toxic mist was slowly evaporating. When it finally cleared, my mouth gaped open at the vision in front of us. 

We were in a massive crimson field that expanded for acres and ranged as far as the eye could see. The sky above us was a deep stormy gray, with inky black clouds that hovered directly over our heads. I’d been in many unusual realms before, but this place sent a strange chill down my spine. As I looked more closely, I noticed a row of wooden stakes wedged into the earth a few feet in front of us, and when I glanced to the right, there was a colossal stone tower with only one small black arched window placed at the very top. The structure was at least two-hundred feet away, and it towered up into the clouds, so Satan only knew exactly how tall it was. 

As I stared at the stone column, I felt a strange, furious presence expanding through the air and penetrating into my bones.

Whatever took place here, it was terrifying, bloody, and painful.

In the next moment, I began to hear loud, feral, female screams that pierced my eardrums, and I had to shake my head to rid myself of the unpleasant noise. 

“What the fuck?” I squinted against the onslaught and glanced around, but I realized I was the only one who could hear the screams since no one else seemed to be affected by the sound. 

“Cole,” Morgana said with wide, concerned eyes. “Are you alright? You look a little pale.”

“I’m fine,” I reassured her with a smile. “Don’t worry about me.” 

“Oh, get up, for hell’s sake,” Theodora tutted. “On your feet! All of you! We have work to do.” 

Everyone, aside from Vanessa and Theodora, was splayed out on the vile soil, and each witch looked pale as death as they cautiously glanced around. 

“Come on, now,” Vanessa snapped, since, as usual, her patience was wearing thin. “You heard the headmistress. We don’t have all fucking day.” 

We scrambled to our feet and then tried to dust ourselves off, but it was useless. The soil stuck to us like blood and refused to budge, no matter how hard we scrubbed at our skin and clothes. I desperately wanted the red, waxy substance to come off, and I could tell the others felt the same. It made no logical sense to me because I could have been covered head to toe in a man’s guts with no problem, but being drenched in this soil made my hair stand on end. 

“Um, Headmistress, what are we doing here, exactly?” Faye asked in a small voice.

“We’ll be combining psychokinesis with blood magic,” Theodora replied in a matter-of-fact tone of voice. 

“How invigorating and informative!” Morgana gasped. 

Akira rolled her eyes at the bookworm and then edged a little closer to me. 

“You’d think Professor Vanessa and Morgana both forgot we’re in one of the most notorious and infamous realms known to Wicca kind?” she whispered. 

“That may be true, Miss Akira,” Vanessa said in a loud voice, “but rest assured, I’ve forgotten nothing. There’s a specific reason you’re all here, and it is disrespectful of you to question my motives.”

Akira shut her mouth and then stared down at her soil covered boots. Even the outspoken witch would not dare contradict or challenge the short-tempered professor. 

“We brought you here because we need you to be prepared for anything,” Theodora added in a softer voice. “So, stop complaining and stand in a straight line. It’s not like this is the first time you’ve been in a dangerous territory--” 

“With all due respect, Headmistress,” Vesta interjected. “This is the first time we’ve been on holy land… and I must say, it’s actually quite beautiful in a blood-thirsty kind of way. I know it’s wrong, but just look at the uniquely colored soil and the ominous sky--”

“Wait, did you say holy land?” I interjected with a raised eyebrow.

“Yes, this is where holy men would take witches and burn them, but not before they had their way with them first--” Morgana explained, but Vanessa raised a hand to cut her off.

“I didn’t realize this trip would turn into a history class.” The professor scowled. “Would you like to lead the lesson instead, Miss Morgana?” 

“It’s all right, Vanessa,” Theodora said. “Cole is curious about this place, and he has every right to be.” 

I knew Vanessa’s patience was dangling on the edge of a knife, but she would never dare to contradict her mother, so she remained tight-lipped and took a small step back. 

“As Morgana mentioned,” Theodora began, “this realm has been placed under a holy prayer, and the earth itself is permanently drenched with Wicca blood. Human soldiers and elder knights brought witches here to be burned to a crisp, and that tower you see over there… It was built by ancient Wiccas when the elder gods and warriors abandoned the realm, and they’ve long since forgotten about this territory, for it means nothing to them now. So, that’s where we keep men who’ve scorched our kind. They were brought here ages ago and have been placed under an extensive life extending spell. This land has a terrible history, but we must face our fears and learn to conquer them. Understood?”

Before anyone could answer, there was a long, drawn-out scream that erupted from the tower. It sounded like a man, and it seemed like someone was peeling the skin from his bones. 

“Never mind that.” Theodora smiled. “Let’s get down to business, shall we?”

The headmistress then waved her hand, and we all jumped back as the wooden stakes beside us simultaneously caught on fire. The flames weren’t yellow or orange, but instead, they were black as night, and the blaze smelled like burning, rancid meat. 

The witches all pinched their noses and then took a couple of steps back. 

“Our goal today is to move the flames with our mind,” Theodora explained. “This will be achieved by combining a blood spell with the power you’ve already harnessed through the man you harvested. Not only have you gained insight through his sacrifice, but you also hold the ability to move elements with your mind… it all just takes a bit of practice.” 

We all nodded our heads, and then Theodora turned to look at her daughter.

“Right,” Vanessa said. “Let’s mix up the teams for this one.”

Everyone exchanged confused looks with one another, and then Penelope stared right at me with her chocolate brown eyes. 

“Shall we partner up?” I flashed her a small smile and then inched closer to her. 

“Fine,” she muttered as she looked away from me.

I repressed the urge to smile and waited as the others paired off into groups of twos and threes. Vesta teamed up with Beatrix and Faye, while Akira and Morgana each paired up with a twin. 

Once everyone had their respective partners, we stood in front of the burning stakes and then waited for Vanessa or Theodora to deliver the next command. 

“We will begin by forcing the flames to disappear,” the young professor declared. “Everyone stand together with your partner and try to picture a bare wooden stake. Then cut into your hand, and when you’re ready, aim your wand at the fire and say, ‘imperium meum.’”

I stood tall in front of the fire with Penelope by my side, and I could feel her trembling. It didn’t take my advanced premonition skills to guess the orange-haired witch was nervous. 

“Can you go first?” she whispered as she shifted from foot to foot. 

“Of course,” I drawled. 

I cleared my throat and then stared at the black flames. At first, I thought this would be a piece of cake, but then I heard strange voices echoing in my head. 

You can’t do it, the voices taunted. You’re not as powerful as you think. 

I clenched my jaw and shook my head. Whoever placed a holy prayer on this land was trying to fuck with me, but I wasn’t about to let that happen. So, I aimed my wand at my hand and focused all my energy into the next spell. 

“Secare,” I whispered. 

The spell hit my open palm, and my skin slowly started to split open. Then blood trickled down my wrist as I raised my wand and aimed it at the flames. I focused on the black blaze and narrowed my eyes at the wooden stakes, and I did my best to ignore Penelope’s intense stare and the nearby screams from the tower. I could also feel Theodora’s eyes on me as I continued to gaze at the fire, but I disregarded that, too. 

Finally, when my mind was free from all doubt and other distractions, I raised my wand even higher and took a deep breath.

“Imperium meum,” I muttered. 

No one else had recited the incantation, and I could feel all their eyes on me as my body and soul became one with the flames. Hot blood coursed through my body like a scorching river, and my heart began to violently hammer against my chest. Each heartbeat echoed through my head, and images of thick, crimson blood seeping into the soil replayed in my mind. I felt the presence of cold, dead fingers wrapping tightly around my throat, and its nails dug into my flesh. 

Can you hear us? echoed a chorus of women. Can you feel what they did to us? 

That’s when I could see witches burning in my mind, and each image burst into my head like a flash of lightning. The taste of metallic blood lingered on my tongue, and it felt like a dagger was piercing my heart. I could barely breathe as I fought against the violent pictures and terrified screams, and blood began to trickle down my nose and ears as my hands violently shook. I was playing a game of death, and I could still feel icy fingers pressing against my neck. 

I felt like I was dying.

“Cole!” I heard Penelope scream. 

The other witches cried out my name, but I paid them no attention. All I could do was fight back against the brutal images which refused to go away. Sweat dripped from my brow, and when I licked my lips, I could taste salt and blood. 

They murdered us! Kill them all! Make them burn!

I growled as the black flames from each stake swiftly flew toward the prisoner tower, and then the fire began to devour the stone walls. Loud, blood-curdling screams filled the air as men began to burn and die an agonizing death, and black smoke billowed toward the crimson sky. 

“Excellent!” Vanessa cried out. “Do not falter, Cole! Burn them all! Give in to your feral desires!” 

The professor then turned to the rest of the group, and a malicious grin broke across her beautiful and bloodthirsty face. 

“Now, everyone, aim your wands at the tower!” she exclaimed. “Forget about destroying the flames! Burn the prisoners instead! Make them fucking suffer!” 

As I stood there and violently trembled, the rest of the witches stepped up by my side and pointed their wands at the burning tower. 

“Imperium meum!” everyone shouted. 

The black flames quickly towered up over the stone prison, and the manic screams from inside grew louder and more satisfying. In my mind, I could see the flesh melting off men’s bones as they desperately tried to escape the deadly inferno, and a dark satisfaction flooded my veins. 

The witches all screamed out in pain and fury as the tower began to crumble down into the red earth, and massive stones fell from the sky like rainfall and crashed into the soil. Gigantic clouds of bloody dirt exploded into the air, and soon, the entire column came crashing down. 

In the next moment, the prisoners’ screams all died at once, so we slowly lowered our wands and then turned to look at each other. Penelope’s chocolate brown eyes had turned blacker than Akira’s, and the whites of her eyes were completely bloodshot. Blood was dripping down her nose and ears, and her breathing was labored. 

“It’s over,” I panted. “You’re safe.”

The orange-haired witch shook her head and then stared deeply into my eyes. She looked as if she were on the verge of tears, and her entire body was trembling. 

“I-I saw them burning,” she croaked. “It was… worse than I could have ever imagined.” 

“I know,” I whispered. 

When I looked toward the others, each witch had angry tears in their eyes and was struggling to breathe. Before I could utter a word of comfort to any of them, though, a loud, long, drawn-out screech made each of us cover our ears and stumble forward. I’d never heard such a sound before, and I felt as if the screams were like small knives stabbing at my eardrums until I turned deaf. 

“It’s the Sanctus Militum!” Morgana cried out with her hands pressed tightly against her ears. “Only a holy army could make such a piercing, deathly sound!” 

When I looked toward the dark horizon, I saw a group of golden horses with massive, white wings flying right toward us. Broad-shouldered men with ivory robes were riding the horses, and they had bows and arrows aimed in our direction. They were a fair distance away from us, but I could still see their leader. 

He was a dark-haired soldier, and he was the first one to notch one of his arrows at us. He took aim and fired, and the arrow flew toward us at the speed of lightning. It was coming right at Theodora, and without hesitation, I pushed her out of the way. We fell to the ground, and thankfully, the arrow missed us both by an inch. When I turned around to see where the arrow had landed, I spotted it right behind us. It had pierced the red dirt, and the arrowhead was wedged deep into the soil and had turned the ground around it black. The blight was quickly spreading like a poison through the earth, and I immediately knew that if one of these arrows hit us, even by just a nick or a graze, we’d undoubtedly be poisoned. 

I could protect my coven, but what about Vanessa, Theodora, and the other witches? 

They’d be dead in a matter of seconds. 

When I turned to face the deadly army, the lead soldier was already preparing to notch another arrow, and so were the rest of his men. Soon, we would be the target of a rain of lethal arrows. 

“Quick!” Theodora bellowed as she got up to her feet. “Everyone gather into a group!” 

I jumped to my feet and then turned to look at the pile of rubble we had created. My eyes quickly scanned the debris, and I spotted a single black flame, still burning in the stones. 

Then an idea sprang to my mind, so I focused on the smoke and aimed my wand right at it.

This better fucking work. 

“Cole, what the hell do you think you’re doing?” Vanessa cried out. 

I ignored her and the others as I stared at the flame. The flying soldiers were coming closer, and I knew what I had to do. So, with my bloody fingers wrapped tightly around my wand, I took a deep breath and concentrated on the fire. 

“Imperium meum!” I shouted.

The flames quickly grew, towered over the pile of stones, and then began to morph into a black fireball. I envisioned the blaze flying toward the incoming soldiers and burning them in the sky, and a dark bloodlust rushed through my veins. 

The witches stopped calling out my name as the flames sped through the air and set the row of flying horses and soldiers on fire. Their screams echoed across the field, and then they began to fall from the clouds and down into the red dirt. Even from afar, I could smell the burning corpses and scorched horses, and as they continued to plummet from the sky, I quickly turned to the others. 

“Let’s go,” I ordered. “Now.”

Theodora nodded, and then we huddled together in a circle. She swirled her wand, and purple smoke began to engulf us. We spun through the air, and my stomach flipped as we were tossed and turned through realms. 

When we finally landed back in the classroom, every single witch turned to look at me with wide eyes and parted lips. Even Theodora, who had probably seen crazier things in her lifetime, looked partially shocked.

“Well.” Vanessa cleared her throat. “That was somewhat unexpected.”

“What the hell was that?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “I thought the holy men were gone from that realm.”

“They were,” Vanessa snapped. “I thought perhaps we’d be faced with shadow demons, but never in my wildest dreams did I think we’d see those bastards of the Sanctus Militum.” 

“Well, what the hell is the Sanctus Militum?” I questioned. 

“The Sanctus Militum,” Morgana repeated, “is a holy army that guards sacred lands. They work for the Elder Gods, and they rarely come out of hiding.”

“It still makes no sense,” Vanessa breathed as her dark eyebrows pinched together. “They abandoned the realm ages ago… Why in hellfire would they come back after all this time? How did they even know we were there? I just can’t wrap my head around it.” 

I nodded my head and looked at each witch. They were still staring at me with large eyes and trembling lips. 

“Cole,” Theodora finally said, “what you did back there probably saved our lives. We could have shadow ported out of there, but they could have traced us back to the academy through elder magic. Well done.”

 “Thank you, Headmistress,” I replied. “I… I don’t know what came over me.”

“Who cares?” Akira snorted. “It worked… but Cole, how did you manage to expand the flames when we were supposed to extinguish them?”

“I-I don’t know,” I responded. “My mind just took over, and I had a sudden urge to burn everything to the ground.” 

“Cole’s power is unexplainable at times, and thank Satan for that,” Theodora said before she tossed back her dark curls. “If you hadn’t managed to do what you did, we’d all be dead, and no matter what the intention of the exercise was, you all did an excellent job back there. Now, go and get yourselves cleaned up. We have an exceptional dinner to attend tonight.”

“Sorry, Headmistress?” Vesta raised her hand timidly. “Did you say a special dinner?” 

Theodora looked at each of us and then broke into a cheeky smile. 

“Did I not mention the other schools would be joining us for dinner tonight?” she chuckled. “How forgetful of me.” 

We all exchanged brief, exhausted looks with one another. We were covered in blood and had nearly been attacked by a group of elder soldiers, but Theodora still wanted us to attend a dinner. 

“You heard the Headmistress,” Vanessa snapped. “Go and get ready, for hell’s sake!” 

We took our leave, but before I parted ways with the other group, Penelope snatched my arm and looked deeply into my eyes. 

“Cole… thank you,” she said, and I was surprised by the sincerity in her voice. “You saved all our asses, and I’ll never forget what you did.”

“You’re welcome,” I answered.

She nodded and then separated from the coven, and the rest of her group remained silent as they followed her down the halls. 

“Well, that was fucking intense,” Akira said while we watched them leave. 

“No shit,” I sighed. “Come on, let’s go get ready for this dinner. Judging by the look on Theodora’s face, I have a feeling we’ll be the talk of the evening.”

As we headed down the halls and back toward our common room, I couldn’t help but think back to the red field and the witches who’d been burned to death, tied to those stakes. I knew their faces would never leave my mind, and as I walked slowly past the moving portraits, I vowed to do whatever I could to protect my coven and the entire school. 

And the first step toward achieving that was by finding out if there truly was a traitor in our midst. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 3 

Once I was alone in my room, the first thing I did was strip off my soil-soaked clothes and toss them on the floor, but as I stood there naked and stared at the bloody pile, all I wanted to do was burn the fabric and never see or wear them again. 

“Is everything alright, sir?” Cordelia’s shrill voice rang through the air. 

I should have known the obedient ghost-maid would be lurking around here somewhere, and despite how exhausted I was, I couldn’t help but chuckle under my breath. 

“It will be,” I replied. “Cordelia, I need to ask you for a small favor. Would you burn these clothes for me? I never want to wear them again.” 

“Of course, sir,” she said. “Your bath is already prepared. When you’re finished, I’ll have a fresh set of clothing ready for you.” 

“I’m not sure if you’re aware of this,” I started, “but I’m supposed to attend a dinner tonight--” 

“Yes, I’m very aware, sir,” Cordelia responded. “In fact, Theodora informed me that it will be a masquerade banquet.” 

“Is that so?” I asked as I made my way to the bathroom.

When I stepped inside, the tub was already filled to the brim with hot, sapphire blue water. The bath smelled like a blend between spiced perfume and ripe lemons, and as soon as I stepped into the water, all my muscles loosened up. The red soil slowly dissolved off my skin, and then I scrubbed myself with a sea sponge until I was pink and raw. 

“Yes, indeed, sir,” the maid finally answered once I was submerged and comfortable in the water. “I’d be most excited if I were you… I remember when I had my first Ludi Mortiferum masquerade--” 

“Is it some kind of tradition?” I asked as I continued to rub at my skin.

“It is,” the invisible maid replied, “and it’s always held before the final game.” 

“Well, Theodora never mentioned that,” I answered. 

“I’m sure she has a lot on her mind,” Cordelia remarked. “I’m no headmistress, I’m simply a maid, but I can only imagine the number of responsibilities she has on her plate.” 

I nodded, and when I finished cleaning myself up, I stepped out of the tub and wrapped a thick warm towel around my waist. Then I headed into the bedroom, and as Cordelia promised, there was a set of clothing folded neatly in the blue velvet chair by the stained-glass window. 

When I unfolded the garments, I noticed a black button-down shirt with a matching ebony tie and dark slacks. There was also a black velvet cloak with a crimson silk insert, and the Scholomance crest was sewn into the breast pocket. I slid into the luxurious outfit and slipped on my leather boots, which had been shined and cleaned to perfection. Then I tossed the cloak over my shoulders and sighed as the velvety fabric brushed against my neck. 

Once I was fully dressed, I headed over to the sea glass mirror by the bathroom and stared back at my reflection. The color had returned to my cheeks and lips, and I no longer looked like a walking ghost. My jet-black hair was plastered over my forehead, and as I swept it out of my eyes and stared at my reflection, I couldn’t help but think about the woman in the painting. The woman who was hidden down in the secret cellar in the study hall. The same woman who always seemed to come and go as she pleased. Her eyes were the same shade of blue as mine, and the similarities between the rest of our features were just too uncanny. 

I had to find out more about her, but first, I needed to attend this banquet. Perhaps I could find out more about the other schools and somehow narrow down who was still loyal to Theodora. 

I began to rush toward the door, but Cordelia’s voice stopped me short. 

“Sir, I believe you’re forgetting something.”

“What?” I asked, but then I spotted something on my bedside table, and when I got closer, I realized it was a mask. It was made out of black satin and just large enough to cover my eyes and nose, and I quickly pulled it on. “Shit, I nearly forgot… thank you, Cordelia.”

“You look very handsome indeed,” Cordelia giggled. 

“Thanks,” I responded. “Well, I’d better get going… wish me luck.”

“You won’t be needing it, sir,” she answered. “I’m sure you’ll have a wonderful time.” 

I nodded and left my bedroom, and when I slipped down the stairs and into the common room, it was completely empty. Even my coven’s familiars weren’t cuddled up in their usual love pile. The only animal in the room was Alexander, and as soon as he saw me, he flashed me a toothy rabbit grin. 

Looking good, Cole, he said. The ladies are going to drop their panties and demand your cock once they see you.

“Is sex the only thing you think about?” I asked. “Not that I’m judging, I’m just curious.”

Yeah, he answered. I mean, what did you expect? I’m a rabbit, for fuck’s sake. Ever heard of the expression, fucking like rabbits?

“Point taken,” I chuckled. 

Before Alexander could say another word, his red eyes widened as he gazed behind me, and when I turned around, my coven was quietly walking down the stairs, all dressed in various colored gowns with matching masks. As they stepped down to meet me, I took a long moment to appreciate each witch. 

Morgana was dressed in a long, deep sea-blue gown with sheer sleeves and a plunging neckline. Her dark hair was loose, and it tumbled over her creamy white shoulders in long sleek curls. Her lips and cheeks were painted with rouge, and her eyelashes were even longer and darker than usual. She reminded me of a porcelain doll with her flawless ivory skin and radiant complexion. She was taller as well, and when I looked down at her feet, I noticed she was wearing dark blue heels with white, shimmering stones embedded on the fronts. There was also a slit along the left side of her dress which exposed her long, lean leg, and all I wanted to do was trace a finger along her milky skin.

Akira was dressed in a short, skin-tight black dress that showcased her lithe and toned body, and I could see the outline of her ab muscles against the pull of the fabric. She also wore a pair of glittering white gloves that reached her elbows, her short hair was down, and she’d painted her lips an even deeper shade of purple. She was also wearing a pair of knee-high black leather boots, and her eyes were lined with coal black liner. Her ears were pierced and adorned with all kinds of jewels and dangling bones. She smiled coyly at me, and her white teeth contrasted sharply with her dark lips.

Faye decided to dress in a red gown the exact same shade as her hair. It showed off her hourglass figure, and she’d opted to wear her hair up in a loose wavy updo that reminded me of a roaring campfire. Her lips were also painted a deep, blood red, and her cheeks were flushed a pale pink. Her ruby red shoes gave her a little extra height, and she stood tall and proud among the rest of her coven. She wore a thick, velvet black collar around her long neck and the image of fucking her with nothing on but her collar popped into my head. 

Finally, Vesta wore a long, full silver dress that matched her eyes and contrasted beautifully against her lavender skin. Her light green hair cascaded all the way down to her slim waist, and she was wearing bright red lipstick. She was also wearing a small jewel in between her eyebrows and a pair of matching teardrop earrings that dangled from her elongated, elvish ears. Her eyes were made up as well, and there was a sparkling silver shadow above and below her eyelids, which made her even more exotic and elegant. 

It took all my willpower not to fuck them right there on the stairwell. 

“Wow, Cole.” Vesta grinned. “You look sexy as hell.”

“So do all of you,” I remarked as I gave them all the once over. “As much as I’d love to tear those gowns off, though, I think we should be heading to the banquet hall. Agreed?”

“Oh, shit!” Morgana suddenly gasped. “Wait, I forgot something.”

Before anyone could ask what, the brunette sprinted up the stairs as if her life depended on it. 

“Let’s see what she’s looking for,” Akira smirked. “I bet it’s a book she wants to hide in her skirts.” 

I chuckled under my breath and then followed my women up the stairs, but when Akira pushed the bedroom door open, I was surprised to see only one shared room among all the witches. 

“Shit, you all share a room?” I asked with a furrowed brow. “For some reason, I thought you all had your own space.” 

“Nope,” Akira muttered. “It’s just one giant room.” 

“It’s not that bad,” Vesta added. “Honestly, it may not be pleasing to the eye, but it's still a bedroom.” 

“Vesta’s right.” Faye nodded. “I mean, if I had the choice, I would prefer more green in the room, and possibly a couple of wild plants to grow along the walls.” 

I stared at the simple bedroom and the four small beds situated against the stone wall. The floors were bare, and the beds were all identical. There was one small window situated near their bathroom, and there was also one shared giant wardrobe. 

“I’ll be sure to get you all your own rooms,” I decided as I looked around the pathetic bedroom. 

“Really?” Morgana smiled as she searched under her pillow.

“Yeah.” I shrugged. “Why not? I mean, I have my own space. You should be allowed to have your own individual rooms as well. It’s not like it would be any trouble. All Theodora has to do is wave her wand and expand the room into four different ones.” 

“That would be nice, Cole,” Akira said as she nudged me. 

“Don’t mention it.” I winked. “Anyway, I have a feeling we’re going to be late if we don’t hurry. Morgana, did you find what you were looking for?” 

“Yes!” the bookworm answered after a moment. She pulled out a small gold locket and then wrapped it around her ivory neck. 

“Did you think your outfit wouldn’t be complete without a small necklace?” Akira scoffed. 

“It was my mother’s,” Morgana replied, and she seemed unbothered by Akira’s taunt. “I like to wear it whenever we’re not risking our lives.”

“So, barely ever?” Vesta joked.

Morgana giggled as she clasped the necklace around her slender neck, and then she walked over to us.

“Okay, I’m ready.” She smiled. 

“Great, let’s go and get this over with.” Akira rolled her black eyes. “The less time I have to spend fraternizing with warlocks, the happier I’ll be.” 

“Same here.” Faye nodded as we stepped out of the room. 

“Oh, come on now,” Vesta cooed. “Let’s be poised about this and not behave like a group of adolescent witches.” 

We headed down the stairs and then out the common room door. As we walked down the hallways, several witches were running around in gowns and masks, and some of them were already drunk and throwing up in corners of the corridors. 

“Hmm,” Akira drawled with a wicked smile. “Maybe this is going to be more entertaining than I thought.” 

When we reached the banquet hall doors, I took in a deep breath before I pushed it open, and then we were met with an incredible view. 

Theodora had once again expanded the room to fit every single student and more. The floor was covered in golden tiles and gleamed under the firelight, and the tiles shone so brilliantly that when I looked down, I could see my own reflection. When I craned my neck to look up at the ceiling, there were thousands of white candles hanging from the iron chandeliers, and the glow was warm and inviting. 

The room was filled with drunken laughter and music, and there were hundreds of witches dancing to a hauntingly beautiful melody played from the front of the room. The music was coming from a black antique piano that had lion paws as legs, and next to it was a magical cello, violin, and a massive golden harp in the corner. All the instruments were placed under a spell, so no one was actually playing them. 

Next to the instruments was a grand table, covered entirely with the most absurd dishes I’d ever seen. Bright yellow and red cakes towered to the ceiling and, in the center of the table, was a giant roasted hippogriff. 

All the professors and headmasters were comfortably seated and devouring their dinners, and Theodora was sitting right between Vanessa and Headmaster Ravana. Vanessa and Theodora were both wearing simple black gowns and matching masks, and they looked more like sisters than mother and daughter. 

When I stared at the Mors Headmaster, he narrowed his eyes, but then he raised his glass as if to silently toast to me.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

“What is it, Cole?” Vesta asked. 

“I think the Mors Headmaster is trying to make peace or something,” I replied. “Look at him.” 

My coven turned their heads toward the large table, and then Morgana inched a little closer to me. 

“I still don’t trust him,” she muttered. “I never did.”

“Neither do I,” I responded. “But for tonight, we’re going to have to play nice.”

“Why?” Akira grumbled.

“Theodora confided in me,” I explained as I glanced around to make sure no one else was in earshot. “She believes one or both of the schools could be turning toward elder magic.”

My coven all gasped in horror and then covered their mouths. 

“Unholy shit,” Vesta gawked with her silver eyes as wide as dinner plates. “Is she sure?”

“Not entirely.” I shook my head. “But I think it would be best to keep an eye on both schools, which means we have to play nice with the warlocks… ”

We all turned to look at Akira at the same time, but the black-eyed witch simply shrugged. 

“What?” she asked with an innocent smile. “I’m sweet as newt cookies.” 

“Of course, you are,” Faye giggled softly, “and I’m terrified of animals and anything to do with the forest.” 

We all stifled a laugh and then looked around. After a moment, I spotted bright orange hair in the crowd, and I knew it was Penelope. She was wearing a long, deep purple gown and a matching lace trimmed, lavender-toned mask. Her tangerine-colored hair was pinned back from her face, and she was smiling and laughing with her team.

“You should ask her to dance,” Vesta whispered into my ear. “It will be easier to take her if she’s somewhat willing.”

“I was just about to.” I winked. “Will the rest of you be alright on your own?” 

“Of course.” Akira grinned before she snatched a goblet of black wine from a nearby table. 

“As long as she has wine in her system, she’ll be a good girl,” Faye joked. 

With that settled, I strode over to Penelope and her group, and Beatrix was the first to notice me approaching. The light-haired brunette was wearing a long, black gown that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her neckline was so low I could see all the way down to her toned stomach, and some kind of jewel hung from her belly button. Her mask was made of black velvet, and it made her brown eyes look even more feline and mischievous. 

The twins were dressed a little more plainly, and of course, they opted to match their dresses with the random streaks of color in their short hair. Ivy wore a simple light blue dress with a sweetheart neckline and a black pearl necklace. Her dull mask was robin-egg blue, and her short hair was slicked back. Iris dressed exactly the same, but instead of a blue mask and dress, she wore a pale pink gown and unembellished mask. 

“Cole,” the light-haired brunette drawled. “You look… good.” 

“As do you,” I replied with a cocksure smile. “Penelope, would you care to dance?” 

The bright-haired witch blinked in shock and then stared at me with curious, soft brown eyes. 

“Sure,” she said after a long moment. “I suppose one dance won’t hurt.”

I grinned as I took her small, pale hand and led her over to the center of the room. I then grabbed onto her small waist and drew her closer to me. She smelled like sweet raspberries, and her face flushed a deep pink as I held onto her warm body.

“Nervous?” I chuckled.

“Oh, please,” she scoffed and averted her gaze. “I nearly faced a deadly army with you today, why would I be nervous about a little dance?”

“Whatever you say.” I smirked, but I could sense her arousal as I spun her around the room, and all eyes were on us.

We danced like this for several minutes, and I reveled in the feel of the orange-haired witch’s body against my own. 

“People are staring,” Penelope whispered as she pressed even closer to me.

“Let them,” I muttered. “They wish they were you.”

“Your arrogance is strangely compelling, Cole.” She smiled and then looked deeply into my eyes. Her rosy lips parted slightly as if she were about to say something, but before she could, someone tapped me on the shoulder.

I slowly came to a stop and then Penelope retracted her hand and took a small step back. Her eyes widened at whoever was behind me, and without another word, she fled back to her group. 

“Sorry to interrupt like that,” a voice drawled from behind me. “She is quite a vision.”

When I spun around, I was face to face with the two new Mors teams. Both groups of men stared at me with placid smiles on their faces, and their hands were tucked neatly into their pockets. They were all dressed in white tuxedos, and black masks hid most of their features. The one who had tapped me on the shoulder was a tall man, with pale skin and white-blond hair. His eyes were deep purple, and I couldn’t detect any malice or ill-intention behind them. 

I could have been wrong, though. Who knew what these guys were really up to?

“She is.” I nodded. “I don’t believe we’ve been formally introduced yet… my name is Cole.”

“We know.” The masked man grinned. “I’m Lex, and these are my companions… obviously.”

“Good to meet you,” I answered with a forced smile. 

“You as well,” Lex answered. “Well, I’ll let you continue with your evening. I just thought, given how our former team members behaved, that I’d formally introduce myself. And to let you know there are no hard feelings.” 

“Thank you.” I nodded. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I think my coven is waiting for me.” 

“But of course.” Lex bowed. “Perhaps we’ll be seeing you around.”

“Perhaps,” I replied before I took my leave.

I briskly parted from the Mors group and toward my coven. I had to brush past several drunken witches to get to them, and as soon as they saw me, their eyes went wide with curiosity. 

“So?” Faye asked as she leaned forward eagerly. “How did it go with Penelope? We lost you both in the crowd.”

“Well,” I replied, “it was going well until one of the warlocks interrupted me.”

“Bastard,” Akira growled. Her black eyes were glassy, and she was still sipping on her wine. 

“What did he want?” Morgana asked before she craned her neck to try and get a better look at the Mors students. 

“He just wanted to introduce himself,” I answered. 

“Sounds suspicious,” Vesta muttered.

“Shit, Cole,” Faye said as her green-gold eyes went wide with surprise. “Don’t look now, but the Mors Headmaster is headed right for us.”

I cleared my throat and then turned around, just in time to see Headmaster Ravana making his way over to us. He was dressed in a long, white robe with a white mask. His long black beard swayed as he marched over to us, and then his ugly face broke into a smile as he came to a stop in front of me.

“Cole,” he said, “I couldn’t help but notice that my boys were making small talk with you. I hope they were behaving.” 

“Yes,” I replied in a cool tone. “They just wanted to introduce themselves.” 

“Ahh.” He grinned. “Well, that’s good to hear.”

As he smiled, I noticed his teeth were yellow and gold, and his gums were bloody and covered in blue veins.

“Not to be rude,” I said as I arched an eyebrow, “but did you want to ask me something?”

“As a matter of fact, I did,” he admitted with the same shit-eating grin. “I’d like to invite you to join me for a private dinner. We must let bygones be bygones, yes? How does tomorrow evening sound?”

“Err… ” I blinked and was completely caught off guard. “Sure.” 

“Excellent!” he roared as he threw his hands up into the air. “I’ll see you in the Mors quarters around seven sharp, then?”

“Deal.” I nodded.

Headmaster Ravana looked at each witch, and then he narrowed his beady eyes at me, as if he were trying to solve a complicated puzzle.

“Well,” he responded as he cleared his throat. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Enjoy the rest of your evening.”

“Thank you,” we all replied.

The headmaster turned on his heels, and we watched him as he returned to his table. Theodora was staring right at me now, and I could have sworn I saw her wink. 

“Cole,” Morgana whispered. “Are you sure dinner with that creep is a good idea?”

“No.” I shook my head. “But it’s a great opportunity to find out if he’s up to something.” 

As I watched Headmaster Ravana conversing with Theodora, though, there was a growing, sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. I couldn’t tell if it was nerves, intuition, or premonition, but I knew I’d find out sooner or later. 

Everyone was depending on me. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 4 

After nibbling on strange, exotic dishes and drinking a couple of goblets of thick black wine, I finally decided to head back to my room. I’d had enough for one evening, and my mind was a whirlwind of impending thoughts and never-ending questions. Headmaster Ravana’s invitation had thrown me off guard, and I figured it would be wise to get a decent night’s sleep before tomorrow. Not only would we have another intensive course to prepare us for the final game, but I also wanted to be mentally prepared for anything Ravana might try to throw my way.

So, I slipped away from my coven and allowed them to enjoy the rest of the night, but as soon as I tried to sneak out the doors, I felt someone clamp a hand down on my shoulder. When I spun around, I was face to face with a masked Theodora.

“Cole,” she said softly. “Leaving so soon?”

“Apologies, Headmistress,” I replied. “But I think I’d better get some rest. I have a long day ahead of me tomorrow.”

“Ah, when don’t you?” She winked. 

“Good point,” I chuckled under my breath and then stared down at my boots.

“Let me walk you back to your quarters,” she offered.

I nodded before we pushed through the banquet hall doors and then headed down the empty corridors. The music and laughter slowly died behind us, and at first, the headmistress was silent, as if she were waiting for me to initiate conversation. I said nothing, but once we were close to the common room, I finally took the bait and turned to look at her. 

“Headmaster Ravana invited me to dine with him tomorrow evening,” I blurted out as if it were a secret I could no longer keep. 

“Is that so?” she asked as she removed her mask, and her perfect porcelain skin reminded me of a doll’s, especially with her rosy lips and cheeks and long black silky eyelashes. Then she tucked a couple of loose strands of dark hair behind her ears and stared into my eyes. 

“Did you know?” I questioned with raised eyebrows.

“No.” She shook her head. “But I had a feeling he might ask something of you.”

“Well, what do you advise?” I questioned. “Should I go? I already said I would.”

“You must certainly go.” She nodded without hesitation. 

We both stood there in front of the doors that led to the common room, and it took me a long moment before I asked her the ultimate question. 

“What if it’s a trap?” 

Her face broke into a small smile, and then she softly chuckled under her breath.

“You’re clever, Cole,” she replied. “Wise beyond your years. You would be a fool not to consider the possibility that it’s a trap, but you’re just going to have to take that chance.”

“That’s what I figured,” I muttered as I rubbed my brow. 

It has been a long day. I could feel a throbbing headache pounding against my temples, and my mouth was feeling dry as if my tongue was made out of sandpaper. I desperately needed rest, but not before I asked her another question. So, I opened my mouth to speak, but she raised a hand to cut me off before I could get one more word out.

“I can sense your exhaustion,” Theodora commented. “Go now and rest… I should be returning to the banquet hall anyway.” 

“Err, Headmistress,” I said quickly before she could turn around. “Before you go, I need to ask you for something first, unrelated to Headmaster Ravana.”

“Of course.” She nodded. “What is it?” 

“I would like each witch of my coven to have her own room,” I said. “They deserve a reward after everything they’ve done for the school, don’t you think?”

For a split second, the headmistress looked bemused as she took a small step back. Then she stared long and hard at me before she burst out into laughter.

“Cole, only you would dare speak to me in such a blunt manner.” She grinned. “I appreciate your candor… it certainly is a breath of fresh air, considering that everyone else is constantly brown-nosing me.” 

“Please, I meant no disrespect, Headmistress,” I replied with my hands raised in defense. “I was simply speaking my mind.”

“And I appreciate that,” she laughed. “Of course, they may have their own quarters. Let’s go inside and see what we can do, shall we?”

“Excellent.” I grinned. 

We stepped past the common room threshold and then headed into the women’s pathetic bedroom. The longer I stared at it, the more severe my frown became. These were my women, and they deserved their own chamber. 

As soon as Theodora stepped inside their shared bedroom, she tutted and then looked around. 

“Well, now I see why you wanted to give them a little treat,” she remarked. “I had Vanessa take charge of the room structure and decor… I swear, that child of mine can be extremely petty. No matter, though, we can fix this.” 

Theodora pulled out her wand and then waved it around the room. The entire bedroom slowly faded from view, and then a dark cloud began to obscure my vision. As I stood there in the foggy blackness, I heard squeaking and banging, as if heavy furniture was being rearranged. 

When the smoke finally cleared, the bedroom was gone, and instead I was standing in front of four different doors with golden plaques plastered on each one. I took a step closer, and I noticed each sign had a different witch’s name engraved on it. The first door was Faye’s, and I gently pushed it open to reveal a beautiful, emerald-colored bedroom. The floor was even made out of green wood and covered with a large patterned rug. The bed was as large as mine, and the quilt appeared to be made out of satin and silk. Large, strange, and exotic plants hung from the ceiling, and vines were wrapped around the bedposts, like long, green snakes. It was perfect for the nature-loving redhead, and I knew she would be delighted once she saw it. 

“Lovely, isn’t it?” Theodora asked. 

“Very.” I nodded. “She will love this.”

“Just wait until you see the others.” She smiled proudly. 

I stepped out of Faye’s room and then wandered into Morgana’s. As I expected, the room was covered from floor to ceiling with books. The walls were hollow and made out of shelves that housed at least a hundred different novels, encyclopedias, textbooks, and more. The entire bedroom was decorated in a red and gold scheme that reminded me more of a royal library than a bedroom, but it would be absolutely perfect for the ambitious bookworm.

When I peered into Akira’s new room, I wasn’t surprised to see everything was jet black. Her bed covers, her rug, the walls, and even the floor were all painted ebony, and there were candles everywhere. The room smelled of lavender, just like Akira, and I knew the black-eyed witch would be thrilled once she stepped inside. 

Finally, I opened the door to Vesta’s room, and it was a much simpler chamber than the others, but just as grand and comfortable looking. Her king-sized bed was made of silver and lavender silk, and the rugs were sage green like her hair. Dozens of forest and landscape paintings hung upon the walls, and each work of art was even more splendid than the last, and I could easily imagine spending a day studying each painting. There was also a large wardrobe pressed against the right side of the room, and it was made of beautiful oak wood with intricate carvings and writing. 

“It’s all elvish,” Theodora said as I stared at the script.

“It’s beautiful.” I grinned. “They will love it.” 

“Would you like a change of adornment in your quarters as well?” the headmistress asked with her head tilted to the side. 

“No, thank you,” I responded gratefully. “I’m comfortable with my room the way it is.” 

“Very well,” she replied. “Now that we’ve updated the accommodations for the ladies, I suggest you get some rest. You’ll be needing it.”

My thoughts exactly. 

I bade Theodora a good night before she slipped out through the common room doors. When I was alone, I sauntered back to my own bedroom and found Alexander already deep asleep on the foot of my bed. So, I stripped off my clothes, slipped into the warm, secure covers, and fell into a deep sleep. 

Before I opened my eyes the next morning, I felt someone’s warm body pressed against my skin, and something heavy was on top of me. I slowly peeled my eyes open, and the first thing I saw was a black ball of fur curled up on my stomach. Alexander was deep asleep and snoring, and when I turned to my right, I saw a sleeping Akira. Her short, black hair was splayed over the pillow, and she had a pale arm draped over my chest. Her lips were still smudged with dark, purple lipstick, and her thick, black eyelashes fluttered with each deep breath she took. 

“Good morning, everyone.” I smirked. 

Alexander didn’t even bother to move, but Akira did stir in her sleep. She slowly peeled her black eyes open and then squinted at me. 

“Oh, demon fucker,” she grumbled as she pressed a hand against her forehead. “My head feels like it’s going to explode.” 

“How much wine did you have last night?” I chuckled.

“Enough to wander into your room and not remember it,” she admitted. “Satan, I have no idea how I’m going to get through the rest of today.”

“Maybe a strong cup of spiced coffee would help?” I suggested. “Cordelia, would you please prepare a hearty breakfast for us? We’ll certainly be needing our strength today.” 

“It will be in the common room table in just a moment,” the ghost maid replied. 

“Unholy hell.” Akira flinched. “Sometimes I forget the old hag is in here.” 

“I heard that,” Cordelia grumbled. 

I laughed and slowly sat up, but as I moved, Alexander twitched in his sleep and then turned to look at me with narrowed, red eyes. 

Gee, thanks for waking me up, he grunted. 

“Hey, you’re the one who decided to sleep on top of me,” I countered. 

How could I resist? he asked. As soon as I saw her crawl into bed, I knew I had to get as close to that tight ass as possible. 

“Sorry buddy, but I don’t think you’re her type,” I retorted. 

“What did he say?” Akira grunted before she gently pulled away from the sheets and then plastered her feet on the floor. 

“He just fancies you,” I snickered. 

“Well, can you blame him?” She winked. “I’m fucking gorgeous. Now, where is my dress?” 

“Probably on the floor,” I responded. 

I studied her pale, athletic build as she quickly grabbed her dress from the floor and wrapped it around her semi-naked body. The only thing she had on was a pair of black lace panties, and her bare breasts popped out of her gown as she bent down to look for something else.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

“My heels,” she said, “they’re not in here. Oh, well, fuck it. I’ll see you in the common room?” 

“Sure.” I nodded. 

The short-haired witch scurried out of the room, but not before she planted a quick kiss on my cheek. 

Hey, what about me? Alexander asked in a whiny voice before she shut the door. 

“Something tells me she’s not into bestiality,” I said as I tossed the covers off. 

Too bad, he answered as he hopped down onto the floor. 

I quickly dressed in a fresh set of clothing before I headed to the common room for breakfast. The room was still empty, and even the familiars were nowhere in sight. However, the coffee table was covered in an assortment of different breakfast items that made my mouth instantly water. There were lemon cakes, pumpkin pancakes, phoenix eggs, freshly baked rolls of bread, and a pitcher of freshly squeezed wild-fruit juice.

“Hell, fucking, yeah,” I muttered to myself before I sat down, and out of habit, I looked up into the air and smiled. “Thank you, Cordelia.”

“Of course, sir,” she answered obediently. 

I waited for the others to join me before I dug in. As soon as I heard doors opening and then small bursts of laughter, I knew the coven was awake and ready to conquer the day. I could hear them rushing down the stairs, and when I turned to look at my gorgeous group of women, they were all grinning from ear to ear.

“Cole!” Morgana was the first to exclaim. “You truly outdid yourself this time.”

“The rooms are absolutely amazing!” Faye squealed, and a toothy grin split her freckled face. “Thank you so much.”

“Yeah, you really nailed our personalities in those rooms.” Akira grinned. “The plants in Faye’s room were perfect.” 

“And the elvish elegance of Vesta’s bedroom was a glorious reflection of her aesthetic spirit,” Faye added. “Not to mention the books in Morgana’s room… you really went out of your way for us. Thank you, master.” 

“Don’t thank me.” I smiled. “It was all Theodora’s doing.”

“But you were the one who made it happen,” Vesta replied.

“Yeah, don’t be so fucking modest, Cole,” Akira said as she hopped down the stairs. 

“I’m just glad you like them,” I answered. 

“We love them,” Morgana added as they all took a seat. “And look at this breakfast!” 

“You’re certainly spoiling us,” the redhead giggled as she sat beside me. 

“You are my women, so I just want to be sure you have everything you need and more,” I replied. “Now, eat up, we have another class to get to.”

“Yes, master,” Faye purred as she licked milky-white cream off a small cake and then sucked on her slender finger while eye-fucking me the entire time. 

I smirked as she teased me, and I desperately tried to fight off the urge to fuck her right then and right there. 

We still had a class to get to, and fucking like a pair of wild rabbits could wait. 

We all enjoyed our fabulous breakfasts and then quickly headed out the door and into the hallways. As we strolled down the corridors, I noticed several witches walking with their hands pressed against their temples and disgruntled looks on their white-washed faces. Last night must have taken a toll on them, and I wondered how they would get through their day with pounding headaches and sour stomachs. 

“Looks like they had too much to drink,” Morgana noted as we headed toward Advanced Shadow. 

“No shit,” Akira remarked under her breath. “I can feel their pain.”

“Well, no one told you to drink five whole goblets of black wine,” Faye remarked. 

“Whatever.” The black-eyed witch shrugged. “I had a good time.” 

“From what you can remember,” Morgana giggled.

Akira rolled her eyes before she pushed the Shadow classroom door open, and when we stepped inside, we were met with a vivid, midnight blue room. The ceiling was painted like the night sky, the desks were all sleek black and elongated, and the floor was made from white marble and covered in thick, black bear rugs. Luckily, we were the first ones to arrive, and we had the option of sitting wherever we desired. 

“So, what do you think Professor Lunatic will have in store for us this morning?” Akira grinned as we all sat down.

“Akira!” Morgana gasped, and the bookworm’s eyes widened as if the short-haired witch had just insulted her entire bloodline. 

“What?” Akira smiled, clearly proud of herself. “It’s a term of endearment.” 

“You’re lucky no one else heard that,” Morgana lectured.

“Oh, come off it,” Akira replied with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I bet you ten gold coins she would love that nickname.” 

“That’s not the point,” Morgana huffed.

Akira paid no mind to the bookworm’s reprimand as she pulled out her books and then splayed them on her side of the desk. We all followed suit and pulled out our own textbooks and neatly laid them out on the table. Soon, other students began to swarm the classroom, and Penelope and her group crossed the threshold. Beatrix and Penelope both stared at our table before they decided to lead the twins to a desk right beside ours, and as soon as they were situated comfortably in their seats, Penelope turned to look directly at Akira.

“How are you feeling this morning, Akira?” she asked with a sweet smile.

“None of your--” Akira began, but then she shot me an apologetic look and cleared her throat. “I’m fine, why do you ask?” 

“I just saw you drinking quite a bit last night.” The bright-haired witch shrugged. “You must have a terrible hang-over.” 

“I’m feeling fantastic, actually,” Akira replied with a saccharine smile. 

“Well, that’s good to hear,” Beatrix added suddenly, and the light-haired brunette leaned forward and flashed our entire table a bright, flawless smile. “I heard today’s lesson is going to be rather challenging, so you’re going to need all your wits about you.” 

“What did you hear?” Morgana asked quickly. 

“Nothing much.” Beatrix shrugged. “Only that Professor Luna is going to be tearing us in two… so to speak.”

“What do you mean--?” the bookworm pushed, but then the classroom door suddenly swung open by itself. 

The entire class went deadly silent and focused on the door. A moment later, a dark blue shadow sneaked inside, and it was shaped like a woman. Not just any woman, though. This shadow resembled Professor Luna to the point where it could have been her twin. The only difference was the shadow’s features seemed darker and more feral. It grinned maliciously at the classroom as it glided inside and then hovered by Luna’s desk, and no one said a word as the beautiful phantom floated through the room. 

“Get back here!” we heard the eccentric professor’s voice booming from outside. “Right now!” 

The shadow placed a slim finger against her lips as if to tell the class to be quiet, and witches giggled as the shadow flew up to the ceiling and then floated near the chandelier hook. Her small, smoky hands began to grasp onto the hook, and for a split second, I thought she was going to try and unlatch the massive piece of furniture and have it come crashing down onto the students. 

Other witches must have come to the same conclusion because their giggles quickly turned to terrified gasps and small screams. Then I heard something smack against the door, and when I turned to look at the source, I saw Luna, dressed in a long, deep velvet blue gown with her pale hair plastered over her glistening face. 

“Get down here this instant!” she shrieked. “You sneaky little bitch!” 

I glanced back at the shadow, and she slowly shook her head and then placed a hand over her mouth as if she were silently giggling. 

“You have until the count of three,” Luna warned. “One… two… two and a fucking half…”

The shadow finally swept down from the chandelier and hovered over Professor Luna with her head hanging low as if she were ashamed. The blonde witch muttered something under her breath before she pulled out her wand and then aimed it at the feisty little shadow version of herself.

“Forma reditus,” Luna grunted. 

The room began to shake and darken, and then the shadow let out a high-pitched squealing sound as it began to disappear. Luna’s lavender-colored eyes softened as soon as the shadow was gone, and the class returned to normal. 

“Apologies, class,” the blonde professor breathed. “Shadows can be nasty little shits. Anyway… let’s begin! Today, we’ll be discussing shadow splitting. Who can tell me a little bit about shadow spells?”

There was a long awkward silence before Morgana’s hand slowly lifted into the air, but so did Beatrix’s. 

Luna grinned and then looked between the two brunettes with playful eyes. She pressed a finger against her mouth and tapped along her bottom lip.

“Hmmm,” she drawled. “I think I’ll have to go with Beatrix. Sorry about that, Miss Morgana, perhaps next time.”

“Damn,” Morgana muttered as she brought her hand down. 

“Go on then, Miss Beatrix,” Luna urged. “We haven’t got all day!” 

“Err, well, shadow spells should only be used by the most experienced Wiccas,” the light-haired brunette began. “Tearing your own shadow from your body is not only an exhausting experience, but also a dangerous one.” 

A long pause followed, and then Luna dramatically threw her hands up into the air. 

“Well, don’t keep us in suspense!” she sighed impatiently. “Why are they so dangerous, Miss Beatrix?” 

“B-Because they embody our darkest desires, our wild instincts, and most of all, they crave to be free from us,” Beatrix clarified. “They long to be their own entity, and sometimes, they are willing to kill us for it.” 

“Precisely.” Luna nodded. “As you saw, my bitch of a shadow tried to get away from me and teach me a lesson… and she might have gotten away with it, too, but I know how to handle her naughty little ways, and that’s only because I have the experience.” 

The class all nodded and then waited for Luna to say something else, but she simply stared at us with her vacant, purple eyes.

“Um, Professor?” Morgana asked after a long, awkward moment. “Are you alright?”

“Huh?” The blonde witch blinked. “Oh, right, sorry! I was lost in my own thoughts. Anyway, dark forms, which are what we formally call our shadows, are tremendously difficult to manipulate since each one has a defiant personality. It takes an immense amount of mental strength to control them. So, for this class, we will be working with a duplicate shadow, instead of our own dark forms. Now, Miss Morgana, can you tell us what a duplicate shadow is?”

“Of course, Professor,” the intelligent witch replied with her chin raised. “They are temporary spells which mimic dark forms. They have the same traits on a superficial level, but they are slightly easier to control and less deadly.” 

“Well explained.” Luna nodded. “Now open up your books to page… five-thousand-three-hundred-and-seventy… four? If my memory serves me correctly.” 

My table all exchanged half-amused looks with each other before we flipped to the page, and it turned out the wacky professor’s memory was indeed impeccable. It must have been the correct page because the illustration demonstrated a shadow erupting from the tip of a witch’s wand and seeping up toward the ceiling. The dark form had a conniving look on its dark face, and its eyes were black and soulless. 

“Now, who wants to go first?” Luna asked as she clasped her hands together. “I’ll summon a mock shadow, and you can try to control it. Come on, now, don’t be shy! Someone has to go.” 

No one bothered to raise their hand, and even the ever-ambitious Morgana remained tight-lipped. So, I rolled my eyes before I slowly raised my hand into the air and waved. 

“I’ll do it,” I offered. 

“Ah, Cole.” Luna grinned. “Come up here then, don’t be shy now.” 

I pushed myself out of my seat and then headed toward Luna, and her bright violet eyes were filled with excitement as I slowly approached her. 

“Now then,” she said as she placed a hand on each shoulder. “You must stand perfectly still and free your mind of all fear. The more afraid you are, the more violent the shadow will be. Keep in mind, of course, that this is only a mock shadow… the real one will be far more terrifying, feral, and bloodthirsty. Oh, and mock shadows have only been known to kill once in a while, so I think you should be fine.”

“Good to know,” I muttered under my breath. 

The eccentric professor ignored my sarcastic remark before she stared deeply into my eyes and smiled even wider.

“Alright, Cole, I will summon the shadow, and you will command it to do your bidding,” she explained. “Trust me, this will be easy squeezy pumpkin peasy. Just aim your wand at the shadow and say ‘vinculum.’ Understand?” 

“Sure,” I chuckled, and I was half-amused by her childish anticipation. “Yeah, let’s do this.” 

“Excellent,” she squealed as she bounced on her feet. 

Luna cleared her throat and took a small step away from me. Then she raised her wand above my head, and her purple eyes were filled with determination and something else I couldn’t quite detect. 

“Inludere ne umbra!” she roared.

The room darkened, and the chandelier shook violently as a black smoke seeped out from the tip of her wand and extended upward. A shadow began to form, and although this shadow didn’t wholly resemble me, it did have a similar build. 

The smoke-filled shadow slowly waved at me, and then its face broke into a wicked grin. It cackled and flew around the room in circles as it continued to maniacally laugh, and witches gasped and screamed as the shadow reached down to pull hair, knock over books, and smash vials and cauldrons. 

“Well, go on, for hell’s sake!” Luna cried out. “Try to control it!” 

I cleared my throat and then tried to aim my wand at the moving shadow, but it was a pain in the ass because it kept swishing from one corner of the room to the next. It swirled over to my desk and then tried to pull Faye’s red hair, but before it could reach for her scalp, the redhead quickly ducked, and I aimed my wand in that direction. 

“Vinculum!” I shouted. 

The shadow looked in my direction right before a neon green light hit it right in the chest. It released a long, drawn-out shriek, and I gritted my teeth as I struggled to hold on to it. 

“Great, now think of something!” Luna screamed. “Make it do something! Anything!” 

“Like what?” I grunted as sweat dripped down my face. “It’s hard enough holding onto the bastard.” 

“Make it clean up the mess it made,” she urged. “Go on, Cole. Just picture the shadow doing your bidding. You can do this!”

My temples throbbed as I tried to imagine the shadow cleaning up glass from the floor and picking up knocked over books. I knew the shadow was pushing against my will because I could feel its resentful and stubborn energy radiating through the room, but I refused to be beaten by this lesser copy of me. 

“Pick up Morgana’s book,” I muttered, “and place it back on the table.”

The shadow squirmed and wriggled in the air until it finally came to a slow and steady stop. Then we all watched as it gently floated over to my table, swiftly picked up Morgana’s fallen textbook, and placed it back on the desk. 

“Um, thank you,” the brunette breathed. 

The shadow slowly nodded and then hovered over toward me like a dark ghost. I took in a long deep breath before I raised my wand even higher and repeated Luna’s earlier command.

“Forma reditus!” I commanded. 

The shadow screamed a low-pitched screech as it slowly returned to my wand and became nothingness, and the class oohed and ahhed before they slowly clapped their hands together.

“Oh, well done,” Luna giggled. “I forgot to mention that last bit of the spell… good thing you were paying attention, eh, Cole?” 

“Sure…” I replied as I fought the urge to roll my eyes.

Luna then allowed the rest of the class to pair off into groups to practice with mock shadow doubles and soon, the room was an echo of chaos. Shadows ended up breaking vials, smashing cauldrons, and tearing out witches' hair, but as chaotic as it was, Luna seemed to enjoy every moment of it, and by the end of class, most of the students were at least beginning to learn how to control their menacing faux doubles. 

“Well, then, class.” Luna clapped. “I dare say that’s enough excitement for one day. Off with the lot of you! Those of you who need to stay behind, you know exactly who you are.” 

The rest of the class all groaned in disappointment as they shoved their books into their bags and then headed out the door. 

I slowly walked back to my own table and then sat down as the rest of the students quietly left the classroom.

“Wasn’t that fun?” Luna asked as she stared at my table and then at Penelope’s. 

“It was… educational,” Morgana replied after no one said a word. 

“And incredibly intense,” Faye gulped. “Almost like taming a wild beast.” 

“It certainly was.” The professor nodded in agreement. “Now, just wait until you all get to try the same thing with your own personal dark forms!”

A heavy silence filled the air as we all exchanged confused looks with one another. 

“Um, Professor… ” Akira said slowly. “I thought you said it was too dangerous to summon your own shadow unless you were a highly experienced Wicca?” 

“I did say that,” Luna replied with wide, innocent eyes. “What’s your point? You’re all preparing to fight in the final game, aren’t you? We need to practice the impossible! Now, stand up! I’m going to teach you how to split into halves, and you’ll die trying! Sorry, I meant, orrrrr you’ll die trying.”

As we slowly stood up and exchanged panicked glances with one another, a small voice inside my head told me Luna would be alright with either outcome.

 




 
   

  
 

 Chapter 5 

“Don’t dawdle now!” Luna sang over her shoulder as we struggled to keep up with her. “Move it along, for hell’s sake. We have important things to accomplish today, and I won’t be held back by your painstakingly slow pace… Satan, it’s like I’m leading a row of baby ducks to the sacrificial slaughter shed. Keep up! Keep up! Keeeepppp uppppppp!” 

Professor Luna led us through the black forest, and the air was especially chilly and numbing this morning. Pale sunlight streamed through the woods and cast a soft glow on the root covered soil and naked trees, and as we walked, both groups of witches pushed onward with deep frowns and furrowed eyebrows on their beautiful faces. Clearly, no one was pleased about Luna’s decision to drag us through these woods for another perilous private lesson. 

“Sweet baby Satan,” Akira panted as we treaded through the forest. “I know I’ve said it before, but she’s fucking insane.” 

“I’m inclined to agree with you,” Morgana added, which caused all of us to stare at her in surprise.

“You are?” Akira breathed in disbelief. “Did you hit your head on something?” 

“Shadow splitting is no joking matter,” the bookish brunette hissed. “I cannot believe we’re actually doing this. We should be in the classroom’s confinements if we’re going to practice such a dangerous spell.” 

“Well, we’re not,” I added, “but I’m sure that whatever we’re going to be doing, Luna will have it under control.”

“But, Cole, do you think Headmistress Theodora knows?” Faye asked, and the freckled witch chewed on her lower lip. “I mean, she must know, right? Luna wouldn’t bring us all the way out here in case we die, or worse?” 

“Of course, the headmistress knows,” Penelope spat before I could respond. “I’ll bet you a purple frog-leg this was her idea, and why the hell are you so worried, anyway? You have a freaking blood pact to keep you safe… the rest of us are royally fucked.” 

“I hate to admit it,” Akira sighed, “but carrot-top is probably right… no offense.” 

“None taken,” Penelope grunted, but a faint smile flickered around the corners of her mouth. “At least you’re admitting I’m right. It’s about damn time.” 

The black-eyed witch opened her mouth to argue, but instead, she clamped her full lips tightly shut.

“Whatever you say, Penelope.” She smiled sweetly. 

“Let’s just stay focused, shall we?” I sighed. “We don’t need to be worrying about what could possibly go wrong. Instead, let’s just focus on the lesson.” 

“Yeah, but, Cole --” Penelope started, but she was cut off. 

“All that chitter-chatter back there is slowing you down!” Luna interjected as she continued to walk straight ahead of us with no problem at all. “Less talk, more movement! I can feel the wrinkles on my skin increasing as we speak. Ewwww. So wrinkly.” 

“How does she always have so much fucking energy?” Iris mumbled as she flicked back her pink-streaked fringe. 

“I’m starting to think she spikes her tea every morning,” Vesta grumbled. 

“And every evening.” Beatrix smirked.

The witches all giggled under their breaths as we pushed onward, and as we walked deeper into the black woods, the air grew thicker and less inviting. A pale white mist was beginning to cloud our feet and ankles as Luna dragged us further into the belly of the forest, and for a moment, I wondered if we would all make it back in one piece.

Finally, we reached a small circular patch of land, which mostly consisted of moist, rotten earth. Black, naked trees surrounded the patch of dirt, and even though the sun was still shining down on us, the light felt cold and dead. Soon, darkness would engulf us all, since the sunlight barely graced the deep woods for long. 

“This should be a perfect spot.” Luna grinned as she came to a stop and stood on the patch of soil. “Now everyone, stand in a tight-knit circle. Oh, and before I forget, be wary of venomous butterflies… sometimes, they sprout out from the ground when you least expect it. One little nibble can turn your skin green and make blood shoot out of your ears, eyes, mouth, and… other parts. Actually, they are considered a rare delicacy in some realms if you pluck their wings correctly. Tee. Hee.” 

“Butterflies are the least of our worries,” Akira muttered under her breath. 

“Actually, they are no joking matter,” Faye warned in a low voice. “I’d be very careful if I were you. I have an entire book on the different species and types of lethal insects--” 

“What was that, Miss Akira? Miss Faye?” Luna asked in an innocent tone of voice.

“Nothing, Professor,” Akira quickly responded. 

“Ah, well, then, get into your circle,” Luna ordered as she clapped her hands together. “Quickly now.” 

We all sighed quietly under our breaths before we gathered into a circle, and then we waited for Luna’s next kooky command. 

But she simply blinked at us, and a long, pregnant silence followed. 

“Are they ready?” a familiar voice asked from behind me.

Several witches jumped up in surprise, and when I whipped around, I spotted Headmistress Theodora situated in between the trees with her hands folded in front of her. 

“Ah, Headmistress,” Luna said, “I thought that was you! I was beginning to wonder if you were going to show up at all.”

“But of course,” Theodora elegantly drawled. “This is one of the most important tasks they’ll have to master before the final game.” 

“No pressure,” Akira whispered. 

“Miss Akira,” Luna said suddenly, and her lilac eyes shot toward the smart-mouthed witch. “You seem to be very talkative this morning. Would you like to go first? I’m actually curious to see what your shadow will look like.” 

“There’s probably no difference between them,” Morgana muttered loud enough for some of the other witches to snicker. 

“Very funny,” Akira grunted as she scrunched up her small nose. “Alright… I’ll go first.” 

“Perfect,” Luna answered. “Headmistress Theodora, would you like to take a step closer?”

“No, thank you, Luna,” the older woman responded. “I’d prefer to keep my distance, just in case I need to step in. I have a better view of each witch from here.” 

“Very well.” The pale blonde witch nodded in agreement. “Alright, Akira, are you ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” the short-haired witch answered with her chin raised. 

Akira was putting on a brave face, but I could feel hesitation and fear emitting from her body like a heatwave. Her lower lip was slightly trembling, and she was clutching so tightly onto her wand that her knuckles were turning white. 

“Don’t be afraid, Akira,” I whispered. “You can do this. You will do this. That’s an order.” 

She quickly looked at me and then nodded. “I will do this.” 

“Akira, stop staring at Cole, and pay attention to me,” Luna hissed. “Now, this will be a tad bit different from what we demonstrated in class, so listen closely. You will have to summon the shadow on your own, and it will be a little bit painful, so try not to worry if it feels like your head is splitting open in two.” 

Akira firmly nodded and then waited for the next command. 

“To split yourself in half, you will raise your wand above your head,” Luna began, “and then you must repeat the words, ‘qui vocat umbra mea.’ Understood?” 

“Yes, Professor.” Akira nodded. 

The dark-eyed witch then raised her wand and repeated the incantation in a firm, clear voice. As soon as the entire spell left her lips, the sky darkened, and then the trees began to sway in the blowing, violent wind. A fierce chill crept up my spine as inky black smoke oozed from Akira’s wand, and then it slowly began to form a slim, shadowy replica of the dark-eyed witch. 

This version of Akira was the same height and build, and my mouth slowly gaped open as the shadow hovered over us and then stared directly at me. Its features were identical to Akira’s, and as the shadow floated closer to me, I studied the dark outline of her small narrow nose, full lips, and slanted, exotic eyes. 

The shadow flashed me a quick smile and then began to float over the trees above us.

“Take control of her, Akira!” Luna demanded. “The same way Cole took control of the mock shadow!” 

Akira pursed her lips in concentration, and with dark, determined eyes, she aimed her wand at the wandering silhouette. The shadow must have sensed Akira’s wand on her back because, in the next moment, it quickly whipped its smoky head in Akira’s direction and then screeched. The sound was deafening, and I was sure it would split our eardrums wide open, but the black-eyed witch never faltered. As the phantom continued to pierce our eardrums, Akira narrowed her ebony eyes at the entity and then gripped her wand even tighter. 

“Vinculum!” she shouted. 

The shadow shrieked even louder, and then it extended black, smoky hands toward Akira’s throat as if it was preparing to choke the life out of her. 

I wasn’t about to just stand here and watch Akira being attacked, so I pulled out my own wand and then aimed it at her shadow. 

“Volant!” I cried out. 

A blast of light hit the shadow, and it squealed like a tortured animal as it flew back through the air at an alarming speed. When the spell wore off, the shadow hovered from afar between two trees, and we all watched as it narrowed its dark eyes at me and then quickly glided in my direction. 

“Forma reditus!” Akira shouted. 

The light hit her shadow just before it could reach me, and then it cried out again. The sound caused a murder of crows to fly through the steel gray sky, and I could tell Akira was physically struggling to recapture her shadow by her gritted teeth and the sweat on her brow. 

“Don’t let go of her!” Luna shouted. “Stay focused, Akira!” 

Akira groaned as sweat dripped from her brow, and she was turning a deep shade of red as if she were holding her breath. Her chest heaved up and down, though, and her knees violently trembled as she kept her wand extended outward and aimed at the shadow. 

Finally, the silhouette must have given up because it cried out one last time before it disappeared into nothingness. The air suddenly went still, and then everyone looked at each other with wide, terrified eyes. 

“Do I have to do that again?” Akira finally asked in a small voice, and she dropped her wand hand back to her side.

“Well, yes!” Luna sighed impatiently, and the beautiful professor placed her hands on her hips and tapped her foot. Then she shot me a disgruntled look before she spoke. “Cole, why did you interfere?” 

“Because I didn’t want to watch Akira’s shadow choke the life out of her,” I countered. 

“Oh, she would have been fine,” Luna replied with a dismissive wave of her hand. “A few days in the infirmary never hurt anyone.” 

“Wait… did you say days?” the short-haired witch gulped.

“Anyway,” Luna pouted as she ignored Akira’s question. “Aside from that little hiccup, you didn’t do too badly there, Miss Akira.”

“T-Thank you?” she stuttered.

“How are you feeling, Akira?” Morgana asked in a soothing voice.

“Like total troll shit,” the short-haired witch responded with pale lips and dark circles under her eyes. Then her black orbs widened, and she placed a hand over her mouth. “I’m going to be sick.” 

Before anyone could say another word to her, Akira bolted behind a grove of trees, and we could all hear her violently heaving up this morning’s breakfast. 

“Not to worry, that happens sometimes,” Luna sighed. “Okay… let’s see who’s next.”

The beautiful professor swiveled her head in different directions until her lavender eyes landed on me, and then she smiled. 

“Cole… since you seem so eager to participate, why don’t you go next?” she suggested. 

Akira was a pale and trembling mess as she slowly rejoined the group, and when she stood by my side, she shot me a fearful look. 

“Alright,” I replied as I met Luna’s gaze squarely. “I’ll go next.”

“Excellent.” The professor nodded with wide and eager eyes, and she gestured for me to take a small step forward. “Go on, then.” 

I sighed and prepared myself for whatever might happen next, but before I raised my wand above my head, I tried to clear my mind of all fear and doubt. It wasn’t such an easy endeavor, though, since all I could think about were the endless possibilities and terrifying outcomes. 

I barely knew who I was, and what if my double was even worse than Akira’s? What if I was unable to control it? What if it hungered for blood and death, even from those I cared deeply for? 

There were so many things that could go wrong, it was difficult to remain focused and clear-headed. 

“Cole, what’s the hold-up?” Luna asked as she tapped her foot in the dirt. “We haven’t got all day!” 

“I think he fears what might happen once his shadow is released,” Theodora suggested as she edged closer to our circle. “Is that not so, Cole?”

“I do have my concerns,” I replied without looking at her, but I could feel her standing directly behind me. 

“You would be a fool not to,” the headmistress replied as she took another step forward and then turned to face me. “Take your time… breathe in the forest air and feel the darkness that you can control. Let the dark forces seep into your blood and allow them to guide you. You need to control your fear, especially the fear you have for yourself and who you are.”

I nodded deeply and then cautiously raised my wand. As I stood there and prepared myself for whatever might come, I could feel everyone’s apprehension, and the witches’ eyes burned into my skin as they stared long and hard at me. 

Of course, the only exception was Professor Luna, who had a wide and enthusiastic smile on her face, but we all knew she was short of a few marbles. 

“Are you ready now?” Luna asked in a brisk tone. 

“Yes.” I nodded firmly. 

“Then take a step forward and summon your deadly half,” she ordered. 

I took in a long, deep, steady breath before stepping forward. Then I slowly lifted my wand into the air and mentally prepared myself for anything that might come my way. 

Finally, I was ready.

“Qui vocat umbra mea,” I recited, and I spoke each word carefully as if my life depended on it. 

Soon, thick red smoke appeared from my wand’s tip, and the sky slowly darkened. Then there was no trace of sunlight left because the sky had turned a deep, charcoal black. A violent wind swept across the decaying soil, and dead leaves, twigs, and other bits and pieces of the forest were carried up into the air and flew in every direction. 

A storm of chaos was brewing on my behalf. 

I watched with wide eyes as the red smoke slowly began to form a tall, broad-shouldered man who was exactly my height and build. The crimson silhouette had its eyes shut, and right as it opened its bright, yellow orbs, the sky split with a crack of lightning. 

And that’s when I thought I saw something unusual, even for me.

It could have been a trick of the light, but I could have sworn I saw two horns appear at the top of the shadow’s head. It was only for a split second, but I was sure I saw them. They were two massive, sharp, protruding parts that curled up and over, like a ram’s, but when I looked again, they seemed to have disappeared. 

“What the fuck?” I muttered to myself. 

This red version of myself simply stared at me, and then its face broke into a malevolent grin. The shadow form slowly opened its mouth and then released the most painful sound I’d ever heard, even worse than the holy army’s screech. I could feel hot blood dribbling down my ears as I met its yellow, malicious eyes, and my head throbbed in agony. 

“Cole!” Luna screamed. “Take control of it!” 

The wind grew stronger and stung my skin with dirt and pebbles, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to hear the professor’s voice. As I tried to fight against the violent wind and raise my wand, the shadow in front of me opened its ugly mouth, and another long, drawn-out scream erupted from its lips. When I quickly glanced at the others, each witch was crouched down into the mud, and they all had their hands tightly pressed against their ears. Even Professor Luna appeared to be suffering from the excruciating sound as she squinted her eyes and scrunched her pretty face in pain. Theodora was nowhere in sight, but I could feel her presence still lurking behind me. 

As I met the gaze of my fiery red double, trees were being pulled from their roots and flying through the air. The storm was growing more vicious by the second, and I could feel the wind trying to shove my body and hand back. I fought as hard as I could against the storm and stared into my other half’s eyes, but its smile just grew more feral and bloodthirsty, and I knew the only thing it wanted was death. I felt its deepest, darkest desires as if they were my own. My dark form craved death, destruction, and decay, just like a drug, and it would do whatever it could to obtain its desires. 

But fuck this bastard. I was still the one in control. 

The wind tried to force my hand down, but I fought against the sensation and lifted my wand even higher. Then I aimed it right in between the motherfucker’s eyes and smiled.

“Vinculum!” I screamed. 

The spell hit the shadow right in the center of its chest, and then it jerked backward as if it had been stabbed in the gut. I watched as it wriggled and squirmed under my spell, and then the smoky form shot me another spiteful glare before it tried to open its red mouth.

But I was faster. 

“Silence!” I commanded.

The shadow’s crimson mouth clamped closed, and then its lips turned into a thin, red line. I watched as it tried to break free from my hold, but I knew it was useless. I had taken total control over the smoky being, and it was mine to command. 

“From now on, you will obey my every whim,” I ordered. “Is that understood?” 

The double nodded slowly and then hovered a little closer to me. It may have been mine to control, but I was ready to send it back to where it belonged. 

“Forma reditus!” I grunted.

The howling wind came to a slow stop, and then the crimson phantom began to dissolve into pale red wisps of smoke. The mist returned to my wand, and it felt as if I were becoming whole once again. Finally, the air settled, and then the sky returned to a whitish-gray. 

The witches all looked cautiously around them before they slowly stood up.

“That was… fucking insane,” Akira gawked with her large, black eyes. 

“No kidding,” Vesta breathed. “I was sure the whole forest was going to be ripped up from its roots.” 

“Don’t even say such a thing,” Faye breathed with wide, gold-green eyes. “A destroyed forest would have been one of the worst possible outcomes.” 

I exhaled sharply and tried to ignore the splitting headache that was penetrating my skull. My stomach was doing flips and somersaults, and for a moment, I wondered if I was going to be sick like Akira. 

“Oh, well done!” Luna exclaimed like a giddy schoolgirl. “That was certainly interesting, wasn’t it?”

I was painfully nauseous, and my body felt as weak as a newborn deer’s, but I did my best to remain still and upright, even though my entire body was begging me to lay down.

“Did… did anyone else see that?” I asked after a moment of silence. 

“See what?” Faye asked as she picked leaves and twigs out of her long, tangled hair. “Your red double? Of course, we saw him.” 

“No, not that.” I shook my head slightly. “The horns… did anyone else see those fucking horns?” 

“What horns?” Morgana questioned as she cocked her head to the side.

“I thought I saw horns on the top of his head,” I replied with a confused frown. “Are you telling me none of you saw them?” 

I glanced at each witch, but not one of them seemed to know what I was talking about.

“I didn’t see any horns.” Akira shrugged. “But that doesn’t mean they weren’t there.” 

“Yeah, exactly--” I went on, but Professor Luna cut me short. 

“Horns, tails, wings, who cares?” she interjected, although I thought I detected a small amount of doubt in her voice. “The point is, you took control over your shadow. You also didn’t die. Ha! I think that’s a job well done in my book.”

“Professor--” I started, but then I felt a warm hand press down on my shoulder. 

“Cole,” Theodora drawled in a soothing voice. “You’re exhausted… Why don’t we head back to the castle and prepare for your dinner tonight? The rest of the groups can practice with Luna while you return to your quarters and get dressed.”

“But, Headmistress--” I tried to argue, but she beat me to it. 

“No arguments,” she insisted. “You need to have your wits about you tonight. Now, come along. I trust Luna won’t let anything happen to any of the students. They’re in good hands.”

Theodora took a step closer to me, and when I turned to look at her, she stared sternly in Professor Luna’s direction.

“Ah, yes, of course.” The blonde witch nodded. “I will ensure their safety, and do my best to keep them out of harm’s way… I mean, I really can’t promise anything for certain, but--” 

Theodora cleared her throat, and Luna quickly acknowledged the warning. 

“I mean, nothing will happen,” she answered quickly. “You go on now, Cole. Don’t worry about anything.” 

I nodded, but not before I turned to look at my own coven. 

“We’ll be fine, Cole,” Faye affirmed in a soothing voice, and she flashed me a quick smile. “Just go.” 

I cast one last glance at the group and then followed Theodora back to the castle. As we walked through the damp, dark woods, Theodora hummed a strange melody under her breath, and I couldn’t help but feel as if the ever-confident headmistress was a bit nervous. 

“You’re concerned about my dinner with Ravana tonight,” I said, “aren’t you?” 

“Why ever would you think that?” she asked without looking at me. 

“I can feel it,” I answered. “It’s practically radiating off your body.” 

“Well, you’re incorrect,” she replied as she lifted her chin stubbornly, and she looked just like her daughter Vanessa when she did this. “I’m perfectly fine, but I appreciate your concern.” 

“Alright, then,” I answered, but my voice was laced with doubt. “If you’re sure.” 

We quietly passed through the tall, black iron gates that led into the castle, and once we were inside the warm academy, Theodora stopped in the middle of the corridor and then quickly looked around as if to make sure no one was in earshot. 

“Headmistress,” I said with a raised eyebrow, “are you sure you’re alright?”

“I’m fine,” she insisted, but then she gave me the once over and sighed. “I just need you to be extremely cautious tonight. Can you do that for me, Cole?” 

“When have I ever let you down?” I grinned confidently. 

“Not once so far,” she admitted with a small smile. “Still, keep both your eyes and ears peeled, will you?”

“I will,” I answered in a cool tone. 

“Very well.” She nodded. “Now, go upstairs and get some rest before dinner. You’ll be needing it. Be sure to come by my office when you’re ready. I’ll take you down to Headmaster Ravana.” 

I nodded and then parted ways with the Headmistress, and as I headed toward the common room, I tried not to envision all the different ways that tonight could go wrong. 

I was about to enter the lion’s den, but what Headmaster Ravana didn’t know was that I’ve faced more terrifying beasts than him, and I was fucking ready for anything. 




 
   

  
 

 Chapter 6 

I knew the wise thing to do would be to try and get some sleep, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t. My mind was too restless, so instead, I paced around my bedroom while Alexander watched me with his little observant red eyes. 

You’re looking a little pale there, Cole, he said.

“Yeah, well, I’m not feeling so hot,” I muttered and rubbed at my forehead. “We practiced shadow splitting this morning, and to be honest, it took a heavy toll on me.”

I don’t know what that is, but it sounds painful, he responded. 

“Well, I can you tell you one thing,” I grunted. “It wasn’t a pleasant experience.”

So, why don’t you lay down? he asked. 

“I can’t,” I sighed. “I have a special dinner to get ready for… besides, my mind is racing. There’s no way I can sleep.” 

Sleeping is natural, he remarked. You just close your eyes and let the world and all its worries drift away... at least for a little while.

“Easy for you to say,” I scoffed. “You’re a rabbit, you could lay down all day if you wish.”

Hey, I do more than lounge about all day, he argued and twitched his little nose at me. 

“Sure, you do.” I smirked. 

 “Sir, would you care for a bath before you get ready?” Cordelia suddenly asked. “I have three different outfit options for you tonight.” 

“Why so many?” I questioned.

“The headmistress said your dinner was extremely important,” she responded. “So, I thought I’d take the liberty of giving you a few different choices.” 

“That was very thoughtful of you, Cordelia.” I smiled. “What would I do without you?”

“Oh, sir,” the invisible maid cooed. “You’re going to make an old maid blush.” 

Is that even possible? Alexander snorted.

“I don’t think so,” I chuckled under my breath. 

“Is there anything else I can do for you, sir?” Cordelia asked. “Perhaps a cup of wine or tea?” 

Before I responded, I looked up toward the ceiling, as if I were going to see her floating there. 

“I think I’ll have that bath before I make any more decisions,” I answered.

“Very well, sir,” she obediently replied. 

When I walked into the bathroom, the tub was filled to the brim with steaming, purple water, and the room smelled of lavender and rosemary. So, I quickly undressed and then stepped into the bath, and as I sunk deeper into the hot water, a relaxed smile came to my face. 

“Cordelia, is there something different about this bath?” I questioned. “Did you add something special to the water?”

“Well, I did add a dash of unicorn powder, fairy wings, and siren skin,” she replied, and her voice was filled with pride. “I overheard your conversation, and I figured you could probably use a little help recovering from class.”

“That was very thoughtful of you,” I said.

“Anything for you, sir,” her voice echoed. “I’ll leave you to it, then. If you need anything else, just holler!” 

“Thank you,” I answered. 

I sank deeper into the tub while the water worked its magic, but as I relaxed, my mind wandered back to the red silhouette of my shadow form. I couldn’t help but wonder why no one else saw those massive horns. 

Did I imagine things? I didn’t think so, but who knew. 

Maybe I was starting to officially lose my shit.

After some time, I sighed, shook my head, and carefully stepped out of the tub. Luckily, my body felt brand new. The exhaustion had vanished entirely, and when I strolled into the bedroom, three different outfits were neatly laid out for me. 

Cordelia had picked three unique button-down shirts and splayed them out on the bed, and each one was paired with dark-colored slacks. I had the choice between a dark emerald shirt, a vibrant red high-collared top, or a jet-black button down. As I stared at the red fabric, flashes of the crimson shadow seeped back into my mind, and I shook my head to rid myself of the fresh memory. 

“No more red for tonight,” I whispered to myself. 

So, I ended up picking the emerald shirt, and as I fumbled with the buttons, Alexander hopped onto the bed and then looked up at me with his small twitching nose. 

You look good, he commented. That color definitely suits you. 

“Thanks,” I muttered. 

Hey, why do you sound so fucking bitter? he asked. If I were you, I’d be thrilled.

“Why?” I cocked an eyebrow at my familiar. “You do realize I’m dining with a creepy headmaster, right?” 

So? he asked. Creepy or not, who doesn’t get excited about dinner? 

“Aha, feasting and fucking,” I chuckled. “That’s really all you care about. Sorry, sometimes, I forget you’re an animal… must be nice to lead such a simple life.”

Yep, life is good, he snickered. 

I finished getting dressed and swung my Scholomance cloak over my shoulders. Then I smoothed down any creases and wrinkles and took a long, deep breath before I stared back at Alexander.

“Well,” I said, “what do you think?”

Looking sharp as a knife, he answered.

His words rang in my ears like an echo, and I thought of an idea, so I edged toward my desk and then pulled open one of the drawers. Inside laid my old dagger, which I crafted during my preschool term, and I gently picked it up and studied it under the dim bedroom light. 

Wooooow, fancy knife, Alexander said, and his tone was clearly impressed.

“It’s a dagger,” I corrected him before I tucked it into the back of my trousers. 

Why are you bringing a knife to dinner? he asked. Doesn’t the other school use silverware?

“They do, but that’s not why I’m bringing it,” I chuckled. 

Then why are you? he questioned. 

“Because I’d rather be safe than sorry,” I answered. “Who knows what Ravana has up his sleeves… literally.” 

I took one last look in the sea-glass mirror and ran my fingers through my ebony hair. Then I breathed in slowly and tried to steady my violent heartbeat and clammy hands. I couldn’t afford to be anxious, not in front of Headmaster Ravana. Something told me the man could smell fear like a predator smelled blood. 

“Alright.” I nodded at Alexander. “I’m fucking ready.” 

Good luck, he said. Don’t worry, you’ve got this in the bag. 

“Thanks,” I responded before I headed out the door. “I’ll see you later.” 

When I swept past the common room, it was completely empty. There was no sign that any of the witches had returned, and I briefly wondered if they were still out in the woods practicing with their shadows. It was growing dark, and a small part of me was worried about them, but my own women had the blood pact to protect them, so I tried to ease my nerves and not worry too much about it. I really couldn’t afford to be stressing about two different things simultaneously, so I swiftly shook my head and then walked out the door. 

I sauntered down the corridors and did my best not to make eye contact with any wandering students, and as I made my way toward Theodora’s office, I ignored the eerie portraits staring at me with their curious eyes and deep frowns.

Finally, when I was in front of the headmistress’ office, I cleared my throat and knocked three hard times on the door. A moment later, the door swung open by itself, and as soon as I stepped past the threshold, I spotted Theodora sitting at her desk with a quill and a piece of parchment floating in the air. 

“Ah, Cole,” she said before she flicked her wrist, and then the quill stopped scribbling. “How are you feeling? Better, I hope?” 

“Yes, I am, thank you,” I answered. 

The headmistress gently pushed herself out of her seat and then gracefully strolled across the room. As soon as she was standing in front of me, her gaze skipped over my face before she lifted her hand and brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes.

“You look incredibly handsome,” she breathed. “Tell me, truthfully, are you nervous?” 

“A bit,” I admitted. 

“A little bit of nerves is a healthy sign,” she said before she brushed something off my shoulder. “If you weren’t nervous, I’d think you were mad.” 

“Well… I’m ready when you are,” I said as I looked around the office. “The only problem is, I don’t know how to get into the Mors section of the castle.” 

Theodora smiled and then edged closer to her tall, flaring fireplace, and she was so close to the flames that I was afraid her gown would catch on fire. Then she began reorganizing random objects on top of the mantlepiece, and I was starting to wonder if she was going mad.

“Err…Headmistress?” I asked as I cleared my throat. “We really shouldn’t keep Headmaster Ravana waiting--” 

“And we won’t,” she cut me off in a calm tone. 

As soon as she was done rearranging a small golden clock, a silver candelabra, and a statue of a black owl, the fire quickly died, and a low rumbling sound emitted from the floor. In the next moment, the embers went out completely, and then the fireplace began to split in two. The stones neatly repositioned themselves, and after a moment, Theodora was standing in front of a gaping, open fireplace. 

I stared at the dark opening, and when I edged closer to the black hole, I could feel an icy breeze sweep past me. 

“Just walk right through, and you’ll find yourself within their corridors,” Theodora instructed. “There’s another entrance, but I’d prefer it if you’d use this one. It’s my personal and private entrance… I’m sure he won’t mind.” 

“Alright.” I nodded firmly. “Before I go, do you have any more advice to give me?” 

“Just trust your instincts,” she whispered as if it were a dark secret. “It has gotten you this far. Now, go… as you said, we wouldn’t want to keep Ravana waiting.”

I nodded before I took in a slow, deep breath and then walked right through the dark passageway. The air was damp and chilly, just like the belly of a cave, and as soon as I heard the fireplace close behind me, I pulled out my wand and raised it above my eye level. 

“Illuminana,” I hissed.

A bright flame guided my way through the dank, narrow stone passageway, and the air grew colder as I ventured deeper into the clammy bowels of the castle. Soon, rats began to scurry across my leather boots, and I accidentally stepped on one. The creature made a terrible squealing sound before I crushed its bones and organs, and I grimaced at the wet popping noise. 

“Fuck,” I hissed as I looked down.

Blood, small bones, and gore were splattered like paint below me, and I had to furiously wipe my boots against the stone walls to remove any traces of rat guts. 

I pushed onward and carefully avoided any more rats until finally, I came across a narrow wooden door. I blew out the flame from my wand and then slowly pushed it open. When I stepped past the threshold, I was standing in a pale stone corridor with no portraits and barely any candlelight or signs of life. No students were wandering down the hallways, and for a moment, I wondered how I would find Headmaster Ravana. 

I looked around, and I knew I couldn’t stand here all night, so I slowly sauntered down the bare halls. Suddenly, a loud noise came from behind me, and when I whipped around, I saw Lex and a group of other warlock students. They had been laughing amongst themselves as they turned the corner, but as soon as they met my eyes, their faces slowly fell. I stared back at them until, finally, Lex took a step closer toward me.

“Cole?” He grinned. “What brings you to our neck of the woods?”

The pale-haired warlock edged a little closer to me while his posse remained behind. As he walked toward me, he shoved his hands into his pockets, and the corners of his lips twitched as his smile grew. 

“I have an arranged dinner with your headmaster,” I replied in a cool tone. “Do you know where I can find him?” 

“He should be in his office,” the warlock answered. “Come along, I’ll take you to him.”

I still didn’t trust this guy, but what other choice did I have? I couldn’t just aimlessly wander through the unadorned halls all night, so I dipped my chin. 

“Thank you,” I answered. 

Lex nodded, and then the other warlocks disappeared into a different corridor as he led me in the opposite direction. 

“So, how are your classes going?” Lex asked after we’d walked in silence for a few moments. 

“Fine,” I said in a curt, but polite tone.

“That’s good to hear,” Lex replied with his hands still shoved deep into his pockets. “I don’t know about you, but Headmaster Ravana has been berating us nonstop. I swear the man will beat us with a stick if we misquote one incantation. He’s a total hard-ass, but if you mention anything to him about it, I’ll deny it.”

I turned to look at Lex, and he flashed me a pearly white smile. I had a feeling he was trying to initiate a superficial, yet friendly, conversation, but perhaps that was because he wanted to see if I’d talk poorly about Theodora, and today wasn’t his lucky day. 

I’d sooner die than betray her, even in the smallest way possible. 

“Sorry to hear about that,” I remarked coolly. “It sounds grueling.” 

“Eh.” He shrugged. “What are you going to do? Anyway, here we are.”

We came to a stop in front of a sleek, black door with a small golden knob, and as I stared at the entrance, I could feel a strange presence building up in the air. I couldn’t pinpoint what the feeling was exactly, but if I had to guess, it felt like a sinister warning. When I averted my gaze from the door and looked back at Lex, there was a mysterious smile plastered on his white, waxy face, and when he didn’t say another word, I forced myself to smile and then look back at the door. 

“Thanks for leading the way,” I said, “I can take it from here.” 

“Don’t mention it.” He nodded. “Have a good night.”

He offered me a handshake, and I had to force myself to take his hand and firmly grip it. When he released me from his hot grasp, he grinned at me one last time before he swiftly turned around and then disappeared down the pale corridor. 

As soon as he was gone, I took in a deep, steady breath and then knocked hard on the door.

This was it. Time to find out if this warlock was a traitor as well as a bastard.

“Come in!” Headmaster Ravana called out. 

I gently pushed the door open, and the first thing I saw was Headmaster Ravana, seated at the head of a plentiful, food covered table. I spotted all kinds of dishes and empty gold platters, and as soon as I stepped past the threshold, the door shut itself behind me, and Ravana shot me a toothy grin. He was wearing an oversized, shapeless black robe with long sleeves that reached his fingertips, his fingers were adorned with large golden rings, and his nails were long and dirty. 

“Cole!” he bellowed. “Welcome, welcome… I hope you brought your appetite with you.”

I forced myself to smile and then quickly looked around. Ravana’s office was massive and even grander and more lavishly decorated than Theodora’s. The walls were painted a royal red, and the floors were made of rich dark wood. Massive bear rugs covered the floor, and heavy velvet curtains hung over a window by his grand, golden desk, but since we were underground, I had no idea what use the man had for a window. There were also at least five different self-portraits of Ravana himself hanging in the room, and I briefly wondered why someone so hideous would want to stare at themselves so often.

“Well, it has been a long day.” I grinned. “I’m famished.” 

“That’s what I like to hear!” he chuckled deeply. “Go on now, take a seat! Don’t be shy.” 

“Thank you.” I nodded and then sat next to the strange headmaster. 

Headmaster Ravana began to fill up his gold plate with chunks of dark red meat, foreign fruits, fresh greens, purple potatoes, and pickled peppers. I followed his lead, and even though I wasn’t that hungry, I loaded up my own plate with meat and veggies. Then the headmaster leaned forward to pour us both a healthy serving of black wine, and when our glasses were filled to the brim, he leaned back in his seat and smiled at me. 

“Cheers!” he said as he lifted his goblet into the air. “To health and prosperity.” 

I smiled and then raised my own cup before I took a hesitant sip. My eyes studied Ravana as he drank deeply, and since we were drinking from the same pitcher, I figured it wasn’t poisoned. 

“So,” he said before he stabbed a piece of red meat with his fork. “How have you been faring here at Scholomance?” 

“It’s been an adventure,” I replied as I slowly cut into my own meat, and I watched as blood and grease seeped into the rest of my food. “I am very grateful to be here, and Theodora has been nothing but welcoming since the beginning.”

“Yes, when I asked about you, she mentioned you arrived on a night of heavy blood fall,” he remarked. “Many would consider that a sign.”

“A sign of what?” I asked as I thoughtfully chewed.

“Of great power, of course,” he scoffed, and flecks of meat landed on my skin.

I fought the urge to wipe away the spit and specks of food on my face as he stared into my eyes. I didn’t want to show any discomfort or vulnerabilities to this man, so I maintained eye contact with him, and he was so close that I could smell his sour breath and count his black nose hairs. 

“Please, eat,” he said and gestured toward the food. “I don’t like it when people are shy about food, it’s meant to be eaten and enjoyed, for hell’s sake.” 

My eyes never left his beady black ones as I stabbed another piece of red meat with my fork. I slowly chewed on the strange, spiced meat and then swallowed. 

“It’s delicious,” I lied. 

Truthfully, it was too raw and greasy for my liking, but I forced the slimy meat down my throat anyway. 

“So,” the headmaster continued, “I hope you don’t have any hard feelings about the last game. I’ll be the first to admit I was a bit heated, and I might have said some nasty things in the spur of the moment.”

“It’s no problem,” I replied with a forced smile. “I mean… you found a solution, didn’t you?” 

“Ah, yes.” He nodded. “You’ve met Lex… he’s far more mature than Malcolm ever was. I know it’s all in the past, but I do sincerely apologize for the mess he caused.”

“I’ve put it all behind me,” I reassured him, and I smirked as I pictured Malcolm and Bram’s mangled bodies. 

“Well, good,” Ravana said before he wiped his greasy lips with a napkin. “Because I have a proposition for you.”

“Is that so?” I replied with a raised eyebrow.

Now, I was feeling more intrigued than cautious, and I took a small sip of wine before he continued speaking. 

“Yes, in fact, that’s why I’ve asked you here tonight,” he admitted as he leaned back into his chair. “You know, Headmistress Theodora would call me blasphemous for saying this aloud, but I believe in other devils and deities… Why worship only one master of evil when there could be dozens?” 

I chewed on my lower lip, and then suddenly, the idea of eating this rare and overly salted meat seemed grotesquely unappetizing. So, I gently pushed the plate away and then forced myself to look back at Ravana. 

“You’re right,” I answered with a tight smile. “That is blasphemous.” 

“And so what?” he responded as he tossed his hands up into the air. “We’re speaking freely, and it’s only you and me in this room… there aren’t any women around to try and sway your mind any differently--”

“I can think for myself,” I cut him off. “My mind is my own.” 

“I know,” he replied with wide, eager eyes. Then he leaned forward, and his face was so close, it took all my willpower not to flinch away from his horrid breath. “That’s why I think you’d make a magnificent warlock. Why waste your potential among witches? You were clearly destined for greatness… we all know it. I watched you closely during the games. You have great power.” 

“Thank you.” I nodded. “But I’ll always stand by my coven… and my academy. Nothing or no one could ever change my mind.” 

Ravana held my gaze for a long moment before he leaned back into his chair again and smirked. He drummed his long fingers along the table, and his golden rings shimmered under the faint candlelight. His face was a mask of stone, but inside, I could tell he was fuming. This dinner had obviously been a ruse to try and turn me against Scholomance, but now the headmaster realized I wasn’t a weak pawn to be swayed by his gilded words. 

And by his twitching eyebrow, I knew it pissed him the fuck off. 

Good. 

“Very well,” he finally sighed dramatically. “If you ever change your mind, you know where to find me.” 

I nodded as he swiftly stood up from his chair, and I quickly took the hint. This dinner, finished or not, was officially over. 

“To get back to your own section of the castle, just head down the corridor you came in and take a turn on the right,” he instructed with a dismissive wave of his hand. “There you will find one of my portraits. Just mutter ‘patentibus,’ and the painting should swing right open. 

“Alright… thank you,” I said, “and thank you for dinner.”

“Well, you didn’t eat much of it,” he commented, and I couldn’t tell if he was joking. 

But I decided not to wait around to find out.

“Have a good night,” I said before I headed toward the door and quickly pushed it open. 

“You as well,” he called out after me. “And remember… my proposition will always be open to you. Your place is here, with men, and not with those weak women who despise your power.” 

“I’ll think on it.” I turned to face him one last time and nodded, and his rat-like eyes sent another cautionary chill up my spine before I left his office and then quickly shut the door. I followed Ravana’s instructions and found myself in front of his uncanny self-portrait. He was much younger in the painting, but he still had the same crooked nose, long black beard, and small beady dark eyes. 

“Patentibus,” I said.

The painting swung open, and I stepped past the threshold and into a familiar hallway. As soon as I was out of the white-washed and lifeless Mors corridors, I felt as if I could properly breathe again. 

“Thank Satan,” I muttered to myself. 

The dinner, while grotesque, had been enlightening. I didn’t have proof that Ravana was working with the elder gods or their believers, but his words were certainly suspicious. I knew Theodora would want to hear all about it, too, but it was late, and I was tired. So, the headmistress could wait until tomorrow for my report. 

With that decided, I strolled through the darkened castle and headed back toward the common room, but when I stepped inside, I was surprised to see both groups of Scholomance witches huddled together by the fireplace. A pitcher of wine was placed in front of the women, and as soon as they heard me come in, they all swiveled their heads in my direction. 

“Cole!” Faye grinned. “We were beginning to worry about you.” 

“I’m alright,” I answered as I looked around. “What’s going on here?”

“We’ve only been here for an hour or so,” Morgana explained. “We spent all day trying to control our shadows, and we finally managed to do it by the time the sun set.” 

“Well, most of us did,” Akira muttered before she quickly glanced at the twins. “No offense, you two.” 

“None taken,” Ivy sighed as she ran a hand through her blue-streaked hair. 

“You’ll get it next time,” Penelope reassured the duo. “Don’t worry.” 

“Not that I’m complaining,” I said with an arched eyebrow, “but I’m a little surprised to see all of you getting along so well in our quarters. Is this a special occasion?” 

“No, I just stole a bottle of wine from Vanessa’s office and invited everyone to join us.” Akira grinned. “I thought it would be a relaxing way to end an arduous day.” 

“And it’s a fine wine, aging back a couple hundred years,” Vesta added before she took a small, delicate sip. “It’s positively divine.”

“Yeah, the wine is good, but I can’t get over how nice it is in here,” Penelope commented as she looked around the common room. “Your place is fit for royalty compared to our boring bedrooms.” 

“Yes, being a part of my coven comes with certain… perks.” I smirked. 

“No shit,” the orange-haired witch snorted, but I thought I saw a pale blush tint the arches of her cheekbones. 

“Anyway, Cole, how did dinner go?” Akira breathed and drew my attention, and her eyes were wide with anticipation when I turned to face her. 

“What dinner?” Beatrix asked with furrowed eyebrows.

“I had dinner with the Mors Headmaster, and it was… interesting,” I replied before I walked over to join them, and for a moment, I thought about lying, but I had a feeling I could trust these women. “He wants me to become a warlock.” 

“What?” my coven all gasped in unison. 

“The audacity!” Morgana shrieked. “How dare he even insinuate such a thing?” 

“It’s totally barbaric,” Vesta gasped. “I knew he was nothing but trouble.”

“You should tell Theodora,” Faye suggested as her red eyebrows pinched together. 

“She’s right,” Penelope added, and her pink lips were pursed as well. “He’s clearly up to something.” 

“Even so,” I said as I sat down between Penelope and Faye, “there’s nothing I can do about it now. I’ll have to be smart and watch his every move.”

“Are you sure?” Morgana asked as her dark eyebrows furrowed over her blue eyes. 

“Yes.” I nodded firmly. “Theodora was the one who encouraged me to go, and something tells me there’s no need to worry about him… at least not yet.” 

“Well, if you don’t think we have to worry, then I say we don’t worry.” Penelope shrugged. “In the meantime, I think we should do something fun.”

“Fun?” I echoed. 

“Yes.” The bright-haired witch turned to look at me and then smiled mischievously. 

“Sounds like you already have something in mind.” I smiled in return. 

“I do,” she answered slowly.

“So, spit it out,” Akira insisted before she took a gulp of black wine. 

“I think we should enter each others’ minds for fun,” Penelope proposed as she waggled her eyebrows. “I know it’s risky, but it could also be entertaining. Besides, some of us are going to have to work together during the final game, so we might as well get to know each other better. Build some camaraderie and all that shit. So, what do you say?” 

I thought back to the third game and how my mind had managed to kill one warlock and drive the other one mad. I knew my mind was a dangerous place, but entering the minds of these sexy witches sounded like a hell of a fun time. 

“I’m in,” I said, “let’s do it.” 

“Excellent,” Penelope replied as she rubbed her hands together. “So, who wants to go first?”

“Wait,” Morgana interjected. “Are you suggesting we all enter the mind of just one person… at the same time?”

“Sure, why not?” The orange-haired witch grinned. “I know it’s possible.”

“It is possible,” Morgana answered as she twirled a lock of chocolate colored hair around her finger, “but that’s a lot of pressure to put on one witch.”

“Only if you’re afraid,” Penelope teased. “Oh, come on, I know you want to try it… it could be an educational experience.” 

“I don’t know…” The bookworm chewed on her lower lip. 

“I can’t believe I’m saying this,” Akira sighed, “but I agree with Penelope. It sounds fun, so I say we do it.” 

“But--”

“Morgana,” I cut off the brunette as I looked deeply into her blue eyes, “it’s going to be fine. Don’t be afraid. That’s a command.”

The bookish brunette’s face broke into a broad smile, and then she nodded in agreement. 

“Okay, I’m in.” She nodded. “Who’s going to go first?” 

I grinned as I looked around the group, and then my eyes found their way back to Morgana. I stared at her dark curly hair and soft blue eyes, and suddenly, I wanted to know everything about how her clever mind worked.

“You’ll go first,” I ordered, “and you won’t be afraid… you’ll free yourself from any barriers and allow us to penetrate your mind.” 

She quickly nodded in agreement and then took in a deep breath. 

“Alright, master,” she said, “I’m ready.” 

Penelope frowned when Morgana called me ‘master,’ but I ignored this for the time being. 

“Perfect,” I responded as I rubbed my hands together.

I turned my head and then looked at each witch, and they all had the same giddy expressions on their faces, even Penelope now. I could tell they were all excited, and so was I. 

“This should be incredibly informative,” Akira said in her best Morgana impersonation. 

The rest of the witches giggled, and Morgana turned a bright shade of pink. 

“Very funny,” the bookworm muttered. 

Once everyone was settled down, I took another look at each sexy witch and then grinned.

“Is everyone ready?” I asked. 

The witches all nodded in unison and then retrieved their wands. 

Morgana sat up straight, and her delicate features were set into a firm, stony expression. I knew she wasn’t going to fight against us, and her almond-shaped, ice-blue eyes were devoid of emotion as she prepared to allow us entry into her sophisticated mind. So, we all raised our arms and then aimed our wands at the composed bookworm before we uttered the spell. 

“Mentis imperium!” we all shouted at the same time. 

In the next moment, all our spells hit the bookworm at once, and then the common room vanished from view, and the world turned black.






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 7 

We were standing inside a colossal library, and all the witches, including Morgana, were staring up at the millions of different books with awe and amazement. We were stunned into silence until Akira whipped around and faced me with a wide smile and shimmering black eyes.

“Unholy shit, would you look at all this?” she snickered. “This place probably grows every day. I told you she was literally a walking library.” 

“I almost can’t believe it,” Vesta added as she craned her neck back, and her green hair tumbled over her shoulders. “It’s beyond impressive, Morgana.” 

“Yeah,” I breathed before I turned to look at the bookworm. “Morgana, this place is seriously incredible… you’re a fucking genius, and this just proves it.” 

“Thank you, Cole.” She blushed. “You’re all free to look around if you wish.”

We nodded and then split up to explore the depths of Morgana’s intellectual and overstimulated mind, and the further we wandered, the more expansive and cluttered it became. There was row after row of dust-covered books placed on long, golden shelves, and each tome was a distinct color, size, and style. The walls were a soft, velvety red, and the carpets were snow-white and littered with scraps of parchment. There was also a towering fireplace by the front of the library, and it cast a beautiful, warm glow on each nook and cranny of Morgana’s mind. Massive golden statues of different creatures, such as sphinxes and centaurs, were placed by the bookcases, and their eyes stared down at us as we continued to explore. 

When we came together by the fire, Faye nudged Morgana and then smiled. 

“What’s with the statues?” the redhead asked.

“The centaur and the sphinx represent intelligence and wisdom,” Beatrix replied instead. “Isn’t that right, Morgana?”

“It is.” The bookworm nodded. “They are some of my favorite creatures.” 

“They are positively exquisite,” Vesta drawled as she stared up at the statues in awe. “I love it. Do you see the curve of the stone work? A master artisan crafted these. It must have taken them many years of work. Ahhhh, I just love it. So beautiful.”

“Yeah, this place is fucking glorious.” Penelope grinned, and she seemed genuinely impressed. “How can you retain so much information, Morgana? It almost seems impossible, especially for a witch as young as yourself.” 

“I don’t know,” Morgana replied in a modest tone, and she shrugged her thin shoulders. “This is just years of built-up knowledge… I’m quite the voracious reader, it’s nothing special. I just really like learning new things.” 

“Don’t be so humble.” I smirked at the brunette. “You’re fucking brilliant. Own it.” 

“Cole’s right, it’s breathtakingly brilliant,” Beatrix commented, “and honestly, at first, I was irritated by your constant know-it-all attitude, but now I know why you’re always answering questions in class… Who wouldn’t want to show off this much information?” 

“Thank you,” the brunette replied with a deep blush. 

“Can we take a look at the books?” one of the twins asked, though I couldn’t tell if it was Ivy or Iris. “I mean, would you mind if we peeked inside and read a little?” 

“I don’t see why not.” Morgana shrugged. “I let you all in, didn’t I?” 

Once again, we eagerly split off into different directions, and then I quickly began studying the spines of different books along the golden shelves. As I scanned each one, I quickly realized these books were not just based off school material and general knowledge, but they also included her most precious memories. One of the books was entitled Grandma’s House, and out of curiosity, I retrieved it and then quickly flipped through the pages. 

On one of the pages, there was a beautiful illustration of a small girl with long dark curly hair and rosy cheeks, and she wore a plain black dress. She was sitting in front of a small cottage, and she had a tiny black cauldron in front of her. The picture began to move, and then the small girl began tossing herbs and other plants into the pot. 

“That’s me,” Morgana said from over my shoulder.

“But of course,” I chuckled before I gently shut the book. “I guess you were always experimenting with different potions, weren’t you?”

“It helped to pass the time.” She shrugged. 

I placed the book back on the shelf and then turned to look at Morgana. She had a sad smile plastered on her beautiful face, and I frowned in confusion.

“What’s the matter?” I asked. 

“Nothing… it’s just, I spent most of my life with my grandmother,” she explained. “I rarely spent any time with my parents before I joined the academy.”

 “I see.” I nodded.

“Don’t get me wrong, though,” she added quickly. “I loved living with my grandmother, and I hate to sound as if I’m complaining… especially when you don’t even have any memories of your own before Scholomance.”

Her words cut into me like a knife. She was right, I had no idea who I was, even after entering my own mind. There had been no clues about my childhood or any other indication of who I was before I came to Scholomance. As I thought more about this, Morgana’s beautiful face instantly fell, and she probably realized the heavy impact her words had on me.

“Oh, Cole,” she sighed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you feel bad.”

“It’s alright,” I answered softly. “Really, I’m okay.”

Before she could say another word, Akira suddenly jumped in between us, and she held up a blue book in front of her face. 

“Look what I found,” the black-eyed witch giggled. “It’s a book literally filled with all of Morgana’s kinks and sexual fantasies, and Cole, you’re on every single fucking page, you’ve got to take a look--” 

“Put that back,” the bookworm hissed, and her bright red blush began to crawl down her neck. 

“Oh, come on.” Akira rolled her eyes. “I’m only on page three… and there’s like a hundred pages in here.” 

“Akira,” I said with a half-smile. “Put it back, that’s an order.” 

Akira pouted but stared at me with large, obedient eyes before she let out a long, drawn-out sigh. 

“Yes, master,” she muttered as she turned away from us. 

“Thank you,” Morgana whispered as she looked deeply into my eyes. 

“Don’t mention it.” I winked. 

We continued to wander around the library, and finally, we all returned to the front of the fireplace, but as soon as we stood in front of the flames, I noticed Morgana’s face was paler than usual.

“Morgana, are you alright?” I frowned. “You’re not looking too good.”

“I’m just tired,” she replied as she leaned into me. “I think this little adventure is starting to take a toll on me.” 

“Let’s go, then,” I ordered. “Everyone, join hands and picture the common room.” 

The witches obediently complied, and as we were whisked away from Morgana’s mind, the library slowly faded from view. Within moments, we were all seated in a circle on the common room floor with a pitcher of wine in front of us. 

“That was fun.” Akira grinned as she looked at each of us. “So, who’s up for another round?” 

“I am,” Beatrix gasped, and her hand shot up into the air like we were in class. “Do me. Do me!”

Akira cackled under her breath, and then Morgana rolled her eyes. 

“Poor choice of words there, Bea,” Penelope scoffed. 

“Satan, you know what I meant,” the light-haired brunette grumbled as her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. “Come on, let’s go inside my mind. I’m not tired.”

“Well, I am,” Morgana sighed before she stood up. “I’m going to bed… goodnight, everyone.” 

We all bade the bookworm a good night before she stepped away from the group and then headed up to her bedroom. 

“Alright,” Beatrix said with a wide, cocksure smile. “I’m ready.”

Again, we raised our wands and aimed them at the willing witch, and then we muttered the incantation in unison. As the spells all hit Beatrix at once, her plum-colored eyes turned milky white, and the common room faded from view. 

After a moment, we were no longer sitting in a cozy, warm common room, but instead, our feet were planted on a cold and deserted beach. The sky was raven-black above us, there were no stars in sight, and the wind was icy and strong. There were no signs of any wildlife, either, and the beach felt dead and desolate. The sand was as black as the sky, and the water was a cold, dark murky gray. Jagged stones also cropped along the beach, and I could see frost coating the corners and edges of each boulder. 

“Unholy Satan,” Akira muttered through chattering teeth, and she wrapped her slender arms around her slim figure. “You really are one stone-cold bitch… and I mean that as a compliment.” 

“Thank you,” Beatrix answered with a smirk. 

“This is definitely something,” I remarked as I looked around. 

“It’s fucking freezing,” Vesta said as she furiously rubbed her lavender arms. “Can we go back, now? No offense, but I certainly preferred Morgana’s warm library compared to this.” 

“I’m inclined to agree,” Faye said through chattering teeth. “May we return? I think I’ve had enough… this place is simply lifeless, and it’s depressing… no offense, Beatrix.” 

“None taken.” The light-haired brunette shrugged. “I’m ready to leave if you are, Cole.” 

“In a moment,” I ordered as I looked out toward the sea. 

It may have been pitch black, but I could still count the waves as they crashed along the shore. There was something forebodingly beautiful about this place, and I found it intriguing that this was what the light-haired brunette’s mind looked like. She had a dark, but stunning mind, and at that moment, I swore to myself I would eventually have her as well. 

Then it was like my body took control over my mind as I stepped closer toward the rumbling surf. My feet moved toward the dark water, and for some inexplicable reason, all I wanted to do was submerge myself in the night sea. 

“Cole?” I heard Akira ask from behind me. “What are you doing?” 

I didn’t answer. All I could think about was stepping into the ocean, and as soon as my feet hit the water, the strangest thing happened. I expected my boots and trousers to be soaked, but instead, they felt dry. I peered down to gaze at the murky water, and suddenly, the sea began to glow as I waddled deeper into its depths. I could see traces of sea life underneath me, and it was almost as if I were looking into another world. 

The water almost felt rejuvenating, and I smiled to myself as I watched colorful fish swim past my legs and toward the shore. Then I turned back to look at the others and waved.

“Come on!” I urged. “You won’t get wet.” 

“What?” Beatrix shouted back.

“Just come in,” I called out. 

Even from afar, I could see the hesitation on the women’s faces, but then my coven slowly started to approach the water. As they sunk deeper into the depths and neared me, their faces turned from confusion into pure bewilderment. The others slowly began to join them, but Penelope was the last one to enter the water. By the time we were all immersed in the sea, though, more and more creatures began swimming toward us. 

“Look!” Faye exclaimed as she pointed to something in the distance. “I think I can see a nereid!” 

I glanced in the direction she was pointing at and noticed something bobbing its head up and down along the surface. I spotted a pair of feline-like orange eyes, and then the head completely emerged from the depths. It was a green-skinned, female, humanoid-creature, with seaweed-like hair and glimmering blue skin. 

“What is that?” I breathed in amazement.

“Sea nymphs,” Beatrix replied, and her eyes sparkled with excitement. “I used to be obsessed with them as a child.” 

The creature spotted us and simply stared back. A long moment passed, but when she was done examining us, the nymph ducked back into the water, and then we watched as she swam toward the horizon. 

“I guess she’s shy,” Akira commented. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Beatrix sighed dreamily. “I’m just glad I got to see one. Even if this is only my own mind.” 

“I see you have a great appreciation for creatures as well.” Faye grinned. “I most certainly approve.” 

“Not to mention the majestic waters,” Vesta added. “I just love how the moon reflects off the water like a painting captured by an artist who knows their work will live long past their existence. I know I bitched about the cold, but this scene certainly makes up for it. I just love the beauty.” 

The moon continued to shine brightly down on us as we slowly headed back to the shore, and when we stood dry on the sand, I turned back to look at the sea and wondered what other creatures were lurking in the abyss of Beatrix’s mind. 

When I was done admiring the sea, I turned to look at the witches, and I could tell they were exhausted. Even in the dark, I noticed their sallow complexions and trembling bodies, and I knew it was time to return. 

“Alright, let’s head back,” I commanded. “I think we’ve worn ourselves out for the night.” 

We all joined our frozen hands together and soon, the ebony beach faded from view. We slowly returned to the warm common room, and most of the witches bolted toward the fire to rub their hands and regain some feeling in their fingertips.

“That was certainly a trip,” Faye commented before she grabbed a blanket and wrapped it around herself. 

“Yeah, it was.” Beatrix yawned and then turned to look at the others. “I think I’ll be heading back to the dorm room as well. That spell took a heavy toll on me.”

We all watched as she slowly headed out of the common room and then closed the door quietly behind her. No one said a word for a long minute until Vesta yawned dramatically, and her silver eyes drooped with exhaustion. 

“Damn,” the lavender witch said as she stretched out her arms. “I’m starting to feel sleepy, too. I think we’d better call it a night.”

“Well, Luna did mention that mind entering was always a draining process,” Faye reminded us. “I’m starting to feel a little woozy as well.” 

They weren’t the only ones. My own body felt weak and in dire need of rest, and it felt as if I were fighting tooth and nail just to keep my eyes open. I tried to shake my head and rid myself of the sudden exhaustion, but it was just too overwhelming to bear. 

“We should all probably get some rest,” I suggested. “Penelope, Ivy, Iris… you’re more than welcome to sleep here if you wish. There’s plenty of room on the sofas… or in my bed. Whichever you’d prefer.”

“No thanks,” the twins replied in unison as they exchanged hesitant looks with one another. “We’d rather sleep in our own rooms… Penelope, are you coming?” 

“I’ll catch up with you,” she answered with a dismissive wave of her hand. 

The identical duo shrugged before they swiftly stood up and then headed toward the common room door. 

“More wine, Penelope?” Akira asked with tired eyes.

“One more cup, and then I’ll head back to my room.” Penelope nodded. 

“Well, I’m going to bed,” Faye added as she stood up.

“Me, too,” Vesta agreed. “Goodnight.”

I wished them goodnight before I turned to look at Akira and Penelope.

“Well, you two have fun.” I winked. “I’m going to bed… and my offer still stands. You two are more than welcome to join me.”

Penelope turned a bright shade of crimson while Akira giggled. 

“Sounds good,” the black-eyed witch answered, “but we’ll see what happens after we finish this wine.”

I chuckled and then shook my head as I headed up the stairs and toward my bedroom. The first thing I saw when I opened the door was Alexander, and he was curled up at the end of my bed and softly snoring. I quietly placed my dagger back inside my desk drawer before I stripped off my shirt and trousers. Then I climbed into bed, and as soon as my head hit the pillow, I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. 

When I woke up, the room was pitch black, and Alexander was still deep asleep on the foot of my bed. I slowly sat up and then looked around my dark bedroom. It must have been sometime in the middle of the night, and I knew there was no way I could force myself to fall back asleep. I was far too restless after my dinner with Headmaster Ravana, and I figured some late-night reading might help put me back to sleep. 

So, I gently slipped out of bed, grabbed a random textbook off my desk, slipped through the door, and then tiptoed down the stairs and back into the common room. The fire was still going, but I didn’t see anyone sitting in front of the flames. 

“Hey, Cole,” I heard Faye’s voice whisper from behind me.

I whipped around and saw the redhead sitting on her side of the staircase. She had a thick green blanket wrapped around her shoulders, and her emerald eyes were wide with energy.

“You couldn’t sleep, either, I take it?” I chuckled. 

“No,” she said with her golden-green eyes locked on mine.

There was something about the way she fluttered her dark eyelashes and chewed on her rosy lip that instantly turned me on, so I dropped the book and let it fall to the floor with a thud. 

Fuck studying. I had a better idea in mind. 

“Are we alone?” I drawled before I took a step closer to her. 

“Nope.” She shook her red hair. “Penelope decided to crash on the sofa.”

I turned to glance at the back of the sofa, but I couldn’t see anything besides a small hand splayed out and hanging over the armrest. When I inched closer and leaned over the backrest, I spotted a peaceful, sleeping Penelope. Her long eyelashes were like ginger curtains that shielded her from the soft glow of the fireplace, and her wine-stained lips were parted open as she breathed softly in her sleep. 

When I turned back to look at Faye, the blanket had slipped over her shoulders to reveal her plump, freckled breasts. They were practically spilling out of her sheer, white nightgown, and her red, thick wavy hair was plastered over her shoulders like a bloody waterfall. 

“Come here,” I beckoned. “Join me by the fire.”

I quickly glanced at the sleeping Penelope, who was just a couple of feet away from us. The front of the sofa was facing the flames, and her face was glowing from the fire. The soft light highlighted her perfect features as she breathed steadily in her deep sleep, and I knew that if she woke up, she’d have a perfect view of Fay and I fucking in front of the fire.

Perfect.

“Yes, master,” Faye purred as she let the blanket fall to the floor. 

As she sauntered over to me, I licked my lips and marveled at her hourglass figure, which was completely visible through her sultry nightgown. Her golden-green eyes were shimmering with lust and desire as she edged closer, and as soon as she stepped in front of me, I reached over and brushed a strand of red hair out of her eyes. 

“Take off your nightgown,” I commanded.

Faye smiled coyly at me before she tugged at the thin white fabric, and it fell over her body and spilled on the floor. As I stared at her freckled pale body and the small strip of red curls of hair between her legs, I instantly went hard, and my body jolted with fiery electricity. 

Without even asking, the redhead slowly got down on her knees and then tugged at my briefs. She pulled them down, and her eyes widened with joy as my erect cock sprang into view. Then she licked her rosy lips, and her breasts heaved up and down with each raspy breath she took. 

“Open your mouth,” I ordered, “and take me in… slowly. We have all night, and I want to enjoy you for hours.” 

“Ooooooh, yes, master,” she cooed, but as she opened her mouth, she turned to look at the sleeping Penelope, who was still fast asleep on the sofa. “But master, what about her?”

“Did I give you permission to ask questions?” I growled. “I want her to wake up from your screams and moans. Now… do as I say and open your mouth like a good girl.” 

“Of course, master,” Faye repeated as her gold-green eyes went hooded. “I can’t wait to taste you again.”

“Then shut up and do it,” I commanded. 

Her red lips parted open, and then she slowly ran her hot tongue along the underside of my throbbing cock and planted small kisses along my member as she slowly reached my flared tip. Then her eyes flicked upward to meet mine, right before she wrapped her wet lips all around my tip and took me in entirely. 

I groaned as soon as my dick was inside her hot mouth, and I shuddered as she ran her tongue along my thick member and moaned in pleasure. I grabbed a fistful of her red locks before I thrust deeper into her warm mouth and began to move my hips with more determination and fervor. As my cock fucked the back of her throat, she gagged and had tears in the corner of her eyes, but my obedient witch would never stop, not until I told her to. 

“Keep going,” I instructed. “I know you’re a hungry girl, aren’t you?” 

“Mmmmmm,” Faye moaned. 

She closed her eyes and groaned in pleasure as I continued to thrust deeper into her mouth. I steered her head along my dick, and as she swallowed me whole, she moaned and thirsted for more of my huge cock. My tip hit the back of her throat, and I tossed my head back as she continued to suck and lick my length in slow motions. Then she slid her full mouth along my dick until she reached my balls and gagged. She stared at me with watery eyes full of adoration and devotion, and her cheeks were rosy red as she continued to bob her head back and forth. 

“Use your hands,” I growled. 

Faye compliantly wrapped her small hands around my cock, and she simultaneously rubbed them along my length while she moved her head back and forth. The combined sensations of her hot wet mouth and her smooth, hard-working hands was almost too much to handle at once, and I nearly shot my cum into her greedy mouth. 

“Fuuuuuuck, yes,” I grunted. “Keep going. Don’t fucking stop.” 

I discreetly glanced at the sofa and was pleased to see Penelope was now wide awake. Her large brown eyes stared at the two of us, and her lips were parted open in awe and shock, but as soon as she met my stare, she quickly closed her eyes and pretended to go back to sleep.

But it was too late. I saw her, and I knew she wouldn’t dare leave now. 

Not now that we were putting on a show for her. 

I stared back down at my obedient redhead, and tears continued to well in the corners of her eyes as my member rolled across her hot, wet tongue and prodded the back of her throat again. I filled up her entire mouth, and she continued to grasp my base as she bobbed her mouth with slow strokes. 

“You are doing a wonderful job, Faye. Your mouth feels soooo good around my cock.” I ran my fingers through her thick hair as she stared into my eyes with a deep longing and desperation to please me. 

“Hmmm,” she purred around my dick, and she slurped and groaned for more. 

I maintained eye contact with her as I thrust deeper into her throat, “Good girl. Don’t fucking stop until I tell you to.” 

As I continued to fuck her mouth, Faye moaned and eagerly swallowed my precum, and then I shuddered as she slid her tongue along my shaft. 

“You taste so good, master,” she whimpered, and then she devoured my length again. 

“You’re hungry for my seed, aren’t you?” I chuckled. “Too bad… you’re going to have to be a little more patient.”

“Awww,” she pouted as soon as I pulled my cock out of her mouth, and then a wet popping sound echoed in the room. 

“What shall we do next?” I glanced back at Penelope out of the corner of my eyes and saw that her eyes were open again, but she had the blanket tucked around her face as if she were trying to hide her deep crimson blush. 

I looked back down at Faye, and as her red lips and eager eyes glistened under the firelight, it was clear she was growing impatient. 

“Oh, master,” she moaned. “You taste soooooo gooooood. Pleeeeeease, can I have some more?” 

“Be patient,” I ordered as I ran my fingers through her blood-red hair. “You’ll get everything you want in time.” 

Again, I discreetly glanced at the sofa, but Penelope still had her eyes locked onto us, and I smirked in satisfaction. I knew the orange-haired witch couldn’t look away, even if she wanted to, so I turned my attention back on the eager redhead, and I grabbed her hair a little harder before I gently shook her. 

“Get down on all fours,” I commanded before I released her. Then I took a small step back and changed positions, so I was standing directly behind her. 

“Yes, sir.” Faye adjusted herself, and once she was on all fours, she arched her back like a wild creature in heat and turned to look at me with hungry eyes. 

I had a magnificent view of her creamy ass and bright glistening pussy, and I couldn’t wait to be inside her wet, sopping tunnel. She was ready for me, but as much as I wanted to be inside her, I also wanted to take my time before I fucked her brains out. So, I stood behind her and slowly got down on my knees, and as Penelope watched closely, I began to tap my pulsating cock around the redhead’s throbbing clit and wet lips.

“Do you want me to fuck you now?” I teased. “You’ve been such a good girl… I think you deserve a reward.” 

“Ooooooh, yes, please, sir,” Faye groaned as she leaned her ass back. “Thrust your dick inside me, spread me open, and fill me up. I need your cream inside my womb. Please, Cole. I need you sooooo bad.” 

“You have to be patient,” I reminded her. 

I continued to tease the sexy redhead, and my head caught on the slippery folds of her entrance. I was about to push inside her, but her gasps and pleas for more stopped me. I enjoyed toying with her, almost as much as I loved fucking her. 

“Pleeeeeease,” she begged me. “Fuck me, Cole.”

“I’ll fuck you,” I relented, “but only when I say so. Beg me again.”

“Please, sir,” Faye whined. “Pleeeeeease, fuck me until I cum. Fuck me until I’m raw. Make me soaking wet from your seed.”

“As you wish,” I chuckled. 

Before she could say another word, I slowly slid into her sopping wet tunnel, and a breathy, satisfied moan escaped from her lips. I prodded deeper and deeper, and her moans grew louder as I filled her up with my throbbing cock. 

I glanced quickly at Penelope, and her brown eyes widened as I bucked my hips and groaned. Faye’s tight walls spasmed around my cock as I picked up the pace and thrust faster and deeper into her, and the redhead’s breathing grew labored as she panted for more.

“Pleeeeeease, don’t stop,” she begged. “I need you, Cole. It feels sooo good. Fuuuccckkkk…” 

I reached over to grab her long hair and pulled her back as I thrust into her, and she gasped as I pounded deeper into her trembling tunnel. My dick slid in until my balls were banging against her full ass, and in response, she arched her back even further and rocked her hips as guttural groans resonated in her chest. 

“Do you want more?” I teased as I slowed down and then pulled my hips back, and my cock nearly escaped from her pussy. 

“What are you--?” she started to ask, but before she could finish, I slammed my hips forward, and she cried out as I thrust even deeper into her womb. 

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I grunted. “And so tight. You love it when I fuck you, don’t you?”

“Ooooooh, yes!” Faye panted. “That feels soooooo gooooood… please, master, don’t stop.” 

“I’m the one who gives the commands,” I growled. “Don’t forget that.”

Before she could say another word, I slapped her ample ass, and her body jerked a little from the sudden sting as she gasped and moaned for more. I glanced back at Penelope, and her eyes grew as wide as saucers as Faye struggled to catch her raspy breaths. I continued to slam my hips against her skin, and then I slapped her ass again and again. 

“Yes, fuuuuuck, yes,” Faye gasped. “Punish me, Cole.” 

“As I said, I’m the one in control,” I reminded her as I pulled her hair. “Remember?” 

“Hmmmmmm, yes,” she whimpered softly. “I’m sorry, master. How can I make it up to you?”

“You can get on your back,” I ordered. “Right now.”

“But, master…” she pleaded. “I’m so close. Please?” 

“No,” I grunted. “You’re going to be a good girl and cum when I say so.” 

The redhead moaned in protest before she moved her body forward, and I slowly slid out of her dripping tunnel. When she rolled down onto the floor and was splayed on her back, her golden-green eyes were filled with longing, and I smirked at the sight. 

I slowly climbed on top of her and grinned as she bit down on her rosy red lips. Then, with our eyes locked, I reached in between her legs and slid two fingers inside her warm, wet pussy. 

“Cole!” she gasped as I drew my digits in and out of her, and then she began to squeeze her freckled breasts and pluck at her pink nipples. 

“Soooo wet,” I groaned. “Good girl.” 

The redhead’s hands were trembling as she touched herself, and her eyes were filled with feral desire as she bit down on her lip. Blood trickled out from between her white teeth as I prodded deeper into her clenching hole, and then I reached down to lick the salty blood from her lips. When our mouths clashed, she pulled me in closer until our tongues snaked together, and I could taste sweet wine and blood. As our kiss deepened and grew more demanding, I crooked both fingers inside her pussy, and she pulled away with a surprised gasp. 

“Oh, Cole, that feels soooooo gooooood,” she moaned, “but I can’t take it anymore, I need your cock more than anything in all the realms. Please… Please…”

“Only if you ride me until you scream,” I whispered as I leaned down and then nibbled on her earlobe. 

“Y-Yes,” she stuttered. “Yes, master. I’ll do whatever you want.” 

“Good girl,” I whispered as I pulled my fingers out of her hot, soaking wet pussy. 

I adjusted myself, and when I was on my back, the redhead eagerly hovered her red pussy over the tip of my throbbing cock. She was about to slide her desperate pussy onto my dick, but then I grabbed onto her hips and dug my nails into her skin. 

“I said you could ride me, but I didn’t give you permission to start,” I teased. “Did you forget who was in charge?” 

“Noooooo, master,” she pouted, “but please, I need you to fill me up. I need you soooooo fucking bad, it hurts. My body aches everywhere. I’m on fire for you.”

I grinned before I began to bat my cock along her wet folds, and she moaned each time my tip was close to her spasming, hungry hole. As soon as I guided her body down onto my cock, her rosy lips quivered, and then her golden-green eyes rolled into the back of her head. 

“Ohhhhhhh!” We both groaned in unison once we were connected. 

“My pussy needs your cock.” She started to roll her hips, and her movements quickly grew more savage and demanding as if she were riding a wild horse. 

“How does that feel?” I grinned. “You need my cock to make you feel whole, don’t you?” 

“Y-Yes, sir,” Faye whimpered. “You feel soooooo damn gooooood. I need you. I need you forever, Cole. You make me whole.”

I cast another quick glance in Penelope’s direction, and her lips were parted slightly as she stared at us with glassy eyes. I grinned as I turned to look back at Faye, and her freckled, pale breasts bounced as she rode on my dick. 

“Ooooooh, Cole, I’m going to cum!” she squealed. 

“Not yet,” I growled. 

“B-But--” she started, but then I dug my nails deeper into her creamy flesh. 

“I said, not yet,” I growled. 

“Y-Yes, sir,” she whimpered as she swayed in circles on my cock, and sweat dripped between her breasts and trickled down her stomach. 

I was nearing my threshold as she fervently bounced on my dick, and it took all my willpower not to explode inside her. Then her red lips parted open as she moaned and planted her hands on my chest, and her nails dug into my skin as I bucked my hips up and ground deeper into her hot, wet womb. She tossed back her red hair and then squeezed her eyes shut as her walls clenched around my cock. 

“Coooooole!” she nearly screamed. “Please, master!”

“Alright,” I drawled. “You can cum now.” 

As she came, she screamed out in satisfaction, and her entire body quivered on top of me as if an electric spell had hit her. Hot liquid gushed out of her entrance a moment later, and the sloppy sounds of her fucking me filled the common room as she rode out her climax. 

“I’m going to fill you up, Faye,” I grunted as my orgasm matched her own, and then my cock pulsed as it shot a gallon of seed up into her waiting womb. As the redhead’s tight pussy milked me for every drop of sperm, my entire body convulsed with feral pleasure, and I struggled to regain my breath as the room spun around for a minute while our bodies took pleasure from each other. 

Her abused pussy was sweltering hot now, and my cum dripped down her soft thighs as she gently pulled herself off me and tried to steady her strenuous breathing. We both splayed out naked in front of the fire, and we were covered in each other’s juices and sweat. The room smelled of sex, and our heavy panting echoed in the room. 

When I finally regained my breath, I turned to look at Penelope, and I was surprised to see she was gone. She must have slipped out of the room just after we came, but it didn’t matter. She knew what she was missing, and I was sure she’d be thinking about it for the rest of the night.

“That was amazing,” Faye sighed as she snuggled up next to me. “I’m filled to the brim with your cream. It feels warm and wonderful inside of me. Thank you, master.”

I grinned as I looked down at the red-faced witch, and then I brushed a few wild strands of hair out of her hungry eyes. 

“How about we go for another round?” I growled. “But this time, in my bedroom?” 

She nodded eagerly and then made a beeline toward the staircase, and I chuckled to myself before I followed the kinky redhead back up to my room.

I planned to fuck her Wicca brains out until sunrise. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 8 

When I woke up, Faye’s warm, naked body was pressed tightly against me, and I could feel her perky nipples poking into my ribcage. She had one pale arm draped over my chest, and Alexander was at the foot of the bed, curled up into a black ball of fur. I chuckled to myself, and I gently pushed a few strands of red hair out of the freckled witch’s face before she began to stir.

“Good morning.” I grinned when her green-gold eyes fluttered open. “How did you sleep?” 

“Amazingly,” Faye sighed and smiled in return. “You really wore me out… in the best way possible.” 

I leaned down to plant a kiss on her red and slightly swollen lips, and then I smirked. 

“As much as I’d like to replay last night,” I drawled as I traced a finger along her back, “I think we’d better get up… class is going to begin soon.” 

“I know,” she grumbled and pressed her nude body against me, “but I’d give anything to stay in bed all day.”

“Me, too,” I admitted, “but we have work to do.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” She nodded. 

The redhead dramatically yawned and then stretched out her arms before she slowly climbed out of bed. As soon as her feet were planted on the floor, she pulled the red bed sheet off the mattress and wrapped it around herself. 

“Red looks good on you.” I grinned. “But naked looks even better.”

“Thanks.” She blushed before she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’ll see you downstairs?”

“Yeah.” I nodded. “I’ll be down in a minute.” 

“Thank you for last night, Cole. It was wonderful.” The luscious redhead blew me a quick kiss before she slipped through the door and closed it shut. 

Alexander jolted awake from the sudden noise, and then he turned to look at me with squinting red eyes. 

What time is it? he asked.

“Why?” I chuckled. “Do you have somewhere to be? A date with Silvia, perhaps?”

Maybe I do, he responded in a feisty tone. Is that such an impossibility?

“No, of course not,” I said with both hands raised in defense. “Excuse the shit out of me.” 

Well, whatever, he answered after a moment. It just so happens I don’t have anywhere to be, so I’ll be going back to sleep. Have a good day, and try not to die. I like you.

“I’ll do my best,” I snickered as I pulled the covers off. 

I headed over to the velvet chair by the window and found a fresh set of clothing folded neatly. I quickly got dressed and then headed downstairs to meet the others, and as soon as I stepped into the common room, all heads turned to face me. My coven was dressed in their usual black plaid skirts and button-down blouses, and each one, aside from Akira, had their long hair pinned up into neat buns. They were all sitting on one of the couches and eating a hearty breakfast that I assumed Cordelia had laid out for them. 

“Good morning, Cole.” Morgana smiled. “I hope you’re ready for today. I sure am.”

“I’m always ready for premonition.” I grinned before I snatched a piece of toast off the table. “It’s my favorite class.” 

“I wonder how intensive this course is going to be,” Faye wondered aloud. “You know… considering that premonition is the basis of the final game.”

“Well, it’s Theodora,” Akira said after she swallowed a mouthful of oatmeal. “The woman is brilliant but also bat-shit crazy. I wouldn’t be surprised if she sent us to the nether regions for practice.”

Everyone turned to look at Morgana, but surprisingly, she remained tight-lipped, and her eyes were solely focused on her small plate of breakfast. 

“Really?” Vesta chuckled. “Morgana, you’re not going to jump to the headmistress’ defense?” 

“There’s a fine line between madness and brilliance,” Morgana said after a long moment. “She has her reasons for pushing us to the limit… and it’s because she believes in us. You should all know that by now.” 

“Morgana’s right,” I added before I took a bite out of my toast. “We shouldn’t doubt Theodora… and we shouldn’t insult her… no matter what she puts us through.” 

“Yeah,” Akira sighed. “You’re both right… I’m sorry.” 

“It’s fine,” I said before I shoved the rest of the toast into my mouth. “Anyway, we’d better get going. We can’t be late.”

We quickly finished the remnants of our breakfast and then collected our books, parchment, and quills before we sped out the door and into the hallway. As usual, witches were sprinting through the corridors and trying to get to class before their respective professors arrived. We raced past the Advanced Shadow room where Luna was cursing loudly as pots and cauldrons spilled to the floor, and each one of us chuckled as we ran to the next classroom. 

When we opened the door, we all stood paralyzed at the threshold. This chamber was twice as large as any other classroom, and students were wandering through the two-story space with awed expressions plastered on their faces. On the top floor, there were dozens of wooden bookcases filled with hundreds, if not thousands of books. Small goblin-like creatures were climbing on the ladders and rearranging and dusting the books, and they were squealing at each other in other languages as they did so. Above us, large, exotic birds flew across the black iron chandelier, and they were all made up of unusual colors and patterns. I quickly spotted a bright red phoenix with golden feathers perched on top of a bookcase, and his eyes were the color of fire. His gaze was both penetrating and mesmerizing, and as I stared back, I felt as if I were gazing at a hundred different lifetimes. 

When I averted my eyes to study the bottom floor, I noticed hundreds of long, sleek black desks, paired with large, purple velvet chairs, and there was also a cauldron placed in the middle of each table. The room was boisterous and chaotic, not only because of the wandering students but because there were books, herbs, quills, and other items floating through the air and bobbing toward three large wooden armoires placed at the back of the room. The objects were arranging themselves on the shelves, while a duster came by and cleaned each one with delicate precision and care. 

“Wow,” Morgana gawked as she took a small step forward. “This is my favorite room so far. No contest.” 

“You’ve said that before.” Akira smirked. 

“She’s right, though,” Faye commented with wide green eyes. “This room is absolutely marvelous… and look at the gnomes, aren't they adorable?”

“The room is bursting with so much life,” Vesta gasped. “I love it.”

“Why, thank you,” a familiar voice said from behind us. “I spent quite a bit of time decorating.” 

We whipped around, and Theodora was standing there with her hands folded neatly in front of her. This morning, she was wearing a blood-red gown with a lace collar and leather black gloves. Her dark hair was pinned back with a large, raven-skull bone pin, and she was wearing a pair of small, gold earrings with a ruby stone embedded in their centers. 

“Oh, Headmistress!” Morgana gasped before she placed a hand on her chest. “We were just admiring your magnificent classroom.”

“Well, I’m sure you can appreciate it from your desk,” Theodora replied with a small smile. “Come on, now. We have work to do.” 

We muttered our agreements before we took our places at a desk by the front of the room. As soon as we sat down, Penelope and her group waltzed inside, and when the bright-haired witch glanced in my direction, she turned tomato red and then snapped her head around. Since they were the last students to arrive, though, they were forced to take a seat at a table next to ours, and Penelope refused to even glance our way as she unpacked her belongings. 

“What’s her problem?” Akira asked as she nudged me. “Bad hangover, perhaps?”

“I don’t think that’s it,” I replied with a dark chuckle. “Don’t worry about it.” 

Akira shrugged and then proceeded to open her textbook, but as soon as she did, the book furiously snapped shut.

“What the fuck?” she muttered. 

The short-haired witch attempted to open the book again, but it refused to budge. She then slammed the book on her desk and stared hopelessly at the rest of us, and we all did our best not to laugh at her distraught face. 

“Having trouble there?” Vesta teased as her silver eyes sparkled.

“Shut up,” Akira growled. “Why don’t you try and open yours?” 

Vesta shrugged, but as she tried to pry her own book open, the pages stitched together, and no matter how hard she tried to pull them apart, it was useless. 

I quickly glanced in Theodora’s direction, and she was staring right at our table with a small smirk plastered on her beautiful face.

“There’s no point trying to open it, ladies,” the older witch called out. 

Vesta and Akira immediately stopped trying to open their books, and they turned their attention back to the headmistress. Their faces were flushed a bright pink as they slowly placed the stubborn books back on the table, and I stifled a snicker. 

“Why is that, Headmistress?” Morgana asked.

“Because I want to test your knowledge before you flip to the answer,” Theodora replied in a relaxed tone. “Now, who can tell me what the four levels of psychic abilities are? By now, you should know them by heart.” 

As predicted, Morgana’s hand shot up into the air as quickly as a bolt of lightning, and she strained herself as she reached as high as she could.

“I know, pick me,” she muttered under her breath. “Pick me.” 

“Yes, Miss Morgana?” Theodora asked in an amused tone. “You seem to be the only one who knows the answer, anyway.” 

“There is apportation, which is the ability to teleport and manipulate objects with one’s mind, and then there’s telepathy, which is the gift of mind-reading,” Morgana recited as she dropped her hand. “Telesthesia is the third one, and that’s the ability to see threats and obstacles beforehand… and finally, there’s psychoscopy, which is the most difficult one.”

“And that is?” Theodora asked with her head tilted to the side. 

“The ability to obtain information from someone through touch,” the bookish brunette replied. “It was often used by highly skilled Wicca to obtain information from enemies.” 

“Excellent, Miss Morgana.” Theodora grinned with pride. “Now, not every witch is born with a natural talent for these skills, and that’s alright. It’s all about the strength that courses through your veins, so do not fret if you experience difficulties. It just takes time and an immense amount of patience.” 

I heard Morgana gulp, and I knew the dedicated bookworm would rather die than disappoint the headmistress. 

The rest of the class fell silent as Theodora slowly paced around the classroom and then stared at each student. Finally, she stopped at the back of the room, and without uttering a word, she waved her hand in the air. Then all the birds flew into their cages at once, and when the pens locked behind them, Theodora glanced at Penelope’s table.

“Beatrix, can you tell me what skill I just used?” she asked in a sweet tone. 

“Apportation?” Beatrix responded in a small voice. 

“Excellent,” Theodora said as she clasped her hands together, “and that’s the first skill we’ll be practicing today. Now, who’s ready?” 

When no one responded, Theodora tossed her hands into the air and then chuckled. “Well, it doesn’t matter if you’re ready or not. You have no choice. Now, the first thing I want you to do is open your books to page nine-hundred-and-forty-three.” 

As people began to reach for their books, Theodora clapped loudly, and then everyone’s heads whipped back in her direction.

“Not with your hands!” she sighed impatiently. “With your minds… you’ll need to focus all your determination and willpower into this simple task, and when your mind is free from all doubt, you will recite the incantation ‘motus,’ in your head, of course. Understood?” 

Everyone nodded in agreement and then narrowed their eyes on the book, and I took in a slow, deep breath as I focused on the pages. 

Motus. 

Then I pictured the thick, creamy sheets of parchment turning in my mind until they landed on page nine-hundred-and-forty-three. As I stared at the book, my brain felt like it was going to split open, and even though the pain made my eyes sting and water, the book began to shake on the desk. After a moment, the pages started to flutter open, and a smile broke across my face. When the book finally landed on the correct page, Theodora clapped her hands and then grinned at me. 

“See class?” she asked. “Cole’s done it… all you need to do is focus. Well done, Cole.”

I nodded in gratitude and then studied the page. There was a beautiful sketch of a woman with bright eyes and long, dark hair that reached her toes, and she was holding a small glowing orb while birds flew around her head like a crown. When I turned my attention back to my coven, all of them were red in the face, and there were frustrated tears in the corners of their eyes as they fought to open their books. 

“Broom fucker,” Akira growled. “Why won’t it work?” 

“Just free your mind,” I whispered. “You’re all overthinking it… and you’re concerned you’ll disappoint the headmistress.”

“Not only her,” Morgana added in a small voice. “We don’t want to disappoint you, either.”

“That would be a fate worse than anything,” Vesta remarked with her silver eyes lowered. 

“Don’t worry about disappointing me.” I winked. “You are mine, and I’m proud of you. I know you four are powerful. Just do it.”

My women all flushed a deep shade of crimson before they smiled, and I knew all they needed was a little bit of encouragement. 

“Alright, fuck it.” Akira smirked. “Let’s try it again and not give up until we get it.” 

The witches all focused their attention on the textbooks, and their eyes never left the objects, even when they trembled and struggled to keep focus. Finally, Morgana’s textbook flipped open and then landed on the correct page, and a moment later, so did Faye’s, Vesta’s, and Akira’s. 

“We did it!” Faye squealed. 

“I told you,” I answered as I leaned back in my chair. “All you needed to do was believe in yourselves.” 

When I discreetly glanced at Penelope’s table, I noticed the bright-haired witch had already managed to open her book, and so had Beatrix. However, the poor twins were still struggling with the task, and I could tell they were losing their patience. 

Just then, Penelope accidentally caught my eye, and she flushed an even deeper shade of red before she turned away. 

I wondered how long she would continue feeling embarrassed about last night, and I hoped it would pass quickly. I knew deep down that she craved to feel the same way as Faye had, and soon, she would finally give in to her wild desires and submit herself to me.

I was fucking sure of it. 

“Now that most of you have opened your books to the correct page,” Theodora began and drew my attention back to the lesson, “we’ll move on to the next course of action… telepathy. Who would like to read what is on the page? Anyone besides Miss Morgana, that is.” 

The class went quiet as Theodora scanned the room, but then her ice blue eyes fell on me, and her lips twitched into a small smile. 

“Cole?” she drawled. “Would you please read the passage on telepathy?” 

“Sure,” I answered with a shrug.

My eyes flicked down to the page, and again, I studied the strange woman on the sheet before I cleared my throat and began to read aloud. 

“Telepathy is considered to be one of the most difficult aspects of premonition,” I recited. “Not every Wicca, warlock, or magical creature can possess or control such a skill. It is considered a rare talent and can take years to master. If misused or abused in any way, it can kill you in a matter of seconds. To gain insight into someone else’s inner thoughts and desires, you must use all your energy to absorb their aura, and when you think you’ve opened up the gates to their mind, you may read whatever they’re thinking.” 

“Precisely,” Theodora answered with her chin raised. “Again, for this next assignment, I’ll warn you not to be disheartened if you cannot read your partner’s thoughts clearly on the first try, so go easy on yourselves. I don’t want anyone’s head to literally explode in my classroom. Now, I want you all to pair off with someone and be quick about it. Oh, and I don’t want you to think of something simple like a color… dig a little deeper this time. We are layered creatures, and there are dark secrets that are locked away in our minds… try to pry open that lock and dig inside. This technique will be a little more trying than the others, considering there is no incantation involved. You must simply use the power of your naked mind. Now, go on. Pair off.” 

I nodded and turned to look at my coven, but Theodora quickly darted over to us and placed her hand on the table.

“Actually, I would prefer if you all paired off with someone from the other team,” she said in a faint voice. “I’ll take one of the twins… Satan knows they need extra help.” 

“Yes, Headmistress.” I nodded.

Without hesitation, I marched over to Penelope’s table and took a seat next to her, and as soon as she saw me, she dramatically rolled her brown eyes. 

“Great,” she mumbled. “It’s you.”

“Don’t pretend like you’re disappointed.” I smirked. 

“Whatever,” she sighed and refused to look at me. “Can we please just get this over with?” 

“Sure.” I shrugged. “Do you want to go first?” 

“Fine,” she growled with her arms crossed. 

I chuckled to myself before I gently sat back in my seat and placed my hands behind my head, and Penelope squirmed in her seat as she turned to face me. 

“Well, get on with it.” I smirked as the bright-haired witch stared long and hard at me and furrowed her orange eyebrows. 

Her pretty face twisted and contorted with frustration, and her hands trembled by her sides as she fought to enter inside my mind.

“I-I think I see something,” she muttered as she raised her hands and pressed them against her temples.

“Stop overthinking,” I reminded her. “Just focus on me.” 

She took in a sharp breath and then steadied her trembling hands, and as I stared into her chocolate brown eyes, she parted her lips and started to breathe normally. She was finally at ease, and then after a long moment, her eyes widened in shock.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I could see bloody rain,” Penelope muttered. “I saw cloaked women, and a black forest, but the rain… it was thick and metallic… I could almost taste it on the tip of my tongue.” 

“That was a memory,” I replied with a nod. “My first night here.”

“You mean… it worked?” She grinned. “I did it?”

“You did it.” I smiled in return.

“Fuck, yeah!” she exclaimed before she slammed her hand down on the desk. Then the satisfied witch turned to look at me and leaned forward. “Now, do me.” 

“Don’t mind if I do.” I smirked. “You seemed to enjoy the show last night, so I was wondering when you’d ask.”

“O-Oh, shut up and just do the spell,” Penelope stuttered as her face flamed a bright red. 

“Alright, alright,” I snickered and sat up straighter in my seat. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch.”

Penelope grumbled under her breath and shifted uneasily in her seat, but I let my laughter die down as I focused on the orange-haired witch before me. Then I inhaled sharply and looked deeply into her large brown eyes, and I was so close to her face that I caught wisps of her lavender and rose perfume and could count the small, barely-there freckles across her cheeks. 

As I stared long and hard at the beautiful but secretive witch, I began to see past the fog of her mind. She had stone walls preventing me from entering her consciousness, but I fought against them and was able to break them down. When I finally broke into her thoughts, I thought I could see something in the distance. It appeared as if there were two naked bodies entangled with each other, and it took me a moment to recognize the pair. 

It was Penelope and me. We were fucking in a dark room, and I was on top of her and thrusting deep into her pussy as she cried out for me to fill her up with my cum. I smiled to myself as I watched the two of us screwing like wild animals, and when I was pulled out of the fantasy, I smirked at the orange-haired witch.

“What?” she asked, and her orange eyebrows pinched together in confusion. “What did you see?”

“I saw us,” I replied in a cool tone. “We were having sex.”

“What?” Penelope shrieked so loudly that several students turned to look at us with raised eyebrows. 

“I’m just reporting what I saw.” I smirked and raised my hands in mock defense.

The embarrassed witch flushed a deep shade of purplish-pink and then leaned in closer to whisper. “That can’t be possible.” 

“Desires are a part of the mind, are they not?” I grinned.

“W-Whatever,” she stuttered, and she scooted her chair a few inches away from me. “Don’t overthink it.”

“Oh, I won’t,” I chuckled, “but you sure will.”

Penelope flushed an even deeper shade of red, and then she turned away from me with her arms crossed and a pout on her lips. 

“Whatever,” she mumbled. 

Before I could say another word, Theodora clapped her hands together and then looked around the room with a satisfied smile.

“Well done, class,” she remarked. “That’s it for today. Most of you are dismissed, and I highly suggest you read more of the texts. It may help you if you’re struggling more than most. Have a ghoulishly pleasant day, now!” 

“But Headmistress,” a short witch with dark purple hair and pink skin squealed. “What about the other two skills?”

“You mean psychoscopy and telesthesia?” Theodora asked with her head tilted to the side. “I’m afraid that’s only for more advanced students… with minor exceptions, of course.”

It didn’t take a premonition genius to guess that the two Scholomance teams were the minor exceptions. 

“Oh,” the witch who had spoken up muttered, and she slumped in her seat.

“Alright, off with you, now,” Theodora said as she waved her hands. “Off with you!”

The rest of the class rushed off while the two Scholomance teams remained in their mismatched seats, and then Penelope turned to look at me.

“Is she seriously going to teach us psychoscopy and telesthesia?” she asked with wide brown eyes.

“I don’t see why not.” I shrugged. “They’re going to be crucial components of the game, aren’t they?”

“I suppose…” she answered slowly. “That doesn’t make me feel any less nervous, though.”

“You’ll be fine,” I reassured her with a wink. “If you’re as brilliant as you are hot, then you shouldn’t have a problem.”

Penelope flushed and then looked around the room. It was empty now, and when I glanced at my coven, I could tell they were nervous. 

“Now, now,” Theodora tutted. “Don’t look so miserable, for hell’s sake.” 

“A-Apologies, Headmistress,” Morgana stuttered. “It’s just that… well, you said so yourself, the last two abilities of premonition are usually reserved for more advanced students.” 

“And?” Theodora asked with a raised eyebrow. “Do you not already consider yourselves to be more advanced than the rest of your class?”

“I suppose so,” Morgana murmured after a long moment.

“So, stop complaining and follow me,” Theodora instructed. “We’ll be heading down into the deep dungeon… and it’s a long walk, so let’s get a move on, shall we?”

The others turned pale and then exchanged terrified looks with one another, and I seemed to be the only one who wasn’t shaking in their boots.

“What’s in the deep dungeon?” I asked. 

“Oh, just the usual,” Theodora replied with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Nothing to fret about.”

“It’s where the professors keep the deadliest creatures and prisoners,” Penelope hissed into my ear. 

“Ah.” I nodded. That sounded about right, but we’d dealt with worse before, so we could do this, too.

When no one made a move to leave, Theodora snapped her fingers impatiently in our direction.

“Daylight is wasting,” she scoffed, and she sounded very much like her daughter right then. “Let’s get a move on.”

The headmistress swirled her skirts and headed toward one of her cabinets pressed against the stone wall. Then she muttered something under her breath, and the piece of furniture gently moved aside to reveal a stone door. As Theodora stared at the entrance, it slowly swung open, and then she turned to look at us.

“Let’s have some fun.” She grinned just before she slipped into the unknown.

I didn’t know exactly what was lurking down there, but whatever it was, I knew it was going to push us to our absolute limits. 

Even if it killed us. 

But I wasn’t about to back down from a challenge. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 9 

Theodora hadn’t been exaggerating about the dungeons. 

We’d been walking down countless flights of stairs for I didn’t know how long, and the air was growing danker and colder by the minute. The headmistress lit our way with her wand, but there wasn’t much to see anyway. The pale stone steps were cracked and covered in moss and grit, the stone walls were the same color and texture as the steps, and the only difference between them was the occasional bloodstain. 

“Um, Headmistress,” Morgana panted. “Just how far underground are we?” 

“We’re in the deepest bowels of the castle,” Theodora responded without turning around. “We decided to keep some of our prisoners down here where no students could get to them and vice versa. It’s better to be safe, rather than sorry, wouldn’t you agree?” 

“How long have you been keeping dangerous prisoners down here?” Akira questioned. 

“For decades,” Theodora responded in a matter-of-fact tone. “Even long before I became the headmistress.” 

“Cool,” the black-eyed witch answered. “I dig it.” 

“Of course, you do,” I snickered under my breath. 

“Not that I’m complaining, Headmistress,” Beatrix said, “but how much farther do we have to go?”

“It’s not too far now,” Theodora answered. “I’m starting to realize that none of you possess the virtue of patience, and patience is a key component of premonition.”

“We may not be patient, but we’re bloodthirsty as fuck,” Akira quipped, and her black eyes glinted in the dim light of Theodora’s wand. “That has to count for something, doesn’t it?” 

“I suppose it does,” the headmistress chuckled. “Now, keep up. The sooner we get down into the dungeons, the sooner you can practice.” 

Even though we’d been walking for what felt like over half an hour, every nerve in my body was pulsating with excitement and curiosity. I pictured the vilest and most dangerous creatures lurking down in the dungeon, and instead of feeling fear, I felt pure adrenaline. 

Who knew what we would have to face? I had no idea, but I was eager to find out. 

I was ready for fucking anything. 

Finally, we reached the last step, and the entire floor was pitch black, even with Theodora’s light to guide the way. As soon as we were all situated on the dirt floor, Theodora raised her free hand, and then the entire dungeon burst with light. Candles hung from scones on the walls, and there was also an ocean of floating candles hovering directly above us. When I glanced around the ice-cold room, all I could see were wide, wooden doors, and each one had a set of small metal bars covering a sliver of an opening at the top. We heard deep growls and a chorus of other voices echoing throughout the dank room, and I knew there had to be at least a dozen creatures down here.

“Now, what you see before you are the prisoners I mentioned,” Theodora explained. “We rarely use them for academic practice, especially for students of your age and magical level, but as you guessed, we make occasional exceptions.” 

When I turned to look at the others, each witch had pale lips and wide, terrified eyes, and they all jumped back as something slammed its body against one of the doors. The wooden barrier creaked and groaned, and splinters shot out into the air like a rain of small arrows. 

For a split second, I genuinely thought it was going to break down. 

“Let me out of here, you goddamn bitch!” a deep, menacing voice growled. “You’ll be fucking sorry if you don’t.” 

“How rude,” Vesta muttered under her breath.

“As you can clearly hear,” Theodora said as she rolled her eyes, “these beasts lack manners… so don’t pay any attention to their insults. Anyway, who would like to go first?”

Morgana meekly raised her hand into the air, and I could see she was trembling. 

“Ah, Miss Morgana?” Theodora smiled. “How brave of you.”

“Actually, Headmistress,” the brunette responded awkwardly, “I was hoping you could tell us what we’re going to be doing first.”

“Well, I was going to get to that,” Theodora said as she clucked her tongue. “I wasn’t about to let you just guess. You’re still not advanced enough for that.”

“Err… I knew that.” The bookworm blushed deeply. “I was just making sure.” 

“Well, the first thing you will be practicing is how to foresee a dangerous circumstance before it arrives,” the headmistress explained. “So, as you can obviously guess, behind each door lies a different human or creature. Your goal is to sense the danger they possess before I open the door--”

“But how do we do that?” Penelope interjected. “There could be at least a hundred different spells and possibilities.” 

“I was just about to get to that, Miss Penelope,” Theodora said as she arched a sharp eyebrow. 

The bright-haired witch clamped her mouth shut and then looked down at her feet, and an awkward silence filled the air as the headmistress stared long and hard at the outspoken witch.

“She meant no disrespect, Headmistress,” Beatrix mumbled after the silence became deafening. “She’s just nervous.” 

“It’s quite alright.” Theodora nodded. “I understand you all have your reservations and fears, but those qualities will prevent you from achieving premonition greatness, so you must learn to set them aside, understood?” 

“Yes, Headmistress,” we all replied in unison.

“Excellent.” Theodora smiled. “Now, as with all premonition skills, you must keep an open and free mind as you focus on your mysterious opponent. Then you must quickly decipher which spell would be the best one to use. For example, if I were faced with a centaur, what spell would best disarm the quick and cunning creature?”

“Glacio?” Morgana suggested. “Or perhaps, Conligo?” 

“Excellent, Miss Morgana,” Theodora replied. “Centaurs are quick, so a freezing or paralyzing spell would be best. As you focus on your potential opponent, you must silently repeat the word ‘periculum,’ and you should be able to see your foe before they appear. If not… well, we’ll worry about that later.” 

We all nodded in mutual understanding and then pulled out our wands.

“Oh, no, no,” Theodora tutted. “No wands, I want you to use your hands to predict your foe. You may use your wands once you figure out what you’re facing, but not before that.” 

The witches around me exchanged panicked looks with each other before they slowly tucked their wands back into their skirts, and I slipped my own wand up my sleeve. 

“Now, who’s ready to go first?” Theodora asked. 

No one said a word, and several witches even took a small step back. I knew someone had to be first, though, so why not me?

“I’ll go,” I offered with my chin raised.

“Very good, Cole,” Theodora answered. “Come and stand by my side.” 

I took a small, tentative step forward and joined the headmistress, and when I was standing shoulder to shoulder with her, she turned to face me. 

“Are you ready?” she asked. “Is your mind open?”

Before I answered, I took in a deep breath and tried not to picture the endless possibilities that could be lurking behind these wooden doors. 

“As much as possible,” I finally responded. 

“Excellent,” Theodora answered as she took a small step back. “Now, face the door and prepare yourself. You can do this, Cole.” 

I adjusted myself, planted my feet firmly on the ground, and then raised my hands. With all my mental strength, I focused on the door, and then something heavy slammed against it. I didn’t flinch, even though several witches gasped loudly.

“Be quiet,” Theodora hissed at the others. 

I swallowed hard and then forced my mind to turn into a blank slate. As I studied the door, my mind slowly freed itself from any fear and doubt, so I took one more deep breath before I thought of the incantation.

Periculum.

Then, as clear as day, I pictured a massive bird with a gigantic beak, razor-sharp talons, and wings made from steel. Its eyes were the color of blood, and it was larger than any bird I’d ever seen or read about. It was beating its massive wings inside the cell, and I knew as soon as the door opened, it would be quick to attack. I figured the best spell to use would be something that could cut off its wings before it charged at me, so I gritted my teeth and prepared myself. 

“I’m ready,” I said. 

Theodora used her mind to slowly open the door, and as it started to lift from the dirt like a portcullis, I heard a deep growl from within. The outline of the creature slowly revealed itself from the bottom up, and I pulled out my wand as I took a small step back. Then I focused on the creature’s clawed feet, and as soon as the door completely lifted, the enormous bird flew out from the opening and sprang right for me with a deafening screech.

The witches all screamed in terror as the beastly bird fluttered its silver wings and opened its mouth to devour me, but I was quicker. I dodged its attack, and it ended up pecking the ground instead of me, and it cawed angrily as I swerved around it. It was trying to regain its balance and speed, but then I quickly took aim and attacked. 

“Secare!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. 

A bright light hit the bird’s right wing and sliced it clean off, and the creature squawked in pain and fury as blood spurted from its open wound like a red waterfall. Then it fell sideways and stumbled as more blood gushed out from the opening, and I didn’t hesitate to finish the job. 

“Secare!” I repeated as I aimed at the other wing.

The large, sharp-edged appendage detached from the bird’s body with another spray of crimson blood, and then the bird fell to the ground with a thunderous crash. We all watched as the life slowly drained from its eyes, and after another moment, it stopped moving entirely, and dark blood pooled from its wounds and seeped toward my boots. 

The witches were silent for a minute until one of them began to wildly clap and cheer, and when I looked in their direction, I was surprised to see it was Penelope. She was jumping up and down with glee, and I couldn’t help but smile at her reaction. 

“Stupendous,” Theodora breathed, and her blue eyes glinted with pride as she looked from me to the dead bird-monster. “That was a very clever way to kill it, Cole.”

“Thank you.” I nodded with a satisfied smile. 

“Now, who’s next?” Theodora asked. 

“Me!” Akira shouted with her hand raised in the air. “Please!” 

“Alright, then,” Theodora chuckled. “That’s the spirit I want to see. Come up here, Akira.” 

I turned away from the headmistress and then joined the others, and we all watched as the short-haired witch waltzed over toward Theodora. 

“Take the next door, Akira,” the headmistress instructed. 

Everyone’s eyes were plastered on the black-eyed witch as she confidently strutted over to the next wooden door and then waited. 

 “Do I need to go over the instructions, Miss Akira?” Theodora asked.

 “No,” she answered confidently. “I’m ready.” 

 “Fantastic.” Theodora nodded before she took a small step back and then gestured toward the door. “Show us what you can do.”

 Akira cleared her throat and then narrowed her black eyes at the mysterious, wooden door, and as she stood there with her hand outstretched, something heavy banged against the confinements and growled deeply. The black-haired witch jumped back, but then she quickly composed herself and raised her hand even higher into the air.

 “I’m ready,” she said in a low voice. 

 The door slowly lifted, and I caught a pair of paws planted on the ground. The massive clawed feet were kicking back clouds of dirt as the mystery beast prepared to attack Akira, but the brave witch was ready. As soon as the door lifted completely, we all gasped to see a three-headed dog charging right at Akira, but before it could rip out her throat, she pulled out her wand and aimed it at the swift creature. 

 “Parvus!” she shouted. 

 A deep purple light hit the dog, and then its entire body convulsed before it shrunk into a tiny-sized mutt. When it realized it was smaller, it barked and squeaked at Akira in anger, and then its three heads swiveled around the damp room. Its eyes were furrowed in rage, and it continued to bark and nip at Akira’s ankles. Then one of the heads managed to bite into her pale skin and draw blood, and the witch flinched back in annoyance. 

 “Ouch!” Akira snapped. “Quit it, you dumb little shit.” 

The witches burst out into laughter as the three-headed puppy pranced away from her and then ran over to us and began sniffing at our shoes.

 “You know, I think I’ll make the spell permanent, and we’ll keep it as an academy pet instead of killing it,” Theodora said after a moment, and a faint smirk twitched across her lips. “Vanessa does have a soft spot for canines.” 

 “It’s so weird looking,” Penelope chuckled. 

 “Akira, I had no idea you knew about the shrinking spell,” Morgana breathed. “I’m impressed.”

 “Thanks,” the short-haired witch responded with her chin raised. “I know it’s only a temporary curse, but I figured it was the best spell to use in this case.” 

“Let’s have another go at it, but this time, two of you may come up at the same time,” Theodora said as she looked around. “How about Miss Vesta and Miss Faye?” 

The duo nodded firmly before they each took a couple steps closer to the headmistress. Theodora pointed to two different doors and then each witch took her respective place. They stood still for a long moment, staring at the mysterious doors. When they were ready, they glanced at each other and then raised their wands into the air and prepared for whatever may come charging their way. 

“Ready?” Theodora asked.

“Yes, Headmistress,” the two witches answered in unison. 

The doors slowly lifted, and then I watched as a massive, midnight-blue bear with extracted claws and protruding teeth came charging at Faye. Meanwhile, a thick, emerald serpent that was at least twenty-five-feet long with multiple tails slithered toward Vesta. 

Both witches did not falter as the beasts came charging in their direction. My eyes darted between the two, and the redhead was the first to take control over her creature, and she wasted no time casting her spell. 

“Mutatio!” she screamed.

Suddenly, the dark blue bear stopped in its tracks and then its entire body violently shuddered. His extended black claws seeped back into his paws until there was nothing left, and his sharp, yellow teeth shrunk into small buds, like rows of kettle corn. The bear’s natural weapons were gone now, and he was no longer a threat. It stared at Faye strangely before growling in frustration and then returning to its prison cell. 

While all this was occurring, Vesta wasted no more time and then aimed her wand at the multi-tailed serpent. 

“Volant!” she cried out. 

The serpent flew into the air and then began to wriggle in protest as Vesta kept it projected upward. It snapped and writhed as the elvish witch sent it back into its prison and then both doors came crashing down once the beasts were back in their cells. 

When the air settled, Theodora clapped with pride, and both witches were brimming with pride. 

“What spell did you use, Faye?” Akira asked as they returned to the line. 

“A temporary mutation spell,” the redhead responded. “I try to use whatever I can to avoid hurting a creature.”

“Very clever.” Vesta smiled. “I myself prefer not to make a mess if I can help it.”

 “Alright, enough chitter-chatter,” Theodora interrupted. “I think you have the gist of it… the rest of you take a door and practice. I’ll be watching closely, so do not fear. Just make sure you picture the creature before you ask me to open the door.”

 Akira and I stood by and watched as the rest of the witches all took their positions at different doors and waited. I was slightly nervous for Penelope and her group because if they were attacked and killed, there was no blood pact to save them. I knew it was a slim chance with Theodora around, but it was still one of the reasons I had to convince the orange-haired witch to join my coven.

And soon. 

I watched as different doors opened up at various times, and each witch faced their own deadly creature and masterfully defeated it. When each witch had completed their tasks, I breathed a sigh of relief as I stared at the bloodstained floor and studied the dead beasts lying on the ground. I spotted a griffin head, a troll’s arm, and even the head of a medusa. 

 “Well done,” Theodora praised as she looked over the two teams. “You all did a marvelous job.” 

 Everyone nodded their heads in gratitude, and sighs of relief echoed in the room. 

 “So, is that it?” Beatrix wondered.

 “I’m sorry?” the headmistress asked with furrowed eyebrows. 

 “A-Are we done?” the light-haired brunette stuttered. “We completed the assignment…” 

 “Oh, hell, no,” Theodora laughed as she waved her hand in the air. “We still haven’t covered psychoscopy.”

 The headmistress snapped her fingers, and then a large cloud of dark blue smoke erupted in the middle of the dungeon, and when it cleared, there was a human man. He was tied naked to a chair, and his skin was absolutely filthy with grime and dry blood. His large, yellow eyes focused on the coven, and then his face broke into a disturbing smile.

 “Oh, sweet girls, help me,” he begged. “Please help me… I know you have kindness in your hearts. Please help me escape from here.”

 “Nope.” Akira shook her head. “You’re shit out of luck. 

 His eyes went as wide as dinner plates, and then his chapped lips parted open before he turned to look back at the headmistress.

 “Please,” he repeated. “Just let me go… I swear, I won’t tell my village that you took me. We won’t seek vengeance.”

 “Pfft,” Theodora said as she waved her hand in the air. “As if you could. You humans are truly pathetic creatures. Now, be quiet before I sew your wormy lips shut.” 

 The hostage immediately clamped his mouth shut and then turned to look back at us. His eyes were filled with desperation, but I felt no pity for him. Whatever he did, he deserved to be here. I knew his kind by now, and they hated us beyond reasonable measure and vice versa. 

 In a war, there was no room for mercy. Not if you wanted to win. 

 “Please,” the man whimpered again. “I beg you.” 

 Theodora raised her hand in the air and then slapped him across the face with all her strength. His head swiveled from the sudden impact, and his lip split open. As blood trickled down his grimy chin, he lowered his head and then began to pathetically sob. 

 “Now, students,” the headmistress said as she ignored the man’s pitiful cries, “pay close attention to what I’m about to do.”

 The headmistress raised her hand and closed her eyes. Then she pressed her hand against the forehead of her hostage, and he began to tremble violently under her hold. As she continued to press her hand against his skin, piss dripped down his legs and puddled beneath his feet, but Theodora didn’t even flinch or step back. 

 “Where is your family now?” she whispered.

 “Go to hell,” the man whimpered. “You goddamn bitch.” 

 His pathetic attempts to insult the headmistress didn’t faze anyone. We all knew he was about to shit himself, and it would have been better if he just answered the damn question.

 But then again, what fun would that be?

 “Now as you can see,” Theodora said with her eyes still closed, “he is refusing to answer my question, but it doesn’t matter. I can get him to talk in another way… secretum mentis.”

 At first, nothing happened, but then the hostage began to violently shake, and even though his entire body was convulsing, Theodora still managed to keep her hand placed firmly on his forehead. 

 “He will try to fight it,” the headmistress explained in a calm tone, “but no matter. He will talk.” 

 Tears spilled out from the man’s eyes, his sallow skin turned beet red, and for a moment, I thought his head was going to explode like a ripe melon. 

 “T-They are in the Coletta Realm,” he finally spat out. “You fucking bitch… are you satisfied?”

 “Not quite yet,” Theodora growled as her eyes snapped open, and the blue of her irises was like ice. 

Then she quickly pulled away from him, snatched a dagger from her sleeve, and cut his throat with one swift slice. A line of dark blood spread across his neck as he gurgled, and then his eyes rolled into the back of his head. He shit himself before he slumped back into the chair, and the smell was incredibly overwhelming. 

 “Oh, fuck,” Akira grunted as she pinched her nose. “That’s nasty.” 

 “We’ve smelled worse,” Vesta reminded her. “Although, I must admit that was rather foul.” 

 “Yeah,” the black-eyed witch muttered, “humans are disgusting in every sense of the word.”

 “Enough chatter,” Theodora called out. “I hope you were all paying close attention, because I won’t be repeating the exercise. Also, you will find that reciting the incantation ‘obliviscatur’ will wash away your host’s memory of the event. It’s a useful little spell that will come in handy. Understood?” 

 “Yes, Headmistress,” we answered in unison.

 “Excellent,” she answered. “Now, the real test can begin.”

 Before any of us could react, the headmistress snapped her fingers, and then we were engulfed in a cloud of purple smoke. In the next moment, we were tumbling and flying through the air, and the last thing I heard before the dungeon disappeared from view was Theodora’s voice in my head. 

Cole, find the second stone, she said. Find the second Defero. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 10 

As soon as the world stopped spinning, we landed with a painful thud in the middle of an expansive green field. We groaned as we slowly stood on our feet and then dusted ourselves off, and as I took another look around, all I could see were acres of green meadows and a vast, clear blue sky. 

Once again, Theodora had sent us to the middle of fucking nowhere. 

“What the actual fuck?” Akira grunted with wild, dark eyes. “She could have warned us before she just sent us to Satan knows where. Again.”

“You should be used to it by now,” I replied with a half-smile. 

“Cole’s right, Akira,” Vesta laughed, and she flicked a strand of green hair out of her eyes. “Where’s the fun in a daily routine? I like being kept on my toes.” 

“Yeah, Vesta’s right, where’s your sense of adventure?” Morgana giggled. 

“I guess it was replaced with common fucking sense,” Akira grumbled. “We have absolutely no clue where we are. How the hell are we going to get back? Shadow porting is obviously not a choice.” 

“Yeah, no shit,” I responded. “I’d rather face whatever obstacles are out here than risk upsetting Theodora.”

“I’m going to have to side with Akira on this one,” Penelope said as she took a small step forward. “We have no idea what our objective is.” 

“That’s not exactly true,” I said. 

The women turned to look at me with large, eager eyes, and then Penelope took a step closer to me.

“What do you mean?” she asked. 

“Well, before we were shadow ported out of the dungeon, I heard her whisper something in my head,” I explained. “She said we needed to find the second Defero.”

“The what?” Beatrix asked with furrowed eyebrows.

“It’s a stone,” I answered. “It’s supposed to be used to summon souls who are tethered in between worlds.”

“It was quite a beautiful stone,” Vesta added in a dream-like voice. “I wonder if this one will be a different color?”

“We had to find one in a wizard’s palace during our second semester,” Morgana added. “It was an… unusual experience.”

“Well, what the hell does she want another stone for?” Iris demanded as she flicked back a strand of pink streaked hair. 

“Does it matter?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “The point is that we’re here, and the only way we’re getting back to the academy is by finding the stone.” 

“Cole’s right,” Penelope said as she turned to her group, “let’s stop wasting time talking about what Theodora wants and get a fucking move on.”

The orange-haired witch took a step forward, but then Akira snatched her arm and spun her around. 

“No offense,” the black-eyed witch sighed, “but where the hell do you even think you’re going?” 

“I don’t know.” Penelope hopelessly shrugged. “I’m guessing we’ll have to use our premonition skills to figure that part out.” 

Penelope was right. It was apparent our only way back home was through premonition, but where the hell would we even begin?

“Then we should ask the one with the best premonition skills about where to go,” Vesta said as she looked at me.

“So, Cole,” Faye started. “What’s our next move?”

Before I could respond, Penelope stepped forward and then placed her hands on her wide hips.

“Um, excuse the fuck out of me,” she huffed, “but who put Cole in charge?”

“The only reason we’ve ever survived any obstacle is because of Cole,” Akira shot back. “That’s why we trust his judgment. Not that I should have to explain that to you.” 

“So, just because he saved your asses a couple of times, you automatically do whatever he says?” the bright-haired witch demanded with furrowed eyebrows. 

“You don’t even know what you’re talking about,” Vesta added in a firm voice, and her silver eyes flashed with irritation. “Cole has saved our asses more than a couple of times, and you shouldn’t be questioning him.”

“Oh, yeah?” Penelope scoffed. “Well, I think you’re just a group of followers with no minds of your own--” 

“Can you all be quiet?” I snapped. “I’m trying to think of a plan.”

“But--” Penelope tried to argue, but then I raised a hand to cut her off.

“Just shut up for a second,” I growled.

The orange-haired witch clamped her mouth shut and glared at me, but at least she was finally being fucking quiet.

I brainstormed for a long moment before I remembered an old trick Theodora taught me, and then I quickly rolled up my sleeves, took a deep breath, and looked up. 

“I have an idea,” I said. 

“You do?” Penelope grumbled, and the others turned to me as I pulled out my wand and aimed it at the blue sky. 

“Inlustris, modo ducturi,” I muttered in lieu of an answer. 

A calm wind picked up before a bright red star hovered above our heads, and my face broke out into a satisfied smile.

“Wait a minute.” Morgana grinned as she followed my eyes. “You summoned the blood star, didn’t you?” 

“Yep.” I smirked. 

“The what?” Penelope asked as her orange eyebrows pinched together.

“It’s an old premonition trick,” I explained. “Theodora taught me how to use it. It will guide us to wherever we need to go.”

“But I don’t see anything,” Beatrix said with a skeptical frown. 

“Only Cole can see it,” Faye spoke up, and the redhead smirked as she continued to brag about me. “He used it when we had to travel to the Greenwood realm to kill a duke named Malik.” 

“Wait, what?” Penelope interjected as her jaw flapped open. “You really killed him? I thought that was only an exaggerated rumor.”

“No time to explain,” I said in a rushed voice. “We need to move.” 

The orange-haired witch glared at me for a moment before she sighed and then rolled her large, brown eyes.

“Fine,” she huffed. “Since you have the mysterious, magical, invisible fucking star, then I guess you can lead the way.” 

“Well, now that I have your permission, I suppose all is well and good in the universe.” I smirked. “Now, let’s get a move on. We’re wasting time.” 

The others nodded in agreement, and then we began to follow the red star to wherever Theodora wanted us to go. I had no idea what our final destination was going to be, but I knew Theodora. If she wanted me to find another stone, I guessed it would be just as tricky as it was the first time. We were in for one hell of an adventure, but at least this time, we had reinforcements. 

I followed the star and led the group through tall tufts of grass, and we walked for about an hour in complete silence until we finally reached the edge of the field. There were two rolling, green hills in the distance, and the red star hovered above them like a bright beacon.

“Whatever we’re looking for,” I said, “it’s over those hills.” 

“Oh, what a lovely view,” Vesta hummed.

“Yeah, positively splendid… but is anyone else feeling like a bundle of nerves?” Ivy asked in a tiny voice, and she nervously tugged on her blue streak of hair. 

I turned around to face all the women, and then I did my best to smile reassuringly at them. Some of them were not under my protection, so they were risking their necks to be out here.

I couldn’t blame them for being afraid.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said. “Your apprehension will prevent you from using your premonition skills… and that’s the reason we’re here, isn’t it?” 

“He’s right.” Iris nodded. “We have to suck it up and be brave. Lead the way, Cole.” 

“That’s what I want to hear.” I smirked. “Okay, come on.”

Before we could take another step forward, though, a cloud of dark purple smoke exploded in front of us, and we jumped back. When the plum-colored haze cleared, there was a pile of pale-colored cloaks in front of us, and the fabric looked rough, itchy, and cheaply made, like potato sacks. 

“Well,” I said as I looked at the cloaks, “wherever we’re going, Theodora clearly wants us to blend in. Let’s put these on and leave our school cloaks behind.”

The witches all nodded in agreement and then took off their Scholomance cloaks before tossing the new, itchy fabric over their shoulders. 

“Wait,” Vesta said as she looked down at her lilac-colored hands. “We need to blend in, right?”

“Yeah.” I nodded. 

“Right, then,” the elvish witch answered before she whipped out her wand pointed it at her free hand.

“What are you--?” Faye began to ask, but Vesta sharply cut her off. 

“Persona humana,” the purple witch muttered. 

In the next moment, Vesta’s light purple skin began to change into a porcelain tone that matched the rest of the witches, and her ears also shrank to a human size and became less pointed.

“Whoa,” Faye remarked as she studied Vesta’s newly pale hands. “Genius idea. You are so good with aesthetics.” 

“Thank you… I do look rather plain, though.” Vesta shrugged as she looked at each of us. “I suppose that is the goal, but I do prefer everything to be beautiful.”

“Well, it’s a brilliant idea, nonetheless, but it won’t last forever,” Morgana said as she looked at the fair-skinned Vesta. “We’d better hurry.”

“Agreed,” I remarked. “Now, let’s move.”

We trekked through the grass and then began to climb up the rolling hill, and it took us about another hour to reach the very top of the green peak. In the distance, I could see a city surrounded by massive stone walls. The bright red star hovered over the tall buildings, and I knew this was going to be one hell of a challenge. I assumed we were not facing a mere village, and there were probably hundreds, if not thousands, of guards patrolling the streets of the mysterious city, but that wasn’t our only obstacle. By the looks of it, we still had to trek through a small patch of woodland, and we had no idea what kinds of beasts could be hiding in those trees. 

“Satan,” Akira panted. “That was one hell of a workout.”

“Well, it’s not over yet,” I said as I pointed ahead. “It turns out we still have a long way to go.”

“Fuck,” Penelope breathed, and she wiped at the sweat beading on her brow. “Who knows how many Wicca-loathing scumbags are living in that city.”

“If I know Theodora, probably a fuck load,” I responded honestly. “We’re going to have to be careful.”

“Well, let’s go,” Morgana urged, and the brunette wrung her hands together. “If we don’t hurry, we’ll be walking in the dark, and we have no idea what kinds of creatures are lurking throughout the woodlands.”

“Good point.” I nodded. “Come on.” 

So, we headed down the hill, and by the time we were at the bottom of the green peak, the sun was even lower, and I realized Morgana had been right once again. We had very little daylight left, and if we didn’t hurry, we’d be wandering through the woods in the dark, but at least we still had the star to guide our way. 

“Morgana,” Akira said as we neared the entrance of the dark woodland. “Do you recognize this territory at all? Is there anything in that vast library you call a brain that can help us?” 

“I mean, there are countless possibilities,” Morgana responded with an exasperated sigh. “It could be the High-count Court, or the Northern Grate, or the--”

“I get the picture,” Akira cut in as she rubbed at her forehead. “Never mind.” 

“What if we die before we even reach the city?” Beatrix groaned in a dramatic tone.

“She’s got a point,” Penelope added. “It’s not out of the realm of possibilities.” 

I sighed impatiently before I whipped around and faced the group of women, but before I could say a word, Faye took a step forward and stood by my side.

“Look,” she said in a firm voice, “Cole has never let us down before, and if this is the route we have to take, we shouldn’t be wasting time questioning him. Agreed?” 

The other Scholomance team clamped their mouths shut and then looked down at their feet in shame, and I was grateful to Faye for not only being loyal but for also pointing out the obvious. 

“You’re right,” Penelope finally said, and she looked up to meet my eyes. “Okay, show us the way, Cole.”

“Alright.” I nodded firmly. “Keep your eyes peeled and remember… if we keep a clear head, we should be able to sense danger before it arrives, just like Theodora taught us. Now, let’s keep going.”

The group collectively nodded before we entered the black, callous thicket. The wind was howling, and it grew even colder as we ventured deeper into the belly of the unknown. Twigs and dead leaves crunched under our feet as we marched ahead, and once we reached a small, circular patch of soil, I could feel a shift in the air. 

“Stop,” I ordered. 

“What is it?” Ivy asked as she brushed a blue streak of hair out of her face. “Did you hear something?”

“No, but something feels off,” I muttered. “It feels like we’re not alone.” 

I glanced around the forest, and I could have sworn I heard a twig snap somewhere off in the distance. I swiveled my head in different directions, and then I forced myself to close my eyes and take in a deep breath.

Periculum. 

In my head, I could see a herd of enormous, muscular centaurs with bows and arrows surrounding us, and they were moving quickly. In my mind, all I could feel was their feral hatred and anger, and they desperately wanted to slaughter us like sheep. There were too many of them to take on at the same time, and if we stayed here, we’d surely be fucked. 

“Shit, we have to move!” I shouted as my eyes snapped open. “Now!” 

Without another word, the women followed my lead as I rushed past the black trees and emerald grove. Blood pounded in my ears, and sweat dripped into my eyes as we ran for our fucking lives. I could hear the centaurs galloping and shouting behind us as I sprinted onward, but I didn’t waste any time looking back. 

I knew they were on our asses. 

“Keep going!” I called out over my shoulder.

We continued running until the pathway came to a sudden stop, and I realized with horror that we were at a dead end. A stone wall blocked our path, and there was no other way around, except to turn back. My heart started to hammer violently in my chest as I looked around and tried to think of a new plan. 

The centaurs were right behind us, and if we didn’t move quickly, they’d find us. 

As difficult as it was to focus, I forced myself to close my eyes and picture their exact whereabouts and how many there were in total. It took a moment, but in my mind, I saw two heading in our direction. The other four had split up and gone through different routes, so we had one small advantage. 

I pulled out my wand and then whipped around to face the other witches. Their faces were pale, and they were all trembling as they held onto their wands, so I had to take another deep breath to calm myself before I spoke.

“Alright,” I whispered. “There are two centaurs heading our way… keep your wands aimed ahead of you and follow my lead, and whatever you do, do not use the killing curse. It will only weaken you, and we might have more of them to take on. We’re going to freeze their asses, so use the Glacio curse as Morgana suggested in the dungeon. Got it?” 

Each witch nodded mechanically before they slowly turned around and then lifted their trembling wands into the air. We could hear the two centaurs drawing closer, and just before they trotted through the grove that was barely shielding us, I raised my wand and aimed. 

“Now!” I shouted. 

“Glacio!” everyone yelled at once.

Each spell hit the two centaurs at the same time, and before they could even scream, they froze into solid ice statues in front of us. They were two massive beasts, and they were twice as large as the centaur I faced during my preschool semester. They were tall and broad shouldered with wooden bows slung over their muscular backs. Their naked, upper human halves were a musky green color, and sleek brown hair covered their bottom halves. Their bright, yellow eyes darted quickly to and fro even though they were encased in ice, but they weren’t going anywhere for a long while. 

“Well done,” I panted, “but we still have more of them on our tails. Let’s move it.” 

The witches followed me as I sped past the two frozen centaurs and headed back, and as we sprinted onward, I kept my eyes focused on the red star ahead of us. 

But, as we ran, I felt another sense of danger approaching.

“Stop,” I commanded, and the witches all came to an immediate halt. 

“What is it now?” Penelope panted as she doubled over her knees. “I thought we lost them?”

“Not just yet,” I muttered. “Actually, I feel something else ahead of us.”

No one dared to speak, and I repeated the Periculum incantation in my head. At that moment, I knew I had to look up into the trees, and when I did, I saw several ropes attached to different branches. On the ground, there were a few net traps laid directly in front of us, so if we hadn’t stopped, we would have been gift wrapped for the centaurs. Whoever put out these traps went through the trouble of concealing the rope nets with leaves, dirt, and soil, and that’s when I thought of a plan, but Penelope beat me to it.

“See those traps?” Penelope said as she pointed to the nets. “They’re barely visible, but if the centaurs don’t notice, they will probably run right into them.”

“But what if they were the ones who set the traps?” Ivy questioned with a frown. “Then we’re fucked.” 

“Look,” I said as patiently as possible, “Penelope’s idea is fucking brilliant, because those traps were clearly made by humans. How could a centaur possibly climb a fucking tree and hook them up on the branches?” 

“That’s a good point,” Beatrix mused and then shrugged. “I say we do it.” 

Before anyone could say another word, we heard the sound of galloping coming right behind us. 

“Follow me!” I ordered.

I carefully stepped around the nets and then turned to face the herd that was heading our way. The witches all followed my lead, and then we raised our wands and kept them aimed in front of us. 

As soon as the centaurs appeared, they came to a sudden standstill and then smiled wickedly at us. Their leader, who was the largest and buffest of the herd, raised his fist into the air, and the rest of the beasts lowered their arrows and glowered at us. 

“What brings you here into our neck of the woods, human scum?” the leader growled. 

His intense, yellow eyes bored into mine, and then his dark lips curled into disgust. His skin was a deep shade of green, and his bottom half was almost black. The dark hair on the top of his head was woven into a long braid that draped over one massive shoulder, and I also noticed a large scar dragged across his left eyebrow. 

“We’re not human,” I barked back. “We’re just passing through.” 

“Is that so?” He smirked. “Nathaniel, shoot the one with the blood-colored hair.” 

Faye gasped as one of the centaurs notched an arrow on his bow and then took his aim. The arrow shot through the air as quick as lightning, but with my wand still raised, I also fired my shot.

“Stupefaciunt!” I shouted, and then the arrow stopped in midair. 

“Frango!” Morgana screamed a split second later as she aimed at the floating projectile.

The arrow snapped in two and fell to the forest floor, and the centaurs took a couple of steps back as deep, feral growls resonated in their chests. 

“Witchcraft,” the leader spat. 

“Hey.” I shrugged. “If you want to fight without arrows or wands, why don’t you fucking catch us?” 

The leader shot me a menacing glare before he raised his fist into the air once more. His army took a couple of steps forward, and I knew they were preparing to charge at us.

“Run!” I shouted.

We turned in unison and sprinted away, and as we ran, we could hear the horse-men running after us, but their attempts to catch us were ruined as they galloped right into the net traps. They shouted in surprise and fury, and when I turned around, I was relieved to see each one dangling in a net high in the trees. 

“Come back here, heathen witches!” the leader screamed, but it was useless. “I’ll show you the true meaning of pain.”

Yeah, fucking right.

“Good riddance,” I muttered under my breath, and then I turned to the others and gestured for us to move on. “Let’s get the hell out of these woods.”

We treaded through the rest of the thicket with the blood star to guide the way, and thankfully we didn’t run into any more beasts. As we pushed through the underbrush and long grasses, I couldn’t sense any more danger ahead of us, and by the time we reached the edge of the woods, the sky was a vibrant wash of gold, pink, and red hues. The orange sun was setting, but at least we were facing the city gates. 

The wall was at least thirty yards away, and as we walked on, I wondered what other deadly obstacles we’d have to face before we found the second stone. Whatever it was, I knew I’d have to set my fears aside to protect all the women. They were relying on me, and I’d sooner die than let them down.

Even those who weren’t a part of my coven. 

When we were close enough to see a guard standing behind the wood and iron portcullis, we stopped inside the tree line and huddled together to determine our next move. 

 “Well, we’ve reached the gate, and of course it’s guarded,” Penelope sighed as she stared up at the city walls. “Now what?”

 “We need to get through,” Akira replied quickly. “Duh.”

 “Satan, I know that.” Penelope rolled her brown eyes. “I was just thinking out loud… hmmm, I’ll bet you anything there’s some kind of password to get inside. There has to be… most of these human realms rely on passwords since they aren’t capable of magic.”

 “How do you know it’s human infested?” Iris asked. 

 “Because the centaurs assumed we were human,” the bright-haired witch replied. 

 “Well, if that’s the case, then we can use psychoscopy to get inside,” Beatrix suggested in a high-pitched voice. “Right, Cole?” 

 “Yeah… but that guard isn’t just going to let me touch him,” I responded. “We’re going to have to find a way to trick him into shaking my hand or something. Then I’ll be able to get inside his mind, and he’ll tell us the password.”

 I stared at each witch, and then my eyes landed on Morgana. Today, she had decided to wear her mother’s gold locket, and as I stared at the shimmering piece of jewelry, an idea sprang to mind. 

 “What?” Morgana asked in a tentative tone. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 

 “Give me your necklace,” I ordered. “Trust me, I have an idea.” 

 “Alright,” she responded before she obediently unclasped the locket and then handed it to me.

 “What’s your plan, Cole?” Faye asked, and her green-gold eyes were focused intently on my face.

 “I’m going to trick the guard into thinking I’ll trade him,” I explained. “Then, when he reaches over to touch the necklace, I’ll ask him for the password. Worst case scenario, it doesn’t work, and he’ll take the necklace as compensation to get inside, but of course I’ll steal it back before we move on. Sounds good?” 

 The others all nodded quickly in agreement, but Morgana looked absolutely crestfallen. I knew this was her mother’s necklace, and it meant a great deal to her, so I moved forward to reassure her. 

 “Just trust me, Morgana,” I said as I placed a finger under her chin and raised her face to meet my eyes. “I’ve never let you down before, have I? I’m just laying out all the possibilities.”

 “I know.” She smiled. “Okay, I’m ready… let’s do this.” 

 I smiled as I tucked the necklace into my pocket and then looked at each witch. We had absolutely no idea what was beyond those gates, aside from humans, and they were one of the greatest threats of all. 

But we were powerful witches. And, together, we could do fucking anything. 

So, I took a deep breath as we stepped out of the trees and approached the towering, sand-colored gates, and I focused on the armored man waiting beyond the wooden portcullis. Even though a part of me was worried my plan wouldn’t work, I had to set my fears and doubts aside. The idea was to get in, find the other stone using nothing but our newly developed premonition skills, and then get out.

 We could do this. I knew we fucking could. 

As we came closer, I quickly glanced upward and stared at the archers on top of the stone wall fortification. Now that we were just a few feet away, I realized the top of the walls were decorated with the heads of centaurs on wooden spikes, and on the stone walls, written in dark blood, were the words ‘the discovery of magic of any kind will be met with punishment or confinement. All magical beasts will be taken into custody upon arrival.’ I immediately knew our kind wouldn’t be welcomed with open arms, so we had to be extra careful. We edged closer toward the entrance, and as soon as we were directly in front of the city gate, the guard approached the giant portcullis and nearly stuck his head through one of the square openings to get a better look at us. 

 “Stop!” the gatekeeper called out. “Who goes there?”

 He was a short and bulky man with brown, bloodshot eyes and rotting teeth. He had dark strands of greasy hair escaping from his helmet, and when he brushed it out of his eyes, I noticed his short, black nails and calloused hands. 

Before I answered his question, I cleared my throat and offered him a friendly smile. 

 “Greetings,” I said. “We happen to be a group of humble travelers in need of rest and supplies. Would you be so kind as to let us in?”

 “Not without a password, I’m afraid,” he barked back.

 “What about payment instead?” I suggested with a broad smile.

 The gatekeeper raised an arched eyebrow and then stepped a little closer toward the gate, so I figured he didn’t want his archer companions to hear about this next part. 

 “How much are we talking?” he asked with a yellow-toothed smirk. 

 I smiled, pulled out Morgana’s locket, and let it dangle in front of him. The piece of jewelry caught the light of the setting sun and shimmered across the guard’s pockmarked face. His lips twitched into a greedy smile, and then he reached over to touch it. 

As soon as his fingers pinched the necklace, I snatched his hand and yanked him forward through the small square opening. 

“What the hell are you doing?” he snapped. “Let me go.” 

I stared into his eyes and then focused as intently as possible. 

 “What is the password?” I whispered.

 “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he growled as I held onto his hand with a firm grip. “I’m going to--” 

 “Secretum mentis,” I muttered as I stared into his brownish-green eyes. 

As I squeezed his hand tightly, his eyes instantly went wide, and his body violently trembled. Then his mouth parted slightly open before he looked at me with confusion and curiosity. 

“It’s Morningstar,” he breathed. 

I quickly released him and snatched the necklace from his slimy grip. Then I raised my hand above his eyes, and before he could shout for the other guards, I waved my hand in one quick motion.

“Obliviscatur,” I whispered. 

The guard’s sickly eyes grew even wider, and then his entire body went rigid, and it appeared as if he were paralyzed. For a terrifying second, I was afraid I did something wrong. 

“Everything alright down there, Robb?” an archer yelled from above. 

After what felt like an eternity, the guard twitched and shook his head. Then he squinted his eyes at us in confusion before he scratched his chin.

“W-Who are you?” he asked. “When did you get here…? I don’t remember seeing you approach the gates.”

“Ah,” I said with a forced smile. “Sometimes too much sun can cause memory loss… I was just telling you that we were travelers, returning home after a long and arduous journey.” 

“Oh,” he said with vacant eyes. “Well, I’ll need the password, I’m afraid.”

“Of course.” I nodded. “It’s Morningstar.”

 “Well, come on in,” he beckoned with a toothy grin. “Welcome home.”

The guard took a few steps back and then yanked on a chain to raise the portcullis, and I could feel the witches breathing sighs of relief as we slowly stepped through the gate and into the filthy, human city. As soon as we ventured deeper inside, we were overwhelmed by the echoes of chitter-chatter as peasants, farmers, and blacksmiths raced through the cobblestone streets. 

There were rows of vibrantly colored tents and wooden market stands stretched out along the road before us, and everywhere we looked, it seemed like someone was either bargaining or arguing with each other. Dirt covered children were playing without any adult supervision on the street corners, and women tossed buckets of dirty water out of their cottage windows, and I had to jump back as one splattered right in front of me. 

“Gross.” I curled my lips in disgust as I stepped around the brown, putrid water. The others followed my lead, and we were doing our best to walk together in a group down the narrow, stinking streets. 

 “Satan,” Akira grunted behind me. “Humans are truly disgusting creatures.” 

“Agreed,” Vesta muttered. “Positively filthy creations.” 

“I’d rather be dealing with another herd of centaurs,” Faye grumbled. “They may hate humans and Wiccans, but at least they’re cleaner.” 

 “Be that as it may,” I muttered, “we need to pretend to be one of them… so keep quiet and act as if you’re looking around.” 

 “Cole,” Morgana whispered as she edged closer to me. “Do you still see the star?”

 “Yes,” I said as I looked up at the purple and pink sky, “it’s leading us north.” 

 “To what, though?” Penelope asked. 

 “I don’t know,” I responded. “My skills aren’t that advanced yet. All I know is that we’re getting closer.” 

 “How are we even going to find this second stone?” Beatrix asked as she chewed on her lower pink lip. 

 “By premonition,” I answered confidently, “and by being smart.” 

 “Satan,” Ivy breathed with wide, pale green eyes. “We should be careful… I thought I just saw a basilisk tooth for sale.” 

 “That’s a black-market item,” Morgana gasped as she whipped around to stare at the twin. “Are you sure that’s what you saw?” 

 “I’m almost certain,” the blue-streaked twin replied. 

 As I looked around, I was starting to pick up on some suspicious behavior, and the farther north we trekked, the more people began to act shiftily. People wore dark-colored cloaks that hid most of their faces, and transactions were taking place underneath tables and behind booths. 

Then I spotted jars of hearts, pickled organs, vials of blood, and small signs that read, ‘Wicca hair, teeth, and other parts for sale.’

 “Yeah, this is definitely black-market territory,” I hissed. “Stay close… if someone even suspects us of being magical, they’re going to skin us alive.” 

 “Satan,” the twins breathed in unison.

“My word,” Vesta gasped as she placed a hand over her chest. “I’ll never unsee this.” 

 “Be calm,” I reminded the group without turning around. “If we act like we know where we’re going, no one will suspect a thing.”

 As we moved onward, I spotted more Wicca related items for sale, and I heard Faye gasp when we passed by a booth of skinned ferrets. 

According to the sign, they were a rare delicacy.

 “This place is fucking disgusting,” Akira hissed, and her black eyes flashed with hatred. “I can’t believe they can get away with this shit.” 

 “Keep your voice down,” Morgana warned her. “You never know who could be listening.” 

 “She’s right,” I added. “Keep quiet until we reach our destination.” 

 The star above us was beginning to fade from view, and I wondered how much farther we’d have to walk past booths of black-market items before we ended up wherever we needed to be. The sun was about to set, and night would soon fall upon us, and the last thing I wanted to do was wander through a black-market in the dead of night. I craned my neck to stare up at the sky, and my eyes were so focused on the star above me that I almost didn’t see the small, hunchbacked man who jumped right into my path. 

“Shit,” I grunted as I stumbled to a halt. “Watch it.”

 “Hello, there.” The man smiled. “Pleasant evening to the lot of you.”

 I quickly studied the old man, and I noticed he was missing a few teeth, and the ones he did have were either yellow or charcoal black. He was garbed in a brown robe with many different holes and stains, and his eyes were sunken and bloodshot. He looked as if he hadn’t eaten a proper meal for weeks, which might explain his desperation to get our attention. He was clearly looking to make a sale, but I decided to play dumb. 

 “Err, hello,” I said. “Can I help you?”

 “No, but I might be able to help you,” he croaked. “Could I interest you in some Wicca eyeballs? I’m selling a jar for twelve gold coins, and you’ll never get a better deal than that.”

 “Oh, no, thank you,” I muttered as I tried to swerve around him. 

 “And why not?” he asked a little louder. “You think I’m trying to swindle you? You think you can find a better deal elsewhere? No one with any common fucking sense would deny such a gracious bargain.” 

 “No,” I repeated in a lower voice. “I’m just not interested.”

 “Why in the lord’s name would you not be interested?” he spat. “You’re a disrespectful little shit, you know that?” 

 Several customers and vendors were turning in our direction, and they were not the kind of people we wanted attention from. Most of them were large, broad-shouldered men with tattoos and weapons hanging from their belts, and I knew they were growing suspicious, or at least curious about what was going on. So, as the old man continued to blubber and draw more attention toward us, I grabbed him by the shoulders and looked him dead in the eye. 

 “Alright,” I snapped before I forced myself to loosen my grip. “We’ll take a look around your store.”

 “Ah.” He grinned. “Excellent, follow me!” 

 He waddled off into a different direction from the star, and we had no choice but to follow him into a small, weathered down hut. The women followed me, and I knew they were afraid, but they were smart enough to keep their mouths sealed as we entered the disturbing little hut.

 “Lovely group of women you have with you,” the man croaked as we entered his cluttered store.

 The hut was filled with all kinds of weapons, vials, jars, and stomach-churning items. I thought I spotted a pale green skinsuit, and I could only imagine that it belonged to some poor witch who was skinned alive. 

 “Now, where did I put that jar…?” the old man muttered to himself. “I’m sure it’s here somewhere.” 

 As he rummaged through his clutter, I glanced back out a small narrow window, and to my horror, I noticed the star was beginning to fade. 

 “Shit,” I muttered. 

 “What is it?” Akira whispered. 

 “The star.” I nodded toward the window. “I know you can’t see it, but it’s fading from view… I never realized the spell had a time stamp… I guess Theodora failed to mention that.”

 “Fuck,” Penelope said with wide brown eyes. “What are we going to do?” 

 I looked at the vile old man as he continued to rummage through his abhorrent collection. Then I glanced at the rack of weapons he had hanging on a nearby wall, and without hesitation, I raised my hand and focused on a golden dagger with silver markings. 

Motus. 

The dagger flew from the wall and then ended up in my hand, and when the old man turned to me with wide, panicked eyes, his lips parted open in shock and disgust.

“Sorcery,” he hissed as he took a small step back. 

Before he could open his mouth wide enough to scream, I bolted over a table and then swiftly slashed his veiny throat with one quick, deep slice. He gurgled as warm crimson blood pulsed out of his neck, and then his eyes rolled into the back of his head before he collapsed on top of his merchandise. Bottles and vials came crashing down on the floor, and I knew someone would have heard the noise. 

We had to get out of here and follow the star before it completely disappeared from view. 

“Let’s get a fucking move on,” I said as I tucked the dagger into my waistband. “Quickly, we’re running out of time.”

 The women followed me as I sprinted out the door and back into the street. By now, the sun was blood red, and the star was light pink and barely visible. 

 “We have to hurry,” I panted. “I have a feeling the star will be gone as soon as night falls.” 

 People turned their heads as we sprinted north and past the different vendors and booths, and finally, we came across a tall, expansive sand-colored stone building. It was the most beautiful building we had come across in the entire city, and it felt as if it had been built for royalty. The stones were even and perfectly square, and the windows were all made from stained glass. There were balconies covered with vines and wildflowers on the top floor, and we could hear music playing from within. Men were staggering in and out of the grand, intricately carved wooden doors, and each one of them looked drunker than the last.

 “What is this place?” Vesta asked from behind me.

 I focused on the smooth stones and strained to listen to what was going on beyond the doors, and I could practically smell the sex, perfume, and spiced meat wafting from the balconies and open windows. When I looked up at the sky, I noticed the blood star had vanished entirely, and shimmering night stars were emerging. I glanced back down at the beautiful but strange building, and at that moment, I knew exactly what we were up against.

“It’s a brothel,” I said, “and the Defero is inside.” 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 11 

As drunkards and patrons continued to stumble in and out of the brothel, I narrowed my eyes and then tried to perceive any potential security. There was no one guarding the crowded doors, and even after I muttered the periculum incantation in my head to be sure, I couldn’t detect any dangers surrounding us.

At least, not yet. 

“It’s clear to go in,” I muttered to the others, “but stay fucking close… we have no idea what could be lurking inside that brothel. Also, cover yourselves up with your hoods and smear dirt on your faces. We don’t want the men in there to get the wrong impression.” 

“Right.” Morgana nodded as each witch slid their hoods over their heads and then rubbed grime and dirt over their beautiful faces. 

“How unattractive,” Vesta murmured as she gently rubbed dirt onto her goddess-like face.

“That’s the idea,” Faye snickered.

“Let’s go in and try to find the stone,” Akira demanded in an impatient tone. 

“Um, hold up,” Penelope hissed. “Just how the hell are we going to do that, exactly? I know Cole has advanced premonition skills, but it’s not as if we can just walk in, and he’ll know exactly where it is.” 

“Oh, and standing out here in the dark and cold is a better idea?” Akira snapped. 

“No,” the bright-haired witch grunted before turning to look at me with her doe-like eyes. “Cole… do you have a plan?” 

Men continued to stumble past us, and thankfully, they paid little attention to our group. With our pale and dirty cloaks, we must have looked like a group of beggars, so before I responded, I pulled up my own hood and then looked around. 

“We’ll improvise a plan,” I replied in a firm tone. “Trust me… we’ll find the Defero. There has to be one particular room where they keep precious artifacts. There’s no way they’d be lying out in the open, not with drunkards constantly stumbling in and out.” 

“Well, wherever the fucking stone is,” Beatrix stated, “it’s probably heavily guarded.” 

“No, shit,” Akira scoffed, “but would you rather wait out here in the dark? We have no choice but to go inside and find the stone… or would you rather be stuck in this shithole for Satan knows how long? Because I’ll leave you here if I have to.” 

“No,” the light-haired brunette answered softly. “I’m just… concerned, and I think I have a right to be.” 

“We’re all concerned,” Faye replied in a faint voice as her gold-green eyes darted around the building, “but waiting out here is pointless… not to mention that it’s going to look suspicious if we keep lingering about.”

“Faye’s right,” I urged, “come on, let’s go inside.”

Each witch nodded deeply and then took a deep breath before we marched past the drunk, staggering men and entered the brothel. 

We weren’t even past the threshold, though, when our mouths dropped to the floor in shock. 

This wasn’t a human brothel as we expected, but instead, the place was filled with monster-like women and exotic creatures. There were towering, golden cages in every corner of the multi-story building, and women of all breeds were dancing naked inside of them. Wild music was playing from a band of elvish women who had their ankles chained against the wall, and they were wearing silver and gold bras and underwear as they played a quick, pulsating beat. In the back of the first room, there was a gigantic water tank filled with two-tailed mermaids swimming around in graceful swirls and churns. They were naked, but their faces were painted with heavy makeup, even underwater, and they wore forced smiles as they performed for a group of men huddled by their tank and cheering for more. There were also women with horns and different shades of skin serving pitchers of drinks at different tables, and they all wore chain-like collars on their elongated necks. Their outfits were all sheer, and they might as well have worn nothing at all. 

“Dear Satan down below,” Vesta breathed as her sparkling, silver eyes widened. She placed a dainty hand over her breasts, and her soft pink lips parted slightly open as she stared at the chaos before her. “This is not what I expected… it’s absolutely horrifying.”

“I thought this city hated magical creatures,” Ivy whispered with pale lips. 

“Turns out they can make exceptions if it includes fucking and abusing them,” Akira growled under her breath. “These fuckers… clearly, the women are here against their will.” 

“Why can’t they just use their powers to escape?” Iris questioned as she brushed a pink streak of hair out of her eyes. “I mean, that’s what I’d do.” 

I narrowed my eyes and focused on the chains and collars on each woman, and that’s when it hit me. Their shackles and cages must have been placed under some kind of enchantment. Was it elder magic? This city clearly hated magical beings, but I supposed they made some arrangements to ensure these women could never leave. 

“They can’t use magic,” I whispered, “not when they’re bound by those chains and collars.” 

The witches all gasped in realization, and as sick and twisted as it was to see these women under human men’s control, I knew we had to push onward. 

There was no time to waste. 

“Come on,” I muttered. “We have to stay focused. Follow me.” 

We carefully threaded through the cluttered rooms, and then I tried to focus on the stone’s possible whereabouts. I pictured the last Defero in my mind and then tried to home in on its hidden location, but it began to feel useless. It could have been anywhere, and there was too much going on for me to focus on only one potential room. 

We had to explore further. 

“Anything yet, Cole?” Faye asked, but I could barely hear her faint voice over the exotic music. 

“No,” I grunted. “At least, not yet. Let’s explore all the rooms on the first floor first.” 

“Shit,” Penelope muttered. “That could take ages--” 

“Can I offer you a drink?” a sweet voice asked from behind us.

When we all whipped around, there was a young woman with light green skin, purple horns, and orange eyes smiling at us, and she held up a golden platter with empty crystal glasses and a small plate of strange, leaf-wrapped food. Her outfit made it difficult to maintain eye contact because she was wearing a transparent, shimmering silver skirt and matching top. There wasn’t much underneath, except for a pair of white high/hip thong panties, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her emerald, pierced nipples were protruding through her top, and she was breathing heavily as if she were excited. 

“Err, no, thank you.” I shook my head. “We’re actually here to discuss a potential bargain.” 

“Oh?” she replied with wide eyes. “With the king?” 

The king? Did she mean the king of the entire fucking kingdom was in one of these rooms? If he were, there was no doubt he had the stone kept safely somewhere at his side. 

“As a matter of fact.” I grinned as I neared her. “Yes.”

She blushed a deep color of green and then looked at the other women. 

“You don’t look like our usual customers,” she whispered as she leaned in. “You’re all far better looking… even if you’re worse for wear… no offense.” 

“None taken,” I replied as I inched even closer.

I needed to just touch her for a moment before I asked my next question. 

“Y-You’re welcome,” she gushed before she demurely dropped her orange eyes to the plate she held. “Are you sure I can’t offer you a drink before you head off to do your business? It might ease your nerves… the king is a very ill-tempered man. Oh, but please don’t tell him I said that… he’d skin me for sure.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I said as I lightly placed a hand over hers, “but, actually, I need to know where all business transactions take place. Does the king have a secret room we need to get to?”

“I can’t tell--” she started, but then I grasped her hand a little tighter. 

“Secretum mentis,” I muttered.

Her orange eyes gleamed brighter as she stared into mine, and then her red lips parted slightly before she numbly nodded.

“Yeah,” she mumbled. “His room is upstairs, on the second floor… it’s behind the door with two golden sphinx statues placed on each side. You can’t miss it.” 

“Thank you,” I said as I gently pulled away. “You’ve been extremely helpful. Perhaps we’ll take that drink when we return.” 

“Err… sure thing,” she replied in a confused tone. 

Before she could pick up on anything else, I quickly turned away from her and led the others deeper into the brothel. I couldn’t find any stairs, but I could see the balconies to the upper level. The rooms were absolutely cluttered and packed with patrons, so it was difficult to navigate and pinpoint where we had to go, but when I found a relatively secluded corner, I looked at the witches and leaned in closer to whisper. 

“We need to find a stairwell,” I said, “I’m sure it’s around here somewhere.” 

“Right.” Akira gave a firm nod. “Let’s keep moving, then. I’m sure we’ll find it.” 

We kept close together as we passed by more dancing women in cages and men drooling over them, and the rooms were so cluttered with slave women and drunk patrons that it was beginning to feel as if we were walking in damn circles around the first floor. I was about to lose my patience until I spotted a golden door with a short, bulky man standing by. He had a firm, tight line across his spotty face, and when he met my eyes, his frown deepened. 

“There,” I whispered to the others. “That must be it. Come on.” 

I swerved past more women carrying large trays and dancing slaves, and when I approached the bulky little man, I forced myself to smile down at him.

“Greetings,” I said. “We’d like to expand our horizons, and I’m sure there is much more to be seen on the second floor. May we pass?”

“Aye,” he grunted. “For ten gold coins, you may.” 

Shit. 

I flashed him another confident smile before I quickly glanced around the room, and then I spotted a table with two men. They were a fair distance away, but I could still see them gawking at a pink-skinned woman who was dancing with fire hoops in front of them. The men had empty mugs of beer cluttering their table, but there was also a small leather pouch in between them, and I knew it had to be money. 

“I’m sure I can pay that amount,” I drawled, “but let me just check with my companions before I accept your offer.”

“You need permission?” he scoffed. “From a group of dirty, peasant women? Seems a bit odd… but what the hell do I care? Just pay or don’t, it’s no skin off my ass either way.” 

I forced myself to smile at the bastard and then turned to face the others. 

“Follow my lead,” I whispered. 

We walked toward the two, oblivious men, and I focused on the leather pouch on their table. Then I turned my head to look at the women, and an idea sprang to mind. 

“Alright, listen closely,” I muttered. “See those men over there? I’ll need one of you to distract them.” 

“But how?” Beatrix hissed. 

Before I could answer, Penelope smiled coyly at me and then pushed past the others.

“Watch and fucking learn,” she said. 

I quickly followed her as she waltzed over to the two men and then flashed them a sweet smile. One of them was blond with a scruffy beard, and the other was a short, fat man with a long black beard and small red-rimmed eyes. They were clearly in a drunken stupor because they could barely focus on Penelope as she hovered over them. 

“Hello, gentleman,” she purred. “Would you care for another drink?” 

I was directly behind her, but they seemed too drunk to even take notice. 

“Y-You don’t look like you w-work here,” the blond one slurred. “I’ve never seen you before.” 

“Well, they’re now starting to accept human women as servers,” Penelope confidently replied. “We all need to make a living, eh?” 

“Whatever,” the black-bearded one coughed. “Just bring us two more ales, and be quick about it.” 

Penelope nodded, and as the black-bearded one reached for the leather pouch, she placed a hand on his and then smiled. 

“No need to pay,” she cooed. “It’s on the house.” 

“Well, hell,” he chuckled. “Then bring us four!” 

“Sure thing,” Penelope answered. “Let me just get these other glasses out of the way for you… oops!” 

As she bent down to grab the glasses, she elbowed a few and let them fall to the side, and then glass went shattering all over the floor. The men looked irritated as their drooping eyes darted down to the broken glass, and the woman who had been dancing for them jumped back in surprise. 

I took the small window of opportunity and focused on their leather pouch.

Motus. 

The money bag flew from their table, and before they could even glance up, it landed in my hand, and I shoved it deep into my cloak pocket. 

“You clumsy bitch,” the blond one growled. “Look at the mess you’ve made.” 

“I am so, very sincerely sorry,” Penelope said in a sweet, apologetic tone. “How about I bring you six free ales as compensation?”

The two men exchanged drunken, pleased looks with one another before they nodded at her.

“Sounds like a fair deal,” the black-bearded one snarled. “Just hurry the hell up.”

“Oh, but, of course,” she answered with the same serene smile. 

The bright-haired witch bowed and then turned to look at me. As we calmly returned to the others, she faced me again and then stared into my eyes, but when she looked down, her face fell. 

“Wait… please tell me you took the money?” she gasped with furious dark eyes. “Don’t tell me I did that for nothing.”

I smirked at her terrified face and then patted my pocket.

“No worries.” I grinned. “We’re good… now let’s hurry before they sober up and wonder where their drinks are.” 

The group collectively nodded, and then we hurried back toward the guarded door. The bulky man had his arms crossed, but he smirked at me as soon as I pulled out the pouch. 

“I suppose they agreed, then?” he growled. 

“They did.” I nodded. “Here’s fifteen gold coins for being so patient.” 

The guard’s shifty eyes immediately filled with greed and gratitude as I retrieved the money and placed it into his chubby hand. 

“Now, that’s more like it.” He grinned as he stepped aside. “Have a fan-fucking-tastic time.”

We collectively nodded before I gently pushed the door open, and there before us was a grand flight of golden stairs, covered with a large, red and yellow patterned rug with intricate patterns and woven designs. 

“Let’s go,” I urged. 

We quickly climbed up the stairs, and as soon as we were on the second floor, I took a look around. 

“See if you can spot the golden statues,” I whispered. “As the woman said, they shouldn’t be too difficult to find.”

As we searched the second floor, we drifted past more naked dancers and open bedrooms, and it was growing increasingly difficult not to peek inside some of the chambers to see what was going on inside. Each different bedroom seemed to be designed for some special kink, and as we ventured onward, I spotted an expansive pink and red room filled with serpentine women dancing with actual snakes that curled around their waists and arms. Human men were tied to the bedposts, and they watched with large, eager eyes as the women danced with their animals to the beat of a quick drum. 

When we passed that room, we came across another green and gold chamber filled with centaur women and naked men. The women were wearing gold chains around their necks, and their breasts were the largest I’d ever seen. I shuddered at the sight, and I didn’t even want to question how the sexual gratification worked out for either partner. 

“This place is a total mind-fuck,” Akira growled. “I hate every inch of it. They’re keeping magical women here against their will.” 

“Well, hopefully, we won’t have to be here for much longer,” I whispered back. “Come on, the statues have to be here somewhere.” 

As we looked around, the rooms began to smell more like sex, spices, and perfume. The air was growing thicker, and it was becoming almost painful to breathe. Music was pounding in my ears, and the sounds of men moaning and cheering made it difficult to concentrate on finding the statues. It took all my willpower to try and drone out the chaos, and just when I thought my head was going to explode from the effort, I spotted the glinting, golden statues in front of a large, wooden door, and we all stopped in our tracks. 

“Well, there it is,” I said as I gestured toward the door.

I turned around to look at the others and then took in a deep breath. Each witch looked terrified and hesitant, and I couldn’t blame them. Even without reciting the incantation, I could feel great danger lurking behind the door. 

“Cole, you don’t sound too pleased about finding the room,” Faye noted as she bit down on her lip. “What’s wrong?” 

“I don’t want to scare you, but something or someone is guarding the room from the inside,” I said slowly. “It’s the king’s personal, private quarters… so there has to be some high-level security inside.”

“Can you see specifically what we’re up against?” Penelope asked. 

“Let’s find out,” I muttered before I raised my hand into the air and then focused on the door. 

Periculum.

In my mind, I could see past the door, and right behind it was a tall, troll sized man standing guard with his large, muscular arms crossed over his chest. I used the spell to see past the guard, and then my mind hovered into the adjoined hallway. As I scoped further down the corridor, my mind could see another room. Inside, there was a small, plump man wearing a velvet button-down shirt and dark slacks, and his sausage-like fingers were adorned with rings. He was bald and had a salt and peppered cropped beard, and his eyes were dark, but also greedy and menacing. He was sitting on the edge of a bed, and there were two, horned women dancing in front of him as he plucked grapes from a nearby bowl. 

My head felt like it was splitting in half as I tried to focus on the rest of the bedroom. This room was undoubtedly the king’s private pleasure chamber. It was filled with all kinds of different artifacts and trophies, and they were all placed on extended, dark shelves next to his bed. As I scanned through the clutter, I thought I spotted the stone, and my heart began to beat faster. It was vibrant red, and it was glowing like a priceless ruby. 

There was another set of guards standing in the corners of the room, though, and they were clearly doing their best not to gawk at the women who were dancing solely for the king’s pleasure. 

The moment I saw the Defero and the guards, my mind was pulled away from the suite, and as I returned, it felt as if I’d been slammed back into my own body with a painful shove. I stumbled backward from the sudden jolt and then fought the urge to rub at my throbbing temples once I’d settled inside my own head again. 

“Cole!” Vesta breathed with large, silver eyes, and her long eyelashes batted like a pair of dark fans as she lightly touched my arm. “Are you alright?” 

“Yeah,” I grunted. “I saw the king.” 

“And?” Penelope pressed. 

“And I saw the stone,” I continued. “It was right there in his room and on a shelf… but the bad news is the room is heavily guarded.”

“Well, fuck,” the bright-haired witch pouted. “How the hell are we going to get in?” 

“First things, first,” I replied. “We need to get past the first guard… he’s almost the size of a fucking troll. I need to find a way to convince him the king wants an audience with me.” 

I wracked my brain for an idea, and then I stared at the witches. Surely, the guard would know about the king’s business and his desires. Did his fat majesty have a certain kind of woman he preferred? What if I offered all of the women as a gift? It would be risky, and I knew they weren’t going to like it, but it might be our only shot. 

“I have an idea,” I said in a tentative tone, “but I’m not sure you’re going to like it.”

“What is it, Cole?” Morgana asked as she furrowed her eyebrows. “I’m sure whatever it is, it can’t be that bad.”

“Not too sure about that,” I replied as I shook my head. “Listen, you’re going to have to take off your cloaks… and show some skin.”

“But we’re only wearing our skirts and t--” Penelope began until her brown eyes widened with realization. “You want us to offer ourselves up to the king in exchange for the stone?” 

“Just to get in without a fight,” I firmly pointed out. “It’s not as if I’m going to leave you here and then take the stone.” 

“No fucking way,” the orange-hair witch snarled as she crossed her arms over her chest. “There’s no way in hell I’m doing that.” 

“Why not?” Vesta asked as she swiftly began to remove her cloak and then toss it aside as if it were as light as water. “Cole’s never let us down before, and if he thinks this is the best course of action to take, I’m in.” 

“But--” Penelope tried to argue, but my coven were already taking off their cloaks. 

Even her group was undressing and unbuttoning their blouses, and as the women stripped, I wondered which witch should be presented first. I looked at Vesta, and now that her elvish ears were visible, and her skin was gradually turning back into its light lavender complexion, she looked more like an elf than a human. Her skin was glowing like moonlight, and her exotic eyes were shimmering like a silver river. Even covered in dirt, she reminded me of a goddess, and I knew no man could resist her. She noticed my stare, and before she could say anything, I pulled her forward and then looked into her wide eyes.

“Look,” I said, “you’ll need to stand in front of the others… I have a feeling this prick has a special hard-on for elvish women.” 

“Alright,” she sighed. “I had a feeling I might have to do this… considering how beautiful I am. Let’s just get it over with, shall we?”

I gently pulled Vesta along while the others followed me, and Penelope huffed angrily before she shrugged off her cloak and then trailed after us toward the wooden door. I knocked three hard times before the large, troll-like man opened the door and then snarled down at me. 

“Who the fuck are you?” he demanded with enormous yellow eyes. 

“I’m a humble traveler,” I started. “And I’ve just so happened to stumble across these lovely morsels as I was returning home. I figured the king would enjoy a new addition to his private collection. I’ve heard he’s quite the collector.” 

“He has plenty of women already,” the guard growled. “Fuck off.”

As he was about to slam the door in my face, I wedged my foot into the doorframe to stop him from shutting me out, so he glowered at me and then took a heavy step forward. 

“Did you not hear me?” he snarled. “Fuck. Off.” 

Before I could respond, a deep voice from within the suite echoed into the hallway. 

“Gregson, who is it?”

“Some peasant trying to sell you some dirty whores,” he rumbled. “I told him to fuck off, but either he’s hard of hearing or as stubborn as a goddamn mule.” 

“Well, hold on,” the voice replied. “Bring them in. I’d like to see the goods for myself.”

I smirked as the guard tentatively stepped aside to let us in, and as soon as we entered the hallway, the strong smell of incense hit us all at once. The jingle of bells and the beating of drums echoed loudly as we ventured deeper into the suite, and everything looked exactly as it had in my mind. 

When we finally approached the king, he was slouched back into the bed with greasy lips and hungry eyes. 

“Well, what do we have here?” he asked as he eyed Vesta and the others. “Bring them closer, if you please.” 

I gestured for the women to take a step closer to the king, and I could feel the tension radiating off their bodies as the portly king eyed them like a piece of spiced steak. He licked his wormy lips and motioned for the other women to leave the room, and a small wave of relief swept over the dancers’ faces before they abruptly stopped swaying and bowed to the king. Then the two slaves left the room in a single-file line, and they both caught my eye as they passed through the door. 

“Ah, Gregson, I think these women would make a fine addition to my personal collection,” the king answered as he slowly stood up. “You know how much I liked to collect as many trophies as possible… even live ones.” 

He gestured toward his golden artifacts and the stone next to his bed, and the guard bowed his head.

“Yes, sire,” the troll-man grunted. 

“I prefer to keep my private collection in here, rather than the castle.” The king winked at Vesta. “The wife has clumsy fingers, and I’d rather not risk beheading another wife for touching my most prized possessions. A king can only go through so many wives in one lifetime, and I’m on number seven.” 

He laughed at his own joke as he slowly approached Vesta, and then he placed a thick finger under her chin and looked into her gleaming, silver eyes. 

“Tell me, child,” he murmured with a greedy, slimy smile. “Are you mixed?” 

“Yes, sir,” she answered in a soft, demure tone. “My mother was an elf, and I never knew my father, but I know he was fair-skinned. I am an experienced dancer, musician, and singer. I could bring you all kinds of joy… in more ways than one. ” 

“Lovely,” he said before he released her. “I do love some dirty mutts… and that hair… what gorgeous hair and eyes you have, my dear.” 

“Your majesty is too kind,” the elvish witch purred before she gracefully curtsied before the fat oaf. 

As he was busy studying the women, I discreetly stared at the stone on his shelf. It was right next to his bed and in the middle of his other artifacts. The guards by his bedposts were staring right at me, and I knew I couldn’t just take the stone, even if I used apportation. They’d see it floating in the air, and we’d all be dead in minutes. I knew I had to come up with another plan, and that’s when I noticed the candles by the king’s bed. I studied the small, golden embers and then focused on moving the flames with my mind. I needed to cause a distraction, and this was the only way I knew how. 

Motus. 

The candle fire began to expand upward and caught onto the sheer canopy of the king’s bed. A guard immediately took notice of the flames and tried to bat them away without alerting the king, but I was using all my power to multiply the blaze as quickly as possible. 

“Sir!” the guard finally called out. “Fire!” 

The king swirled around and then took a clumsy step back.

“Well, put it out, for fuck’s sake,” he roared. “How hard can it possibly be?” 

I narrowed my eyes, and my head throbbed uncontrollably as I spread the fire toward the bedsheets and wooden posts, and soon, the entire piece of pompous furniture was on fire.

“Dear gods,” the king gasped when he realized it was too late. “For heaven’s sake, get me the hell out of here!” 

The guards swarmed over to his side and then practically dragged him out of the room by his armpits. Since the king was so fat, they were moving slowly, and I knew it would buy us some time to escape before they did. 

So, as the chaos ensued, I focused through the smoke and flames, narrowed my vision on the stone, and repeated the incantation in my head. A moment later, the red stone flew from the shelf, through the haze, and then landed in my hand before I quickly shoved it into my cloak pocket. Now, the fire was spreading quicker than I intended, so I turned to the others and pointed to the door.

“Go!” I urged. 

We ran through the king’s suite, and soon, other patrons and women were beginning to notice the smell and were running madly through the halls. Women were being shoved aside by men who desperately wanted to save their own skins, and the bastards trampled the slaves to get as far away as possible. The sight made my blood boil, but I had to set my anger aside and focus on getting us out of here in one, unburnt piece. 

“Fire!” people screamed. “Run!” 

We were sprinting and panting through the brothel, but before we could reach the staircase, I felt someone grab me roughly by the arm and then yank me back until I hit the back of a wall with a painful thud. When I adjusted my eyes through the gray smoke, I realized I was staring up at the troll-like man, and he had a dark, satisfied look on his hideous face. He didn’t even seem to care that we could have been burned or crushed by the collapsing building. The only thing he seemed intent on was confronting me, fire be damned. 

“You,” he growled as he jabbed a meaty finger into my face. “You caused the fire. I saw it.” 

“And how the hell could I do that?” I snapped as I straightened myself up. “You’re mad.” 

“Magic,” he spat at my feet. “I know magic when I fucking see it.”

I rose to my feet and then slowly reached into my sleeve for my wand, but before the troll-like man could reach for me, I saw Penelope take a step toward the beast and aim her wand at his back.

“Volant!” she screamed.

A light struck the guard, and he went flying into the wall right next to me, and before he could even stand up, I retrieved the stolen dagger from the back of my waistband and then stabbed him in the neck with all my strength. He cried out in pain and tried to swing at me, but I jumped back. 

Despite his serious injury, the troll-man still managed to stand up on trembling legs and then glared at me with his yellow eyes. The dagger was still in the back of his neck as he stumbled forward, and he tried to reach for me with his meaty hands. I knew he wanted to wrap them around my neck, so I took another quick step back. Then I swiftly pulled out my own wand and aimed it at his thick throat. 

“Secare!” I shouted. 

A cut slashed across his thick throat, but it wasn’t enough to kill him. However, it was enough to cause him to stumble back in surprise as he clutched onto his neck in shock and horror. When I looked up to the ceiling, I noticed a massive chandelier hovering right above him, and that’s when I saw my next opportunity to finish this fucker off once and for all.

Motus.

The chandelier unhooked from the ceiling, and right before it fell on top of the giant man, he looked up and screamed. He tried to cover his head with his hands, but it was a useless endeavor. The dense ornament landed right on top of him, and he was instantly crushed. Dark blood pooled around the broken chandelier, and his troll-like body was positioned at an unusual angle. The dagger had punctured deeper into his neck from the impact, and I knew he was dead.

“Let’s get the fuck out of here!” I ordered as the witches stared at the mess with gaping mouths. “The entire building is going to collapse at any moment!” 

We ran through the burning building and down the stairs, but before we reached the front doors, I noticed many of the magical women were unable to run away because of their chains and collars. They couldn’t even place their feet past the threshold, as if some invisible force field prevented them from leaving the burning brothel. Not to mention the poor mermaids who were trapped in their tanks. 

I knew I couldn’t leave them in there to burn, so I used all my mental strength to imagine their chains and collars unlocking. I also pictured the tank breaking open, and I hoped to Satan these women would be able to develop legs like the mermaids I’d read about. 

If not, well, I couldn’t save everyone, but I could at least try. 

“Cole, what the hell are you doing?” Penelope shouted as she tugged on my arm. “Let’s go before the king realizes what we’ve done!” 

“Not just yet,” I answered through gritted teeth. 

It took every last ounce of strength I had left, but I finally managed to picture every single lock and chain coming undone. The slave women all gasped and looked at each other as the demeaning confinements fell off their bodies, but they raced through the door without further hesitation. 

Then I refocused my efforts on the mermaid tanks, and as soon as the glass shattered, the sirens all gasped as they flooded through the broken glass and water. I held my breath as I watched their tails slowly vanish and were then replaced with legs, and they met my eyes before they slowly stood up and then raced toward the door as quickly as possible. 

The women were all running as far away from the burning brothel as possible, and some patrons were also trying to run, but most of them were too drunk to even make it to the door. In fact, when I peered through the smoke, I saw the king and his guards slowly making their way toward us. No doubt it was difficult to haul his fat, slow ass down the stairs, which was why they were some of the last ones left in the building. 

When the king’s beady eyes lifted up to meet mine, he scowled through the smoke and then stopped in his tracks.

“You!” He pointed right at me. “You did this, didn’t you? All my precious artifacts are gone! I’ll have you hanged, drawn, and quartered for this, you son of a whore!” 

I ignored his meaningless threats and then used the last trace of energy I had left to bring the entire burning building down on top of him and his guards. The last thing I saw before all the stones came crashing down was the king’s wide, panicked filled eyes and a long, drawn-out scream.

And then everything faded to blackness. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 12 

“Cole?” Theodora’s soothing voice called out to me. “Cole, can you hear me?”

It took all my willpower to force my eyes open, and when I did, I saw Theodora, Penelope’s team, and the rest of my coven staring down at me. Their eyes were filled with panic and concern, but then quickly turned to relief as I smiled weakly at them. 

“Hey,” I muttered. “W-What happened?” 

“The burning building came crashing down on the king and his men,” Penelope was the first to answer. “Thanks to you, and your kick-ass premonition skills.” 

“I remember that,” I grunted as I tried to sit up, and when I looked around, I noticed we were back in the dungeons. The room still stank of piss, shit, and blood, and it made my stomach churn. “But what happened afterwards?” 

“We were shadow ported out of there before the entire city could come after us,” Morgana explained in a soft tone. “You passed out right when it happened.”

“How did you manage to spread the fire so fast?” Penelope asked, and her brown eyes glinted with fascination. “I never knew it was possible to control multiple objects and elements at the same time.”

“It usually isn’t,” Morgana pointed out. “Right, Headmistress?” 

Theodora was looking down at me with a mixture of concern and amazement written across her beautiful face. I assumed she’d seen the whole thing in her mind, and she was searching for some kind of explanation. 

“Cole,” she finally said, “Morgana is correct. What you did was very noble for the magical races, but it could have killed you. You were controlling fire, stone, wind, and water all at once… it’s a Satanic miracle you weren’t killed in the process.” 

“Well, we’re still alive and in one piece,” I answered, “and that’s all that matters, isn’t it?”

“Just barely,” Theodora responded as she helped me to my feet. “What you did was bordering on reckless, but there have been ancient witches with your ability to control multiple elements… it’s not as if it’s never been done before.” 

“Ah, is that so?” I grinned weakly.

When I was steady on my feet, I reached into my pocket and then curled my fingers around the cold stone before I gently pulled it out. I studied it under the dim candlelight and let it sparkle for a moment before I handed it to the headmistress.

“Here you are,” I said as I placed the precious Defero into her hands. “Do I dare ask why you needed a second stone?” 

Theodora smiled as she held the vibrant red stone, but rather than study the precious artifact, she quickly tucked it into her dress pocket and flashed us a small smile. 

“All will be revealed in good time, Cole,” she cooed. “Now, if I were you, I’d get some rest or perhaps some food. You’ve had quite an adventure, and it’s dinner time now at Scholomance… time passes more quickly in the other realms, you know.”

I knew she was right, and I should go back to my room and get some sleep, but now that I was back at the academy, I couldn’t rest. My mind was a frenzied mess, and I knew the only way for me to feel calmer was by studying. I couldn’t just wait for the next class to start. I had to feel productive. 

“I think I’ll be heading down into the abandoned cellar,” I replied. “I’d like to read more about my special premonition skills… that way, I'll feel better prepared for the final game.” 

“It’s your choice.” Theodora shrugged. “But don’t forget to take care of yourself.” 

“Will do.” I nodded firmly. 

“Well, let’s get out of here, shall we?” Theodora said before she snapped her fingers.

In the next moment, we were all covered in a thick cloud of purple smoke, and when the mist evaporated, we were back inside Theodora’s office. 

“I’m not trying to be rude, Headmistress,” Beatrix said after a moment, “but why couldn’t you have done that before we entered the dungeons?” 

“Because I’m not here for your shadow porting convenience,” Theodora tutted. “Now, off with you. I have work to do.” 

We slowly left the headmistress’ office, and a part of me wondered how many more stones she would need before she told me who she was trying to summon from the tethered worlds. I knew there was no point waiting around to ask her in private because when Theodora wanted you to know something, it would always be on her own terms. 

“So, that was a fucking adventure,” Penelope said once we were back in the corridors. She rubbed at her grime-covered face and then sighed at us. “Look, I admire you for wanting to study, but I think I’m going to bed for the next ten years.”

“Me, too,” Beatrix added. “I feel like my head is going to tear open.” 

“Same here,” the twins answered in unison. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” Morgana said as she gently nudged the orange-haired witch. 

“Used to what?” Penelope asked with pinched eyebrows. 

“Oh, you know.” The bookworm shrugged lightly. “Risking your life for the sake of the academy. It’s a difficult job, but someone has to do it.” 

“Err,” Penelope drawled and frowned. “Sure… whatever you say. I’ll see you all in the next class.” 

The other Scholomance team turned around, but Penelope stopped in her tracks and then slowly spun back to face me. A deep, crimson blush crept up her neck, and then she looked down at her feet. 

“Look,” she said in a bashful tone, “I know I kept doubting you back there, but you really impressed me--I-I mean, us. I’m sorry I constantly questioned you throughout the journey because, in the end, you saved us all. Not to mention you spared all those women from a lifetime of servitude. So, I guess what I’m trying to say is… is--”

“Thank you?” I smirked. 

“Yeah,” she sighed. “Thank you for everything.” 

“You’re welcome,” I replied in a soft voice. 

The bright-haired witch stared into my eyes for a long moment and then smiled, but when she realized how long she’d been staring at me, she blushed an even deeper shade of red, shook her head, and turned on her heels. The others followed her, and when they disappeared down a corner, I turned to look at my own coven. 

“You know you don’t need to join me if you’d rather rest,” I said as I studied the coven. They all had red-rimmed eyes, messy hair, and dirt-covered faces, and I knew they were fucking exhausted. “You’ve done more than enough back there.” 

“No way, Cole,” Akira sighed. “Do you really think we’re going to sit back while you bust your ass studying alone? No way in hell. We’re coming with you.”

“I’d never pass up an opportunity to study, anyway,” Morgana replied with a half-smile. “Even if I was on the verge of death… it would be my final wish to open a book and read.”

“I wholeheartedly believe that.” Akira shuddered. “Nerd.”

I chuckled at the two stubborn witches and then glanced at the mesmerizing Vesta. 

“You did a fantastic job back there,” I praised. “You didn’t even flinch when he put a meaty finger on you.”

“Why, thank you, Cole,” she purred. “Being beautiful does have its advantages, I must admit… but sometimes, I feel being so irresistibly gorgeous can be tiresome.”

“Oh, I bet,” Faye playfully scoffed. 

The others laughed, and I nodded in gratitude before we headed toward the study hall. As we marched past the portraits with their judgmental eyes and deep scowls, I thought I could feel someone or something lurking behind us, but when I whipped around, I only saw my coven. The halls were empty, but I could have sworn on my life that I sensed another presence approaching us. 

Was I losing my fucking mind?

“Do you feel that?” I asked the others, just to be sure. 

“Feel what?” Faye arched a red eyebrow.

“I feel like someone is following us,” I answered in a faint voice. 

I studied the hallway once more and then looked back at my women. They all stared around the corridor, but they couldn’t spot anything or anyone, either.

What the hell was going on? 

“Let’s keep going,” I grunted. “Maybe it was all in my head.” 

We pushed onward, toward the study hall, and for a while, I couldn’t hear or sense anything. Everyone was either in the banquet hall or in their rooms, so it would be strange to bump into anyone at this time of evening. So, I shook my head, tried to put it out of my mind, and just focused on getting inside the cellar. 

When we finally reached the study hall and then slipped inside, the unwelcoming feeling crept up my spine again. I could sense someone standing directly behind us, and it felt as if their cold fingers were reaching for the back of my neck, and when I whipped around, I spotted someone standing behind one of the bookcases. It was definitely a man, and I caught a glimpse of his pale hair and waxy skin. He was wearing a standard white suit, and his deep purple eyes widened when he realized he’d been spotted. 

“Lex?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “Were you following us?”

It took all my willpower not to let my anger slip into my tone. Theodora still wanted us to get along, and if that’s what she wanted, I’d oblige.

Or at least, I’d try. I still didn’t trust Lex or any other fucking warlock, though. 

“Ah,” the blond male said as he shoved his hands into his pockets. “I guess I’m caught, huh?”

“Yeah, you fucking are,” Akira sneered. “What the hell do you think you’re doing here?”

“You shouldn’t even be in this part of the castle,” Vesta added as she narrowed her silver eyes. “Why can’t you stay in your own quarters?” 

“They have a point,” I said in a dangerously low voice. 

“Easy there.” Lex raised his hands in defense, grinned, and then took a small step back. “I was just trying to locate the study hall, and I followed you. No one else was around, and I needed to grab a few books.” 

“Well, congratulations, you’ve found it,” Faye growled. “Now, fuck off.” 

Before I could contribute any more to the conversation, I thought I could hear someone inside my head. It felt like a nail being drilled into my skull, and I had to fight off the urge to flinch from the grating pain. 

Satan, I was so close. How did they hear me? I used the silencing spell…

It was Lex’s voice inside my head, and I studied him closely as he shoved his hands back into his pockets and looked at each one of us. Then his pale face broke into a cool smile before he took another small step back.

“Forgive me, ladies… and you, of course, Cole,” he drawled as he backed away. “I’ll just be returning to my section of the castle, then. I know when I’m not welcomed.”

Fuck. Maybe next time… I’ll be more careful.

“I think that would be best,” I answered with a firm nod. 

I tried to home in on his concluding thoughts, but the harder I focused, the more it felt as if my skull was going to split in two. My body and head were still sore from our latest task, and I knew pushing myself even further would just send me to the infirmary. 

As soon as the warlock was out of sight, I turned to look at my coven. They were all glowering and had their arms crossed over their chests. 

“Fucker,” Akira sneered. “He was totally up to something.” 

“Yeah,” I muttered. “The bastard was stalking us… he even used some kind of silencing spell to not give himself away.” 

“Wait, how do you know that?” Morgana asked with an arched eyebrow. 

“I heard him,” I answered. “His voice echoed in my head, just like Akira’s did during class.”

“Oh, Satan,” Vesta breathed dramatically. “Do you think he knows about the secret room?”

“I can’t say for certain,” I replied. “All I know is he was looking for something and trying using us to get to it. Maybe Ravana told him to spy on us.” 

“It wouldn’t shock me,” Morgana said as she chewed on her lower lip, “but is winning the final game really that important to them? Even the Vipera women haven’t shown any signs of desperation… in fact, I’ve barely seen them since the last game.”

“Do you think they’re also hiding something?” Vesta inquired as she tilted her beautiful head to the side. “One can’t be too careful.”

“Maybe they’re just trying to prepare for the game as much as possible?” Faye responded. “We should consider each possibility.” 

“I think this is about more than just the game,” I answered, and a sinking feeling formed in the pit of my stomach. “Come on, we’re not going to get anywhere by just spouting out theories. We’ve got studying to do.”

So, we headed toward the back of the study hall, and when we were in front of the special bookcase that led down to the secret passageway, I looked around and made sure I couldn’t feel anyone’s presence surrounding us. 

When I thought the coast was clear, I yanked back the two books, and then the bookcase moved aside to let us through. We slipped down the stairwell, and when we reached the bottom step, I slowly approached the covered portrait. Then I stared at the hidden painting, sucked in a sharp breath, and waited a moment before I pulled the fabric off the frame.

But once again, the mysterious woman was not inside the painting. 

“Looks like she’s still shy,” Vesta whispered as she placed a gentle hand on my back, and I caught a whiff of her rose and wildflower perfume. “I’m sorry, Cole.” 

“It’s fine,” I sighed before I covered the empty painting back up. 

I tried not to think about the woman as we headed into the back of the cellar and then began reading book after book. Out of curiosity, I decided to look for more information about Defero stones, but I couldn’t find anything about them. However, I did end up learning more about advanced premonition spells, and Theodora was right. The fact that I used so much of my power to inflict so much chaos at once could have killed me. According to one of the ancient books, witches had died terribly painful deaths during battle when attempting to control more than one element at a time. I knew I’d been reckless with my own life, but it worked out in the end, so I had no regrets. 

I’d just needed to keep studying and memorizing ways to control my powers, even if it took me all night to go through these books. 

After a couple of hours, my coven fell asleep reading, and I couldn’t blame them. My head was aching from our adventure, and reading under the dim candlelight for hours on end was probably not helping, but I wanted to learn more about my powers. As the words grew blurry, I could feel myself dozing in and out of sleep, and eventually, I let my exhaustion take over and slumped back into a deep sleep. 

As soon as darkness fell, I found myself in the middle of the black wood, just outside the castle. I knew I was asleep, but a dangerous warning still crept up my spine and made all my hairs stand on end. As I looked around the ebony forest, a sudden noise echoed in the far-off distance. I strained to listen, and I could have sworn someone was calling my name. Her voice was familiar, and it took me a moment to recognize who it was.

Cole, she whispered. Can you hear me?

It was the woman from the painting. She was calling out to me. 

Without further hesitation, I started to run through the forest, and then heavy rain began to fall as I sprinted past the trees and through the thicket. Thorny branches cut my face as I swept through the woods, and soon, the rain turned into blood. The thick, hot red liquid poured into my eyes as I ran, and it was growing more difficult to see where I was going. All I could do was follow the woman’s voice and pray that it would lead me to her. 

I had so many questions to ask her, and maybe this was the only way I could. 

When I finally came to the edge of the forest, I saw her off in the distance. She was standing in the middle of a green field, and her hair and gown were soaked in blood. The bright moon shone down on her, and when I neared her, she lifted a hand to stop me. I was standing a few feet away from her, but I was longing to come closer. As I tried to edge nearer, though, it felt like a forcefield was pushing me back, and I gritted my teeth as I fought against the sensation. 

“Cole,” she echoed, and her familiar blue eyes locked onto mine. “You must tread carefully from here on. There is a great danger lurking within the castle walls.” 

“What are you talking about?” I called out. “Who are you? What do you want from me?”

“All your questions will be answered when the time is right,” her voice reverberated, “but for now, you must heed my warning. Do not let your guard down. Those who feign friendship are your true foes.” 

“But--” I tried to argue until a sharp wind beat against my body and began pushing me backward.

I tried to fight against the storm, but it was useless. The gust was too strong, and the woman was slowly fading from view. As I tried to reach out to her, her eyes glowed red, and then the entire vision slowly vanished. The field, the woman, the forest, it was all gone in an instant. 

“Cole!” I heard my women shouting. “Cole, wake up!” 

When I slowly peeled my eyes open, my coven hovered over me with wide eyes and panic-stricken faces. I was slumped against the wall, and when I struggled to sit up, they all took a small step back.

“Satan,” I panted. “Sorry… I just had a nightmare.” 

“No shit,” Akira breathed as she brushed a few sweaty strands of hair out of my eyes. “Are you alright? You were yelling in your sleep.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said before I gradually stood up. “We should probably head to class… I’m assuming we slept here all night.” 

“Yeah.” Morgana nodded. “I feel like we had a full night of sleep.”

“Do we have time to clean up before class?” Vesta asked before she pulled a cobweb out of her gleaming, green locks of hair. “I’m absolutely filthy.” 

“Maybe.” Faye shrugged and fought back a yawn. “Let’s go into the halls and see if people are heading to class.” 

We all muttered our agreements before we headed toward the stairwell, but before we left, I felt a strange stir pulling me toward the covered painting. My fingers reached out, and before I knew it, I was touching the tattered fabric again. Before anyone could say a word, I snatched it off the painting and then took a step back.

The witches all gasped in unison and then took a step back, as if they had just seen Satan reincarnated. 

The woman had returned, and she was covered in blood, just like in my dream. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 13 

The air around us was thick and heavy with tension, and the coven just stood around the painting with their mouths hanging open. 

“I told you,” I whispered. 

“She’s covered in blood,” Faye muttered with wide green eyes, “absolutely drenched in it. Why, Cole?”

“That’s how I saw her in my dreams,” I explained. 

“You mean…” Vesta gulped and tugged nervously on her jade-colored hair, “in the nightmare you just had?”

“Yes,” I replied with a firm nod. 

“Can you hear her now?” Faye asked. “Is she trying to talk to you?” 

I stared at the beautiful woman’s serene, blood-covered face, and I noticed she was wearing the same gown from my dream, and her lengthy, black hair was soaked from the bleeding rain. Her pale blue eyes focused on mine, and as I studied her, I waited for her to say something, but instead, the room was filled with a heavy silence. 

“She’s not saying a word,” I finally responded. “I can’t hear a fucking thing.”

“Don’t worry, Cole,” Akira said in a soothing tone as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “We’ll find out who she is. Just as soon as we complete the final game. Sounds like a plan?”

Akira was not usually the comforting type, so it was difficult to reject her proposition. Besides, she was right. We had to focus on the tournament before we began searching for other answers. 

“She’s right, Cole,” Vesta purred. “We’ll figure it all out… and we’ll do it together.”

“You’re both right.” I nodded. “Come on, let’s get cleaned up before class.”

“If we have time, that is,” Morgana whispered as she stared intently at the woman. I knew the curious bookworm wasn’t done observing the mysterious painting, and as she narrowed her eyes and squinted, I knew what she was about to say. “She’s covered in blood… but still… I can see some of her features. She looks a lot like you, Cole.”

“I know,” I answered, but I didn’t want to dwell on it for a moment longer, so I gently placed a hand on Morgana’s back and steered her away from the portrait. 

“Don’t you think it’s really stra--” Morgana started, but I cut in sharply. 

“Of course, I think it’s strange,” I interjected, “but as Akira said, we should focus on the final game before anything else.”

“Yeah,” Morgana grumbled. “Right… let’s go.”

I knew she was going to ponder over it for a long time, but also, she would never risk being late for class, so the bookworm sprinted ahead of us and rushed to push past the bookcase. As soon as we stepped into the study hall, we noticed the sun was still quite low, and the room was slightly dark.

“Fantastic,” Vesta sighed with relief. “The sun hasn’t even risen. We have time for a bath and breakfast… I wouldn’t know how to get through the rest of the day feeling like a dirty peasant.” 

The others all nodded and grinned with relief, but I could still see a glimmer of concern in their eyes. I knew the sight of the bloody woman wouldn’t leave their minds any time soon, but we had to stay focused on one thing at a time. 

We could worry about her later. 

When we stepped inside the common room, the familiars were all huddled up in their usual corner. Alexander was sleeping next to Silvia, and Lily was nudged up against Ursula while Damien slept on top of the whole group. 

“We need to bring them into class today,” Morgana reminded us all. “Today is Soul Magic with Evanora.” 

“Ah, right.” I nodded. “Let’s let them sleep a bit while we clean ourselves up and then eat.” 

We parted ways, and as soon as I stepped into my bedroom, I closed the door and then stripped off my clothes. 

“Your bath will be ready in a moment, sir,” Cordelia’s shrill voice rang into the air. “I’m just adding the finishing touches.” 

“Thank you,” I said as I strutted naked around the room. 

As I waited for the bath, I walked past my sea glass mirror and then looked at my reflection. My face was covered with ash from the fire, but there was also something else prickling lightly at my skin. I edged a little closer to the mirror, and then I noticed small cuts along my cheek. My coven hadn’t pointed them out, but maybe they didn’t see them. I knew the lacerations weren’t from the brothel fire, because I would have felt it then. They must have come from my dream when I ran past those thorny branches, but how could pain from a dream seep into reality? It was a dangerous concept, and one I hoped was only a theory. I’d have to ask Theodora about it, but who knew when that would be?

I shook my head and then headed into the bathroom once the tub was filled. I didn’t feel like wallowing in the water for long, so I scrubbed at my skin as quickly and as roughly as possible. When my skin was raw and red, I stepped out of the water and wrapped a towel around my waist before heading back into my bedroom. As usual, Cordelia had laid out a new uniform for me, and I quickly dressed in the crisp, white button-down shirt, and dark slacks. Then I slipped on my boots and tossed my Scholomance crested cloak over my shoulders. 

As soon as I was dressed, I headed back downstairs, and the coven was already seated by the table and eating the breakfast Cordelia had carefully prepared for us. The witches were so enthralled by their breakfasts, not one of them lifted their heads to look at me when I came down the stairs and took a seat. The smell of baked bread and roasted slices of harpy made my mouth water, and I filled up a plate and dug in. 

“Satan,” Akira groaned as she chewed. “I didn’t even realize how hungry I was.” 

“Me, either,” Faye added. 

“Hold on a moment.” Akira grinned mischievously. “Faye, why aren’t you a vegetarian? You love animals so much, but you’re digging into the meat like a rabid dog. No offense.” 

“I do love animals.” Faye rolled her golden-green eyes. “But I’m not stupid enough to turn down a hearty meal just because it used to be alive. Animals eat each other in the wild, so it’s totally natural.” 

“Whatever you say,” Akira snickered. 

“So, speaking of animals,” Morgana said after she swallowed a hearty mouthful. “Who thinks we’re going to evolve our familiars today?” 

“Oh, wouldn’t that just be absolutely delightful?” Vesta hummed in a dreamy tone. “I can picture all the possibilities right now.” 

“But isn’t that highly advanced level shit?” Akira asked as she wiped her purple lips with the back of her hand. “I mean, we just evolved them a while ago.” 

“Yeah, but think about it,” Morgana said with wide, enthusiastic eyes. “The final game is premonition, but it also includes aspects of every other subject combined! Why would they send us into the most difficult game without a highly evolved creature?”

“That’s a good point,” I said as I finished the last bite of the spiced harpy. Then I wiped my hands against my trousers and stood up. “Well, the only way we’re going to find out is by going to class. Come on, help me wake them up.” 

I headed over to the love pile and then tried to nudge Alexander, but he just nuzzled his nose deeper into Silvia’s black and white fur and groaned. 

“Come on, man,” I urged. “Wake the hell up.”

No, he answered in a stubborn tone, ten more minutes.

“Nope,” I retorted.

Okay, fifteen minutes, he groaned. 

“You can’t keep adding more time.” I rolled my eyes. “Get up before I grab you. Do you want me to embarrass you in front of Silvia? Because I will if I have to.” 

Fiiiiiine, he whined. 

I chuckled as the black rabbit stretched out his feet and then gently pulled himself away from his raccoon girlfriend. The others all slowly began to stir awake as well, and each witch grabbed their respective familiar. 

“Cut it out, Silvia,” Morgana hissed as her raccoon squirmed in her hands, “and you don’t have to be so rude.” 

“What did she say?” I asked.

“She told me to go fuck myself,” Morgana replied as she shook her head.

“Well, that is quite rude,” Vesta breathed with wide, sparkling eyes. 

Akira snorted with laughter and then looked at the raccoon with love and admiration.

“You’re a little bitch, aren’t you?” the black-eyed witch giggled. 

“Don’t encourage her,” Morgana grunted as Silvia slowly began to rest in the bookworm’s arms. “She’s finally simmering down.” 

“You should try giving her some lemon tarts,” Faye suggested. “They help calm raccoons.” 

“Of course, you would know that,” Akira teased.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said as I bent down to pick Alexander up. 

Where are we going? he asked as he settled against my chest. 

“Class,” I responded. “It’s about time you made yourself useful.” 

Whatever, he grumbled, tucked his face into my arm, and closed his eyes again. 

We all walked out of the common room with our familiars safely tucked into our arms and then headed down the corridors. Other witches who were a part of our next class were carrying their own exotic animals, and I knew the classroom was going to be chaotic, but in the best way possible. 

When we finally reached the classroom, my suspicions were confirmed. Birds and other flying creatures were gliding past a giant iron and crystal chandelier and shitting on Evanora’s large, mahogany desk. I knew the pink-haired professor was going to be livid when she walked in. The room was giant, but it felt smaller because of all the familiars who were scurrying around the dim room. The walls were dark gray, nearly black, and the floor was made out of black marble. The only light source came from the candles above and a small stained-glass window by the back of the room. Most of the long, sleek desks were covered with critters, but luckily we spotted an empty table by the front of the room. 

“There,” I said as I pointed to the lone table. “Let’s take it before something shits on it.” 

We all took our seats, and when I looked around the expansive classroom, I didn’t see Penelope or her group yet. I wondered if they overslept, and a part of me was worried, but then the door creaked open, and I saw the bright-haired witch and her group by the threshold. They also looked entirely baffled by the mess, and when they spotted us, small smiles broke across their faces. 

Each one of them had their familiars by their sides, and I watched as the twins strolled in with their different colored panthers. The feral duo sauntered into the room with displeased looks on their feline faces, and it was almost comical how human-like their expressions were. Beatrix’s antelope strolled in by the light-haired brunette’s side, and it held its head high up in the air. It had the same arrogant air that its master possessed, and Penelope’s orange panda seemed like a docile creature, until it bared its teeth when someone’s hawk flew a little too close for its comfort. 

“Hey,” Penelope said as she passed by our table. “Crazy morning already, huh?”

“It’s madness,” Vesta replied as she turned up her small, narrow nose in disapproval. “These creatures are behaving like wild animals with no sense of control or discipline.” 

“Looks like they didn’t even bother to bond properly with them,” Faye added. 

“Yeah, no shit,” Akira chuckled. “Evanora is going to lose it--” 

“Indeed, she is,” a familiar voice said by the door.

When we turned our heads, the pink-haired professor leaned against the doorframe with a scowl across her flawless face. She was wearing a flowing purple gown with long sleeves that reached her fingertips, and she also wore a dangling, golden necklace and had her rosy hair down in long, loose waves. She was clearly unimpressed with the classroom, and she scrunched up her nose in disgust as a flying serpent shat on her desk. 

Her own owl perched on her shoulder and shook its little head in disapproval. 

“I know, Silverstone,” Evanora sighed and then retrieved her wand from her sleeve before pointing it at the ceiling. “Volitare!” 

It felt like an invisible wave washed over all of us, and in the next moment, all the familiars were frozen in place. Even the ones who had been flying across the ceiling had stopped mid-flight, and their eyes blinked in surprise and shock.

“Students,” Evanora roared. “Does it look like I’m running an animal sanctuary? You’re supposed to have your familiar under control when I walk in… have you not been bonding properly with your creatures? If not, today’s lesson is certainly going to be a trying one.” 

The pink-haired witch waltzed into the room and then muttered another spell under her breath to clean up her shit-covered desk. She then looked around the classroom, and with one flick of her wrist, all the animals slowly floated back to their owners as the room began to rearrange itself and tidy up. 

“That’s much better.” Evanora smiled. 

She may be sexy, but hell, she scares me, Alexander muttered as he ducked down in my arms. 

“Quiet,” I mumbled. “She won’t hurt you.” 

So you say, he snorted. 

Evanora gracefully walked around the room, and when she returned to her desk, she stood as still as a statue with her hands neatly folded in front of her. I thought she was about to lecture us some more, but then her emerald-green eyes turned milky white, and she didn’t even appear as if she were breathing. 

Her owl flew from her shoulder and then began to hover over the classroom, and it did trivial things like adjust one witch’s blouse button and return a piece of fallen parchment back on a table. It seemed to be cleaning up the classroom, and some witches giggled as the owl continued to study the room. It swept down and then perched itself back on Evanora’s shoulder, and her eyes gradually returned to normal before she flashed us all a smile.

“Well, now that I’ve had a better look, it seems like things are back in order,” the professor chuckled. “Just the way I like them.” 

“Professor?” Morgana asked as she raised her hand. “Did you just conduct a corpus verto?” 

“As a matter of fact.” Evanora smirked proudly. “I did. Well done, Miss Morgana. Now, would you be so kind as to explain to the rest of the class what a corpus verto is?” 

“Of course, professor,” Morgana replied with a glowing smile. “It’s the ability to enter the body of your familiar and possess their powers. You can still communicate with them while you are bound to each other, but it’s the most intimate bond ever imaginable between a familiar and their owner.” 

“Precisely.” The green-eyed professor nodded. “It’s not an easy ability, but I’m sure we can do it… well, actually, we’ll see. Judging by how out of control some of your familiars are, I wouldn’t count my griffins until they hatched.” 

As I looked around, I quickly noticed several witches looking down in shame, and they couldn’t even make eye contact with the professor. 

Evanora sighed impatiently as she glared around the room, and then she raised her hands into the air.

“Enough with the sour faces,” she demanded. “Sit up straight and pay attention to me.”

I could hear chairs shuffling as witches adjusted themselves in their seats, and when I looked at Penelope’s table, each witch was watching Evanora with large, observant eyes. The room had gone deadly quiet, and it felt like even the animals were watching the enchanting professor. 

“Excellent,” she chimed. “Now, listen carefully… you won’t need your wands for this spell. All you will need to do is clear your mind and solely focus on your familiar. You must then place a hand on them and utter the spell, ‘corporis nexum,’ and you will be bound to your creature. See? Super simple.” 

The entire class nodded or muttered their agreements as they turned to their familiars, and my own table looked cautiously down at our animals before we all placed a hand on their heads or stomachs. 

What the hell do you think you’re doing? Alexander growled as I placed a hand on his head. 

“Were you not paying attention?” I asked. “I’m going to bond with you… now be quiet until I get it right.” 

Fine, he huffed, but this better not hurt. 

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” I replied. “Are you ready?”

I guess. 

I closed my eyes and then focused on nothing but Alexander’s soft fur and bright red eyes. His hot little body squirmed as I focused on entering his consciousness, and when I thought I was ready, I parted my lips and took in a deep breath.

“Corporis nexum,” I whispered. 

In the next moment, it felt as if a strong gust of wind was pulling me toward Alexander, and suddenly, I was no longer sitting in my chair. Instead, I was on top of the table. I felt smaller and fatter, too, everything was in black and white, and I was far-sighted. Because Alexander’s eyes were placed on each side of his skull, I could see the entire classroom and high above my head. 

I hopped on the desk, and my body felt plump and bulky. 

Damn, Alexander, I said in his head, you need to lay off the carrot-cake.

Don’t be a dick, he grumbled. 

His voice was more like an echo than a clear sound, and as I hopped a little more around the desk, I spotted Damien, Silvia, Ursula, and Lily. I knew the witches had bonded with them because the animals looked shocked, and it was almost comical how human-like their expressions were. They had large eyes and parted lips as they stared at themselves and then at each other. 

Okay, this is super weird, I heard Akira say. 

Shit, I can hear you! I gasped. 

Can you? she squealed. This is so cool. Damien says hi.

Hey, back, I chuckled. 

Silvia is not pleased, Morgana said after a moment. 

The plump raccoon waddled a little closer to me and then reached out with her long, black claws and patted my head. 

This feels so weird, she giggled. 

I love it, Faye commented as the ferret swooshed her tail back and forth. This feels so surreal. 

Satan, my eyesight is terrible, though, Vesta said as her chevrotain rolled around the table. I wouldn’t know how to fight like this… and not to be rude to my dear Ursula, but she’s not exactly the slimmest or most beautiful of creatures. 

Honestly, me, neither, Akira replied as her Komodo dragon stood up and tried to take a swing. I love Damien, but he isn’t precisely packing. 

Wait, Vesta asked after a moment. How do we return to our bodies?

Just picture being back inside your own body, of course, Morgana replied. 

I’d like my body back now if you please, Alexander said in a sardonic tone. 

Sure thing, I chuckled. 

I pictured being back inside my own body and sitting at my desk, and as soon as I did, I was back in my chair. 

Alexander shook his head, looked up at me with his large, red eyes, and then twitched his nose.

Talk about an invasion of privacy, he grumbled. 

“Yeah, yeah.” I rolled my eyes. 

The other witches quickly returned to their bodies, and when their eyes were back to normal, they all giggled and stroked their familiars.

“Well, that was fun,” Akira cooed as she rubbed a finger under Damien’s chin. 

“Speak for yourself,” Morgana pouted. “Silvia was a total bitch.”

“Isn’t she always?” Akira giggled. 

“You two could have been made for each other,” the brunette sighed.

“I’m sure she loves you,” I said as I grabbed Morgana’s warm hand. “Just like Akira does.”

“Yeah,” the black-eyed witch agreed as she playfully nudged Morgana. “We only give you a tough time because we care.”

“She’s right.” Faye grinned. “It’s all in good fun.”

“That’s messed up,” Morgana laughed, “but I guess I get it.” 

“Speak for yourselves,” Vesta purred. “I’m always lovely toward you, Morgana.” 

“Now, class!” Evanora suddenly clapped. “Since you’ve accomplished the task for today, I want you all to go off into the study hall and read more about how to bond and control your familiars. It was clear that not all of you took the time to do so before class, and that’s simply not acceptable. Go and study, and the next time I see you, I want obedient and well-behaved familiars. Understood?” 

The rest of the class looked ashamed as they all stood up from their desks and then headed toward the door with their familiars. We knew we had to stay behind, though, and as soon as the rest of the class was gone, Evanora turned to look at both tables. 

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked with her hands on her hips.

It was such a strange question to ask, and for a moment, I glanced around to see if anyone else felt the same. When no one answered, I knew it wasn’t only in my imagination. Evanora was clearly working up to something. 

“Err,” Penelope finally said to break the heavy silence, “it was… interesting?” 

“Good.” The pink-haired witch nodded. “Because that was only the beginning.” 

My heart started to race with excitement as Evanora swiftly turned to a cabinet in the back of the room and then began to rummage through her cauldrons, spices, herbs, and other ingredients. One by one, she pulled out a jar of pink dust, a human heart, rose petals, and orange twigs with thorns. She placed each item on her desk and then retrieved a black cauldron from one of her drawers.

“Now, watch me closely.” She grinned. “We’re about to evolve your familiars into the next stage before the final game.” 

A smile broke across my face, but then Alexander shot his little head up and looked at me with his furrowed red eyes.

This bitch is crazy, he said, I’m not doing it. 

“Oh, yes, you are.” I grinned. 

I could hear Alexander gulp as Evanora pulled out the cauldron and then looked at each of us. 

“Alright,” she said. “I’ll need two volunteers to come up here and brew the potion… how about Cole and Penelope?” 

I nodded, and then Penelope met my eyes as we both edged closer to Evanora’s desk. The orange-haired witch tried not to look at me, but I could feel the heat radiating off her body. 

“Now,” Evanora began. “Cole, I want you to take the heart and place it into the cauldron. As soon as you do that, Penelope will quickly sprinkle the crystal dust onto the heart and then stab the organ with the ginger thorns. When she has finished with her part, Cole will dust the bleeding heart with rose petals and then set the cauldron on fire.” 

We followed the professor’s instructions, and as soon as the ingredients were in place, I pulled out my wand and then aimed it at the heart. 

“Illuminana,” I whispered. 

The entire cauldron caught on fire, and we took a small step back as a little puff of smoke erupted from the mixture. The room smelled like roses and blood, and when the smoke dispersed, there was a dusky pink brew simmering inside the cauldron. 

“Well done!” The professor clapped. Then she retrieved her wand and aimed it at the cauldron. “Oratio.”

Suddenly, the liquid seeped into the air and then drifted into a set of vials hovering near the open cabinet. There were nine in total, and two of the bottles flew toward Penelope and me. We reached out and grabbed the warm containers, and then Evanora turned to smile at us.

“Well, go back to your desks!” she urged. 

We nodded, and once we returned to our seats, Evanora swirled her skirts and carefully eyed each of us. 

“Before you pour the potion into your familiar’s mouth, you must carefully recite the incantation, ‘multitudinem excrescere,’ which means, grow into greatness,” she explained. “It won’t hurt them… just be sure to recite each word slowly and carefully. If you don’t, then you will manage to hurt them… or possibly kill them, so be careful.”

I swallowed hard and looked at the potion in my hand. I then looked down at Alexander and took in a long, deep breath before he hopped a little closer to me.

I trust you, Cole, he said. Even if I give you shit for it.

“Thanks, buddy.” I grinned. “Are you ready?”

Bring it on, he replied and puffed out his little chest. 

As he opened his mouth, I muttered the spell as slowly and as carefully as possible, and then I poured the liquid down his throat. 

When he drank the last drop, his body began to convulse and change, and my mouth fell open when his transformation began.

I never expected what happened next.






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 14 

As I stared down at my familiar, my mouth dropped open in shock and awe. 

Alexander was no longer a plump, feisty little rabbit, but instead, he had morphed into a four-foot-long, black and brown wolverine with protruding fangs and razor-sharp black claws. I’d seen images of the notorious animal in the Book of Beasts, but it was clear at first glance that Alexander was no ordinary wolverine. He had small, leathery-black wings that flapped open as soon as he realized they were there, and he then turned to look up at me with the same, ruby-red eyes. 

Holy shit, Cole, he said. Look at me! I’m a fucking beast! With wings!

“Hell, yeah, you are.” I grinned. “You look fucking awesome.”

A wave of pride washed over me as I stared down at him. Now, he was stronger, larger, and could fly, but as I looked up from Alexander and then at the other witches, I realized no one else had fed their brew to their familiars. 

Evanora must have realized the same thing because she clucked her tongue and then placed her hands on her hips as she looked at the women.

“Well, what in hell’s name are you waiting for?” she spat. “Feed them the potions! Unless you want them to remain the same during the final game. It’s entirely up to you.”

My coven stared at me with wide eyes before each one took a deep breath and then fed the brew to their own animals. As each witch uttered the spell, I watched closely to see what would happen next, and the room echoed with animalistic cries as each creature began to morph into something new or more advanced. 

Morgana’s familiar was the first to start evolving. The moment Silvia drank the pink potion, her little body convulsed and began to transform. The bookworm’s bottom lip trembled as she stared down at her raccoon, but then a small smile twitched at the corner of her mouth as Silvia’s fur began to turn jet black. The raccoon’s eyes also shifted to a bright yellow, and her body grew lengthier and more substantial until finally, she became a small black bear with sharp teeth and large paws. 

Morgana gasped when she realized it had worked, and her smile was so wide I wondered if her cheeks hurt.

“You look amazing, Silvia,” she cooed, and the black bear gave a small roar as she shook herself. 

“Well done, Miss Morgana.” Evanora grinned. “Now, let’s see about the others.” 

The rest of the witches watched as their own familiars began to grow and evolve as well. Faye’s ferret grew longer, and her white fur turned a shade lighter as it gleamed like snow under the dim light of the classroom. Her small, round teeth were now sharp daggers, and her eyes were bright as gold coins. 

“Whoa,” Faye breathed. “Lily, you look gorgeous and dangerous.”

“Just like me,” Vesta giggled as Faye playfully nudged her.

Akira’s Komodo dragon turned a deeper shade of blue, and his scales developed into various colors as his body grew in length and size. His stringy arms became more muscular, and small wings began to protrude from his multi-colored back. “Sweet baby Satan,” Akira breathed. “Damien, you look like you’re ready to fuck some shit up.” 

Finally, Vesta’s small chevrotain began to grow as well, and then its fawn-like head slowly began to morph into a demonic serpent’s head. The lavender-skinned witch lightly gasped as Ursula’s body began to slim down, and then her golden-brown fur turned into ivory, shimmering scales. Now, we were all staring at a long, beautiful ivory and silver scaled snake that was at least six feet long. 

“How lovely,” Vesta cooed as her serpent began to slither around the elvish witch’s slender arms. “You look glorious, my dear. Delightfully elegant and sinister. ” 

I grinned and then turned to look at the other group’s evolved familiars. Penelope’s small panda had grown to twice its original size, and its teeth were like giant fangs that jutted from its snout. Beatrix’s antelope had turned into a small, muscular horse, which almost reminded me of a miniature centaur. The twins, who each had a short, colorful panther to match the random streak in their dark hair, hadn’t grown by that much, but still, they were a relatively threatening size, and I was sure with more practice, they could evolve even further. 

“Now!” Evanora clapped and grinned. “Isn’t this exciting?” 

Everyone nodded as they studied their newly evolved familiars and then began chatting in excitement. Evanora allowed us a minute to take in the electrifying change, but then she snapped her fingers to grab our attention.

Judging by the eager look on her beautiful face, we weren’t even close to finishing our private lesson. In fact, something told me this was just the beginning. 

“All right,” the pink-haired professor said as she waved her hands, “I know you’re all thrilled by the change, but our lesson is far from over. We have a lot more to do, but before that, I want you to hold on to your familiar before I shadow port us out of here.”

No one questioned her as we grabbed our familiars, and then a second later, we were wrapped up in a massive cloud of purple smoke. I tightly held on to Alexander, even though it was far more difficult now that he was much heavier and bulkier. My stomach did flips and turns as Evanora sent us to only Satan knows where, and my familiar flailed his new wings. 

Shittttt, he yelled in my head, and if I wasn’t busy trying not to lose my breakfast, I’d laugh at him. 

When the spinning sensation came to a stop, I fell into wet grass, and Alexander landed with a painful thump on my chest. He stared down at me with annoyed red eyes and then shook his head. 

“Fuck,” I grunted. “Satan, you’re much heavier now, Alexander.” 

Sorry, Cole, he chuckled. I guess I don’t know my own strength yet… do you think Silvia noticed, though? She’s looking fine as hell.

“I’m sure she noticed,” I mumbled as I gently pushed him off me. 

As I sat up and looked around, I spotted the others, and each witch had landed flat on her back with her familiar close by. Evanora was the only one on her feet, and she sighed impatiently as the purple smoke cleared. 

“Up, up, up,” she urged as she waved away the wisps of plum-colored fog and placed her hands on her wide hips. “We need to practice! We don’t have all bloody day.” 

We slowly stood on our feet, and then I took a quick look around. We were just outside of a gray, deep-green hedged maze that was covered with a thick, foggy mist. It reminded me of the maze we had to face during the preschool finals, but something felt different about this place. It almost felt artificial, and when I looked at the others, I could sense they were thinking the same thing. 

“Professor,” Morgana said as Silvia wandered around her feet, “where are we? If you don’t mind me asking.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind at all,” Evanora said in a sweet tone, “I actually designed this place specifically for your practice session. There is no name for this realm. It was just an abandoned field with deadly creatures, so I figured it would be the perfect place for a test run. I built the maze myself, and it’s probably one of my best creations yet.”

“Wait, we’re going to bond with our familiars by wandering through a deadly maze?” Ivy asked with furrowed eyebrows. “I don’t get it.” 

“Well, obviously,” another familiar voice said from behind the group. “How else do you expect to improve your bonds?” 

When I whipped around, I was surprised to see Vanessa standing behind us, dressed in a long, deep-red gown and black leather gloves. Her long, dark, straight hair was loose and hung like a silky curtain over her shoulders. She had a small smile plastered on her gorgeous, porcelain face, and I knew she was excited about this next lesson. 

Which only meant it was going to be as dangerous as hell. The professor did love a good challenge. 

“Ah, Vanessa,” Evanora cooed. “There you are.”

 We all exchanged confused looks with one another, and then the two professors rolled their eyes. 

“Satan, did you think you came here to sight-see?” Vanessa huffed as her lip curled up into a sneer. “Bonding with your familiars was the first step, but we need to challenge you as well. Now, everyone, please pay close attention to Professor Evanora… unless you want your familiar to die a horribly painful death.” 

I could see the color drain from several witches’ faces as they slowly turned their attention back to Professor Evanora, and a sinking feeling crept into the pit of my stomach as the pink-haired professor’s face curled up into a mischievous smile. 

“Yes.” Evanora nodded. “Vanessa does have a point. You must pay close attention to what I’m about to tell you… is everyone listening?” 

“Yes, Professor,” we answered in unison. 

“Stupendous,” she replied with a naughty glint in her green eyes. “Now, you will all remain here for this special task while your familiars enter the maze… or rather, should I say, your bodies will remain here while you enter the maze with your familiar as a vessel. The objective of today’s lesson is to make it to the end of the labyrinth while using your new bodies to defeat creatures that may come in your path. You may still use your premonition skills to detect danger, but the point really is to see how well you can control your familiar’s new body. Work with your animal and help each other along the way… and I hope to see you all at the end of the lesson. It won’t be an easy task, but it will be a piece of lemon cake compared to the final game.” 

“Err, Professor,” Morgana said in a faint voice. “Please do not take this the wrong way, but why is Professor Vanessa with us? Will this count as a blood magic grade as well?” 

To everyone’s shock, Vanessa actually smiled and then shook her head. 

“No, Miss Morgana,” she chuckled. “I’m just here to make the lesson a little more challenging for you. I’ll be controlling the weather and other small obstacles from here. Do not fret, though, I have faith in you all.” 

We all nodded slowly and then turned to look at the maze. It was covered entirely in a thick, creamy fog, and I silently prayed to Satan that Alexander had improved eyesight. There was no way I’d be able to see through the mist, even with an illuminana spell. 

“Is everyone ready?” Evanora asked, and it was clear she was unable to contain her excitement by her sparkling green eyes and wide grin.

“Yes, Professor,” we all mumbled.

I could tell by the sound of their voices that the witches were far from ready, but what choice did we have?

“Excellent,” the green-eyed professor giggled. “Now, bond with your familiar and run into the maze! Or gallop… fly… whatever, you get the point. Do not bother waiting for each other, this is more of an independent trial.”

I took in a deep breath and then looked down at my new and improved Alexander.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked as I cocked an eyebrow at him.

Let’s do this shit, he answered as he threw back his shoulders. I’m fucking ready.

So, I lowered myself down to Alexander’s level and then placed my hand on his head.

“Me, too,” I whispered. “Corporis nexum.”

Again, I felt as if my consciousness was being sucked right into Alexander’s body, and when the view of the world changed, I knew I was inside Alexander’s new wolverine form. This body felt healthy and strong, even if I was lower to the ground and smaller. This was definitely different compared to being inside a rabbit’s body. My vision was sharper, and so was my sense of smell and hearing. I flapped my wings and then tried to fly toward the maze, but it was more difficult than I thought it would be. Perhaps Alexander wasn’t used to flying just yet, and obviously, neither was I. 

Let’s run, Alexander said. Come on, charge in.

If you say so, I replied. 

Before I bolted into the maze, I took a quick glance around. No one else had run into the maze yet, and I figured I might as well be the first one to take charge, so I kicked back clouds of dirt before I bolted inside the maze and through the fog. I was running so fast, and blood was quickly coursing through my body as I gasped for air, but the sensation was incredible. I could feel my muscles burning as I kicked myself forward, and I felt like I could take on anything. 

This is fucking amazing! I laughed. 

No shit! Alexander agreed. What a fucking upgrade! I’m a badass beast now!

I pushed myself onward, and then we finally came across two different routes. I sniffed the air, and I couldn’t detect any other animals or creatures in my path. So, I huddled against a bush and closed my new eyes before I decided which way to take. 

What are you doing? Alexander asked. 

Making sure we’re heading into a predator-free route, I responded. Now, let me focus, so we don’t die.

Whatever you say, boss, he replied. 

I narrowed my eyes again and homed in on my surroundings, and I could feel hot blood pumping through my body as I steadied my breathing and focused on the maze. 

Then I said the incantation in my mind. 

It took me a moment, but then my vision expanded beyond what I could see before me, and I quickly sensed something lurking on the left path. I sniffed at the air and then shook my wolverine head. 

There’s something hiding on the left path, I explained. Let’s take a right. 

You lead the way, Cole, my familiar drawled. I’m just here for a fun time. 

I made a sharp turn to the right and continued to run ahead. The mist was growing thinner, and for a second, I thought this was going to be a piece of lemon cake, just like Evanora had said. Where was the fucking challenge? I was having a fun time, and so was Alexander, but as soon as a thick drop of rain hit the tip of my nose, I realized I’d spoken too soon. Another droplet fell, and then an entire shower of rain was pouring down on us.

Vanessa, I grumbled, of course. 

Hot, but crazy, Alexander sighed, but it doesn’t matter, we can still do this.

The rain made it more challenging to navigate, and soon, the bloody droplets turned into a red hail. I tried to dodge the heavy icy stones as they rained down on me, but it was growing increasingly difficult, especially when a strong gust of wind picked up and nearly threw me back. 

Satan, Alexander grunted. She’s trying to kill us!

Calm down, I snickered. She’s just trying to make this as challenging as possible.

Well, it’s fucking working, he grumbled. 

Stop complaining, I retorted, I need to focus. 

Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you. 

I started to run through the hail and push past the strong gust of wind, but it was nearly impossible to see or sense any danger. As I bolted through the intricate maze, I thought I heard something caw above me. It was almost impossible to hear with the sudden booms of thunder as well as the sound of ice pellets hitting the ground, but I could have sworn something was hovering directly above us. I tried to wedge myself in between the bushes and then stopped to catch my breath and listen. 

Did you hear that? I asked.

I thought I did, Alexander replied, but I can’t be sure. 

As I poked my head out of the brush, I looked around and then above me. I thought the coast was clear, but then something flashed before my eyes. It was a creature with enormous wings, and it swept down and tried to grab me with its extended claws. I swerved my head and then swatted at the blur, and when I looked up, I saw a massive bird with mean, green eyes staring down at me. It was a mixture between a hawk and a vulture, and I’d never seen such a bird before, but it didn’t matter. 

The point was the beast was hungry, and it was determined to have me as its next meal. 

Look out! Alexander cried. 

I see it, I grunted. 

The beastly bird swooped down again and then tried to scratch me with one of its massive claws, but I managed to duck and bat at one of its wings with my paw. It cawed angrily when it realized I was going to fight back and not hide behind the bushes, and I flashed my fangs with a snarl. 

This fucker was going to die before I let him touch Alexander. 

We can do it, Cole, Alexander cheered on. Let’s kill it! 

Once again, the giant bird tried to swoop down on me, but I bolted toward another bush, and my opponent circled around me before it came soaring back down for another try. It was a persistent motherfucker, and I knew I’d have to kill it quickly before something else came for us. 

So, I looked up again, and as a bolt of lightning cracked in the sky, the bird swooped down even lower, opened its massive beak, and then tried to dig into my flesh with its extended talons. I was tired of hiding, and I knew we had to end this once and for all, so I pounced into the air and stretched as high as possible with my paws extended outward. 

I managed to reach the fucker, and as I looked into its eyes in midair, I dug my claws into its wings and then bit down into its meaty neck. The bird let out a terrible scream, and the taste of its blood in my mouth felt like pure adrenaline as I brought it back down into the earth. I was on top of it now, and it squawked and scrambled as I quickly bent down to rip its throat out with my teeth. Hot, delicious, boiling blood filled my mouth, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as I dug my teeth deeper into its raw meat. Then I quickly began to devour the bird as a feral instinct took over my entire body. 

Alexander enjoyed it, too, and we dug so deeply into the creature’s throat that we accidentally decapitated it. 

Hell, yeah, boss, Alexander finally said. We’re done here.

You’re right, I agreed as I licked the delicious blood from my fangs, even though I wanted to stay behind and eat the entire thing. 

But as soon as we turned around to leave the carcass behind, a pair of glowing orange eyes were staring right in front of us, and when lightning struck again, I saw a massive, black beast that was hunched over. 

The creature was twice my size, and I recognized the animal from the Book of Beasts, but I’d never come across it in real life. Its head was as large as a wolf, and its mouth was so wide it reached from ear to ear. When it slowly parted its jaws, I could see rows and rows of jagged, yellow teeth and bleeding gums. My heart began to beat like a violent drum as the creature edged closer and closer, and then it lowered itself toward the ground and bared its long, yellow fangs at me.

What is it? Alexander whispered in my mind. 

A boggart, I replied in a grim tone, and they’re nearly impossible to kill without a wand. 

As lightning split the sky once more, the last thing I saw was the boggart leaping into the air to rip out my throat. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 15 

The beast landed right on top of me, and without hesitation, I bit into its shoulder blade until I tasted blood. As soon as my dagger-sharp teeth sunk into its flesh, the boggart yelped, tossed its head back, and then tried to use its massive fangs to clamp down on my throat. The bastard was twice my size, and at least three times stronger, and I squirmed underneath its body as it continued to reach for my neck. The only thing that prevented it from killing me were my paws, since I had them pressed up against its chest as I tried to shove it off me. When the boggart was dangerously close to reaching my gullet, I swung my paw, extended my claws, and used all my strength to cut swiftly and deeply into its wolfish face. 

I managed to slash three perfect symmetrical lines into its flesh, and when it turned to glare back at me, blood dripped down its face, and it bared its teeth in retaliation. Then the asshole tried to lean down and bite me once more, but before it could tear my head from my neck, I used my back feet to hurl it off me. It took all my strength, but Alexander’s lower legs were strong, and the creature went flying off and crashed a few feet away from me. 

I swiftly pulled myself up from the ground and then took a quick step back, but the beast wasn’t finished with me yet.

Not by a fucking longshot. 

Cole, Alexander shouted in my head, use my wings!

But we can’t fucking fly, I argued.

No, use the blades! 

Blades? What blades?

As blood rain and hail fell from the sky, the boggart hunched its arms and back and prepared to charge at me. I flapped my wings from the bottom of my back, and I suddenly realized they were larger than when we entered the maze. More importantly, there were also sharp, silver, metallic edges on each wing’s tip. The appendages were honed enough to stab the animal repeatedly until I killed it, but I wondered where the fuck the blades had come from. 

I didn’t have time to question how the wings had evolved so quickly, though, so I just stuck with being grateful. Then I batted my wings and waited for the boggart to make its next move.

Come on, you fucker, I snarled in my head. 

The beast edged toward me, but I could see the hesitation in its eyes as it tried to get nearer. It was a stubborn son of a bitch, but so was I. 

I just needed it to get a little closer, and as soon as it was within reach, I’d bring down one of my wings and stab it in the head, back, or wherever I could.

The animal must have sensed my intentions, because it started to swerve around me carefully, and slowly. It kept its yellow eyes focused on me and then bared its teeth. Thick drool dribbled down the boggart’s jaw, and I knew it was growing impatient. 

My eyes watched the creature as it hunched down lower into the earth and then prepared to pounce on me. So, I took one small step back and then flapped my giant, leathery, sharp-edged wings. The sound of my fluttering wings beat into the air like a drum, and finally, the boggart charged. 

The beast snarled and then bolted toward me, but right before it could pounce on me again, I took a giant step back, and with my wings spread out, I hovered a little into the air. I wasn’t flying, but I was still above ground. Then I waited for the right moment before I used one of my sharp fringed wings to swiftly jab the boggart in the eye, and the creature yelped as it darted back and furiously shook its head. 

I took the small window of opportunity to glide toward it and stab it again in the back, and the boggart cried out as I continued to use my lethal wings to penetrate it repeatedly. It was quickly losing blood, and it struggled to stand back up. 

Finally, when the bleeding wolf-monster looked up at me, I saw a pitiful eye staring into my soul. All traces of bloodlust and hunger had vanished and were replaced with desperation.

But it was too late for that.

So, I quickly slashed its throat with my claws and then watched as the life left its remaining vibrant eye. When the boggart was lying dead on the earth, and a pool of blood was spreading from underneath its bulky body, I took a deep breath and then looked up into the sky. It was pitch black, and there was a full, yellow moon that hovered directly above me, but all was calm. The blood-rain, hail, and thunder had finally stopped, and the air felt oddly serene. 

When I caught my breath, I could sense something pulling me toward the northern path ahead of me, and I realized it must have been the way out. 

Let’s get the hell out of here, I said. 

Agreed, Alexander responded. I’m done with this fucking place. 

We ran toward the northern trail, and finally, I could see the narrow pathway, which led to the end of the dark labyrinth, but before we could reach the exit, I thought I heard a small wail. The sound made my heart clench with fear, and when I looked around, I spotted Silvia slouched against the bushes with an elongated cut across one of her eyes. As I quickly headed over to her, I noticed her breathing was raspy, and I could see dark blood splattered on her stomach. 

Silvia! Alexander cried out. No!

It’s still Morgana, I reminded him. By the power of the blood pact, she’ll be okay, we just need to get her out of here. 

I looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and as I carefully slumped the cub-sized black bear over my back, I could feel Silvia and Morgana both drifting out of consciousness. I adjusted the bear on my back, and Silvia was quite heavy, but I could still manage it. When I was ready to move on, I stared at the full moon ahead of us. It lit the end of the maze like a beacon, and I knew we were so close to getting the hell out of here. So, I waddled toward our escape, but just before I reached the exit, the ground began to violently rumble, and then the earth started to split open. I nearly fell into a crevasse, but luckily, I took a quick step back. 

Careful! Alexander warned. 

I see it, I muttered. 

More of the earth began to split open ahead of us, and with an unconscious bear on my back, it was going to be challenging to dodge over these openings, but I had no other choice. If we didn’t reach the end of the labyrinth, we’d be sucked into one of these gaps, and I wasn’t about to let that happen. 

We had to escape, no matter what. 

What’s the plan, Cole? Alexander asked in a nervous tone. 

We’re going to make a run for it, I said. Be ready.

Oh, shiiiiit, he groaned. 

I adjusted my feet before I focused on the massive cavity right in front of me. I had no other choice but to jump across it, and it was a fair distance. 

Before I leaped for our lives, I took in a sharp breath, shifted Silvia off my back, grabbed her with my sharp fangs by the scruff of the neck, and then pumped my wings to rise into the air. 

My massive wings extended like two kites, and soon, I found myself hovering above the cracked earth and staring down at the crumbling labyrinth. We weren’t very high up in the air, but we were a safe distance from the sudden crevasses that decided to open up. I glanced behind me, and Silvia was lying still on my back with her eyes closed, and she wasn’t moving an inch as we soared across the maze and toward a giant willow tree. 

We’re fucking flying! Alexander gasped.

No shit, I chuckled. 

I flew a little higher, and my exhilaration escalated. Even with a small, black bear on my back, I was strong enough to hover high above the crumbling labyrinth, and I felt instant relief when I flew down toward the giant willow tree, where the rest of the familiars were waiting. 

As soon as I landed, all the animals came toward me, and their expressions were human-like as they huddled around us. I gently craned my back down and laid Silvia on the soft earth before I looked at the others.

How badly is she hurt? Akira’s voice asked as Damien’s body gently nudged Silvia’s. 

Pretty bad, I suppose, I answered. I found her unconscious, and she wouldn’t even stir awake when we flew across the rest of the maze.

It’s a good thing you found her when you did, Faye added, and her little ferret nose twitched with concern. We were terrified when we saw the labyrinth falling apart. 

It was pure insanity, Penelope said as her orange panda stood taller on its legs. I didn’t know what to think when I saw it all falling apart. 

Yeah, it was unexpected, I grumbled. What the hell were the professors thinking?

Satan, I just hope those cuts won’t scar, Vesta purred as she flicked Ursula’s pink tongue in the air. That would be the worst… where are the professors? This needs to be taken care of immediately. 

As if summoned, I heard the sound of a twig snapping behind me, and when I whipped around, I saw Vanessa and Evanora slowly approaching us. It was strange to watch them from Alexander’s point of view, and when I looked up at them, they exchanged pleased glances with one another. 

“Looks like they made it back in one piece,” Vanessa purred as she stared down at us with cold, blue eyes. “Let’s have them return to their bodies, shall we?”

The dark-haired witch snapped her fingers, and then a large cloud of purple smoke appeared. As the wisps dispersed, we saw our human bodies floating in the air high above us, and it was so peculiar to see me, and other others, all hovering in the air like limp ragdolls. 

“Alright, you lot, just close your eyes and picture yourselves soaring back into your own bodies,” Evanora explained. “It should only take a moment.” 

We all closed our eyes, and it felt like a pair of sturdy, invisible hands yanked my soul away from Alexander’s body and shoved it back into my human form. A moment later, we had all returned to normal, except for poor Morgana, since she was still trapped inside the unconscious Silvia. 

“You need to get Morgana out of Silvia,” I said as I glared at the two professors. “Now.”

Vanessa cocked a sharp eyebrow in my direction, but instead of lecturing me for my disrespectful tone, she took a step closer toward the unconscious black bear and then bent down. The familiar’s breathing was shallow, and when the dark-haired professor placed a hand on the bear’s back, she turned to look at Evanora. 

“Pull Miss Morgana out,” Vanessa instructed. “I’ll take care of her familiar.” 

Evanora nodded and then approached Morgana’s hovering body. The pink-haired professor placed an index finger on the unconscious witch’s forehead, and then the beautiful brunette’s pale blue eyes parted open. Morgana’s face was pale with shock as she looked around, and when the brunette spotted her injured familiar, tears welled up in her eyes while she slowly returned to the earth. When her feet were planted on the ground, she ran toward the bear and Vanessa. 

“Oh, Silvia!” the bookworm cried out. “No, no, no!”

“Calm down, Miss Morgana,” Vanessa said in a surprisingly gentle tone. “She will be fine. I’ll take her to the infirmary and nurse her back to health. You can see her in the morning.”

“Alright,” Morgana sniffed as she tried to hold back her tears.

I put an arm around the bookworm as Vanessa shadow ported back to the castle, and I tried to soothe my lover by gently rubbing her back in circular motions. As I attempted to comfort her, Akira took a step closer with Damien by her feet, and she took Morgana’s hand in her own. 

“What happened?” the dark-eyed witch asked in a faint voice. 

“Something emerged from the bushes,” Morgana breathed as her lower lip trembled. “I didn’t get a good look at it, but it slashed my… err, I mean, Silvia’s stomach, and then sprinted away before it could finish me off.” 

“Satan,” Faye breathed with a wince. “All I encountered were a few naughty gnomes and the blood-rain.”

“Same,” Vesta added, and she pursed her plush plum lips. “I didn’t come across anything too vicious… the maze was gorgeous, and it was difficult to concentrate on anything but the majesty of it all… but no, I was not confronted with anything I couldn’t handle.” 

“Morgana,” I said as I looked into her desolate eyes, “was the creature that attacked you a boggart?” 

“I-I don’t know,” the bookworm stuttered. “It was too dark, and everything happened so quickly… why do you ask?”

“Because that’s what attacked me,” I replied. 

“Did you say a boggart?” Evanora interjected, and her voice went up a few octaves as she stared at me with wide green eyes. “That can’t be. I never placed boggarts inside the maze.”

“But I saw it,” I argued. “I’ve seen what they look like in the Book of Beasts. I managed to kill it, right before the maze began to crumble, but I know what I saw.”

“Wait… you were still inside when the labyrinth came apart?” the professor asked, and her face paled drastically. “But… my design was tailored a specific way… it wasn’t supposed to self-destruct until everyone was safely out.” 

“Do you think someone could have tampered with it?” I asked after a long moment.

“Like who?” the pink-haired professor huffed before she shook her head. “No, it’s impossible… I must have made a mistake.” 

“Well, did you mention the maze to anyone else?” I pushed because I refused to believe the ever-diligent professor would make such a careless mistake. 

“It was a topic of discussion during the ball, but I don’t see what that has to do with anything… ” she answered in a tentative tone. She seemed to be lost in thought for a moment, but then she stubbornly shook her head again. “It doesn’t matter, the point is you all made it out alive. Now, let’s head back to the castle.” 

“Wait--” I started, but then Evanora snapped her fingers, and we were shadow ported back to the academy. 

As soon as we were back in the corridors, Evanora flashed each of us a tight smile and then sighed. 

“Well done out there,” she praised as if it had been a total success and no one had been injured. “I suggest you enjoy a hearty dinner and call it an early night.”

I opened my mouth to argue but then thought against it. There was no point in quarreling with the professor. She would probably conduct her own research to figure out how things went wrong in the maze. I could sense it and see it in her bright, emerald eyes. 

She didn’t buy her own story. 

Evanora swirled in her skirts and then slowly disappeared from view. 

“Listen, I’m not eating,” I said as I turned to smile gently at each gorgeous witch. “You should go… you all need to recover your strength. Especially you, Morgana.” 

“Yes, master.” The bookworm nodded. 

“Come along,” Vesta cooed as she placed a hand on Morgana’s back. “I know a tea which will certainly help you calm down.” 

Before they turned to leave together, Penelope slowly faced me and looked into my eyes. A modest blush crept across her cheeks before she lowered her eyelashes and then stared intently at her feet. 

“I-I just want to say,” the tangerine-haired witch began, “you really kicked ass back there, Cole. Well done. I’m impressed.”

“We told you he was amazing,” Akira remarked with a proud smirk. “You shouldn’t have ever doubted him.”

“It’s fine.” I shook my head before the feisty Penelope could throw an insult back at Akira. “Just go and take care of yourselves. I’ll meet up with you all later.” 

I watched as both groups of women disappeared around the corner and then smiled to myself when I realized how close they were all becoming. 

Which meant they were even closer to becoming mine. 

With that lovely thought in mind, I sharply spun on my heels and then made my way down to the study hall. As I crept through the hallways, I used my premonition skills to sense if I was being followed. Lex had left me feeling paranoid, and now I was extra careful each time I headed down into the secret cellar. This time, I didn’t feel anyone on my tail, so I bolted toward the special bookcase and then down the passageway. When I passed the uncovered portrait, I was mildly surprised to see the mysterious woman was still there and covered in blood. 

“Who the fuck are you?” I whispered as I stared into her pale blue eyes.

As I predicted, there was no answer, so I swept toward the cellar and began studying. I read book after book about the final premonition game, and the more I read, the more it dawned on me that the last match was approaching. We only had one more class before the tournament, and it made my stomach twist and turn with both excitement and anxiety. I knew we were ready, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous. I specifically worried about Penelope and her group, because they weren’t under my protection, so anything could happen to them.

I shoved the terrifying thought aside and continued to read until I heard a noise at the top of the stairs. I quickly stood up and whipped my wand out, but then I lowered my weapon when I saw Morgana and Vesta standing by the open doorway.

“You startled me,” I chuckled. “Can’t be too careful, especially when warlocks are still lingering in the academy. I thought the two of you were going to go rest.” 

Neither witch said anything, which I thought was strange. I studied them as they silently walked closer to me, and I noticed they were tightly wrapped in their cloaks, even though it wasn’t that cold. They were clutching the heavy fabric close to their chests as they drew closer, and their eyes were brimming with lust and desire. 

And I could smell their arousal from here. 

“Drop the cloaks,” I purred.

“Yes, master,” they purred in unison.

The two of them let their ebony Scholomance cloaks fall to the ground, and then I took in a sharp breath as I stared at the two of them. They stood there naked under the dim candlelight like a pair of perfectly carved goddesses. Vesta’s perky, purple breasts heaved up and down with each quick breath she took, and a deep plum-colored blush crept up from her neck toward her cheeks as she stared into my eyes. Morgana’s creamy, hourglass figure glowed like porcelain, and her plump breasts moved up and down in a rhythmic motion. I could see her nipples were already hard and swollen, and the sight made the blood rush to my cock.

“Come here,” I growled as the witches edged closer. “Now, kneel.” 

The duo nodded deeply and then slowly got down on their knees as I remained seated on the cot. 

“Please, master,” Morgana whispered as her blue eyes locked onto mine. “It’s been a difficult night… we need your seed to fill us up.” 

“We want your body pressed up against ours, master,” Vesta added, and her silver eyes were hooded with desire. “Will you do us the honor?” 

“Oh, don’t worry.” I smirked. “I’m going to fuck you both until you forget your own names.” 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 16 

As I slowly began to unbutton my shirt, Morgana and Vesta’s eyes lit up and glittered with wild desire. I threw my top aside, and then the pair of scrumptious witches reached up and began to run their soft hands along my naked chest. 

“Did I say you could touch me?” I growled, and they quickly withdrew their hands. “I don’t recall giving you two permission.” 

“Apologies, master,” Vesta purred, and she batted her silver eyes at me. “We just can’t help ourselves around you. You look like a god under the soft glow of the firelight, and all I want to do is feel your strong body pressed up against mine.” 

“We need your cock, Cole,” Morgana whined as she chewed on her lower lip. “More than anything.” 

“Oh, I know,” I chuckled. 

As I looked between the two naked women kneeling at my feet, I couldn’t decide which one to begin with. They both looked up at me with large, glittering eyes and slowly licked their lips as if they’d been parched for days and finally had a glass of refreshing water in front of them. Vesta’s perfect, lavender-toned skin was as lustrous as royal velvet, and all I wanted to do was stroke her until I reached in between her soft, warm thighs. I wanted to trace every inch of her flawless body with my fingers and taste her sweet, hot mouth. When I looked into her exotic, elegant eyes, I felt like I was entering another world. 

I turned to look at the sensual bookworm, and fire raced through my veins and down to my groin as I stared at her glowing porcelain skin, full voluptuous breasts, and perky rosy nipples. Her mouth was open and starving for my cock, and as her sky-blue eyes bored into mine, I could sense her desperation, lust, and eagerness to please me. My need for her grew stronger as she chewed on her full bottom lip while gently rocking her body to and fro, and all I wanted to do was lay her on her back and fill her body with my pulsating cock. I needed to see her chocolate locks splayed wild and free as I prodded in and out of her, and I craved to hear her call out my name, over and over again while I pumped my seed deep into her. 

“Master, may we begin?” the lavender witch hummed as she slowly began to reach for my dick, which was bulging through my trousers. “You look positively divine under the candlelight, and I don’t think I can wait for your cock much longer.” 

“Yes, pleeeeeease,” Morgana begged. “I need to taste your delicious cum. I need it more than anything.” 

The bookworm was a sultry temptation as well, and I couldn’t help but smile as she rocked her body forward while her large breasts swung back and forth with each desperate movement. 

“Patience,” I ordered. “You’ll have your fucking fill. I guarantee it.” 

“Mmmmm, yes, sir,” they pouted. 

I looked between the two women once more, and even though it was a difficult decision to make, I knew Morgana was still upset over what happened with Silvia. So, I decided to first give in to her desires to help her forget about everything that was bothering her, and I knew my penis would do the trick. 

“Morgana, you know what to do,” I growled. “Take what you want… I’m feeling generous.” 

“Yes, master, thank you, master,” she answered as she looked up at me with pure adoration and devotion.

The bookworm slowly began to unzip my trousers, and as I stood up, she tugged my pants and underwear down to my ankles while eye-fucking me the entire time. She smiled ravenously at me when my rock-hard cock sprang into view, and then she wrapped her silky soft hands around my shaft before taking me slowly into her hungry mouth. 

Vesta looked forlorn as she watched Morgana slowly begin to bob her head back and forth along my shaft, and I groaned as the diligent bookworm took me in deeper. Even though I knew it was killing her inside, the elvish witch remained poised and patient before I gave her my next command. 

“Vesta,” I grunted. “Get behind Morgana, but remain in my sight as you spread your legs for me.”

“As you wish, master.” The lavender witch nodded, and she impishly grinned as she adjusted herself behind Morgana and in front of me. 

As I commanded, she splayed her long, lilac legs apart, and I smirked in satisfaction as I stared at her bright lavender, glistening pussy. She slowly licked her pink lips before she began to play with her perfectly molded breasts, and she was rubbing and pinching her plum-colored nipples as Morgana rolled her hot tongue along my member. 

My entire body shuddered from the arousing sensation and the fantastic view in front of me. 

“Keep touching yourself, Vesta,” I commanded in a raspy breath. “Don’t you dare stop until I tell you to.” 

“Whatever you wish, Cole,” she purred. “I’m all yours to command, and I hope you find beauty in the way I love for you” 

As the elvish witch slowly slipped a slender finger inside her wet, purple pussy, she closed her silver eyes and gently moaned. Then she sawed her finger in and out of her slick folds, and I knew it wasn’t going to be enough.

Not for me.

“Use two fingers,” I ordered. “I want you to ravage yourself, but don’t you dare cum. I forbid it.” 

“Ooooh, yes, master,” the graceful witch breathed before she slid another digit inside her hungry hole. “Ooooh, it feels soooo gooood… but it would feel even better if it was your huge cock pounding inside me.” 

“In time,” I grunted. “Be patient.” 

“Yes, Cole,” she moaned as she gracefully tossed back her sage green locks and looked deeply into my eyes. 

“Good girl.” My eyes were locked onto Vesta as she slowly slid in and out of herself, and I could practically feel her quivering cunt from here. 

As I watched the elegant witch continue to pleasure herself, Morgana slid her mouth all the way along my dick, until she reached my balls and then gagged. She looked up at me with an eagerness to please, and as tears spilled out from the corners of her beautiful blue eyes, I thrust deeper into her warm, fervent mouth. Then I grabbed a fistful of her dark chocolate locks and guided her out along my cock and then back again until my tip scraped against the back of her throat once more.

“Very good, Morgana,” I panted. “As usual, you take pleasuring me seriously. Now, swallow me whole.” 

“Mmmmm,” she moaned as she slurped along my dick. 

“That’s it,” I breathed. “Do you like the taste of my cock?”

“Ummhumm!” she purred around me, and the vibrations made my balls twitch and threaten to empty into her throat. 

But I stopped myself. There was more pleasure to receive from my beautiful little pets. 

I moved her head in slow motions, and when she reached the tip of my cock, she used her wet, hot tongue to tickle and tease me. I shuddered and almost tossed my head back, but I didn’t want to stop looking at Vesta. She was still playing with her glistening pussy, and her silver eyes were boring into mine as she breathed in and out in quick raspy breaths. 

“Ooooh,” she moaned as she bit down on her pink lips. “Coooole, do you like this?”

“Fuck, yeah, I do,” I grunted. “Keep going… I want to see those slender fingers deep inside you. I want you warm and wet for me.” 

“Fuuuuuck,” she groaned as she pushed her fingers in deeper. “As you wish, master. I’ll be more than ready for your cock.” 

My eyes never left the gorgeous elf as she continued to touch herself. My cock was pulsating and demanding more, so I rocked my hips in a faster motion as I fucked Morgana’s full mouth. The bookworm greedily hummed and moaned for more as my tip hit the back of her throat again. 

“Take my cock,” I growled as I thrust deeper into her, and while I rocked back and forth, she sucked and swallowed around my shaft with feral determination. 

The way her tongue was rolling around my length was mind-blowing, and it was growing increasingly difficult not to burst inside her mouth and have her swallow every last drop of my cum. My breathing became more labored as she began to bob her head at a quicker pace, and the eager bookworm took me all in while looking up at me with those keen and sensual eyes. 

I’d have to stop her now because if I didn’t, I’d explode. 

And we were just getting started. 

“Morgana, stop,” I ordered. 

She moaned in protest, but when I grabbed her hair a little harder, she took the hint and then gently pulled away from my cock. Her mouth made a wet, popping sound that echoed in the room, and her lips were glistening with my precum as she pouted her bottom lip. 

“But, master,” she whined. “I wanted moooore. It was fucking delicious, and I neeeeed more of you. I’m hungry for your semen. I need to swallow all of it.” 

“What you need is to be patient,” I growled before I turned my attention toward the elvish witch. “Come here, Vesta. I want to feel you.” 

“Yes, sir,” she purred. 

The lavender witch retracted her fingers from her wet pussy lips, slowly pulled herself up from the floor, and then sauntered closer to us. She swayed her full, purple hips in seductive motions before she stood in front of me and behind Morgana. 

The bookworm was in between us, still on her knees, and waiting for my next command. 

“Take a seat, Morgana,” I ordered. “I want you to watch as I fuck Vesta’s brains out… and if you’re a good girl, I’ll do the same to you.” 

“Yes, master,” the brunette obediently answered. 

Morgana crawled from the floor and then sat on the cot directly behind us. As soon as she sat her naked ass down on the small, narrow bed, I quickly picked Vesta up, and she gasped as I carried her toward the back of the room. The elf wrapped her long legs around my waist, and just before I pressed her against the wall, Vesta leaned down to kiss me. Her embrace was rough, impatient and demanding, and as our tongues snaked together, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and tugged at my strands. With our mouths still connected, I pressed her against the stone wall, and then she straddled me even tighter with her lean legs. 

“Do you want me inside of you?” I growled as I pulled away for air. 

“Pleeeeease, master,” she begged. “Fill my womb with your hot cum. Dump it all in me. It feels so wonderful when you give it to me. I need it now.” 

“Well, since you were so patient, I’ll grant your wish,” I whispered into her pointed ear.

Her entire body shivered as I held her up against the wall, and I tightly gripped under her plush thighs before I slowly slid inside her soaking wet pussy. Delicious little moans escaped from her lips as I slowly thrust inside her sopping wet tunnel, and the room echoed with the resonating sound of my hips colliding into her skin and the sucking sound of her tunnel devouring my cock. 

“Ooooh, Coooole!” Vesta gasped, and her silver eyes rolled back into her head. “Moooore, pleeeeease! I beg of you!” 

“Satan, you’re absolutely soaking wet.” I grinned. “You just couldn’t wait, could you?” 

“Noooo,” the purple witch groaned. “I needed you. I always need you. All I can think about all day is making beautiful love to you, my master.” 

Her hands were looped around my neck as I rocked my hips in faster motions, and then she dug her nails into my skin as I thrust as deep as I could inside her tunnel. She gasped and screamed over and over, and I just jerked my body forward and fucked her harder. Her walls clenched and quivered with each thrust, and she bit down on my neck to stifle her cries of ecstasy. Warm fluid was dripping down her thighs as I slammed her perfect body against the wall, and as I pushed and bounced her with my arms, she squealed and gasped for more.

“Ooooh, m-m-master,” she panted with her eyes tightly shut. “I-I think I’m going to cum!” 

“Don’t you dare,” I growled into her ear. 

“Satan!” she screamed. “I don’t know how much longer I can hold back, master! Your cock is what I live for. Please let me cummm!”

“You’ll have to wait,” I growled. “I’m not even close to finished with you... but don’t you dare forget I’m the one in control, and I give the commands.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, master,” Vesta whined, and her gaze was demure and obedient again. “Please forgive me.”

“We’ll see,” I growled back. 

With our bodies still connected, I pulled her away from the wall and then gently carried her toward the cot, where Morgana had been eagerly watching the entire time. I was still buried deep inside Vesta’s pussy, and she kept her body tightly pressed against mine as I adjusted one knee onto the cot. As I laid her down next to Morgana, my cock slipped out of the elf’s quivering pussy, and she moaned in protest as I stood back and looked at the two women once more. 

“Morgana, it’s your turn again,” I ordered. “Spread those legs for me… nice and wide.”

“Oooooh, yes, master,” the bookworm dreamily sighed. 

I got on the bed, even though there was very little room. Then I wrapped my hand around the brunette’s neck, and she gasped as I gently squeezed her. 

“Punish me, master,” she squealed. “Harder.”

“No,” I said as I looked into her eyes. “I’m the one who decides what to do with you.” 

I released her and then slowly slid my hand down her body, all the way to her throbbing clit. Then I rubbed and tapped it with my fingers until she started to gasp and moan. 

“You like that, huh?” I chuckled. 

“Coooole,” Morgana wailed as her face scrunched up with pleasure. “Pleeeeease fuck me. Don’t tease me, I’m begging you. Fuck me like you fucked Vesta… please!” 

“Beg more, first,” I ordered. 

“I need your cum deep inside my pussy,” the sexy brunette panted. “I need you to stretch and fill me up with your unholy seed. I need you to possess and claim my womb. I need to be yours over and over again.” 

“Hmmm, so desperate,” I whispered as I took my hard cock and then tapped it along her wet pussy lips. I teased her opening with my pulsating head, and I was so close to slipping inside her that each time I got closer, she gasped with impatience.

“I know you are my master, but please… reward me?” the dark-haired beauty begged.

“You want it now?” I teased. 

“Y-Yes, pleeeeease,” Morgana whimpered as she threw back her head. “Fuck me until I scream.” 

“As you wish,” I chuckled.

Before I slipped inside the delicious bookworm, I glanced at the erotic Vesta as she sat perched on the cot by our sides, and the elvish witch licked her full lips as she watched me enter Morgana. I turned to look back down at the bookworm, and the moment I was balls deep inside the brunette, she gasped and clutched at the rough sheets. Then I began to rock my hips with fervor, and with each deep, hard thrust, her breasts bounced, and her nipples became more swollen with desire. 

“Vesta,” I groaned. “Play with Morgana’s tits… however you wish, and I’ll treat you to a special reward.”

“Yes, master,” Vesta purred. “Whatever your desire, I shall obey.” 

The purple witch then hovered over Morgana, and her sage-green hair fell like a curtain over her face as she began to suck and nibble on Morgana’s bouncing nipple. 

“Ohhh, fuccckkk,” the brunette moaned. 

“Yesss,” I groaned. “That’s beautiful, Vesta. Suck on her just like that.

I watched through Vesta’s strands of thick, luscious hair as she swirled her bright pink tongue around the brunette’s areolas, and Morgana shivered as the elvish witch slurped on her dusky pink buds. Morgana slowly closed her blue eyes as I plowed my cock deeper into her accepting body, and she was still clutching onto the sheets for dear life. 

I groaned, and I could feel myself reaching my threshold as I shoved deeper and faster into her sopping slit, and her walls clenched tightly around my shaft as I ventured further inside her. 

“Cooooole!” Morgana moaned. “I-I think I’m going to cum!” 

“Not just yet,” I grunted. 

Vesta continued to fondle Morgana’s breasts, and the bookworm was red-faced and glistening with sweat as her body rocked against the bed with each thrust. She moved her hips as I pounded into her, and her mouth opened wider as she gasped and panted for more. Hot fluid dripped down her thighs, and she craned her neck back and looked up to the ceiling with wide eyes and parted lips. 

“I-I don’t think I can hold back,” she nearly screamed. “Satan, you feel soooooo damn gooood. P-Please don’t stop.” 

“You can cum soon,” I growled, “but not just yet… first, I want you both on the floor and on your knees.” 

“B-But, master,” Morgana whined until I jerked my body forward with one, hard thrust.

“What did I say?” I rumbled. 

“Ooooh!” she gasped just before I pulled out. “Noooo, Cole, pleeeease, don’t--” 

“You heard me,” I grunted. “Both of you get on the floor and on your hands and knees.”

Vesta stopped teasing Morgana’s budding nipples with her full mouth, and then both witches did as they were told. I stepped away from the cot and then stood behind the pair of kneeling witches, and my eyes darted between their tight asses. 

After a moment of consideration, I quickly decided to fuck Vesta next before I finished Morgana off. 

So, I got down on my knees and positioned myself behind Vesta’s purple ass, and then I batted my cock along her wet, plum-colored folds. As she arched her back like an animal in heat, I slowly slid inside her wet tunnel, and she groaned in gratification the instant we were connected. Then I grabbed a handful of her green hair and pulled her head back as I slammed my hips against her ass. 

“Ohhhh! Master!” The elf’s tight vaginal walls immediately clenched and spasmed around my cock as my movements grew more erratic, and she was panting forcefully as I sped up my motions. My sword thrust deep inside her sheath, and she rocked her hips against my skin as I continued to pound into her. Her entire body was trembling, and she was struggling to breathe as my dick sawed in deeper into her soul. My own body was quivering, too, and I knew I was about to cum. 

“Coooole,” Vesta moaned, and she threw back her mane of emerald locks. “Spread me wiiiiide open! Fuck me, master! Fuck me! Please, I’m so close.”

“Even so,” I grunted. “You’re not coming until I say so.” 

“Y-Yes, sir,” she whined and clawed at the ground. “I’m yours to c-command.” 

I pulled her head back and then slammed my hips even harder against her skin while Morgana patiently waited on all fours and craned her head to watch us. 

“That’s so hot, master,” Morgana whimpered, and the bookworm licked her lips and moaned as I continued to fuck Vesta’s brains out. “I can’t wait for my turn.”

“You’re going to have to,” I grunted as Vesta’s velvety walls tightened down around me. “Fuuuuuck, Vesta… do you like that? Do you need more?”

“Yes, sir,” the elvish witch panted. “Your delicious cock is all I need. Give me all of it. Please fill me up.” 

The elvish witch then arched her back lower and groaned as her walls clenched even tighter and spasmed around me like an electric current. Her warm juices were dripping down her purple thighs, and I knew she wouldn’t be able to hold back for much longer, and neither could I. 

“You can cum now,” I finally ordered. “As loud as you fucking desire.”

“Ahhhhh! Yes!” she screamed out in a long moan. “Oooooh, Cooooole! You make me lose all control!” 

I grunted as my throbbing cock sprayed all of my cum deep inside her womb, and her sweltering, soaking pussy clenched and unclenched as our bodies spasmed in perfect harmony. 

And it seemed to last for a minute as we both enjoyed the sensation of her tunnel massaging me while my cock filled all of the space inside of her with my warm seed. Then, our climaxes began to descend, and I tried to catch my breath while I gently pulled myself out of her gushing tunnel. 

“Ooh, Satan,” Vesta panted, and the purple witch reached in between her legs and then licked the fluid off her slender finger. “You filled me up with so much of your cum. It feels so wonderful, and look at how beautiful the pearly cream looks dripping out of my swollen pussy lips? The contrast of colors really pleases my eyes.”

“How does that taste?” I chuckled.

“Like pure ecstasy, master,” she said as she licked her wet lips again. “Thank you for the gift.” 

“I want some, too,” Morgana pouted. “Pleeeease, master.”

“Don’t worry, Morgana,” I whispered as I moved over and then leaned down to bite on her earlobe. “There’s plenty of cream for you, too.”

Then I slowly slid two of my fingers into her drenched pussy. 

“Ohhh… Cole…” she gasped and arched her back. Her pussy violently quivered under my touch, and she grew hotter and wetter as I prodded my digits deeper inside her. She was so damp, it was almost difficult not to slip right out. 

“Do you like when I finger you?” I purred as I sawed my fingers in and out of her soaking folds. 

“Y-Yes, master,” she stuttered. “But, please… I need your cock deep inside me again. I need your cum to fill my womb. I’ve been a good girl, haven’t I? Please…”

“Well, I’m a little tired,” I whispered, “but you have been a very good girl, so I want you to ride me.”

“Oh, pleeeeease, Cole,” Morgana gasped eagerly. “Can I ride you until I cum? Will you fill me up with your cream until my womb is full of your seed?” 

“You may,” I whispered.

“Thank you so much, master,” the blue-eyed beauty sighed as I slowly slid my fingers out of her twitching tunnel.

I pulled away from her and then splayed myself on the rough floor, and Vesta had crawled back onto the cot and watched with wide silver eyes as Morgana hovered her bright pink pussy over my dick. 

The brunette stroked my member with her soft hands and grinned with pleasure as I grew even harder. Then she slowly slid down onto my cum-soaked wet dick, and a guttural groan resonated in her chest before she closed her eyes and slowly began to rock her slender hips forward. She then started to bounce and swirl on my cock, and the sensation of her hot, soaking pussy and clenching walls felt so incredible that I had to dig my nails into the soft flesh of her creamy hips. 

I grabbed her tighter and then bounced her up and down, and she mewled for more. I bottomed out before jerking my hips upward and then pounded deeper into her abused pussy. 

Morgana gasped, opened her eyes, and stared deeply into mine as she began to change the pace, and now her eyes were locked onto mine as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth. 

“Satan,” she panted as she stared down at me. “Your cock feels sooooo goooood… I don’t want to stop.” 

“Then don’t.” I grinned. “Shut up and move your hips. Milk all my cum into that tight little pussy of yours.” 

“Yes, sir,” she panted. 

The brunette eagerly rocked her hips in faster motions, and when I reached up to pinch one of her swollen nipples, her body went into overdrive, and she began to ride me like a wild horse. She gasped and moaned, and with my hand still on her nipple, she grabbed it and then leaned her head down to suck on my thumb. She passionately cried out and moved her hips faster, and sweat trickled down her bouncing breasts as she bit down on my thumb. 

I chuckled as she plopped my digit out of her full, wet mouth and guided my hand back to her ample breasts. Again, I pinched and played with her bud, and her face grew redder as she began to fervently bounce up and down instead of rocking back and forth. 

“Are you close?” I teased. “I can feel you getting tighter around my shaft like a grip.” 

“Y-Yes,” she stuttered. “Oh, Cooooole… I-I can’t resist it anymore. Please master, may I cum?”

“Yesssss,” I growled, “but only if you scream for me and climax for an entire minute.” 

“Cooolllleeee!” As soon as she reached her threshold, she tossed her head back and screamed out my name over and over again. Her grip-like tunnel squeezed me like an experienced milkmaid, and I gasped as my body went numb. 

“I’m going to fill you up.” My entire body shuddered as my seed erupted inside her, and we both struggled to breathe as we swayed and moved against each other so I was as deep as possible in her tunnel. Each second brought another spasm from my balls, and her tunnel gripped and milked my shaft as another cup full of my essence poured into her womb. 

After what seemed like half a minute, I’d emptied every part of me into her, and the warm soup of our combined juices in her pussy made it impossible to feel my cock against her velvety tunnel. 

“Ohhh… byyy… Satan’s… dark power,” Morgan panted as she carefully climbed off me. 

Her pussy was gushing with our mixed fluids, and she looked deeply into my eyes before she reached down to swipe a large dollop of cum from where it ran down her pale thighs. She sucked her finger and moaned before she crawled onto the cot with Vesta, and I finally stood up on trembling legs and then laid down in between the two of them.

“Now,” I said, “I think it’s time for another round. You’re both going to take my cock all fucking night long, and tomorrow you both will be walking funny because your pussies will be so damn sore.” 

The two witches exchanged excited looks with one another before they nodded and grinned. 

“Yes, please, master,” they both purred. “Fuck us all night long.”

“As you wish.” I smirked. “I am nothing if not a benevolent master.”






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 17 

When I woke up, both witches were still deep asleep on my shoulders. Vesta looked like a sleeping, lavender goddess, and her dark eyelashes fluttered as she slowly breathed in and out. Her long, green hair was spilled over my chest, and her locks smelled of roses and sunflowers. When I turned to look at Morgana, I noticed her face was still flushed, and as she breathed softly, her full breasts heaved up and down in a seductive, slow motion. The three of us had one hell of a night, and a part of me wanted to stay like this forever, but I knew we needed to get up. 

We had a full day of studying and class ahead of us, after all. 

“Time to wake up, ladies,” I said as I gently pulled my arms out from underneath them.

They both stirred awake and then rubbed at their sleepy eyes before looking around the dusty cellar. 

“What time is it?” Morgana groaned as she slowly sat up.

“Nearly dawn,” I answered. “At least, I think so… you should probably sneak back to your rooms before other students start waking up and wandering through the halls.” 

“Good idea,” Vesta dreamily sighed. “I’d rather not waltz down the corridors dressed only in a cloak.”

“Are you sore?” I asked them as a wide smile spread across my lips. 

“Yes, master,” Morgana admitted as her cheeks flushed. “It feels… wonderful, though.”

“Yes,” Vesta sighed. “The three of us enjoyed a beautiful night. The slight pain reminds me of the endless pleasure. Please destroy my pussy anytime you wish, master. I am made to pleasure you.”

“Good,” I purred. “Now you both may return to your rooms and prepare for the day.”

The two witches both stood up and then reached down to plant a kiss on each of my cheeks before they limped out of the cellar. I sighed and then stretched out before I looked around the dusty room. Advanced necromancy was our final class before the last game, and I could only imagine what today would bring. 

Before I returned to the common room, I decided to read for a little while in my cellar’s privacy, but it wasn’t long before my eyesight turned blurry, and my stomach started to grumble. 

“I think that’s enough reading for one morning,” I muttered to myself.

So, I sighed, closed the book in my hands, and then stood up. I dusted myself off, and when I passed by the mysterious lady in the portrait, I didn’t pay her any attention. Maybe if I ignored her, she’d finally start to talk. I knew deep down it was a strange sense of logic, but for some reason, I felt it was the best course of action to take. 

I bolted up the stone stairwell and then headed through the bookcase and past the vacant study hall, and when I reached the corridors, I noticed they were also empty, which meant my premonition senses were correct. I still had plenty of time to get ready before class began. So, I made my way to the common room, and strangely, when I stepped inside, no witches or familiars were present. 

I shrugged it off and then sniffed at my dusty shirt. That cellar was a bit dusty, and I still smelled of musky, delicious sex, so I headed up to my own bedroom to clean up. As soon as I opened the door I saw Alexander centered in the middle of my bed asleep, so I quietly chuckled to myself as I snuck into the bathroom and gently closed the door behind me.

“Would you like me to draw you a bath, sir?” Cordelia asked as soon as I began to undress.

“Yes, please.” I nodded. “Make it hot, too.”

“As you wish, sir,” she crooned. 

Cordelia filled the tub with colored water and sweet-smelling brews, but I didn’t even wait until the bath was completely full before I slipped in. I soaked my sore muscles, and when I’d had enough of the heated water and oils, I carefully stepped out and wrapped a towel around my waist. Then I ran my fingers through my damp hair, and when I was back in the bedroom, Alexander was hovering above the bedside table with a grin on his face. His large, leathery wings were slowly flapping, and they echoed in the air like a steady heartbeat.

I think I’m finally getting used to this, he said. 

“Well done,” I answered. “We’ll be flying over the grounds and into the clouds in no time.”

I’m just trying to prepare us for the final game, he remarked. It’s going to be a bloodbath if we’re not careful.

“Yeah, no shit,” I grunted before I sat down on the edge of my bed. “Sometimes, I wonder if we’re truly ready.” 

You are, he reassured me. I’ve seen the way you fight and look after the others. We’re all going to be fine… and we’re going to kick ass and win!

“Thanks, man,” I chuckled. “So, how are you going to spend your day?”

Working out these wings, he replied. Obviously.

“Ah.” I smirked. “How foolish of me to ask… it’s not as if you used to spend your days constantly sleeping and eating.

To be fair, it smells like you spent your day fucking, he grunted. 

“You are correct.” I smiled and shook my head at myself before I stepped into my neatly folded outfit. I buttoned up my crisp, white shirt and then stepped into my dark slacks. Finally, I slipped on my leather boots and tucked my wand into my waistband before I wrapped my cloak over my shoulders. 

“Well, I’m off to my final class.” I grinned with confidence. “Wish me luck.”

You don’t need it. My wolverine familiar winked. 

I took in a deep breath and then headed down the stairs and into the common room. I saw all the witches sitting down on the sofas, talking and nibbling on biscuits and marrow tea, but when they heard me coming down, they stopped chattering. 

“Ah, Cole,” Vesta purred as she demurely glanced in my direction. “We were beginning to wonder when you’d show up.”

I smiled at the beautiful, lilac-colored witch, but as I turned away to glance at the others, I noticed Morgana was missing. 

“Where’s Morgana?” I asked. 

“She’s in the infirmary,” Faye responded as she tossed back her luscious red hair, “checking up on Silvia.” 

“I hope she’ll be fine,” I sighed before I sat down next to the redhead. “She wasn’t looking too well last night.”

“Oh, she’ll make a speedy recovery.” Faye smiled. “She’s a mons bear.” 

“A what?” Akira asked as she bit into a biscuit. 

“It’s a stone-hearted bear,” the redhead explained. “They are incredibly resilient, and it will take a whole lot more to kill her.” 

“Well, that’s a relief,” I said before I took a sip of tea. “Hopefully, it won’t distract Morgana today. We need to be at the top of our game.”

“Ah, yes,” Vesta sighed as she crossed her long, lavender legs. “The final game…it’s approaching sooner than I expected.” 

“Yeah, no shit, it’s tomorrow,” Akira snorted. “Satan, I don’t even know if I’m ready.”

“Don’t say that,” I ordered as I remembered Alexander’s words of encouragement. “We need to keep a positive fucking attitude. If we don’t, it will hinder our premonition abilities, remember?” 

“Yes, master,” the coven replied in unison. 

“Excellent,” I said as I set my teacup down. 

I quickly ate a few biscuits and dusted the crumbs off my pants before I swiftly stood up and packed my bag. The others did the same and then collected their own books, quills, and parchment. 

“Let’s go,” I commanded. 

All the witches nodded, and then we swept out of the common room and through the bustling corridors. It didn’t take us long to reach Crimson’s classroom. The walls were made out of a blood-red velvet, and the floor was sleek and dark. Grand red and gold rugs were splayed out on the wooden floor, and a magnificently large black iron chandelier hung from the scarlet ceiling. Large-scaled oil paintings of various women with bright red hair and eyes were plastered all over the classroom, and students were staring at the artwork as they slowly situated themselves near the black wooden desks. Everyone was chattering carelessly amongst themselves, and not one of them seemed worried or concerned, but then again, why would they?

They weren’t about to face the deadliest game yet. To them, today was just another day, and tomorrow would only be another entertaining event. 

“How positively macabre,” Vesta hummed as she twirled around in one graceful swoop. “I love this room… it’s deeply romantic, but in a bloodthirsty way. It reminds me of Cole’s savage and possessive love for us.” 

“Yeah.” Akira nodded. “I can see that.”

“You are too cute, Vesta,” I chucked. 

Then we all edged closer toward the front of the room and took a seat at an elongated, empty desk, but as we settled in our places, I continued to glance toward the doorway. Morgana still wasn’t here, and I was beginning to worry. 

As I stared at the threshold, Penelope and her group waltzed inside, and when they spotted us, they flashed us all a small smile before they took their places at a table next to ours. 

“Hey, Cole,” Penelope called out as she leaned toward our desk. “Where’s Morgana?” 

“Still in the infirmary,” I answered. “Checking up on her familiar.” 

“Poor thing,” Beatrix said as she shook her light-brown curls. “I hope she’ll be okay.”

“Me, too,” I replied as I looked toward the door. 

Right before the clock struck at the hour, Morgana came rushing in with flushed cheeks and sweat on her brow. She slammed herself down in her seat without even looking at us, pulled out her books and quill, took a deep breath, and then lifted her pale blue eyes to look at me.

“Silvia is fine,” she said in a low and trembling voice.

“Then why are you behaving so oddly?” Vesta asked with a perfectly arched green eyebrow. 

“Because I ran into the Mors Headmaster,” the bookworm answered. “He kept asking about you, Cole… but he specifically asked me if you changed your mind yet?”

“He had no right to corner you like that,” I growled, and I balled my fists by my side and tried to keep my temper in check. “I’ll talk to Theodora tonight.”

“And say what?” Faye questioned. 

“I’ll voice my concerns,” I replied. “I’ll tell her I don’t think his team should be involved with Scholomance any longer.”

Before the others could respond, there was a sound at the door, and when we all craned our necks to turn around, we spotted Professor Crimson. She was dressed in a long, velvet, and satin red gown with a full skirt and a cinched waist. Her voluptuous breasts were spilling out of her tight corset top, and the only bit of jewelry she was wearing was a simple black choker. Her blood-red hair was pinned up into an intricate bun, and small ruby curls fell across her vibrant, ruby eyes and heart-shaped face.

“Good morning, class,” she drawled. “Welcome to Advanced Necromancy.” 

“Good morning, Professor,” the class answered. 

“Everyone, please open up your books to page three-hundred-and-forty-three,” she instructed as she headed toward her desk. 

We did as we were told, and when I flipped to the correct page by using the motus incantation, I was surprised to see nothing but a simple instruction page. The title read, The basics of Bone Reading 101. 

I sat back in my seat and felt perplexed, since I figured Professor Crimson would want to cover something more intense than a simple bone reading chapter. The final competition was tomorrow, so it left me feeling confused, but I wasn’t teaching the class, so I kept quiet. I listened intently as Professor Crimson began to explain the differences between bone consistency, color, density, and size. Each bone had a story to tell, and she took her time explaining how crucial it was to pay close attention to the tiny details. Cracks could symbolize an upcoming challenge, and holes represented loss. A part of me wanted to toss a tin of bones across the desk and question whether we would win the final game, but I set the thought aside as Crimson dismissed the rest of the class. 

Both Scholomance teams remained in their seats as we watched the last student leave the classroom. After Professor Crimson shut the door, she turned to look at us with her hands neatly folded in front of her, curled her red lips into a smile, and then waltzed back to her desk.

“I’m sure you’re all wondering why we had such a basic lesson before the final game,” she said as she looked at each of us. 

“Well,” Morgana squeaked softly, “it did seem a bit unusual--” 

“Oh, well, not to worry.” Crimson smiled. “We’ll be attempting something exceptional for your private session.”

All the witches sat up a little straighter in their seats, and then their beautiful faces all broke into excited smiles. 

“Oh, I wonder what it could be?” Vesta pondered as her silver eyes sparkled under the chandelier light. “I hope it’s nothing too grotesque… working with the dead isn’t exactly my forte.” 

“Do you think we’ll have to face an undead army?” Akira questioned with a broad smile. “I’d love to kill some resurrected bitches.”

“Maybe we’re going to learn how to communicate with dead creatures?” Faye wondered. “Oh, I have so many dead pets I’d like to talk to if I had the chance.” 

“Maybe--” Penelope started, but then there was a sudden noise at the door. 

We all turned to look toward the clamor, and Vanessa was standing there in the doorway with a disapproving frown on her porcelain face. She was dressed in a simple black and silver dress with a high lace collar and pearl buttons. Her dark, straight hair hung over her shoulders like an ebony curtain, and her lips were painted a deep, blackish-red. 

“I seemed to have crashed into your skeleton, Professor Crimson,” Vanessa said with as much patience as she could muster. “I wonder what it was doing in front of the damn door.”

“Ah,” the ruby-haired witch hummed as she placed a slender finger on her bottom lip, “sometimes it likes to move around when no one is watching… I had the bastard in the closet just a moment ago.” 

“I see… well, perhaps you should place a locking curse on your closet,” Vanessa chided with an arched eyebrow. 

“Perhaps.” Crimson shrugged, clearly unbothered. She then turned to look at the two teams, and her smile widened. “Anyway, are you all ready?”

“Yes, Professor,” we answered.

“Excellent,” Crimson bubbled. “Now, for this afternoon, Professor Vanessa and I will be showing you how to communicate with dead blood relatives. It is a useful skill when you need advice from someone wiser beyond your years, but it also requires immense premonition skills combined with necromancy--” 

“With all due respect, Professors,” Penelope interrupted, “but why is Professor Vanessa here when the Headmistress is the premonition master?” 

“Because she’s swamped,” Vanessa snapped and narrowed her ice-blue eyes, “and quite frankly, you’re wasting everyone’s valuable time by asking questions, Miss Penelope.”

“Apologies, Professor,” Penelope muttered with her eyes lowered. 

Vanessa nodded gravely before she glanced at each one of us. When her pale blue eyes fell on mine, her frown deepened, and then she sighed. 

“I forgot about you,” the short-tempered professor grumbled. “I suppose you might have to sit this one out, since you obviously don’t have a famil--”

“With all due respect, Professor,” I interjected, “I’d rather give it a shot… you never know what could happen.”

“Very well,” she scoffed, “but don’t be surprised if all you see is an empty, cold, dark slate of oblivion.” 

“That’s fine with me.” I shrugged. “I’d rather do that than just sit here and watch.”

Vanessa opened her full mouth, no doubt to make another snide comment, but Professor Crimson came forward and clasped her hands together.

“Okay, not that we’ve settled that,” she started, “let’s begin!” 

“Everyone turn to the last chapter of your textbooks,” Vanessa instructed as her mouth pursed into a thin line, “and be quick about it.” 

We did as we were told, and when I looked down at the chapter, I quickly studied the sketch of the skeleton and the heart next to it. The instructions seemed short and straightforward, but I knew it would take the others a long time to nail this lesson. Premonition wasn’t the most natural subject, especially when combined with another topic, so I knew some of the women were already squirming in their seats just thinking about it. 

“Firstly, you will all need to sit as far away from each other as possible,” Vanessa snapped. “Now, get to it!” 

Everyone sprung out of their chairs and found an empty table to sit at, and as soon as we were all situated away from one another, we kept our mouths in a tight line and focused on the two gorgeous, but intimidating, women. 

“The first thing you will need is a bone,” Crimson chirped as she pulled out her wand and then aimed it at her cherry wood armoire. 

She recited a spell under her breath, and a moment later, a large glass jar slowly began to unscrew itself, and finger bones began to bob in the air and toward each student. I watched as a scrawny bone hovered over to my seat, and when it placed itself on the desk, I knew whoever this once belonged to had suffered a terrifying and painful death.

I could feel it in my own bones. 

“Now that you all have one in front of you,” Crimson began, “you will need to cut yourself and spill blood over the bone.”

“And once you have completed that task, you will need to recite a simple spell,” Vanessa explained in a tight, sharp tone, “but before you do that, you must free your mind from any restrictions or hesitations. You should all know this by now, but I still feel compelled to constantly remind you.” 

Vanessa was clearly on edge, and I wondered if it had anything to do with tomorrow’s final game. 

Was she nervous about it?

I shook the thought out of my head and concentrated on the bone in front of me. It was slim, cracked, and tinted a sickly shade of yellowish-green. I tried not to assume the worst about my particular bone, even though it was in terrible condition, and according to the lesson, that wasn’t a good sign.

“Now, the spell you must recite is, ‘lungo veteremque,’” Crimson instructed. “It’s a simple spell, but be sure to focus.” 

When no one made a move to begin, Vanessa dramatically tossed her hands into the air. 

“Well, begin, for fuck’s sake,” she fumed. “What in Satan’s name are you waiting for?” 

I frantically stared down at my slender bone and took in a deep breath. Then I raised my left hand into the air, and with my other hand, I pointed at my open palm and narrowed my eyes.

“Secare,” I whispered.

My hand quickly split open as soon as the light hit it, and I squeezed every precious drop of blood onto the bone. Once it was soaked, I wiped my hand on my trousers and took in another deep, steady breath, but I didn’t even bother to look at the other witches as they began to recite the incantation. I had to solely focus on my own progress, and who knew if I’d actually make any?

“Lungo veteremque,” I whispered as I stared at the bloody bone. 

The air was still and calm, but nothing inside me seemed to be changing. I knew I didn’t know much about myself, but I desperately wanted Vanessa to be wrong. I didn’t want my past to be empty, so I focused even harder. In the next moment, my head felt as if it were going to split open, and soon, there was a chorus of voices inside my head. They were all chanting my name, and it made my skull pound with sharp, intense pain.

Cole, Cole, Cole!

I took in another deep breath and then tried to push the mass of voices out of my mind and just focus on one. I could hear one louder than the rest, and I decided to home in on her. She sounded familiar, and my heart pounded faster when I realized it was the woman from my dreams. 

I could never forget that voice.

Cole, you must be wary, she said. You must be careful as you step ahead… I’ll be with you to guide the way… even if you can’t always hear me. 

“Wait,” I said aloud. “What’s your name?”

The air grew still, and the only thing I could hear was the sound of my heart thumping against my chest. 

I felt as if a wisp of my life had been sucked right out of me, and when my heart slowly returned to a steady pace, it was like the vital organ was sinking into the pit of my stomach. 

“Satan,” I breathed. 

I looked around the classroom at the other witches, and each one had a different expression and reaction on their faces as they slowly returned to reality. Some had tears streaming down their faces while others were white-washed and trembling.

“Well, judging by the looks on everyone’s faces,” Vanessa bellowed, “I think it’s safe to say it worked. You may all retire to your quarters now. I know it wasn’t a life-threatening lesson today, but you’ll have plenty of chances to die tomorrow… and I’m not saying that to be cruel or harsh. It’s just the hard truth. Now, off with you all and get plenty of rest. Ivy, Iris, would you two please stay behind for a moment?”

The duo exchanged remorseful glances with one another before they slumped their shoulders and obediently remained in their spots. A part of me felt sorry for them, but then again, the decision was probably for the best. If they couldn’t cut it during practice, then the game would tear them apart. 

We slowly left the classroom and all huddled into a group outside the doorway. Then Penelope looked into my eyes and then down at her feet before she spoke.

“So, I guess tomorrow is the day, huh?” she asked. 

“You suppose correctly,” Akira added in a faint voice. 

“Well, I guess since it’s obvious Ivy and Iris didn’t make the cut, so we’ll be seeing you lot tomorrow morning,” Beatrix said with a forced smile. She then extended her hand and looked deeply into my eyes. “I know we’re going to be on the same team, but I still want to wish you the best.” 

I took her hand in mine and then smiled.

“May dark fortune find the both of you.” I nodded. 

“And may Satan watch over you,” Vesta purred as she tossed back her long emerald hair. “May the darkness take over your souls before we enter the unknown.” 

“Lovely prayer, Vesta.” Faye smiled softly. 

“Thank you,” the elvish witch replied as she primly nodded. “I try to make everything beautiful.”

“Come on,” Morgana sighed. “We’d all better return to our rooms, or perhaps the banquet hall.”

“I’m too nervous to eat,” Akira grumbled. “I think I’ll just rest instead.”

“Me, too,” Faye added before she turned to look at the two new official members of our team. “Have a good night.”

“Thank you,” Beatrix and Penelope responded in unison, and then they turned on their heels and disappeared down a corridor. 

“That was an intense lesson,” Morgana sighed as we headed back to the common room. 

“Who did you end up hearing?” Vesta asked as she floated down the hallway. 

“My grandmother,” Morgana answered in a dejected tone. “You?”

“My mother,” Vesta drawled. “She was quite beautiful and a very talented musician and artist.”

“She sounds like she was lovely,” Faye remarked with a kind smile. 

“Who did you hear, Faye?” Akira asked. 

“My great uncle, Fawn.” The redhead grinned proudly. “He was an exceptionally talented man and born to run through the forest. He could communicate with over three-hundred wild species.” 

“Cool.” Akira nodded. “I would have liked to meet him.”

“Who did you see, Akira?” Morgana questioned.

“Uh, my father,” the black-eyed witch answered, and her gaze darted off to the side. “We didn’t always get along, but he was all I had… he was a total hard-ass, though.” 

“Which explains a lot,” I said as I playfully nudged the short-haired witch. 

“Shut up,” she giggled. 

The coven’s spirits were starting to lift until Morgana pinched her eyebrows together and stared at me the moment we were inside the common room.

“Wait, Cole,” she breathed. “What about you? Did you hear anyone?”

“I did.” I nodded slowly. “It was the woman from the painting. Again.” 

“Satan,” Akira sighed. “So, you are related to her… but how?” 

“I’ll worry about that after the game,” I answered in a firm tone. “Which reminds me… I need to speak with Theodora. You should all rest while I’m gone.”

“Yes, master,” my coven replied before I turned on my heels.

I left the common room and quickly headed through the corridors and down to Theodora’s office, and as soon as I was in front of her door, I knocked three hard times.

“Come in,” her voice echoed.

I stepped inside, and she was at her desk furiously scribbling something on the longest piece of parchment I’d ever seen. It snaked all around her feet, and it was probably thousands of words long. 

“Cole,” she drawled without looking up, “what can I do for you?” 

“Headmistress,” I said as I cleared my throat. “I think you should consider removing Headmaster Ravana from the academy. He approached Morgana and asked her about me. As I said before, he wants me to become a warlock, and I think he is in league with other non-satanic believers--” 

“I’m well aware,” Theodora answered before she finally looked up. 

“Then why are you still permitting him to roam the castle?” I demanded with furrowed eyebrows. 

“Because the High Court will not believe such a heinous accusation without solid proof,” she said. “It’s like trapping a spider in its own web… it seems impossible, but all it takes is the right trick.” 

“The High Court?” I repeated with wide, curious eyes. “With all due respect, Headmistress, what the hell is the High Court--?” 

“Nothing for you to worry about,” Theodora tutted. “At least, not for now.”

“So, that’s it?” I asked. “Are we just going to let Headmaster Ravana be? What if--”

“For now, Cole,” she answered in a patient tone. “You are overwhelmed, and I can’t allow that before the game.” 

“I know,” I relented with a long sigh. 

“But I know just the trick for that.” She grinned. 

The headmistress glided over to her fireplace and grabbed a goblet from the mantlepiece. Then she snatched a silver pitcher and poured a dark liquid into the cup before handing it to me. 

“Drink up,” she urged. “It will help calm your nerves.” 

I looked down at the sweet-smelling brew and then took a small, tentative sip. It tasted absolutely divine, and it was cold as it seeped down my throat. Before I could take another sip, though, something strange started to happen. Everything suddenly became blurry, and the last thing I saw before the world went black was Theodora’s beautiful face smiling down on me. 




 
   

  
 

 Chapter 18 

When I finally came to, I jerked myself upward and then looked around. I was in a room I’d never seen before, and a part of me wondered if I was still asleep and dreaming. The walls were painted light, lilac purple, and several stained-glass windows were plastered along the right side of the room. I was still fully dressed, and it took me a moment to realize I was sitting on top of a grand, canopy bed with towering, wooden hand-carved bed posts and a sheer lavender canopy that was draped over the master bed. There was a striking, black and red crystal chandelier hanging above me, and it cast specks of glowing ruby lights all around the room. A majestic gold and rug carpet covered the sleek, dark wooden floor, and there were towers of books in every corner of the room. The entire bedroom smelled of spiced incense and wilting roses, and it felt as if I were stuck in some kind of living dream. My heart was beating like a drum as I tried to remember how the hell I gotten here, but the last thing I remembered was Theodora offering me a drink in her office.

“Ah, you’re finally awake,” Theodora’s voice purred.

I swerved my neck and spotted the headmistress standing by a closed wooden door with a porcelain teacup in her hands and wearing a semi-sheer white nightgown. I couldn’t help but stare at her wide, creamy hips and the arcs of her full voluptuous breasts. The outline of her small waist made it look like she was wearing a corset, and her bright eyes twinkled as she stared long and hard at me. 

She might as well be completely naked.

I also noticed her dark hair, which was usually pulled up into a demure bun, spilled over her shoulders like a chocolate waterfall. Her cheeks and lips were rosy, and her ivory skin was glowing like white wine. Her sky-blue eyes stared right into mine as she took a few steps closer toward the bed, and I could feel the blood rushing down to my cock as she sauntered even closer. 

“Err, uh, Headmistress,” I spluttered. “With all due respect… what the hell is going on? Where am I?”

“You fell into a deep, calming sleep,” she replied in a saccharine tone. “I thought it would be best to bring you into my private chambers to rest for the night. Today is the big day, after all… I wanted you to be as refreshed as possible.” 

“Fuck!” I gasped as I sat up a little straighter. “What time is it? I should go to my coven--”

“They’ll be fine for a few more minutes,” she cooed before she took a seat on the bed next to me, and I couldn’t help but notice how intoxicating she smelled, like wildflowers and sweet, ripe berries. “You should drink this tea. It will help you wake up.”

After I stared at the yellow tinted tea, I raised a skeptical eyebrow in her direction, and she gently laughed. 

“I promise it won’t knock you out,” she laughed. “Just drink it, and I swear it will help you to wake up.” 

I nodded and took the cup from her delicate hands. Then I tentatively sipped the brew, and the bitter taste of lemon and ginger overwhelmed my taste buds. I coughed, wiped my lips, and before I could offer her the half-filled cup, she gently shoved it back in my direction.

“Drink it all,” she ordered. “Trust me.” 

Without arguing, I forced myself to drink the entire cup, and when I was finished, I shook my head and then looked at the headmistress. She was undoubtedly beautiful, and now that I was really looking at her, I realized she looked more like Vanessa’s sister, rather than her mother. 

“Are you ready, Cole?” she asked in a soft voice. 

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I sighed. 

“Fantastic,” Theodora said before she set the teacup aside. “I’ll send you to your room, then.”

Before I could respond, she flicked her wrist, and I was wrapped up in a blanket of thick, purple smoke. When the wisps of mist vanished, I was back inside my bedroom, but before I even had a chance to look around, Alexander flew right by my head and nearly knocked me over.

“Hey!” I exclaimed. “Watch it, man.” 

Where the hell were you? he demanded. I was worried sick.

“I was asleep in the headmistress’ chambers,” I replied. 

Wait, what? he shrieked, and he swerved through the air to come back and hover in front of my face. What happened? Tell me every sexy detail. 

“Nothing like that happened,” I chuckled. “Now stop chattering, I have to get ready.” 

“Speaking of which, your tournament outfit is ready for you, sir,” Cordelia’s voice echoed. “It’s in the usual place.” 

“Ah, thank you,” I said as I headed over to the blue velvet chair. 

As Cordelia promised, there was a new, neatly pressed outfit folded on the seat, and as I began to dress, I realized just how different this outfit was compared to the others I’d donned in the past. Instead of a plain white-collar shirt, there was a sleek, black button-down top with a deep forest-green collar and leather cuffs. The Scholomance crest was sewn into the breast pocket, and it looked like something a prince would wear. The trousers were different as well, and instead of black wool, I slipped on a pair of black leather pants with a soft interior and plenty of room to hide extra weapons. I tucked my shirt into the waistband and strode over to my desk and pulled out my crafted dagger before I tucked it into my pants. I then slid into my standard leather boots and swept a black Scholomance cloak over my shoulders. The interior was made of green, luminous silk, which matched my shirt’s collar, and there was another crest sewn into the cloak as well. 

As soon as I was dressed, I marched over to the sea glass mirror to take a look at myself. 

My ebony hair was swept over my pale blue eyes, and I quickly brushed back the stubborn strands and tucked them behind my ears. My pale skin was almost glowing, the same way Theodora’s had shone this morning, and there was a tint of red in my cheeks and lips. Whatever she gave me, it was rejuvenating my insides and my physical attributes as well. I felt like a god as I looked at my reflection, but I also reminded myself not to get too cocky. 

Who knew what tricks were waiting for us in the final game?

Looking sharp as a knife, Cole, Alexander commented, and his voice broke me out of my trance. All your women are going to flood their panties when they see you. Are you ready to kick some ass? 

“You bet,” I chuckled as I took one final look in the mirror. “Let’s go see if the others are ready as well.” 

I opened the door, and Alexander flew down to the common room and situated himself on the fireplace mantlepiece. As soon as I stepped down the stairwell, I was hit with an intoxicating aroma of different breakfast options, and when I glanced at the cluttered coffee table, I knew Cordelia had truly outdone herself this time. I spotted mugs of spiced coffee, cups of freshly squeezed wild fruit juice, fairy-wing cakes, pumpkin pancakes, griffin eggs, newt biscuits, and even an assortment of rainbow-colored mystical muffins and a bowl of red berries. 

“Thank you, Cordelia,” I gushed before I took a seat and poured myself some coffee. “This is amazing. You’re amazing.”

“I just wanted to help as much as I could,” Cordelia replied, and I could practically hear her blushing. “I’m so glad you approve of it, sir.” 

“Oh, what a lovely set up,” I heard Vesta’s elegant voice echo from behind me. “It’s positively perfect.” 

When I turned around, I spotted my coven, and a small smile broke across my face. They were all dressed the same, but just as sexy, nonetheless. Each witch wore an emerald-colored mini skirt with knee-high black leather boots, and an ebony, button-down silk blouse. They didn’t button their shirts all the way up to their collarbones, and the cusps of their perfect breasts were visible through the gaps of their tops. Aside from Akira, they all had their long hair pulled up into a sensible bun, and their naturally gorgeous faces were free from any makeup. 

“Come and join me.” I gestured toward the hearty breakfast. “There’s plenty to share.” 

“Yes, master,” they replied in unison. 

The sweet-smelling women all took their seats and then began to dig into their food, and I ate slowly and watched each witch as they enjoyed their breakfasts. I was worried about the final game, but I knew I’d have to set any concerns aside. 

For me, it wasn’t really about winning. It was more about surviving, and now that we’d grown closer, I refused to let anything happen to Penelope or Beatrix. This meant the last game was going to be the most difficult one of all, and not only because it was premonition based, but because I would have my hands full watching over the other two witches.

But soon, they would both be mine, and it would no longer be an issue. I just had to be patient. 

“Listen,” I said as I set my empty plate aside, “I need you all to help me out with something.” 

“What is it, Cole?” Vesta hummed before she picked a small berry from the porcelain bowl and lightly sucked on the tip with her full, pink lips. 

“I need you to help me watch over Penelope and Beatrix,” I explained. “They aren’t under the protection of the blood pact, but my intent is to bring them into our coven soon.” 

“Of course,” Morgana breathed as she leaned forward, and I could practically see her nipples down her blouse. “We’ll do whatever we can to protect them, master.”

“She’s right,” Faye added, and her gold-green eyes shone with determination. “You can count on us.”

“Absolutely.” Akira nodded. 

“Good girls,” I sighed before I leaned back into the sofa. 

I knew I couldn’t get comfortable for long, but I still briefly closed my eyes and then took in a long, steady breath before I looked back at each stunning witch.

“Are we ready to fucking do this?” I finally asked. 

“Yes, master,” my women answered in unison. 

Again, I marveled at my brilliant and gorgeous coven. They all had full, confident smiles spread across their faces, their skin glowed with excitement, and I couldn’t help but grin at their poise and determination to see this game through to the very end. I then chuckled as all their familiars came crawling or slithering down the stairwell from their bedrooms. 

Vesta’s silver and ivory snake slithered up her body and loosely curled herself around the elf’s slender, lavender neck. Her bright, green eyes bored into mine before she flicked her bright pink tongue in the air and hissed. 

“Don’t worry, Ursula,” Vesta purred. “You’ll be fine… we’re in this together, my love.”

I then looked down at Akira’s bulky Komodo dragon as he wrapped his tail around the black-eyed witch’s ankle. He puffed up his chest, sneered, and then batted his small wings when he met Alexander’s eyes. 

Akira looked between the two of them and laughed. “Looks like they’re proud of their new wings. Damien just sprouted them last night after we talked for hours.” 

“Well done.” I grinned. “Bonding has officially paid off.” 

I averted my eyes away from the small dragon and turned my attention toward Faye’s oversized ferret with shimmering white fur. The creature was restless, and it hopped around in circles over everyone’s feet as if it were chasing an invisible mouse. 

“Lily, you need to calm the fuck down,” Faye sighed as she rolled her golden-green eyes. “Save that energy for the game.” 

I chuckled at the energetic little beast, and then my eyes landed on Morgana’s black bear. The poor creature had three perfectly lined scars across her stomach, but it didn’t even faze the strong-willed familiar. She stood tall and proud by Morgana’s side, and it was clear to me that Silvia possessed the bookworm’s strength and willpower, and a surge of pride flooded through my body as I looked at the unstoppable pair. 

Alexander flew toward me, and before I could suggest we leave, there was a hard knock on the door, and Vanessa strolled right in. She was wearing a blood-red gown with a deep, plunging neckline, and a pearl choker. Her straight hair was up in a sleek, dark ponytail, and her eyes were painted with a smoky black shadow. 

Penelope and Beatrix were standing behind her with their familiars, and their faces were white-washed. Their lips were also pale and trembling as they quietly waited for Vanessa to say something, and I knew they were trying their absolute hardest to put on brave faces. The fear in their eyes was clearly there, and as soon as I met their gaze, I smiled reassuringly at the pair. 

“Don’t worry,” I mouthed. “I’ll watch over you.” 

They both smiled softly at me, and Vanessa didn’t even seem to notice as she stared around the room and then sighed. 

“Theodora thought it would be best if we all walked down to the banquet hall together,” she explained in a curt tone. “Are you ready?” 

“Yes, Professor,” we all responded.

“Good, follow me,” she snapped before she whipped her skirt around and strode out of the common room with her head held high. 

We obediently followed our short-tempered professor down the halls, and it was eerily quiet as we walked through the empty corridors. I knew everyone was impatiently awaiting our arrival, and as soon as we got closer to the wide, wooden doors, my heart began to beat a little bit faster. 

When we were just outside the banquet hall entrance, Vanessa spun around and looked at each of us. She forced herself to smile, but it seemed like a painful and awkward endeavor for the bitchy professor. 

“May Satan be with you all,” she began as she lowered her eyes. “I will ask the unholy spirits for your safe return.”

“Thank you, Professor,” Vesta purred. “We deeply appreciate your thoughts and prayers.” 

Vanessa nodded gravely in return, and before she pushed the doors apart, she took in a deep breath, and I noticed her shoulders were shaking. Finally, with steady hands, she opened the doors, and as soon as they were parted, a thunderous round of applause echoed throughout the expanded banquet hall. 

We marched into the hall in a tight line, and I led the group to the front of the room where the other teams and the headmistress were waiting. Theodora was dressed in a long, black and white checkered gown with a low neckline, and she was wearing a pearl necklace similar to Vanessa’s. Her dark hair was up in its usual bun, and she smiled brightly at us as we slowly made our way toward them. 

As we passed the crowd, I spotted the twins, Ivy and Iris, standing by the sidelines, and they were waving and cheering as we passed them by. There was no trace of resentment on their matching faces, and I briefly wondered if they were relieved to not be a part of the final tournament. 

I turned my attention back to the front of the room, but I couldn’t help but feel a pair of eyes burning into me as I led my team onward, and when I discreetly looked around, I quickly located the source. It was Headmaster Ravana, and he was standing behind his warlock team. His beady, rat-like eyes were fixated on me, and his slimy mouth curled up into a small smile as he subtly nodded in my direction. The longer I stared at him, the more I wished Theodora would have kicked him out of the academy before the game, but her orders were absolute, and I had no say in the matter.

So, instead, I quickly studied the other two teams as we took our places in front of the roaring sea of students. 

Lex stood tall and proud in front of his team and then smiled when he turned to meet my eyes. The Mors students were all dressed in white tuxedos, and their hair was slicked back. They all stood like a row of obedient toy soldiers behind Lex, and their faces were devoid of any emotion, even as their counterparts cheered them on and screamed their names. They had their own familiars at their feet, and I noticed a ferocious-looking, small white lion stood by Lex’s side. 

As I stood there among the teams, I glanced at the Vipera women and tried to read them. I’d scarcely seen them during our training period, and they were all posed in the same fashion. They were wearing navy-blue skirts and white button-down blouses with knee-high boots, and their long hair was pulled back. They refused to look at our team as we stood next to Theodora, but I thought I saw the blue-skinned Nyx flash a discreet look in my direction. Her familiar had evolved from the last time I saw it, and now it was a fiery red falcon that was perched obediently on her shoulder. 

Finally, Theodora raised her hands into the air, and the entire room grew silent at once. It was almost unnerving how quiet the room felt, and for a moment, I thought I could hear my coven’s hearts beating like a chorus of drums behind me. 

“Welcome!” Theodora echoed. “The final game will begin shortly, but before we send off our brave students, let us give them one more round of applause for their bravery and fellowship!” 

The students all cheered and wildly clapped, and then Theodora raised her hands once more. 

“And now, may the final game commence!” 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 19 

A giant cloud of deep purple smoke engulfed all the team members and their familiars, and soon the entire banquet hall vanished from view as we were sucked from Scholomance and tossed through only Satan knows where. As we viciously spun through various realms, my body felt like it was tumbling and swirling through a vortex, and it made my stomach do violent flips and jumps as we were thrown through different worlds. This was the roughest trip we’d ever taken via shadow transportation, and I wondered if the feeling of plummeting and spinning would ever come to an end. 

By the time the ferocious sensation came to an abrupt halt, we all landed on a hard, stone floor. Everything was pitch black, the air was ice cold, and there was a long moment of silence before everyone started to groan. 

“Is everyone alright?” I grunted as I tried to sit up.

“Yes,” I heard Vesta’s light voice echo in the darkness, “but that was a terrible trip. One of the worst, in fact.”

“No shit,” Akira’s harsh voice boomed. “Was Theodora trying to kill us through shadow porting?” 

“I doubt it,” Penelope remarked.

“I was being sarcastic,” Akira grunted. 

“Whatever,” Penelope replied curtly, “first things first, we need some freaking light in here… who knows if we’re even alone?” 

“I’m not sensing any creatures,” Faye said, “although, I could be wrong.”

“It’s happened before,” Morgana quietly commented. “No offense.”

I sighed and then pulled out my wand. “Illuminana.” 

As soon as my wand lit up, I glanced around, and I realized we were inside some kind of dungeon or cellar. The air was cold, damp, and thick, and the floors were covered in grime and dust. What really made the room stand out, though, was its height and width. The chamber was massive, and it was probably more extensive than the banquet hall, even when Theodora expanded it to hold thousands of students. 

The rest of the witches all pulled out their wands and then lit up the room as well. Now that we had more light, I could see more of the mysterious place, and I thought I spotted small ornaments against the stone walls. 

“Wait,” I said, “I think I can see sconces on the wall… which gives me an idea.” 

I raised my flame above my eyes and then took a deep breath. In my head, I pictured the fire from my wand flying toward the sconces and lighting up the entire room. I imagined the brightest inferno and then narrowed my eyes at the walls. 

Motus.

Suddenly, the light from my wand spurted up into the air, and then great balls of fire sped toward the dry sconces. Each one lit up with a towering flame, and the entire room was soon glowing from the radiant fire. 

“Where the hell are we?” Faye asked as we all slowly got to our feet. “It looks like some kind of abandoned cellar.” 

“Or some kind of dungeon,” Beatrix commented as she gawked at the towering walls. 

I followed her eyes and stared up at the rising stone walls, and I thought I saw flecks of something sparkling through the cracks. Without a word, I strode over to the fortifications and stared a little closer at the breaks. It was shimmering, and at first, I thought it was a trick of the light, but then I realized it was gold. There was pure gold in between the stone cracks, and as I looked around, I also spotted locked, wooden chests and skeletons splayed along the stone enclosures. 

The dead were wearing tattered velvet cloaks with dust-covered fur collars. Gold goblets and chalices were held tightly in their skeletal grasps, and broken crowns and jewels littered the entire floor. Above us, there was a magnificently scaled iron and diamond chandelier with cobwebs dangling from the arches. The ceiling was painted in sunset hues, and small, angelic children were flying through rose-pink and pale-yellow clouds.

A sharp pain throbbed against my temples, and when I hunched over, I thought I could hear the woman from the painting in my head.

Look closer, she urged. You know where you are.

Before I could respond, another stab of pain hit my skull, and then a group of muddled images swept across my mind. Suddenly, I saw this room when it was full of life and gold. There was a human king, and he was urging slaves to craft his gold and jewels, and he killed them if they didn’t work fast enough. I saw all types of magical creatures, but mostly witches, and even though the images weren’t clear, I knew the king had mistreated magical beings and had some kind of alliance with the elder gods. As I tried to look deeper, the images grew murkier and then vanished as if they were never there. 

“Cole,” Morgana said before she walked over and placed a hand on my shoulder. “Are you alright? What happened?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said after a long moment. 

I grabbed the bookworm’s hand and then led her back to the others, and they all stared at me with glassy, confused eyes. 

“What did you see, Cole?” Vesta purred. “I know that look… you know something, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” I nodded. “I saw pictures in my head… images of this exact room. It’s some kind of gold mine… a royal mine where a mad king kept hidden treasures from the rest of his kingdom. I don’t know what happened to him… but I felt his alliance with the elder gods and his hatred for magical creatures… specifically witches.” 

“Satan,” Penelope said in a hushed voice as she looked around. “How the hell are we going to get out? And where are the others?”

Before I could respond, another sharp pain penetrated my skull, and I nearly keeled over from the sudden ache. 

Come and play with us, a chorus of childish voices whispered. Don’t be shy. Come on and play! We love witches…

“Fuck,” I grunted. “Did any of you hear that?”

“Yes,” Vesta gasped before she placed a petite hand over her chest. “I can hear the voices of children in my head.” 

The elvish witch’s serpent crawled up her slender figure and lightly coiled itself around her narrow waist. It hissed at the air, and then its glowing eyes scanned around for any signs of danger.

“I can hear them, too,” Faye remarked as she pressed her fingers against her temples and tried to gently massage away the pain. “Satan… why won’t they shut up?” 

 “We should move… it’s not smart to stay in one place for too long,” I ordered. 

So, we split up and searched every corner of the expansive room, but there weren’t any doors or openings. I was growing impatient as we scanned every inch and crevasse, but there was nothing. As a last resort, I tried to summon the woman from the painting, but she refused to answer any of my questions.

“You just love to disappear whenever I need you the most, huh?” I muttered to myself. 

“Look, there must be some kind of hidden door here,” Penelope snapped as we continued to circle the room. “There has to be. Cole… can’t you just see the door in your mind?”

“It’s not as simple as that,” I replied. 

“Can you at least try?” she sighed.

“What the hell do you think he’s doing?” Akira interjected before I could respond to the orange-haired witch. 

“Maybe if we press against the stones,” Morgana suggested. “We can find a loose one… or any kind of lever or secret passageway.” 

“That would take forever,” Beatrix groaned. 

“And I don’t know about the rest of you,” Vesta drawled, “but I’m worried about the other teams. We have no idea where they could be hiding… and we could be attacked at any moment… door or no door.” 

Before any of us could respond to her sensible observation, I heard a chorale of soft giggles, and when I looked up, I saw small, translucent, winged children dancing in circles high above us next to the giant chandelier. The ceiling painting was now devoid of any angelic children, and it didn’t take a genius to realize they had come to life. 

The cherubs looked down at us, and they continued to sing and giggle as they gracefully descended upon us. 

We asked you to play, they sang, but you didn’t listen… now you have to pay.

“Shit,” I whispered. 

The children tittered and swirled down in majestic swoops, and they hummed a melancholy tune as they dove closer and closer. As they hovered just a few feet above us, the air grew ice-cold, and snow began to fall from the ceiling and quickly coat the stone floors. While the children descended, I noticed they were innocent looking creatures with soft, angelic faces. They pointed at us, giggled, and sang as they drew even closer, and although the air felt tranquil and dream-like, I knew better than to be deceived. 

“Morgana,” I hissed without looking away. “What are those, exactly?”

When the bookworm didn’t answer, I quickly looked down and noticed all the witches were staring up at the children with wide, vacant eyes and parted lips. They seemed to be completely frozen in place, and it didn’t even look as if they were breathing. Their mouths were purple, and their skin had turned a horrifying shade of white. 

“Hey!” I shrieked. “Wake up!”

Not one of them moved, and I knew I had to do something to snap them out of their trance. 

Are your pretty little friends frozen? the children mocked. Poor, silly witches… their lungs won’t work now. You’re all going to die down here.

Before I could give them a piece of my damn mind, another voice seeped into my mind. 

Fire, Cole, I heard the woman from the painting echo in my head. Use fire. Use whatever natural elements you can think of.

I glanced up at the menacing, devious little beasts and then quickly took out my blade. They all laughed as I raised my weapon above my waist, and I glared at their beautiful but harrowing faces. 

And just what do you think you’re going to do with that, silly? they taunted. You can’t kill what is already dead.

“No.” I smirked. “But I can do this.” 

I swiftly cut into my hand and then turned to look at the fire on the sconces. Hot blood trickled down my hand as I narrowed my eyes at the flame and willed the elements to do my bidding, and without another second to waste, I raised my wand and then muttered the incantation that would hopefully save all our lives. 

“Imperium meum!” I shouted. 

The fire from the sconces violently roared, and then I imagined the flames overtaking the sea of cherub children above us. The small fires quickly spread from the wall and then grew into a tremendous flaming cloud. The inferno spread across the ceiling, and then the ghost-like children’s songs turned into screeches and crone-like wails as the fire caught onto their wings. 

What have you done? they wailed. How dare you, Wicca scum!

I watched in both horror and fascination as their translucent bodies turned into rancid flesh. Their glowing, transparent pale skin was now tainted a ghoulish-green, and warts and boils sprouted on their skin and covered their entire bodies. Then their white wings grew larger and turned into leathery black limbs, and their young faces aged by a hundred years or so. Instead of beautiful young children, I was staring at a group of hideous, monstrous-looking old imp-women. Their eyes were nearly swollen shut, and there was pus leaking out of the cracks and wrinkles of their skin as they opened their yellow mouths to shriek and cry out in pain.

When I glanced down at the witches, I was relieved to see they had all returned to reality. The color had come back to their faces, but they all gasped as the flames devoured the little floating beasts above us. The creatures screeched, and while still on fire, they dove toward us, but as one neared me with her claws extended, Alexander swooped up and snatched her by the neck, ripped her small head away from her body, and tossed it across the room with all his strength

 The witches began shouting different spells to distract or dismember the flying beasts. As the flames continued to burn and hinder the creatures, though, I knew it would take more than fire to kill these stubborn bitches. 

“Huddle together!” I ordered. “Form a circle around me and cut into your hands! Now!”

All the witches did as I commanded, and then I raised my wand above my head. 

“Now what, master?” Faye asked in a rushed voice. 

“When I say so,” I began, “freeze their ugly asses and spread the ice as far as you can with your mind. Turn the cloud of flame into pure ice!” 

The coven all raised their wands, and together we uttered the spell.

“Glacio!” 

Blue spurts of light shot up toward the ceiling, and in my mind, I willed the ice to freeze each flying bitch above us. As I repeated the imperium incantation in my mind, the ice began to spread like a frozen lake in the air, and as soon as it touched one beast, she would freeze, fall to the floor, and then shatter into pieces. Soon, the rest of the small army began to freeze, and it was suddenly raining lethal ice sculptures.

“Look out!” I shouted. 

We spread out and dodged each frozen hunk of ice that fell from the ceiling, but it was a challenge. They rained down on us and then shattered on the stone floor like the most violent hailstorm imaginable, and I tried to look out for the familiars, the coven, and the other two witches, but everything was pure chaos. As I wildly looked around, I spotted Penelope, and she was right underneath the chandelier. It had frozen as well, and when I looked closer, I noticed the chains were slowly cracking and falling apart into pieces. 

“Penelope, watch out!” I shouted.

By the time she looked up, the chandelier was already falling down, so I dove toward her, grabbed her waist, and tackled her out of the way. We skidded across the dusty floor, and the chandelier crashed into the ground behind us with a thunderous crash. Both of us had nearly been crushed by the massive, frozen chandelier, and Penelope looked up from beneath me with pure gratitude painted on her beautiful face. 

I slowly crawled off her and then offered her my hand. 

“Are you alright?” I asked as I helped her to her feet. 

“Yeah,” she breathed with wide, beholden brown eyes. “Thanks to you.”

I smiled at the bright-haired witch and then took a look around the room. Everything had finally come to a standstill, and the witches were all spread out in different corners of the room and panting heavily. The chamber was eerily quiet now, and the floors were covered in huge chunks of ice and flakes of snow. 

“What the fuck was that?” Akira finally gasped. The black-eyed witch then turned to look at the bookworm and tossed her hands up into the air. “Morgana? The one time I need you to be a loud, know-it-all, you keep your mouth shut?”

“I-I… I think they were a herd of filios interemptorum,” the brunette finally stammered, “but they’re creations of the elder gods… I didn’t think they would be a part of the Ludi Mortiferum.”

“What?” I breathed. 

“Yes,” the bookworm replied as her lower lip trembled. “They are like sirens… except against witches… specifically female witches, which is why they were unable to place you under any trance.” 

“How terrible,” Vesta remarked as she gracefully stepped over a lump of ice. “They were absolutely lovely creatures at first.”

“Yeah, well,” Morgana panted. “That’s how they get you.”

“Look,” Penelope heaved as she brushed past me and took a step toward the others. “We really need to get the hell out of here… and I don’t know about the rest of you, but that’s the only concern on my mind right now.”

“Penelope’s right,” I answered. “We should move it.”

“But how--” Morgana started until there was an echo that rumbled throughout the entire room. 

“I see you’ve met my pets,” a beautiful, elegant female voice echoed. “Too bad you had to treat them so poorly. I’m an admirer of manners and proper etiquette, but it is clear to me that you possess none.” 

The witches all stopped moving, and their eyes widened in fear and confusion. When no one said a word, I cleared my throat and then looked up. 

“Who are you?” I asked.

The voice laughed, and the entire room rumbled as if an earthquake had struck the mine. The witches all fell down, but I managed to keep myself standing upright. 

“You are a bold one,” the voice replied. “I like that… but it won’t make me spare you.” 

“We’ll see about that,” I growled. 

“Oh, we shall,” she replied, “but for now… I think I’d like to continue playing. If you all survive, I look forward to meeting you in person.” 

Before I could answer, the room suddenly stopped shaking, and the air quickly grew very warm. The ice began to melt, and then some of the stones along the walls started to rearrange themselves and spread apart to reveal a dark pathway. 

“That’s our exit,” I said as I pointed to the mysterious gap.

“Cole, you can’t be serious,” Penelope gasped. “It’s clearly a trap.” 

Before I could answer, the air suddenly grew hotter, and sweat trickled down my brow. 

“Satan,” Vesta panted as she waved at her face. “It’s sweltering.”

“Yeah,” Akira agreed. “I can barely breathe.” 

“It’s her,” I growled. “She’s doing this.” 

I wanted to tear my clothes off because the heat was quickly growing unbearable. Gold from the cracks in the walls even started to melt, and I realized that if we didn’t run through the passageway, we were going to burn alive in here. 

“Cole?” Penelope panted. “Do we go through the corridor? Even if it’s a trap?” 

“It’s either that, or we burn,” I replied quickly. “Come on!” 

Together with our familiars, we all ran toward the opening, and as soon as we stepped inside the darkness, we ended up falling down into the cold, black abyss. 

As we fell through the air, I wondered if I had just led us to our deaths. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 20 

The witches all screamed as we sank deeper into the pit of darkness, and after what seemed like an eternity of falling, we landed with a violent splash into deep, icy water. My entire body submerged under the violently cold liquid, and it felt as if a thousand needles were prickling my skin and stabbing every inch of my body. 

I swam upward with numb limbs and my eyes tightly shut, and then I burst up through the surface. I gasped greedily for air and wildly turned around to see if I could find the others, but it was nearly impossible to see anything but shadows. Everything was dark as night, but I could hear the women coughing and gasping as they breathlessly treaded through the water.

“Is everyone alright?” I coughed as I reached for my wand, which had miraculously stayed in my waistband next to my dagger. 

“Yes,” the witches replied in a chorus. 

“Satan, it’s freezing,” I heard Akira grunt.

“No shit,” Penelope answered through chattering teeth. 

It was difficult to tread water with only one arm, but it wasn’t impossible, so I retrieved my wand and raised it above my head. 

“Illuminana!” I shouted, and my voice echoed all around us.

When the flame burned above me, it dimly lit the stone, grime-covered walls surrounding us. I took a quick, careful look around and realized we were in a narrow underground tunnel full of water, and all the witches and familiars were soaked and shivering as they tried to stay above the surface. Alexander was the only one flying above us, but it was a tight squeeze for him since the tunnel was so low and narrow. 

At least we’re out of that sweltering room, he said as he batted his grand, ebony wings. 

“Yeah, but it doesn’t mean we’re in the clear just yet,” I reminded him. 

“What was that, Cole?” Vesta whispered as her silver serpent easily slithered in circles on the surface on the water. “Did you say something?”

“Just talking to Alexander,” I replied. 

“W-Which way do we go?” Penelope gasped in a panicked voice. “I-I can’t f-feel my f-fingers.”

“Neither can I,” Akira growled. “That bitch couldn’t roast us to death, so now she wants us to freeze down here.” 

As the witches muttered amongst themselves while trying to keep warm, I closed my eyes and tried to think of a plan.

“Cole?” Faye asked in a soft tone. “Are you alright?”

“Yes… I’m thinking,” I replied as I opened my eyes. “We can either go forward or head backward. The only thing is… I’m not sure which way to take.”

“Can’t we use the periculum incantation to sense which way leads to danger and the other to safety?” Penelope suggested. 

“It’s a clever idea in theory,” Morgana gulped as she tried to keep her head above the freezing, murky water, “but something tells me there’s danger lurking in every corner of this mine.”

“But perhaps one danger could be easier to defeat than the other,” Vesta suggested as she kept her head floating above water with no trouble at all, and her sage green hair fanned out behind her on the surface like an emerald oil spill. 

“She's right.” Faye nodded with trembling, pale lips. “Why don’t we try to sense what lies at each end of the tunnel?” 

“I’m in,” Beatrix said as she swiped dark strands of wet hair out of her eyes, “I think it’s the best idea.” 

“Me, too,” I answered after a moment of deliberation. “Alright, let’s do it.”

It was going to be an arduous task to accomplish, considering how freezing cold the water was. I knew keeping a clear head and concentrating would be a challenge for all of us, but we had no other choice. 

So, I narrowed my eyes and then stared upstream. 

Periculum.

I tried to picture what laid north of the narrow, underground river, and as I strained to focus, I thought I could see a dead end a few miles up ahead. It was just a cold stone wall where the water ended, and there was no surface to climb upon. I cursed under my breath, because now we had no other choice but to head down in the other direction, and for some reason, I couldn’t see anything that way. I tried again, but I couldn’t get a clear picture of anything downstream. 

“Are any of you sensing any danger in the other direction?” I asked. “I could just see up ahead, and it seems like it’s a dead end.”

“I felt that, too.” Faye erratically nodded. 

“Same here,” Vesta purred, and her silver eyes glinted like coins in the dim light. 

“Well, looks like we don’t have any other choice,” Morgana breathed with wide, blue eyes. “We’re going to have to take our chances going downstream. If we don’t start swimming, we’re going to drown or die from hypothermia.”

“I know,” I said as I began to swim. “Everyone, follow me and keep your eyes peeled.”

We swam as fast as we could through the glacial water, but it was tough for me to swim with one hand pushing through the water while the other was above the surface, lighting the way. The others were swimming in the same fashion, but their wands were not lit. They were simply holding them above the surface for protection, in case something, or someone, attacked us out of nowhere. At this rate, we could be paddling for hours, but it was better to be safe rather than sorry. 

“Is anyone sensing anything?” Beatrix asked as we slowly pushed onward several minutes later. 

“Not a damn thing,” Penelope huffed. “So fucking annoying.”

“Hopefully, we’ll find dry land soon,” Vesta commented, and her voice was as light as a feather. “I’m not particularly fond of this grimy, freezing water. It’s probably terrible for my complexion and hair. ”

“None of us like the situation, princess,” Penelope snorted. 

“Princess?” Vesta gasped. “You don’t have to be so rude--” 

“Focus,” I interjected. “Keep repeating the periculum incantation in your heads. Maybe the way will become clearer in time.” 

“I-I think I’m sensing something,” Faye suddenly blurted out, and then we all stopped paddling at once. “I can’t be entirely sure, though.”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said in a rushed voice. “What do you see?”

“I think it’s… aqua dragons,” she whispered with wide, green eyes, “and they’re coming closer.”

“Aqua dragons?” Akira repeated. “Just what the hell are those exactly?” 

“Water serpents,” Faye answered. “One bite, and you’re as dead as Mathilda Greenhorn.” 

As the words left the redhead’s full lips, I sucked in a sharp breath of air as a vision of two long serpentine creatures swimming in our direction came into my head. They had slim, muscular bodies and were covered from snout to tail in dark emerald scales. Their eyes were small, glowing slits, and they were at least twenty-five-feet long. 

The witches all looked at one another with white faces and blue, trembling lips, and I knew they could all see the same vision in their minds, too.

“Shit,” I muttered. 

“W-We can kill them with h-hydra-poison,” Faye said through chattering teeth. 

“And where the hell are we going to get poison?” Penelope shrieked as she slapped the surface of the frigid water. “Do you happen to always carry a vial of it wherever you go?”

“It can be made,” Faye snapped. “Here, shut up and help me! Morgana, keep me afloat while I do this.”

Morgana did as she was told, and she quickly recited a spell that kept Faye floating in the water.

“It won't last forever,” Morgana said, “so you’re going to have to be quick!” 

The redhead nodded, scooped up water in her palms, and looked down at the puddle with severe concentration. Then she muttered an incantation with her eyes squeezed shut, and it caused the water to pool in the cusp of her hands and not spill through her fingers. 

“What do we need to do now, Faye?” I asked.

“Cut into your hand,” she ordered, “then spill the droplets into my palms.

“Do you need anything else?” Morgana asked with terrified, wide blue eyes. 

“I need a strand of someone's hair,” Faye replied as she looked around. “Vesta, your hair is the most unique. Add it to the water quickly!”

“Alright,” the elvish witch sighed before she tugged a few sage-green strands from her head. “For the greater good.”

As soon as the hair was added, Faye closed her eyes and then began to mutter another spell. 

“Sit mihi venenum naturae gustare celia,” she hummed with her eyes lowered, and the moment the last word fell from her lips, she looked up at me with a resolute and determined gaze. “Light it on fire, quickly!”

I stared at the small flame on the tip of my wand and quickly focused. 

Motus.

The light from my wand drifted into the air and then formed a small ball of fire. It hovered toward Faye, and in my mind, I willed it to burn the small brew in her hands, but not the redhead’s skin. An instant later, the flame scorched Vesta’s green strands of hair, floated for a moment on top of the red puddle, and dispersed into nothingness. 

“Now, when we see the dragons, we must throw the potion into their eyes,” Faye explained. “If we don’t… they’ll kill us in a matter of seconds, so look out for them.”

“We need to--” I started, but then something curled around my ankle and dragged me underwater. 

The last thing I heard before I went under was the sound of the women screaming my name in a frenzied panic, but I held tightly onto my wand as I was dragged deeper and deeper under the water. It felt like sharp daggers were piercing my bones as the icy cold penetrated my skin, and I struggled to hold my breath as I wriggled and kicked at the creature, which still had its tail wrapped tightly around my boot. 

My eyes were open, and my wand was faintly glowing, even underwater. So, through my stinging, blurry vision, I saw the aqua dragon turn its ugly head to stare at me as it yanked my body down into the depths, and then I could have sworn the creature’s face broke out into a malicious smile.

What an asshole. 

The aqua dragon looked exactly as I had seen it in my mind. Even under the muddy water’s depths, its scales shimmered like emerald jewels as its long meaty tail squeezed around me and cut off my blood circulation. It was a strong son-of-a-bitch, and I could tell it was using all its strength to pull me all the way to the bottom of the tunnel. 

If I didn’t find a way out soon, it would surely drown me. 

So, I shoved my wand into my waistband and then pulled out my dagger. I couldn’t see clearly, but I managed to squirm and bend over slightly, and using all my strength, I was able to reach the coiled flesh around my ankle. I knew it was a risk, but I had to stab it. Since my vision was unclear, I could end up piercing my own flesh, but I needed to take that chance. So, with all my might, I raised my hand and then swiftly stabbed the serpent’s meaty tail with quick, determined thrusts. 

A long, drawn-out wail echoed around me, and the beast quickly released me as a cloud of deep green, almost black blood spread throughout the water like spilled ink. My lungs felt as heavy as lead as I swam back up in rapid, unwavering strokes, but the knife was still in my hand, so if the dragon beneath me decided to swim after me, I’d stab it right between the fucking eyes. 

When I finally burst out through the surface, I voraciously gasped for air, and it was almost painful to feel the oxygen returning to my body. 

“Cole!” the women exclaimed all at once.

“I stabbed one,” I coughed as I wiped my eyes and swam closer toward them, “but I don’t think I killed it.”

The women huddled together as they floated closer toward me, and each one had their wands extended. A small flame flared at the tip of Beatrix’s wand, and she was the only one lighting our way, so I tucked my dagger back into my waistband and then pulled out my wand and cast the illuminana spell. 

“These fuckers are hiding,” Akira growled as her black eyes scanned the equally dark water. “It’s almost as if they know we have a poison waiting for them.”

“Let’s not wait for them, then,” Penelope suggested as she turned to look at Faye with a confident smile. “Faye, will the potion kill us or any of the familiars?” 

“No.” The redhead shook her head. “It only kills water dragons.” 

“Perfect.” Penelope grinned. “Then I want you to spill the potion into the water when I say so.”

“What?” the redhead gasped. “Why? Are you crazy? We need to throw it into their eyes when they surface.”

“Just trust me on this,” the bright-haired witch snapped with pinched eyebrows, but when Faye didn’t make a move, the bright-haired witch’s eyes darkened. “Do it! What are you waiting for?”

“Do it, Faye,” I commanded. 

I trusted Penelope, and if she had an idea that would help keep us alive, I’d help her in any way I could. 

“Yes, master,” Faye sighed before she lowered her hands into the water.

The redhead reluctantly let the poison spill out into a small, floating red splotch that laid on the water’s surface like stubborn oil. Penelope then lit her wand, pointed it at the stain of hovering poison, and scrunched up her buttoned nose in concentration. 

It took me a moment to realize what she was doing, and I grinned when her plan hit me like a spell. 

“You’re going to spread the potion through the water,” I laughed. “They’ll be swimming in a river of venom.”

“I don’t know if it will work, but it’s worth a shot,” she started. “Will you be my lookout while I concentrate?”

“Of course.” I nodded as I stared at the spec of red water in front of us. Then I recited the periculum incantation in my head and raised my glowing wand. My skull trembled from the effort as I tried to foresee what laid beneath us, and after a minute, I saw the two serpentine creatures swimming right toward us. One was still bleeding profusely, but it didn’t matter. 

They were just as determined as ever to kill us. 

“Do it now, Penelope!” I shouted.

“Motus!” the witch screamed without hesitation.

The floating poison quickly spread like ink, and then the entire tunnel of water turned into a ruddy shade of red. At first, nothing happened, but then the two creatures exploded out of the water, and their skin was sizzling. They writhed and twisted, and their blood-curdling screeches echoed around us as their scales and fat tissue melted away from their bodies. Finally, one aqua dragon ultimately gave up and fell backward into the water, and we watched as it sunk into the hungry depths below. 

Its counterpart, however, was too damn stubborn, and even as its scales melted away, it stared right at Vesta, opened its snake-like mouth, and hissed. 

Ursula must have sensed her elvish master was in danger, and she curled herself around Vesta’s neck and hissed back at the aqua dragon three times her size. 

Even though my limbs were still numb and weak, I aimed my wand at the deadly, dying beast. For some reason, it was determined to hurt Vesta, and the next chain of events felt as if they were happening in slow motion. The two serpentine creatures lunged for each other, and my heart sank as Ursula got closer. 

One bite, and she would be done for. 

“No, Ursula!” Vesta shouted. “Don't!”

There was no way I was going to let Ursula die, so without another second of hesitation, I raised my glowing wand and pictured the beastly creature burning to a black crisp. 

Motus.

The flame hit the spiteful aqua dragon, and it jerked its body back and hissed violently as the fire melted away the rest of its flesh. It then tossed itself back into the water, and the poison finished it off as it sunk down into its watery grave. 

No one said anything for a long moment until finally, Akira broke out into manic laughter.

“Unholy, fucking shit,” she laughed and threw her hands up over her head. “That was a fucking close one.”

“We’re alive thanks to you three,” Vesta purred as she stared at Faye, Penelope, and me.

“Yeah, good call with that poison, Faye,” I added. “You, too, Penelope. You both outdid yourselves.”

“Thank you, master,” Faye replied through blue, trembling lips.

“Yeah,” Penelope said, and I could have sworn she was blushing, but it was difficult to tell under the dim light. “Thanks, Cole, but we wouldn’t have been able to do any of it without you.”

“She’s right,” Beatrix responded. 

“Thanks.” I nodded, but then I swerved my neck to look down the tunnel. “We have to keep moving. We’ll celebrate after we win.” 

“G-Good i-idea,” Morgana said through chattering teeth. “Staying in one place isn't a safe plan… Everyone, keep reciting the periculum incantation in your head while we swim. We have no idea what else could be out there.”

“Agreed,” I said, “now, let’s move it.”

We continued to swim through the icy water for several more minutes, and so far, I didn’t feel any hindering dangers nearby, but that didn’t mean they weren’t there. 

Where do you think this tunnel leads? Alexander asked as he continued to fly through the air. 

“I have no fucking idea,” I muttered, “but I know it’s not anywhere good.” 

Finally, after an hour of swimming through the painfully freezing water, we came to a towering, barred iron gate, and I cursed under my breath. 

“Shit!” Akira screamed, and her shrill voice bounced off the stone walls. “I’m going to kill that faceless bitch with my own bare hands.”

“What are we going to do?” Morgana groaned. “This was our only way out.” 

“Hold on,” I said as I felt a shift in the air.

Something was lingering in the atmosphere, and it didn’t feel like hopelessness. 

In fact, it felt like the exact opposite.

You must be patient, the mysterious woman said in my head. You can lift the gate with your mind. Just focus…

So, I took a deep breath and stared at the exit for a moment, and then its bars started to slowly open like a castle portcullis. The gate screeched and echoed as it lifted, and as soon as it was fully raised, I could see a stone stairwell just ahead leading to only Satan knows where. 

“Cole, did you do that?” Penelope asked in an impressed tone. 

“I did,” I replied breathlessly.

“Well, the good news is, we have a way out,” Akira noted, “but we have no idea where it leads.”

“Is it crazy that a part of me would rather stay in the icy water?” Beatrix muttered when none of us moved or responded. 

“No,” Vesta purred, “but I’d rather be dry and in danger than soaked down here in a dank, dirty tunnel with deadly, ugly creatures lurking underwater.”

“Good point.” Morgana shivered, and I noticed her face was as pale as white marble. “Besides, I don’t think I can take the cold any longer.”

They’re right, Alexander said. We need to get out of this tunnel.

“Trust me, Alexander,” I answered, “I know… everyone, keep together.”

“Yes, master,” my coven answered in unison, while Penelope and Beatrix simply nodded.

We swam together toward the mysterious stairwell, and once we climbed onto the steps, I turned back to look at each shaky witch. Their lips were violently trembling, and their glowing skin was pallid and sallow. Even Vesta looked like a less radiant version of herself as she stood below me shaking and embracing herself on the bottom step. 

Once we were all situated on the stone stairwell, there was no other option but to go up. From where I stood, there were at least a hundred stone steps leading up to a small, plain wooden door with a shimmering gold knob. It was our only way out, but the problem was, we had no idea what was waiting at the top of the stairwell and behind that fucking door. 

But I was ready to find out and fucking win this tournament, once and for all. 

So, I took in a sharp breath and then climbed each step slowly, and the closer we got, the more it felt as if death was waiting for us behind the narrow door. Still, I continued to lead the women and familiars up the stairs, and no one said a word as we climbed each broken step. 

When we finally came to a halt, I looked long and hard at the door, but I couldn’t perceive anything waiting behind it. In fact, it felt like a cold void of pure emptiness. 

There was no evil, and there was no good. 

There was just absolutely nothing, which felt worse because it meant anything could be behind that door. 

“Satan, I’m not sensing anything,” Morgana finally whispered. “Are you, Cole?”

“No,” I answered as I turned around to face the brunette and then shook my head. “I’m not feeling anything, either… but we have no other choice. We have to go through it… so, everyone, pull your wands out and prepare for the worst. Penelope and Beatrix, try to keep yourselves behind the others and me. We’ll use the blood pact to protect you as best as we can.” 

Each witch dutifully nodded and then pulled out their wands, so I turned the golden knob and was surprised to see it opened with ease. 

Once it was fully open, though, the breath stilled in my lungs as I stared into a massive, jaw-dropping, black and white throne room. 

The marble floor was designed in a checkered pattern that resembled a giant chessboard, and there were dark stains of blood in almost every corner. When I craned my neck to look up, the silver-coated ceiling was hovering at least a hundred feet above us, and the walls were made of silver stone with gold edges, but most of them were cracked, uneven, and falling apart. There were hundreds of towering white marble statues all around us, too, and most of them resembled robustly built men with enormous wings. Their eyes were cold and lifeless, and bloodstains poured down their cheeks like rivers of red tears.

“Elder Gods,” Vesta breathed, and her silver eyes widened in horror.

“Satan,” Beatrix panted, and it sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “Where are we?” 

Suddenly, I sensed something heavy and menacing behind me, and when I slowly turned around, I saw a majestic, but empty, ivory throne. It was surrounded by looming white columns and made out of pale stone with colorful jewels embedded along the edges. The longer I stared at it, the more foreboding it became. The air was thick with pure malice and hatred, and it was not the kind of darkness I welcomed.

This was a specific abhorrence against my kind, and it was thirsty for Wicca blood. 

“Help!” I heard a familiar voice call out. “Please help us!”

“Did you hear that?” Morgana asked as she turned a shade paler. 

“Yes,” I breathed, and my stomach sank. “It’s Nyx.”

I spun on my heels and headed in the direction of her voice, and the women followed me until I spotted Nyx and her team. The seven witches were hanging upside down and tied against wooden stakes that were all positioned at the end of the throne room in a straight line. They were all wearing long, tattered white dresses instead of their usual uniforms, and my heart began to hammer violently in my chest as I gazed at the helpless women. 

I had seen this image before in mortal memories and in my textbooks. 

Someone was preparing to burn them all, from their heads up to their toes, and if we didn’t do something quick, they would perish as soon as the flames sprouted from beneath them. 

Then it was as if some other entity was listening to my inner thoughts because small flames burst from beneath the witches’ heads, and the blaze was already nearly touching the ends of their hair. 

I tried to use the motus incantation to control the fire, but strangely, it didn’t seem to be working. 

“Help!” the women screamed through panicked tears. “Please, do something!” 

“Cole, we have to help them,” Vesta gasped as she grabbed my sleeve. 

“I know,” I replied in a rushed voice. 

I took a step closer toward the women, but as soon as I did, one of the marble, checkered floor pieces sunk a little deeper into the ground. For a second, I thought I was going to fall through some kind of trapdoor, but all it did was wedge itself further into the floor. 

“Don’t just stand there,” Nyx wailed as tears spilled out from her eyes. “Get us out of here! Please, Cole!”

I wanted to help her, but I had to be careful and smart about how I was going to do it. 

As I wracked my brain for an idea, though, Faye took a step closer toward the women. Her foot sank down into the floor, and the marble tile descended lower, and for a moment, I thought she was going to fall back from the sudden motion. 

Then, as soon as the tile moved, the flames began to rise a little higher. 

“What the hell?” the redhead screamed. “The floor moved!”

“I know,” I whispered. “I think it’s rigged… we can’t get to them by crossing the floor… wait, I have an idea!” 

As the words left my lips, the flames grew a little taller, and now they were just inches away from burning off the ends of the women’s long hair. 

“Nooooo!” Nyx screamed, and she struggled frantically against her bindings. “Please, Cole, do something!”

I turned to Alexander as he hovered in the air and then beckoned for him to come closer. He flew above me with his massive, bat-like wings and bright red eyes, and we didn’t need to exchange words to know what I was planning. So, I just reached out to touch his head and then closed my eyes. 

“Corporis nexum,” I whispered. 

I felt my consciousness transfer into Alexander’s body, and when the view of the world changed, I quickly flew toward the Vipera witches. I neared Nyx and tried to use Alexander’s teeth to rip the rope apart, but then something sharp and hot hit me in my side, and I went crashing down to the marble floor. 

“Cole!” the women screamed.

Hot blood trickled down my side, and as I tried to swiftly recuperate, I heard a deep cackle of laughter. I looked up to see Lex standing behind the Scholomance women, and he was surrounded by his teammates and their loyal familiars. The white, feral feline licked her lips as she stared at me, and then she hunched her back as if she were preparing to charge. Her golden eyes bored into mine as she stared patiently at me, and I forced myself to limply fly back into the air. 

“Nice shot, Lex,” his redheaded counterpart with pale skin and vivid orange eyes said. 

“Thank you.” The blond warlock grinned. “Gods, I’ve been waiting to do that for a long time.”

Anger coursed through my veins as I looked at the snickering warlock, and the sound of his cocksure laughter made me want to stab him in the heart with a dagger. He was worse than Malcolm or Bram because the fucker actually had patience. He’d waited until now to show his true colors, but it didn’t matter.

He had picked the wrong man to fuck with. 

Are you alright, Cole? Alexander asked weakly in my mind.

Yes… I replied. Don’t worry about me… it was just a basic attack spell… we’ll be fine, just keep your eyes peeled.

You’re right, Alexander responded, and I could already hear the strength returning to his voice. Nothing but a flesh wound… let’s kill this fucker. 

“What do you say, Valentina?” Lex drawled as he slowly patted his lioness on the head. “Are you craving bitch meat?” 

“You son of a fucking whore,” Akira growled as she faced off with the warlock. “I knew you were up to something.”

“You’re not going to get away with this,” Morgana sneered as she aimed her wand higher into the air. 

“Aren’t I?” Lex snickered, and he gestured around the room. “You and the rest of your school are as good as dead.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” Vesta demanded as her silver snake twined around and around her neck in a hypnotic gesture.

“As we speak,” Lex said with a bloodthirsty, crazed grin, “Scholomance is burning to the ground.”

“I don’t believe you,” Faye snarled.

Before Lex could respond, one of the Vipera women screamed, and when I turned around, I saw the flames were dangerously close to reaching a blonde witch’s locks. I tried to fly toward her, but then something pulled me back and tugged at my wings, like a pair of vicious invisible hands. 

Again, I was thrown backward and landed with a hard thump on the floor. I looked back at Lex as he flicked his wand in the air, and when I snapped my neck to look back at the Vipera women, their mouths were sewn shut. The flames were not yet touching them, but they were too damn close for my liking. 

I knew I needed to take care of Lex and his teammates before I could save them, but I had to be quick. 

So, I forced myself to fly upward, and then I hovered directly in front of my Scholomance team and silently dared Lex to make a move against me. 

If he wanted to play chess, then check-fucking-mate. 

“Feeling brave, are we, Cole?” Lex drawled as if he could read my mind. “Valentina, kill him… and as for the rest of you… we’re going to make your deaths as slow and as painful as possible.”

“I fucking doubt that,” Akira growled as her black eyes darkened with determination. “Volant!”

As soon as the short-haired witch cast her spell, all hell broke loose between the two teams. They shot spell after spell at one another, and statues and glass shattered as incantations blasted throughout the room like a colorful and violent storm. 

As the teams focused on destroying one another, the lioness pounced forward, but before she could attack me, I swerved toward her and then used my bladed wing to quickly jab at her hide. Maybe it was because of my connection with Alexander, but I sensed a feral instinct take over my entire body, and all I wanted to do was fight against this asshole’s familiar, animal against animal. I knew Alexander felt the same way, because I could feel his own rage coursing through my veins as we fought together. 

As I stabbed the ferocious familiar, she cried out in pain as the sharp edge of my wing carved into her fur like a hot knife through butter, and then she swung a massive paw in my direction in retaliation. She nearly sliced me open, and she growled in irritation when she missed. 

The two teams screamed and shot spells at one another as I fought against the unwavering lioness, and I was doing my best to not only dodge the bloodthirsty beast, but also to avoid any lethal spells aimed at me. I veered quickly in the air as she tried to bat me with her paw, and she growled as I stabbed her again with my wing. When I retracted the honed blade, blood gushed out from her open wound like a red fountain. Her fur was now matted with dark blood, and both bone and muscle were exposed, which I knew meant she wouldn’t last much longer. She roared in pain, and then, with little patience left, she quickly lunged into the air with her claws extended. Her chest was finally exposed, and I knew this was the only opportunity I'd get to finish her off once and for all. 

So, I flew toward the beast, and with my bladed wing, I stabbed her quickly but fiercely in the heart. She roared one last time before she collapsed onto the marble floor, and then dark blood pooled around her limp body. 

“No!” Lex cried out, and his eyes were dark and furious as they snapped to mine. “Gods damn you, I’m going to kill you, myself.”

Come on and try it, you elder god worshipping fucker, I growled in my head.

Let’s fuck him up, Cole, Alexander added. 

Like the coward he was, the pale warlock rushed over and tried to attack my unconscious human body with his bare hands. The women tried to aim their wands at him, but some other force yanked their weapons out from their hands. 

I managed to pull myself out of Alexander just before the spineless warlock could reach me, but when I returned to my body, he leaped on top of me, and I was shoved harshly into the cold stone ground. 

“Fucker,” I gasped as pain bloomed in my chest. 

Lex tried to wrap his hands around my neck, but I brought my knee up and kicked him in the ribs. He coughed and jerked back from the sudden blow, and I took the opportunity to punch him in the jaw. I hit him with all my strength, and when his head snapped to the right, he spat out blood and teeth. I couldn’t let him regain his bearings, so I grabbed him by the shoulders and threw him off me, and he limply collapsed to the side. Then I reached behind my back to pull out my dagger instead of my wand. I wanted to see him bleed, but suddenly the weapon flew from my grasp and scattered across the marble floor. 

When I looked up to see which warlock had interfered, my eyes landed on something, or rather, someone else entirely. 

Before us, sitting on the throne, was a gorgeous woman with the longest and palest hair I’d ever seen. She was wearing a simple white gown with a glittering diamond necklace around her elongated neck. Her eyes were cat-like, wide and vigilant, and her full red lips curved into a deliciously wicked smile as she stared down at us. There was bitter amusement twinkling in her bright blue eyes before she slowly raised her pale hands and clapped. 

“How lovely,” her familiar voice echoed. It was the woman who had spoken to us in the royal mine. The bitch had been watching us the entire time. “I do love a good battle… reminds me of the gladiatorial days.” 

Then she gracefully stood up, and my mouth dropped open as massive dove-white wings sprouted out from her back. When she flapped them, a giant gust of air sent the Scholomance witches flying back into the air, and they all screamed as they went soaring toward the other witches. 

“You fucking bitch,” I growled, and hot, boiling anger coursed through my body. “Who the hell are you?”

“I’m the master of this palace” the angelic woman hissed as her bright eyes glowed with anger. “How dare you speak to me in such a manner, you filthy Wicca.” 

“I will gladly punish him, my queen,” Lex mumbled through broken teeth as he pulled himself up from the ground. 

“You?” she challenged with an arched eyebrow. “You couldn’t even throw one decent hit. You are completely useless.”

“Please,” the warlock begged, and he dropped to his knees and bowed his head in a disgusting show of weakness. “Let me prove my worth.”

The woman stared long and hard at the groveling warlock, and then her red mouth curled up into a small smile. Whoever, or whatever, she was, it was clear Lex would die a thousand times for her.

“So be it,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. 

Then she flicked her wrist, and a grand army of skeletal soldiers emerged out from the walls like a militia of ghosts come to life. Their bodies were made of bones, they had large, golden wings transporting them swiftly toward us, and they carried hefty gold and silver weapons with them as they sang a chorus of battle cries. 

The goddess then waved her pale hand once more, and when I turned around, I saw my team frozen in place like a group of marble statues, and my blood turned to ice when I realized they were unable to fight. 

I knew we were outnumbered, and my heart skipped when I realized I either had to figure out how to free my immortal coven, or I’d have to destroy hundreds of skeletons, and these warlock traitors, all by myself.

Both paths seemed impossible. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 21 

The goddess-like woman sharply grinned in my direction as the undead army gradually homed in on me, and her giggles echoed like a thunderstorm as Lex and his teammates took long strides toward me. They were all smirking from ear to ear as if the battle had already been won. The odds certainly weren’t in my favor, but I’d be damned if I didn’t go out without a fucking fight. 

As I stood tall and unwavering, I took a moment to glance back at the helpless women. My own team was still frozen in place, and their beautiful faces looked as if they were made out of ice. It almost appeared as if their eyes were devoid of any life while their horrified expressions were paralyzed like stone, and it pained me to see them under an elder goddess’ power. The Vipera women were in an even worse position, just inches away from a flaming death, and they couldn’t even scream as the flames drew closer and closer. 

I knew time was of the essence, and it was up to me to save all their lives while keeping my own. 

But how the hell was I going to accomplish this? 

My thoughts were rapidly firing like a whirlwind of chaos, until a familiar and calming voice broke through the madness. 

You can defeat her, Cole, the dark-haired woman’s voice whispered inside my head. She may be a powerful elder goddess, but you are greatness and evil reborn. Let go and become the man you were born to be. You have more power than all of them. You are an agent of the all-powerful Satan. 

I nodded and took a step closer to my foes, and I knew I must have looked like a madman leisurely walking to his own death, but I didn’t care. 

I could fucking do this. 

As I drew closer, the white woman raised her hand, and then each skeleton soldier stopped in its tracks. Lex and his team also came to an abrupt halt, and then the beautiful but deadly creature stood up from her throne. 

“You possess courage,” she purred as her blue eyes twinkled with malice and mischief. “I respect that… perhaps I’ll even give you a chance to join me?” 

“But, Your Majesty--” interjected one of the warlocks until she flicked her wrist, and then his neck snapped.

The warlock fell dead to the floor, and not one of his counterparts even bothered to look down at his limp body. 

One down, six left to go. 

“As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted,” the woman continued, “you do not need to remain bonded to the Wicca way of life. Or the foolish Satanists. Join us, and you can become even more powerful than you ever imagined.” 

“Thanks, lady,” I replied with a deep chuckle, “but there’s no chance in fucking hell. So, why don’t we skip the foreplay and fuck already?”

Her gorgeous face darkened, and then she bit down on her lip before she responded.

“So be it… Lex, you may kill him.” 

“Thank you, my queen.” He bowed. 

The pale-haired warlock smiled a cocksure grin before taking a step closer toward me, and rage seethed throughout my body as he drew closer. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of taking a step back in fear, so instead I remained as still as a statue. Finally, when we were face to face, he leaned in closer to whisper into my ear.

“You know you can’t defeat us, right?” he hissed. “We’ve got the power of the elder gods on our side. Ravana knew greatness laid with them, yet you refused to join us. The queen has placed a holy prayer on this room… so you can’t use your magic against us. I hope you enjoy dying, knowing you could have prevented it. My queen is all supremacy and greatness.”

Become the man you were meant to be, the woman from my dreams repeated. Show them what true greatness is. 

I smirked and then looked into Lex’s cold, lifeless eyes.

“Your queen may be powerful.” I grinned as my eyes darted toward the dagger on the marble floor. “But she didn’t prepare for me.” 

Motus. 

I stretched out my hand as the weapon came flying back into my grasp, and with one quick slice, I cut deeply into Lex’s throat. 

His eyes widened with shock before he wrapped his pale, quivering hands around his bleeding wound. Then he fell down onto his knees while blood seeped through his fingers, and when his hands fell from his throat, gore spurted out into the air like red rain. 

As I watched the life drain away from his eyes, something in me changed, and heat coursed through my veins like a scorching river. I felt a great supremacy flowing through me, too, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. 

My wrath had been unleashed, and there was no stopping me now. 

As Lex fell dead to the floor, I glanced at the towering stained-glass windows, the looming columns, and the grand sculptures and willed them to come crashing down onto the rest of the warlocks and the massive army. 

“What a useless shit,” the queen grunted as she curled her upper lip at Lex’s corpse, and then she flicked her wrist. “Kill him, and the others, and be quick about it, for heaven’s sake.”

Her army and the remaining warlocks edged closer toward me, but I stood as still as one of the statues. I didn’t feel any fear as my enemies drew nearer, and instead, I let all my fury take over my soul as I willed everything on their side of the throne room to come crashing down. Soon, the columns began to crack and crumble, the windows started to shatter, and the ceiling fell down like a storm of stones. Everything was falling apart, and I smirked as soldiers were instantly crushed, or warlocks were pierced with colorful glass shards. 

Then I raised my hands up higher into the air and willed the floors in front of me to crack open. 

Motus.

“Everything will be mine!” I growled as I pulled the castle down toward me. 

Everything continued to collapse, and the room echoed violently with my ferocity and will to kill every last bastard in my way. My dark grin widened as my enemies perished under my command, and I couldn’t stop yearning for more of their blood and souls. I didn’t feel weak, even though I should have been dead. Instead, the more souls I took, the greater I felt. 

“No!” the white woman cried out in feral fury. “How is this possible?”

The fire, Cole, the woman from my dreams whispered. Use the flames before they kill your witches. 

I raised my hands even higher into the air and then urged every single element to do my bidding. When I turned around, the fire was no longer threatening to burn the Viperas, but instead, it had turned into a flaming cloud that hovered above the women. So, I willed it to spread across the room in enormous fireballs, and I grinned as I set some warlocks on fire. They’d been too busy trying to avoid being crushed or falling through the cracks, so they didn’t even see their fiery deaths heading right toward them. 

“Nooooo!” Their screams were like music to my ears as I watched them burn alive and wail helplessly into the air, and I focused even harder and made sure the flames penetrated every fiber, organ, and nerve ending while they were still alive. 

I’d never heard such deafening screams as they turned into black, charred pieces of meat that collapsed onto the floor and then morphed to ebony flecks of dust, and my grin grew impossibly wider. 

I had no idea what had come over me, but nothing was holding me back.

The white woman’s face was twisted with rage as she stood up from her throne, and as the room crumbled, she began to mutter something in a language I’d never heard before. A blue glow surrounded her, and then her eyes lit up with fury as she protected herself from the flames and falling stones with her holy forcefield. 

As I stared back at her, I noticed her diamond necklace was pulsating with light, and it thumped like a rapid heartbeat. 

Yes, Cole, it’s her lifeforce, my guardian dream-woman said. Kill it, and she will leave this plane of existence. The elder gods can’t take shape here without an avatar.

I knew I could do it, but I wasn’t sure if I could do it alone. My hatred, lust for death, and determination were still there, but I could feel my mortal body slowly growing weaker. So, I turned to look back at the other witches and then narrowed my eyes at them, and whatever the white woman had done to keep them frozen in place, I used all my energy to free them. 

Motus.

My skull ached and throbbed as I worked to break the hold on the women, and finally, they all gasped as the color returned to their faces. When they realized what was happening, though, they all stared at me with wide, panicked eyes.

“Cole, look out!” Akira shouted. 

“Volant!” Morgana cried out as I whipped around. 

The last remaining warlock had been running in my direction with his wand pointed right at me, but as soon as Morgana’s spell hit him, he went flying back into the air and then impaled himself on a skeletal soldier’s spear. 

“I need you to free the Viperas,” I called out to the Scholomance women as they remained on the safe side of the throne room. “Once you’ve done that, I’ll need you to use your premonition powers and whatever spells you can think of to kill every single soldier while I take care of that bitch.”

“What are you going to do?” Penelope called out with wide, dark eyes.

“You’ll see,” I growled. 

The women all nodded quickly and did as they were told. Once the others were free, each witch with a wand shot spells in every direction while also doing their best to bring the other side of the throne room down into ruins. The other side rumbled as it came crashing down, and the goddess stared right at me with feral determination and fury.

“Who are you?” her voice echoed above the chaos. 

“Your worst fucking nightmare,” I retorted.

She laughed like a madwoman, and when she closed her eyes again, I raised my wand and then aimed it at her necklace.

“Mortuus cadunt!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. 

Her beautiful face fell before a violent wind picked up, and then my wand began to tremble as my own soul seeped out from my body and transferred into the spell. My hand glowed a pale white as a burst of light went straight toward the goddess’ necklace, and her forcefield stopped the spell, but I knew it was draining for her to continue fighting against me. 

Then I thought back to the day in the holy realm when Vanessa wanted me to will the flames away from the stakes. If I could do the same with her forcefield, I’d be able to shatter that fucking necklace. 

So, without breaking eye contact and with my wand raised and pointed at her, I bit down into my other hand, and my teeth sunk so deep into the skin I tore a chunk of flesh from my bone. Then I spat the blood onto my wand and smiled a bloody grin. 

“You’re a madman,” the woman cackled and then stared deeply into my eyes.. “Just what do you think you’re doing? You can’t get past my holy enchantment.”

“We’ll see about that.” I bared my bloody teeth. “Imperium meum!” 

Somehow, I miraculously managed to burst through her forcefield with the premonition spell, all while holding onto the killing curse. I had no idea how it was possible, and I briefly wondered if Satan was listening to my pleas. Then her forcefield exploded, and the sound echoed violently above the rest of the chaos. As soon as the spell was through, the light hit her glowing necklace, and it shattered into pieces before she stumbled backward. 

The woman gasped in horror, looked down at her broken piece of jewelry, and then back at me. Her skin slowly started to turn gray, and then her beautiful features morphed into an old woman’s face before it began to dissolve from her bones.

“What have you done?” she wailed as her skin melted away like candle wax. “Noooo!”

As she slowly began to liquefy into a puddle of bones, blood, and gore, the rest of her army began to disintegrate as well. The skeletal soldiers burst into flames and then turned to dust as their queen died, and their cries resonated through the room like a chorus of crows. 

As they died, I nearly fell down to my knees. I never felt so weak in my life, and when my hand stopped glowing, I slowly turned around to face the others. I had no idea how the hell we were going to get out of here, and now the entire throne room was collapsing. 

“Cole!” Morgana gasped as she rushed to my side. “Make it stop! It’s over!”

“I can’t,” I panted. “I can’t control it any longer.”

“We need to shadow port out of here,” Nyx said as she joined us, and the blue-skinned Vipera witch still looked shaken from nearly being burnt alive. 

“Agreed.” Akira nodded. “But how--” 

“You’ve done well,” Theodora’s voice suddenly echoed around us. “But you have one last task to complete…you must save Scholomance by killing Ravana.” 

Before any of us could respond, a purple smoke engulfed all the familiars and witches, and we were sent tumbling through another shadow portal. My head ached and pounded as we spun violently through endless vortexes and worlds, and as we continued to travel through the air, a part of me wondered how I wasn’t dead yet. I’d not only used every inch of my mind to bring the throne room down into ruins, but I also used the killing curse. 

By all rights, I should be dead, or at least in a deep comatose state, but I couldn’t worry about that right now. 

Finally, we landed with a painful crash on a stone floor, and before I opened my eyes, I smelled charred flesh and burning wood. Then sound returned to my ringing ears, and maddening screams filled the air as I laid on my back, unable to move. I knew I needed to find Ravana, and I had to be quick. My body may have been weakened, but it didn’t matter. I had to get up, fight, and save Scholomance, even if it robbed me of my last bit of life. 

You must fight, Cole, the woman in my head whispered. Do not give up on your witches. They need you to save them. Find the one responsible for all of this and kill him. 

“I will never give up,” I muttered groggily, “I’ll see this to the very end.” 

“Cole?” I heard Penelope’s shrill voice above me. “Cole, wake up!” 

I finally managed to open my eyes, and my vision was dangerously blurry. All I could make out was the shadowy outline of Penelope’s bright orange hair, and her delicate, doll-like features, but as my eyesight grew clearer, I could see the others as they hunched down closer. The fire blazed above them, and stone corridors were coming apart, but the women and familiars solely seemed fixated on my wellbeing. 

“Cole?” Morgana whispered as she pushed back my hair. “Can you get up?” 

“Yeah.” I nodded and forced myself to sit up, and then my mouth slowly opened in horror as I looked around. 

Lex hadn’t been exaggerating. The corridors were burning down, and witches were either running, screaming, or fighting for their lives. Shrieks echoed in the classrooms and halls as professors and witches fought against the Mors warlocks, and I thought I could see Vanessa and Crimson fighting back to back as they shot spell after spell against the bastards. 

“We need to find Ravana,” I growled. “His death ends all of this.” 

“Well, we’re coming with you,” Faye said as she lifted her chin stubbornly. 

“Yeah.” Akira firmly nodded. “There’s no way in hell we’re letting you go after him alone.”

I chewed on my lower lip as I considered my options. I was weak right now, and the backup would surely be welcomed. 

“Fine,” I conceded, “you can help me find him, but when it comes down to it, I’ll be the one to rip his soul from his body.”

“As you wish, master,” Vesta purred before she offered me a dainty, purple hand to take, and with unwavering strength, the graceful elf pulled me to my feet and then smiled demurely at me. 

“Let’s find this fucker,” I growled. 

The witches, including the Vipera women, all raced after me as I bolted down the corridors. My powers were weak, but I was still using the periculum incantation to hunt for the son-of-a-bitch who started all of this. I tried my best not to dwell on the fact that professors and students could be dying and burning, and instead I focused solely on Ravana and nothing else. If I couldn’t keep my mind solely focused on one thing, I would never find him. He was a coward, and it wouldn’t have shocked me if he was somewhere hiding as all this was going down. 

And that’s when it hit me. 

He was probably hiding in his private quarters. 

“He’s in his office,” I said to the others. “Quick, follow me. I know the way.”

The witches quickly nodded, and I used all my strength to run down the burning hallways and past students and professors fighting for their lives.

As we ran, one warlock with pale green skin and white hair stepped in front of us and then raised his wand. He smiled maliciously at us before he opened his mouth, but then I heard Penelope’s shrill voice echo through the air. 

“Conligo!” she screamed. 

The warlock’s smug face froze in place, and then an enormous piece of the stone ceiling came crashing down on his head, and it split open his skull and brains as his body fell and twitched under the massive rock. 

“Did that stone fall on its own?” I breathed as we continued to run toward Theodora’s office.

“Nope.” Faye grinned as she ran by my side. “You’re not the only one who can cast a badass motus incantation.”

Despite my exhaustion, I couldn’t help but laugh as the determined women ran by my side. They were not only a gorgeous group of witches, but they were badass and loyal, too. They could have shadow ported out of here and called it quits after all the shit they went through, but instead, they all chose to stand by my side and help me finish this fucker off. 

We finally managed to reach Theodora’s office, and I wasn’t surprised to see she wasn’t down here. She was the opposite of Ravana, noble, fierce, and loyal, and I tried not to picture the worst as I briefly wondered where she was. 

“Now, where do we go?” Morgana panted as she wildly looked around. 

“Follow me,” I ordered.

I swiftly glided toward the fireplace and rearranged the artifacts on the mantelpiece, the same way Theodora had done before. When I moved the golden clock, the fireplace grumbled, and then the stones began to rearrange themselves. Finally, there was the cold, dark tunnel in front of us, and I didn’t waste another moment before I stepped inside and lit my wand.

I don’t think I can fly in there, Alexander said as he peered inside. 

“So, stay out here and look after the other familiars.” I smiled. “You better not let anything happen to Silvia.”

Not a chance in hell, he answered as he puffed out his chest. Good luck, Cole. Kill the fucker as painfully as possible. 

“Will do,” I answered before I turned my attention back to the witches. “Are you ready?”

They all nodded and took in deep, shaky breaths before we stepped into the darkness. We raced past scurrying rats and slithered through the dank, musty pathway as quickly as possible. The air was thick, not only because of the confined space but because of the tension and fear. The witches were brave, but they weren’t stupid. Our chances weren’t exactly the most promising, since I was fragile, and I honestly didn’t know what my odds were against the aged and experienced headmaster. 

Finally, we reached the end of the narrow passage, and when I stuck my head out to look around the pale, stone corridors, it seemed clear, untouched, and safe, but by now, I knew better than to be deceived by a mere glance. 

So, with all the strength I could muster, I closed my eyes and tried to perceive any danger that could be lurking behind any corner. After a few seconds, I vaguely sensed something or someone guarding the headmaster’s door, and I weakly turned to the others before I leaned in to whisper. 

“I can feel someone, or maybe more than one person, standing guard in front of the headmaster’s office,” I said.

“We’ll take care of them,” Akira affirmed with her chin raised. 

“Alright.” I nodded. “Let’s do this, quick and messy.” 

The others muttered their agreements before we sprinted down the hallway and toward the headmaster’s office. As soon as we turned a corner, there was a group of warlocks standing watch, and when their eyes landed on us, they raised their wands and prepared to attack. 

“You heard what Ravana said,” one warlock with pale skin and black eyes yelled. “Kill them on sight!”

“Mortuus cadunt!” they all shouted at once, and for a moment, I thought it was going to be the end until the witches behind me all screamed out in unison.

“Novis!”

The warlocks’ death spells were reversed in midair and hit each one square in the chest before they collapsed to the ground. 

“Thanks,” I breathed before I took a deep breath and then focused on the headmaster’s door. I knew it was locked, but before I had a chance to open it, Morgana stepped in front of me. 

“Patentibus,” she muttered, and then a click followed. 

The door cracked open, and when I gently craned my neck to take a look inside, it was exactly as I remembered it. Ravana’s hideous portrait stared back at me with those beady rat eyes, and anger coursed through me as I glared into those painted black orbs. 

I could sense him hiding somewhere in this room.

Fucking coward. 

“Stay out here,” I ordered without turning back. 

“Yes, master,” my coven answered reluctantly, but then someone grabbed me by my shoulder and forced me to turn around.

“You can’t take him on alone,” Penelope argued with a scowl. 

“She’s right,” Nyx added, and her own eyes blazed with determination. “You used every ounce of energy you had left to defeat that fucking bitch and bring down an entire palace.” 

“And now you want to defeat a headmaster with twice your experience and at least three times your age?” Beatrix questioned with a raised eyebrow.

I looked at each determined and loyal witch and couldn’t help but smile at their willingness to see this through with me until the very end. 

“Alright,” I sighed. “We’re going in, but you will follow my lead. Do you understand? This asshole is a powerful motherfucker…. who knows what kind of dirty tricks he might have up those dusty ancient sleeves of his? I need you all to be careful and look out for one another.”

The strong-willed witches all swallowed hard before they nodded and then took a small step forward.

“We’ll follow your every order, master,” Vesta purred with her head held high. “No matter what.” 

“We’re united in evil for all time,” Faye added with confidence. “Together, we can be stronger than this one man.” 

“Yeah.” Akira grinned. “Let’s kick his fucking bitch ass.” 

“We can do it,” Morgana remarked with a shaky smile. “We’ve been training and studying like hell for a moment like this… we can take him on.” 

“So, let’s stop talking about it and just do it,” Penelope chuckled somewhat nervously. “It’s now or never.” 

“Are you ready, Cole?” Nyx asked. 

“Yes.” I nodded with a forced smile, and then I turned back to the door. 

I had no idea if we were about to face a bloody death or glorious victory, but there was no time to doubt myself. 

Not when we’ve come this far. 

So, I slowly pushed the door open and then took another careful look around before the others all stepped inside and then closed it. It was eerily quiet inside, but an intense chill creeped up my spine, and my heart pounded with a fierceness that made my brow prickle with sweat. 

“So,” Ravana’s voice echoed through the room, “you finally decided to show yourself.”

“That’s rich coming from you,” I growled. “You fucking coward… come out where we can see you.” 

“Yeah, you creepy motherfucker,” Akira sneered. 

“Show yourself!” Faye added. 

A deep chuckle emerged from the portrait, and when I looked closer, I noticed his painted dark eyes were moving back and forth. Then one black leather boot emerged from the picture, and another one followed. The headmaster was materializing from the painting, and as soon as he stood in front of me, his wormy lips curled into a malicious grin. He was wearing a long, black velvet cloak with fur trimming along the collar as if he were some wealthy duke or mortal king. 

“Here I am, and I see you’ve brought your bitches with you, which is good since I’ll certainly enjoy killing them slowly, one by one,” he bellowed as he raised his bony hands into the air, and his golden rings and ruby jewels twinkled under the dim firelight. “My, my, my… you’re looking a little pale there, Cole.” 

“Hmm.” I smirked. “Well, killing your precious queen and your team took quite a toll on me.” I smirked. 

“What did you say?” he croaked as his beady eyes darkened.

“You heard me,” I snapped. “They’re all dead, and you’re next.”

His greasy mouth twitched into a strange smile as if he were harboring some kind of secret he was dying to share with me. Then he took a long stride toward us with his hands folded behind his back. 

“You seem so sure of that,” he remarked as he clucked his tongue. “Yet, I can see that even standing pains you. Your legs are trembling like a newborn lamb’s… I almost feel sorry for you, Cole.”

As much as I wanted him to be wrong, there was no denying that I was running on fumes. The world was spinning, and even breathing was a painful endeavor, but I did my best to push the agony away and stand tall and unwavering. There was no way I would give him the satisfaction of knowing I was barely hanging on. 

If I died, it would be on my terms. 

“Why don’t we get this over with?” he asked as he tilted his head to the side. “You will never join us, so perhaps I will make this as quick and as painless as possible.” 

Before I could raise my weak hands into the air, something pushed me backward, and I went flying into his dining table and onto the floor. I heard the others scream my name, and when I looked up, Ravana flicked his wrist. The witches’ wands went flying from their hands, and they were all shoved against the back wall and unable to move. As I tried to regain my strength, my head throbbed with an intense pain I’d never felt before, and I took in a deep breath before I forced myself to get back up and face the ugly bastard. 

He cackled as soon as I stood weakly on my feet, and then he nodded his head in my direction once more. 

Again, I felt a surge of force throw me into the stone wall, and I hit my head so hard, it was like my skull had split open. Then I slumped down against the wall, and Ravana took another step closer to me. 

“Cole!” the women all screamed, but then Ravana whipped around to face them, and with one snap of his bony fingers, all their mouths were clamped shut. 

It pained me to see the helpless looks in their eyes because I knew they desperately wanted to help me, but it was impossible.

Now, it was just me and this sinister son-of-a-bitch. 

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Ravana clucked as he lowered himself to meet my eyes. “Is this how you pictured your death, Cole? You know I could kill you with just one spell… but I think I’d prefer to torture you first.” 

As I looked into his dead eyes, I remembered another entity that was devoid of emotion and filled with nothing but malice and pure evil. A force that could take on this bastard in a heartbeat, and I knew it was my only chance of saving Scholomance and my beloved coven. My wand was still tucked behind my waistband, and I wondered if I had enough mental energy and power for what I was about to do next. 

“We’re not done here,” I finally growled. “Not by a fucking longshot, you ugly, treacherous bastard.” 

His rat-eyes darkened, and before he could utter another word, I snatched his beard and then slammed his hideous face into the wall by my side. He grunted in pain as he struggled to recover, and then I recited the ultimate spell to end all of this. 

“Qui vocat umbra mea,” I chanted. 

Thick red smoke began to morph in the air, and all the candles started to wicker slowly away. Darkness took over as a violent wind swept through the room, and then the walls vibrated, and the floor trembled.

Ravana tried to quickly pull himself away from the wall and raised his hand in defense, but it was too late. 

My evil shadow had already formed, and his massive, scarlet horns were curled like a ram’s as his eyes glinted like pale, yellow lightning. Then he outstretched a smoky hand and wrapped it around the headmaster’s throat. 

“No!” Ravana cried out. “What the hell is it… I’ve never seen a shadow double like this before--”

“He’s me,” I grunted. “And he obeys my every whim… vinculum.”

I didn’t know how I had the strength left, but even without my wand, my fiery red double turned to me and then waited patiently for my next command.

“Kill the motherfucker,” I panted, and my lungs felt as if they were burning.

I knew I was on the verge of passing out. 

Or even dying. 

My blood-red double grinned a yellow smile and then slowly nodded, and with his large, red muscular hands, he squeezed Ravana until his face turned a deep shade of indigo. His beady eyes were bulging out of his sockets, and his tongue was lolling out of his mouth as my shadow squeezed even harder.

“Cole,” the headmaster gasped. “Please… make him stop.”

“No,” I said, “I’d rather he rip your measly head from your useless body.”

Before Ravana could utter the last word, my loyal shadow pulled Ravana’s head right off his neck, and blood spurted everywhere. Ravana’s headless body remained upright for a moment, and I could have sworn his fingers twitched before he collapsed to the ground. Dark, black blood pooled from his open wound, and when I looked back at my shadow, he grinned as he held Ravana’s head up in the air. As soon as Ravana was dead, the women were released from their hold, and they all collapsed to the floor and then tried to scramble toward me as quickly as possible. 

“Cole,” Morgana gasped. “Are you alright?” 

At first, I couldn’t find the words to speak. My tongue felt as dry as sandpaper, and it seemed like the world was growing dimmer by the second. 

“Say something!” Nyx gasped. 

“Cole?” Vesta asked in her soothing voice. 

“We need to get him out of here,” Penelope added. “He looks like he’s on the verge of death!” 

“I’m fine,” I whispered as I stared at the dead headmaster’s face with his vacant eyes and gaping mouth. His tongue was still hanging out of his mouth, and his beard was speckled with gore and blood. 

My ruby-red double was still smiling as he held up the bleeding head like a prized trophy in his shadowy grip. 

“Give it to me,” I said in a weak voice.

The shadow nodded before he handed me the head, and then I stood slowly on my feet before I headed toward the door with each woman trying to support me as we sauntered off. 

“Oh,” I muttered before I turned to look at the shadow. “Sorry… but I need to send you back.”

The crimson shadow slowly nodded, and then I could have sworn it smiled knowingly at me before I pulled out my wand and aimed it at his chest.

“Forma reditus,” I muttered. 

The scarlet phantom slowly dispersed into pale red tendrils of smoke and then seeped back into my wand. The frigid air settled, and the candlelight gradually brightened up the room once more. Then I slowly made my way toward the door, with Ravana’s head dangling from my hand, but everything was growing dimmer by the second. 

As I reached for the doorknob, pain surged through my lungs and penetrated my heart, but I pushed through the pain and forced myself to open the door. As soon as it was open, I nearly stumbled forward, and the moment I did, all the witches gasped and tried to catch me before I fell to the ground. 

“Cole, where do you think you’re going--?” Penelope started to ask, but I had to cut her off.

“We need to show the Mors students that their headmaster is dead,” I breathed. “As soon as they realize he’s gone, they’ll know they’ve lost… and don’t help me walk. I need to show them I still have my strength left… even if it’s a facade.”

The women all quickly nodded in agreement, and we headed back through the halls, down the dank fireplace, and past Theodora’s office. The familiars followed us, and I could feel my world growing darker as we sped through the castle and toward the combat. 

Finally, we reached a crowded, burning corridor filled with Mors students fighting against Scholomance witches. I saw a broken statue, just above a staircase, and then I took a step on the dismembered sculpture and raised the bloody head as high as possible.

“Your headmaster is dead!” I roared at the top of my lungs. “You’ve lost!”

Warlocks slowly stopped casting spells as they stared in my direction in both horror and fear. Some of them immediately started to shadow port out of the academy, while witches snatched others to take as prisoners. As the attack came to a gradual halt, a heavy and overwhelming sensation took over my body, and it felt like the last droplet of life was leaving my consciousness before my entire world faded into blackness. 






 
   

  
 

 Chapter 22 

“Cole?” I heard a soothing voice call out. “Cole, can you hear me?”

When I slowly opened my eyes, I was surprised to see Theodora sitting in front of me with a small smile on her beautiful face, but I was even more shocked to see I wasn’t in the infirmary. Instead, I was inside my bedroom, and there were candles lit in every corner of the room. 

“What happened?” My voice was slightly hoarse. 

“After you declared our victory, you passed out,” Theodora explained. “I’m both surprised and pleased you didn’t die.” 

“Thank you?” I chuckled, but I winced when pain flared throughout my tired body. 

“Cole, you saved Scholomance,” the headmistress said after a long moment. “What you did was beyond brave.” 

“I just wanted to do whatever I could to protect my women,” I responded with a light shrug. 

“Well, you were right about Ravana,” she sighed. “I had sensed something was wrong, but the high court wouldn’t listen to me. It turns out Ravana was the one who rigged the maze Evanora created, and he also made sure you and all the teams ended up in that abhorrent woman’s palace.” 

“The elder goddess?” I questioned with a raised eyebrow. 

“Yes.” Theodora nodded before she stood up from my bed. 

“Well, what are we going to do now?” I asked as I sat up. “We need to inform the high court or whoever that there are schools aligned with the elder gods. We need to prepare for war--”

“In time,” the older witch said in a soothing voice. “Cole, you’ve been in a deep sleep for days. What I want from you right now is to rest while we finish cleaning up the school and interrogating the captured Mors students.” 

“But--” I stubbornly interjected until she placed a slender finger against my lips. 

“That was an order… now please, get some rest,” she said. “We can talk more in the morning.”

The headmistress winked before she left my bedside, headed for the door, and closed it behind her. 

When I was alone, I leaned back into my pillow and sighed. I thought about closing my eyes, but then I heard a soft knock on the door and wondered if it was Theodora. Did she need something else? 

I forced myself to get up, but when I pulled the door open, I was face to face with my coven.

And Penelope. 

Akira and Faye held the bright-haired witch by her slender arms while Morgana and Vesta stood on either side.

“See?” Akira scoffed. “He looks fine. Morgana is such a worry wart.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “I’m feeling a lot better.”

“Master, may we come in?” Vesta purred with twinkling silver eyes. 

“Of course,” I drawled as I stepped aside.

The women forcefully pulled Penelope into my bedroom, and then I shut the door. The orange-haired witch’s brown eyes were filled with a mixture of desire and fear, and as I looked at the stubborn but sexy witch, all my exhaustion instantly faded away and was replaced with feral desire. 

“How did you know I was awake?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.

“We’d been waiting in the common room,” Morgana explained. “When Theodora left your bedroom, she informed us you were awake… so we took the initiative to bring you a gift… after all, you saved all of Scholomance again.”

“A gift?” I purred as I looked at Penelope.

“Yessss… master,” Vesta purred. “Isn’t she beautiful? And she’s all yours now. You just have to… claim her.”

“How thoughtful,” I answered with a satisfied grin. “She’ll make a fine addition to our coven… now, take off her clothes.” 

“Yes, master,” my coven answered in unison. 

They practically ripped off Penelope’s white blouse and short, black skirt, and as she stood there in nothing but a pair of black lace panties, I could see her knees were trembling.

“Take off her underwear,” I commanded, “slowly.”

“May I do the honors, master?” Akira begged, and her dark eyes sparkled before she bit down on her plump lip.

“You may.” I nodded.

Akira grinned like a wolf as she hooked her fingers along the edges of Penelope’s panties and then gently pulled them down to reveal the small strip of orange hair between her legs. Penelope took in a sharp breath, and her small, perky breasts heaved up and down as she tried to control her erratic breathing. 

“Get her down on her knees,” I growled.

Akira and Faye forced the orange-haired witch down to the floor, and Penelope yelped as they squeezed into her shoulders in a silent warning not to move or speak.

“Where is her blood bonded weapon?” I demanded.

“Right here, master,” Morgana replied as she eagerly pulled a small dagger from the back of her waistband. The blade was silver and curved, and the hilt was made out of deep, scarlet leather. “She was reluctant to give it up at first, but I was persistent.” 

“Well done.” I winked. “I’ll be sure to give you an enriching gift when we’re through.”

“Thank you, master.” The brunette blushed. “I can’t wait to feel your delicious cock inside me.”

“You’ll have it soon enough… as long as you obey me.” I smirked before I looked down at the quivering Penelope and placed a finger under her chin. Then I forced her to look up at me with those bright brown eyes. “You’ll be thanking me soon, too… trust me.” 

“You’ll be begging him for his cock in no time,” Akira added with a low growl.

“It will feel so beautiful inside of you,” Vesta purred into her ear.

“You’ll want him to just fuck you raw like an animal,” Faye added with a sigh. “And he will… over and over and over again until you lose your mind in delicious primal lust.”

“We’ve made a good decision for you,” Morgana added as she stroked the other woman’s orange hair. “Soon you’ll be one of us, and you’ll wonder why you ever resisted at all.”

Penelope gulped as I took a step back and then looked at the others. I could sense their trembling, hungry pussies, and I knew they were already soaked and eager for my dick, so I didn’t want to make them wait too long since they’d been such dutiful and obedient witches. 

“Shall we begin the ritual, master?” Faye asked as she chewed on her lower pink lip.

“Yes,” I purred. “Faye, Morgana… hold her down while Akira cuts into her skin.” 

“Yes, master,” the women replied in unison.

Faye and Morgana gripped Penelope’s arms and hooked them behind her back while Vesta kneeled down and ran her slender lavender fingers through Penelope’s orange hair. Then I watched as Akira twirled Penelope’s blade in her hand before she slowly lowered herself down to the bright-haired witch’s level. 

“Don’t scream,” Akira hissed. “You’ll need to save your voice for later… trust me… our master will make you scream for his cum until your lungs bleed.” 

Penelope’s mouth tightened into a straight, firm line while Akira slowly cut a small, but deep, gash above the orange-haired witch’s collarbone. Penelope didn’t even flinch as Akira swiped the blood away with a finger and then proceeded to draw a pentagram on the wooden floor. 

Penelope was breathing hard before I even turned around and retrieved my own dagger from my desk. Then I sauntered back over to the women and stood in front of the bloody pentagram, and while keeping my eyes locked onto Penelope, I sliced into my palm and bent down to mark the upside-down cross just above the pentagram. 

Penelope stared up at me with wide, brown eyes, and then her lower lip began to tremble. 

 “Close your eyes,” I demanded. “Don’t you dare open them.” 

The orange-haired witch did as I commanded, and then I closed my eyes as well. 

“I want you to summon the darkness within you,” I ordered. “Take in the dark spirits that surround and protect you. Do not focus on anything except the evil which lives within you, and you must permit the evil entities to penetrate your soul and mind as you give yourself over to me. Give everything to me. I am your new master, and you are mine forever.” 

The air suddenly grew ice-cold, and with my eyes tightly shut, I raised my hand and wrapped it around Penelope’s neck. 

“Vocavi, et tenebras petere quod sit conjunctio fiet, et anima per sanguinem,” I chanted. 

As soon as the words left my lips, the walls pulsated, the floorboards shook, the air grew deathly cold, and I could feel Penelope’s energy transferring into me like a ghost entering my body. 

“Hae mulieres serve meus, et me in vita mea voluntati parere,” I recited, and my voice echoed in the room. “Say you serve me, Penelope. Say that you’re mine for all eternity.”

“Si audierint et observaverint illum sicut animam meam in dominum!” Penelope panted as a strong gust of wind howled throughout the room, and I could feel her throat bobbing each time she swallowed in fear. 

The room rocked, and the wind began to sound like women screaming as the walls violently shook. Penelope’s energy was seeping into my soul, and my hand trembled as her soul became one with mine. 

“Et nos in viam diabolum malum,” I proceeded. “Nos gratias ago vos omnem virum robustum.” 

The room gradually stopped shaking, and then the air grew warm and steady once more. I slowly peeled my eyes open and then stared at Penelope. Her eyes were still tightly shut, and I slowly pulled my hand away from her throat. 

“Open your eyes,” I ordered.

Her eyes instantly shot open, and for a moment, she looked confused. 

“Did you do that--?” she asked, but then I raised a finger and placed it against her soft, rosy lips. 

“You’ll get used to it.” I smirked. “Now that the pact is complete… the fun can begin.”

I stood up and began to strip off my clothes, and as each article of clothing slowly came off, my coven licked their lips and marveled at my naked body. 

As I stared down at Penelope’s vulnerable, exposed, trembling figure, my cock pulsated and grew harder.

I stood in front of Penelope, and her eyes were fixated on my dick. Her pink lips were moist, and her brown eyes were glassy with desire as she tried to near my member. She opened her mouth and leaned in closer to take me in, but then Akira fiercely yanked the other witch back by her orange hair.

“Cole didn’t tell you that you could taste his dick, did he?” the black-eyed witch hissed into Penelope’s ear. “He owns all of you, so ask for permission, slave.”

When Akira released Penelope, the bright-haired witch looked up at me with pleading, wide brown eyes. 

“Please, master,” she begged. “I need to taste your cock… I’ve been dreaming about it… it’s all I can think about… please, let me take you inside my mouth. I promise I’m worthy.” 

“Hmmm,” I teased. “I suppose you can have a small taste… that way, you can finally see what you’ve been missing.” 

“Thank you, master--” she began until I got closer to her mouth.

“Less talking, more tasting,” I growled, and the orange-haired witch looked up at me with greedy brown eyes before opening her mouth even wider. 

First, I teased her by rubbing the head of my cock along her lower lip, and she moaned before she wrapped her wet mouth around my member. She quickly grew more confident and slowly began to lick along the underside and my flaring tip, and she slurped and hummed as she grew eager for more. 

I grunted as she took me in deeper, and I glanced at the others as they bit down on their lips and watched us with hungry eyes. 

“Guide her pretty mouth along my cock,” I ordered. “Show her how to please me and just how much she can take.”

“Yes, master,” my coven answered before each witch placed a hand on the back of Penelope’s head.

My women slowly began to bob her orange head back and forth along my dick, and when the tip scraped against the back of her throat, Penelope gagged, which made the other witches smile in turn. 

“Keep her going,” I growled. “Don’t fucking stop.”

“Yes, master,” they repeated with eager grins and twinkling eyes. 

As the women continued to guide her along my length, Penelope took the initiative to slowly run her long, hot tongue along every inch of my throbbing cock. She was greedy and hungry, and whenever she reached the tip, she would swirl her tongue in circular motions and tickle the head. Her chocolate-colored eyes bored into mine, and I thrust deeper into her mouth and moved my hips with more intensity. She slurped and gagged each time I fucked the back of her throat, and she hummed as the others wove their hands into her tangerine-hued hair. 

“Do you like how he tastes?” Akira teased. “Doesn’t he taste so sweet and salty?” 

“Hmmm,” the orange-haired witch moaned. 

I tossed my head back and stifled a groan as she used her marvelous tongue to taste every inch of me. When the others shoved her head all the way down to my balls, she gagged, and tears welled up into the corners of her chocolate brown eyes as she stared up at me with an eagerness to please. She wanted all of me, and I grinned as I moved my hips faster and harder into her warm mouth. 

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I growled. “You do know I could stop at any moment?”

Penelope’s eyes widened with panic at those words, and she began to move her head in even faster motions while the others kept their hands on her. My tip prodded the back of her throat again, and tears continued to spill out from the corners of her eyes. She hummed and slurped as her tongue rolled along my member with such fervor and passion, and her eyes grew watery as the other women bobbed her head with faster strokes. 

“She looks so good taking in your cock, master,” Faye cooed. 

“Her lovely lips can’t seem to get enough of you, master,” Vesta purred. 

“She’s even dripping,” Morgana noted with wide, blue eyes. “There’s a puddle underneath her. She wants you inside her pussy, master.” 

“In time,” I groaned as Penelope continued to suck and slurp on my dick. The way she moved her hot tongue along my cock was almost unbearable. She eagerly swallowed my precum, and as her head bobbed along my member, my entire body shuddered, and I thought I was going to cum for a moment. 

But I couldn’t have that. Not just yet.

“Put her onto the bed,” I grunted. “Now.” 

As my coven pulled Penelope away from me, her mouth made a wet, popping sound that echoed in the room, and then she moaned in protest and met my eyes. 

“But, master--” Penelope started as the women dragged her to my bed, but then Akira shoved her down into the red, silk sheets.

“You’ll do as you’re told,” the black-eyed witch growled. 

I chuckled as Penelope clamped her mouth shut and then waited for my next command. The others all turned to look at me, and then I slowly sauntered over to the bed. I wanted to take my time with Penelope. She’d been stubborn, and now, she had to pay for it. I’d tease her and force her to beg for my cock before I’d give in to her desires. 

“Spread her open for me,” I commanded. “I want to see that bright, pink pussy.”

“Yes, master,” the others replied in an eager chorus. 

The women spread Penelope’s pale arms and legs apart, and then the orange-haired witch’s eyes grew wide with desire and impatience. 

“Are you going to fuck me now, Cole?” she asked as she bit down on her lip.

“It’s master,” I growled before I crawled onto the bed and kneeled in front of her glistening pussy. “If you can’t remember that, then perhaps you don’t deserve my cock inside you.” 

“Noooo,” she wailed and writhed on the blood-red sheets. “Please, I’m sorry, master.” 

“Master, may we come closer and watch?” Vesta purred as she flicked her emerald locks of hair behind her shoulder. “And also… may we undress?”

“You may.” I nodded. 

Penelope remained spread out on the bed as the others stripped and then huddled around us, and I could smell their arousal like a sweet perfume. Then their breathing grew more labored with excitement as I inched a little closer to Penelope’s eager pussy.

“She looks so beautiful, master,” Vesta mewled, “I love how bright her hair and pussy are… it reminds me of a burning sunset. I’m already growing wet, thinking about how you’re going to fill her up with your huge cock. I don’t know how long I can wait, master.”

Penelope’s breathing grew more erratic, and her breasts heaved up and down in frantic movements as she stared longingly into my eyes. 

“P-Please, m-master,” she moaned. “Pleeeeease, fuck me. Fuck me until I’m screaming your name, and the entire academy hears how much I’m yours.” 

“Hmmm,” I said before I batted my cock along her wet folds, “I suppose I can grant your wish… but only because you’ve been so obedient tonight.”

The orange-haired witch opened her mouth to say something else, but then a delicious moan escaped from her lips as I slid deep inside her. She was just as tight and wet as I expected, and she gasped and moaned as I rocked my hips back and forth.

“Hmmm, you feel delightful, Penelope,” I whispered, and her trembling walls clenched tightly around my member as I sunk deeper into her womb. 

“Cooooole!” Penelope screamed. “Satan… pleeeease, don’t stop.”

“I’ll stop whenever I desire,” I warned her. “Or did you already forget?” 

“No,” she rasped. “I’d never forget, master.”

“You’d better not,” Faye reminded her, “and do you want to know why? It’s because Cole is the strongest alpha, and you are his bitch. He owns your body and soul and possesses every inch of you. Your body and womb are his for all eternity. He’ll fill up your womb with his delicious sperm, and one day, when he sees fit to, you’ll bear his children.”

“I-I-I,” Penelope stuttered, and then her walls clenched and spasmed around my cock. “Please… I want his babies… ohhhh… Master…”

She tossed back her head and screamed as she came all over my dick, but even as the juice leaked down her thighs, I didn’t stop thrusting into her sopping tunnel. My hips slammed against her skin, and the sound echoed along with her heavy panting and moaning. 

“You may have cummed,” I grunted, “but that doesn’t mean we’re done… we’re not even fucking close.” 

“Oh, yes, master,” Penelope gasped before she bit down on her lip. “Pleeeeease keep fucking my brains out… I need more of you. I need you to spread me wiiiiiide open. Please… I need it. Please give me your seed. Fill me to the brim.” 

I prodded deeper into her tunnel, and then she spread her legs even wider for me as my cock pounded deep inside her soaking cunt. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she clutched the red sheets as her body rocked back and forth with each reverent thrust. She gasped each time she came, and the others leaned closer to marvel at her pleasure. 

“You better enjoy that,” Akira growled into her ear. “I hope you realize you’re nothing without our master. Your entire existence is to serve him, and if he wants you to take his cum every day, you do it. If you want more of his cock, then you need to fucking beg for it like the servant bitch you are.”

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” Penelope panted as she looked up at me with those eager chocolate brown eyes. “Yes, I’ll beg! Pleeeeease, fuck me harder, master! I’m all yours. Every inch of my body belongs to you. Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

She bit down so hard on her lip that blood trickled down her chin and toward the open wound above her collarbone, and then she tossed back her head again as I pounded deeper inside her warm, wet, and spasming pussy. I could feel myself nearing my threshold, and as her walls trembled and clenched even tighter, I knew she was going to cum again.

“Cum with me,” I panted. “Now. Cum as I pump my seed into your body.”

“Yessssssssssssssssssssss!” The bright-haired witch screamed and balled her fists deeper into the sheets, and then my entire body quivered as I sprayed a hot load of my cum deep inside her womb. She quivered again, and her soaked pussy clamped down on me. Her body was hungry, and her tunnel began to tense and release around my shaft like her lips had tried to suck out my cum earlier. The sensation was wonderful, and I let out a longer moan as I sprayed a second, third, and forty volley of my seed deep within her. 

Then I was finished pouring into the orange-haired beauty’s body, and I could tell her climax had relaxed.

“Hmmm… Very good…” I groaned in satisfaction and felt lightheaded as the rest of the coven all moaned in pleasure, and when I pulled out of Penelope, the orange-haired witch was still splayed on her back and struggling to breathe. 

“Get up,” Morgana ordered. 

“Huh?” Penelope slowly sat up as the brunette swiped the white liquid from her thighs.

“You can’t waste any of his seed. Lick all of it.” Morgana explained, and then she pushed her finger into Penelope’s mouth. 

“Hmmmm…” Penelope hummed as she sucked the cum right off Morgana’s slender finger, and then each woman in my coven took a turn dipping their fingers into Penelope’s sopping wet pussy and then moving their hands up to Penelope’s mouth so she could lick my cream off their fingers. When they stopped, Penelope’s lower lip stuck out in a pout, and her eyebrows pinched together in confusion.

“Why did you stop?” she whined. “I wanted more.”

“You can’t have any more,” Morgana tutted. “You need to keep most of it inside your cunt.” 

I stared longingly at my obedient women, and I knew they deserved a special treat. So, I slowly glanced between each one, and finally, my eyes fixated on Faye with her hungry golden-green eyes and blood-red hair. 

“Penelope, join the others,” I commanded. “I want you to watch as I fuck Faye from behind.” 

At first, the orange-haired witch opened her mouth to protest, but then she decided against it as she reluctantly joined the others. 

I licked my lips as Faye crawled closer on her hands and knees before taking Penelope’s old spot on the bed. The sexy redhead slowly turned around and arched her back, but before I slid into her slippery folds, I dug my nails into her hips and then leaned in to whisper into her ear.

“You’ve been a patient, girl,” I growled. “Are you ready for my cock? I know you like it from behind like an animal.”

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” Faye mewled. “Please take me like an alpha wolf would mount his female. Please thrust your unholy cock inside of me and spray your seed deep within my fertile womb.” 

“As you wish,” I chuckled. 

I almost slipped the head into her sopping pussy, but I stopped as she began to moan and plead for my dick. Her begging turned me on, so instead of immediately fucking her, I decided to rub my head against her soaking slit instead. 

“Do you want my cock?” I teased as I batted my throbbing tip along her folds.

“Oooooh, yes, master,” she begged. “Fuuuuuck me. Pleeeeeease.” 

“How hard do you want me to fuck you?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. 

“As hard as you can,” she moaned as she arched her back even lower. “Pleeeeease, fill me up with all your cream, master.” 

“Good girl.” I smirked before I slowly slid into her sopping wet tunnel.

Faye gasped and moaned as I thrust deeper inside her, and her walls clenched like a velvet bear trap as I gave in to her wishes. I grabbed her long, red mane and began to rock my hips faster while she panted and gasped for more. My cock pulsated as I thrust deeper into her beautiful body, and she screamed as my balls banged against her ass and clit. 

“Yeeeees,” she panted as I beat my hips against her skin. “Just like that, master… I think I’m going to cum!”

“Then be sure to let the entire academy know,” I growled. 

“Ooooooh! Coooooole! You are making me cummmmm!” She screamed out as her walls spasmed around my dick, and then she nearly crumpled on the bed when her arms almost collapsed out from under her trembling body.

“I’m not done with you yet,” I breathed as I pounded deeper into her abused pussy. “Not by a longshot.” 

“But, master,” she grunted, “what have I done to deserve more?” 

“You’ve been a good girl,” I breathed as I picked up the pace and thrust deeper and faster into her hungry hole. “I’m going to give you your fill.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Faye hissed. “Whatever you desire, just like that, please fuck me harder. Yes, right there!”

I grunted and panted as I pounded deeper inside the sultry redhead, and low groans resonated in her chest as she rocked her body in motion with mine. 

“Coooooole,” she panted. “I’m going to cum again!”

“So, do it,” I huffed. “Come for me.”

“Fuuuuuuck!” Faye cried out as I exploded inside her throbbing womb. 

“Satannnnn,” I grunted, and my entire body convulsed as I poured every last drop of my cum inside her warm tunnel. My orgasm was just as intense as it had been some fifteen minutes earlier with Penelope, and I gifted my beautiful redhead with just as much of my creamy seed.

Perhaps even a bit more. 

“Thank you master,” Faye sighed in gratitude as white, thick fluid dripped down her creamy, freckled thighs, and I almost felt lightheaded as I pulled out, and the others reached over to lick my cum from her dripping, hot pussy.

“Oh, no,” I growled as they came dangerously close. “Penelope will do the honors.”

They all pouted in disappointment, but the eager Penelope smiled as she came closer. When she was inches away from the redhead’s pussy, the bright-haired witch looked up at me with obedient, dark eyes.

“May I lick every drop out of her, master?” she asked in a tiny voice.

“Don’t be greedy,” I growled before I grabbed her by the hair. “Only take a bit from her. Faye wants to keep most of my cum inside of her womb.”

“Y-Yes, master. Thank you, master,” she panted before I released her. 

When I let go, the bright-haired witch adjusted herself in front of me, and I watched as she stuck her pink tongue inside Faye’s cream-soaked pussy. 

“Oh, fuck. That’s really good. Thank you, Cole.” The redhead moaned as Penelope slowly and gently licked her wet pussy lips, and the orange-haired witch whimpered as she savored the taste of my cum before she stuck her entire tongue inside Faye’s tunnel. 

The sight made me rock hard again, and for that, I decided Penelope could deserve something extra.

“On second thought, Penelope.” I smirked. “You lick every inch of Faye’s pussy and drink every last drop of my cum. Don’t fucking waste it, and don’t fill up. You are going to drink my cum out of each of my women.”

“Ooooh, yes, master. I’m so hungry. Thank you for letting me taste your seed again.” Penelope sighed as she plunged her tongue deeper into Faye’s tunnel. 

While Penelope had her tongue deep inside Faye, I turned to look at Vesta, Akira, and Morgana. 

“Now, who’s next?” I grinned.

Each witch bit down on her lip and adjusted themselves on the bed, but they knew better than to beg unless I told them to. Finally, my eyes landed on the luminous Vesta, and she looked like a sculpted goddess with her heart-shaped face, slim hourglass waist, and glowing lavender skin. I stared at her perky, swollen plum nipples, and as I locked eyes with her silver ones, I reached over to pinch and play with her buds.

“Oooh, your fingers are so soft, master,” she sighed and then slowly closed her eyes. 

“Do you want more?” I teased.

“Yes, master.” She nodded as she bit down on her full lilac-colored lower lip. “It feels sooooo gooood.” 

“Then, lie down,” I ordered.

The lavender witch did as I commanded, and once she was on her back, I crawled on top of her and then leaned down and began sucking and tickling her nipples with my tongue and teeth. She purred as I continued to lick and squeeze her lilac breasts, and with my other hand, I slowly reached down between her legs and rubbed her throbbing clit with my thumb. 

“Oh, master!” she gasped. “I-I-I--”

Before she could continue to stutter, I brought my mouth crashing down onto hers. Her hot tongue began to eagerly explore my mouth, and as our tongues snaked together, she moaned and pulled me in closer. My hands were still stroking her body, and her thighs were trembling as I tapped her clit and then slid two fingers inside her quivering slit. 

“Oooh,” she moaned into my mouth, and I could feel her pussy growing wetter. 

“Fuck, you’re so wet.” I grinned after I pulled away for air. “Do you want my cock inside you? I can give it to you… but only if you cum for me, first.” 

“I-I-I,” she breathlessly stuttered, but she couldn’t utter a coherent word. 

I smiled even wider as I stared down at the lavender beauty, and her silver eyes were wide and filled with feral longing as I prodded deeper inside her with my fingers. She gasped and grinned as I sped up my motions, and then she tilted her head back as soft, delicious little moans escaped from her pink, moist lips.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out in long, drawn-out breaths. “Master, make me cum!” 

She bit down on her hand to stifle her moans, but then I pushed in deeper while I furiously rubbed at her pulsating clit. 

“Don’t stop yourself,” I growled. “I want to hear you scream out my name.”

“Y-Yes, master,” Vesta mewled with hooded eyes. 

“She looks so beautiful, master,” Morgana commented as Akira gently caressed the inside of the bookworm’s thighs. “Your fingers are magical… I can’t wait to feel them on my body.”

“Neither can I,” Akira purred. “By Satan, this is so fucking hot.”

Vesta’s silver eyes rolled into the back of her head as she bit down on her rosy lip, and deep groans resonated in her chest as I sawed my digits in and out of her hungry hole. Her entire body quivered, and she jerked her hips closer to my hands as I sped up my movements and dug deeper into her soaking wet tunnel. Her walls clenched tightly around my fingers, and she was so hot and moist, I knew she was about to cum any second now.

“Don’t hold back.” I grinned as I rubbed her throbbing clit and thrust my fingers in as deep as possible. “Cum as loudly as you please.”

“Ahhhh,” the purple elven woman cried out. “M-Master… I can’t contain it any longer!”

As I continued to thrust my fingers in and out of her throbbing pussy, I stopped using my thumb to rub at her pulsating spot, and instead, I lowered myself between her legs and then slowly began to lick her sweet and salty slit. Vesta gasped as my tongue made its way to her clit, and then I started to suck and kiss her sensitive, quivering nub. She jerked her hips each time I hit the right spot, and she began gasping violently for breath. So, I hooked my fingers inside her cunt before I pulled my mouth away and hovered over her lean, lavender body. Now, we were eye to eye, and with my fingers still deep inside her, she tossed back her head and squeezed her eyes shut.

“Cooooole, I’m going to c-c-c--” she stuttered until I prodded in deeper, and she lost total control. 

As she screamed out in ecstasy, her juices spurted out from her pussy like a hose and all over my fingers. I chuckled as I gently pulled out of her sopping wet tunnel, and then I sucked the delicious juices from my fingers before I leaned down to kiss the lavender witch on her full swollen lips. She was splayed out on her back, with beads of sweat dripping between her heaving, purple breasts, and her mouth was parted open as she stared up at the ceiling and breathed quick, raspy breaths. 

“Do you want my cock inside you now?” I growled as I leaned down to whisper into her elvish ear, and I gently nibbled on her earlobe before I teased her again. “Do you think you can handle it?” 

“Oooooh, yes, master,” Vesta moaned and shivered. “Pleeeeeease, fuck me until I’m spread wide open and my womb is filled with your unholy seed. I want it soooooo badly.”

“You don’t want my cock… you absolutely need it,” I snarled with a wolfish grin. “More than anything, isn’t that what you meant?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” she relented as she stared at me with those pleading, silver eyes. “I need you. I need every inch of you. Your cock is beautiful and perfect in every way, and I need it inside my quivering body.” 

“Then I suppose I can grant your request, since I’m such a benevolent master,” I teased as I grabbed my thick, throbbing cock and inched closer to her wide, ravening pussy.

The elvish witch licked her lips and remained on her back, but she spread her perfectly slender legs even wider for me and then inched her wide, purple hips closer. I chuckled at her eagerness, and just to tease her a little more, I batted my cock along her plum-colored folds with my flared head. Then I inched closer and closer into her full, eager opening, and she hummed and moaned in protest each time I mischievously withdrew. 

“Please, Cooooole,” she begged. “Master, pleeeeease, I need your delicious dick inside me to feel whole. Please don’t deny me any longer.” 

“Since you asked so nicely,” I said as I slowly put the head inside her clenching tunnel, “I suppose I can give in to your wishes.” 

“Ahhhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuck!” Vesta moaned as I slid all the way inside. 

I looked down into her silver, sparkling eyes as I thrust faster and deeper into her, and I ran my thumb along her swollen lower lip as I prodded my cock further into her womb. Then, without breaking eye contact, she grabbed my thumb and slowly began to suck on it. She gently bit down and nibbled on my skin, and as I sped up my movements, she bit down harder. 

“Mmmm,” she slurped before she pulled my digit out of her mouth. “Yes, master… just like that! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, harder!” 

Her walls were firmly squeezing my length, and she was so damn wet and hot.

“Satan, you’re so tight,” I chuckled.

“Does it please you, master?” Vesta panted as I jerked my hips forward and prodded deeper inside her. 

“Fuuuuck, yes,” I grunted before I moved my hips with more fervor and intensity.

I thrust deeper inside her womb, and as I pounded my cock into her repeatedly, Vesta gripped the sheets beneath her. Her slim, elegant body jerked up and down with each shove, and her full, lavender breasts bounced up and down as she gasped greedily for air in between her long, drawn-out moans. The headboard slammed harder and harder against the wall as my movements sped up, and the bed was creaking to the point where the entire thing might collapse. 

“She’s close, master,” Morgana whispered. “I can see it in her eyes.”

“She’s r-right, Coooole,” Vesta whimpered and writhed on the bed. “Satan, I need to cum! I’m going to explode!” 

So was I. 

“Then, we’ll both cum together,” I grunted. 

“Yes, master,” the lavender-skinned witch breathed as her walls clenched even tighter around my cock. 

My next orgasm bubbled to the surface, and as soon as the lavender witch screamed out in ecstasy, I exploded inside her tunnel, and then my entire body trembled as I sprayed my cream into her full pussy over and over again. It was another mind numbing climax that seemed to last for a minute and filled my lover with at least a pint of my essence. When we’d both calmed down, I tried to catch my breath as I pulled out, and Vesta purred in satisfaction as she slowly sat up and ran her fingers across my lips and my hair.

“Satan, you’re perfect… like a beautiful, sculpted demon,” she whispered before she leaned down and then planted a light kiss on my cock. “Thank you for your seed, master. It feels warm and beautiful inside of me.”

“My pleasure.” I grinned. “But you’re not done just yet… Penelope, leave Faye be, and come lick every last drop of cum from inside Vesta’s sweet pussy.”

The orange-haired witch immediately stopped teasing and licking Faye’s cunt, and then she bowed her head in my direction before she wiped her mouth.

“As you command, master,” she cooed before she edged toward the elvish witch and lowered her orange head in between Vesta’s plush, purple thighs. 

When Penelope stuck her obedient tongue inside the elegant lavender witch, Vesta slowly closed her eyes and leaned back into the pillows so that she could enjoy the other woman’s ministrations, and once I was satisfied with them, I turned to look between Morgana and Akira and tried to decide between the two remarkably different witches. Both of them looked impatient and eager, but when Akira slowly brought her hand down and tried to touch her own pussy, I shook my head and glared at her.

“I never gave you permission to touch yourself,” I growled. 

“I’m sorry, master,” she whined. “I was just too eager to wait--”

“Now, you will be punished,” I interjected. “Morgana, come here… Akira will just have to wait a bit longer… and she will not be allowed to touch herself. Instead, I want her to pleasure Faye in every way possible.”

“Yes, master,” Akira sighed as she lowered her black eyes. 

Morgana smiled as she neared me, and as soon as she was in reach, I grabbed her by the hair and then pulled her closer to whisper into her ear.

“I’m going to let you ride me,” I grunted. “You’ve been such a good and patient girl, and now it’s time for you to reap the rewards.” 

Before she could answer, I nibbled and sucked on the tender spot between her neck and collarbone. The sexy bookworm moaned and then closed her blue eyes as I pulled away and stared at the deep, pink and purple mark on her porcelain pale skin. 

With Faye and Akira on one side of the bed and Vesta and Penelope on the other, I laid myself down in the middle of the expansive bed and urged Morgana to come closer.

“Get over here,” I ordered. “Now.” 

“With pleasure, master,” she giggled as she crawled over to me.

In seconds, she hovered her bright, pink pussy over my head. She knew better than to slide down without my permission, though, and before she made another move, she stared deeply into my eyes.

“May I touch your cock, sir?” she asked as her blue eyes sparkled mischievously. “I just want to stroke it a little before I have the honor of sliding it inside of me.” 

“You may.” I nodded.

Morgana licked her lips before she wrapped her silky-smooth hands around my member, and then she began to move up and down my shaft in slow strokes. As she stared into my eyes, and her mouth curled into a sexy smile, she glided her hands along my dick in quicker motions, and the blood was rushing to my cock like a rapid, roaring river.

“Ride me, now,” I growled. “I want to feel that tight pussy bouncing on my dick as if your life depended on it.” 

“Yes, master.” The bookworm grinned mischievously. “It would be my pleasure.” 

Morgana slid down onto my slick cock and then breathed in sharply before she slowly rocked her wide, creamy hips. A soft whimpering moan escaped from her rosy lips as I bottomed out inside her hot, wet pussy, and she smiled tenderly at me as I grabbed onto her slender hips. I guided her, slowly at first, and then I began to move her body in faster motions. 

The brunette gasped in ecstasy and stared deeply into my eyes before lowering herself to whisper into my ear.

“Satan,” she breathed, and her hot breath sent a pleasant shiver coursing through my body. “Your cock fills me up… I can’t live without it, Cole. Fuck me harder and faster. Pleeeeease, master.”

“Hell, yeah.” I grinned. 

I dug my nails into her creamy skin and rocked her back and forth in quicker motions. Then, as she moaned and pleaded for more, I bucked my hips upward and plowed deeper into her tight little body. Her gasps grew faster and louder, and her pulsating pussy clenched as she sped up her movements. Her full breasts moved up and down as she bounced on my cock, and her cheeks flushed a deep scarlet as her breathing grew more erratic.

I was nearing my threshold as the brunette feverishly bounced up and down on my dick, and then she tossed back her dark mane as she began to slowly rock back and forth. 

“I’mmmm… I’mmm--” she panted.

“Cum for me,” I ordered.

“Yess! Cole!” Sweat dripped down her voluptuous breasts as she swirled and swayed on my cock, and each time she came, she threw her head back and screamed out my name, over and over again.

 It took every last ounce of my willpower not to cum, but the way she swirled her warm pussy around my dick made it almost impossible. She looked deeply into my eyes as she mewled and moaned for every inch of my cock, and as she rocked her wide hips along my member, I gripped her skin and then dug my nails into her flesh even more. Then I bucked my hips up and pushed deeper into her sweltering, sopping tunnel. She gasped with surprise and pleasure before she bit down on her lip, and her pussy clenched firmly around my pulsating cock. 

“I’m going to cum again, Coooole,” she whimpered. “Ohhh… Satan… I can’t stop cumming… I-I-I can’t hold back. Please fill me up, master. Please!”

“Scream for me,” I grunted as I jerked my hips up and prodded into her womb. 

Morgana screamed my name over and over again as my cock geysered hot semen up into her accepting womb, and her body spasmed, twitched, and clenched on my shaft as she took every last drop from me. After a long minute or two, I was empty, and she was full.

“Ohhh, Cole,” she panted, and hot fluid dripped down her pussy and onto my skin as she gently pulled herself off me. The sexy bookworm was soaked, and when I turned to look at Penelope, I wrapped my fingers into her bright orange hair as she licked Vesta, and then pulled her back to whisper into her ear.

“Be a good girl and lick Morgana clean, too,” I commanded. “Vesta and Faye…you two can pleasure each other while I fuck Akira’s brains out.”

“Yes, sir,” the pair replied in unison.

Akira flashed me a sinful grin as she crawled closer to me, and I knew just how I would punish the short-haired witch.

“Turn around and get down on all fours,” I ordered.

“Yes, master.” Akira smirked before she turned around.

She adjusted herself and then arched her back like an animal in heat so I could slide right inside her moist, pink folds, but I was going to torture her first.

“Do you want my cock, Akira?” I growled.

“Yes, master,” she whimpered. “I’d love to feel you spreading me wiiiiide open.”

“Then maybe you should have behaved,” I said before I slapped her ass.

She gasped and jerked forward, and then I grabbed her by her sides and dug my nails deep into her soft flesh.

“Oooooh, master,” Akira mewled. “Are you going to punish me for being a bad girl?” 

“Yes,” I grunted before I slapped her ass again.

“Ouch,” she whined as she moved her ass forward, but then she arched her back even lower and pressed her head down into the silk sheets. “Do you want to hold me down while you fuck me, master? I’ll be your obedient servant.” 

“I like that idea,” I growled before I took her arms and held them tightly behind her back.

“Yesss,” she gasped. “Fuck me hard, master. I’m yours to own.”

“By Satan. You are always so wet for me. Your pussy just floods when you think about fucking me. Doesn’t it?” I rubbed the tip of my cock along her sopping wet pussy, but every time I nearly slipped inside her, I jerked my body back, and she moaned in protest each time. I loved teasing Akira because she was so damn impatient, and I knew this was slowly killing her.

“Yes, Cole,” she whined. “I just start dripping whenever I’m around you. Fuckkkk… You turn me on so much.” 

“How badly do you want it?” I hissed.

“Mooooore than anything in all the realms,” she gasped into the sheets. “I’d die for your cock inside me. Fill me up with your unholy seed, master.”

“Well,” I said just before I jerked forward and slammed my dick inside her dripping tunnel. “You asked for it.”

Akira gasped as soon as I was deep inside her quivering tunnel, and her walls clenched and tightened each time I thrust deeper and harder inside her. I slammed my hips against her skin, and my balls banged against her ass as she cried out for more. Then I squeezed her arms and kept them tightly wrapped behind her back as I sped up my movements. Her pussy was absolutely soaked, even more so than any of my other coven, and the sopping sounds of her wet tunnel echoed in the room as I plowed her from behind. She cried out each time she came, and this time, I allowed her to cum as many times as she pleased.

“Oooooh, master,” Akira panted after she’d climaxed for the third time. “Pleeeeeease don’t stop!” 

“I’m not through with you just yet,” I panted. “Fuck, you’re so tight and wet.”

“Do you like it, master?” she whimpered as her breathing grew more labored. “Do you like my tight wet pussy?” 

“Fuuuuuck, yes,” I grunted. 

The black-eyed witch moaned and rocked her hips faster, and the deeper I seeped inside her trembling tunnel, the closer I was to cumming. She gasped as I slapped her ass again, and it made her rock her hips even faster against my skin. Then she wiggled even closer so my balls tapped along her ass, and as I neared my threshold, I gripped her arms even tighter.

“Ooooh, yes,” Akira wailed. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! I’m going to cum again, master.”

“Yeah?” I grinned. “Me, too… fuck!”

My cock exploded inside Akira’s tight, trembling tunnel, and our bodies quivered and swayed together as we both climaxed at the same time. When I finally released her from my hold, she collapsed onto the bed and then rolled over and spread her legs wide open. I tried to catch my breath, and I glanced over at Penelope, who was busy eating out Morgana. 

“Penelope,” I breathed. “Lick Akira’s pussy until she’s clean as well. I want you to drink every single fucking drop.”

“Yes, master.” The gorgeous new addition to my coven nodded before she crawled over to Akira and licked her pussy. 

Akira grinned in satisfaction as the orange-haired witch ate her out, and when the two of them were finished, I gestured for them to move aside so I could situate myself in the middle of the bed. 

“Penelope,” I murmured. “Go and curl up at the foot of the bed… you’ve done a magnificent job. You may sleep now.”

“Thank you, master.” She blushed before she did as she was told.

The orange-haired witch immediately closed her eyes and fell into a deep sleep at the foot of the bed, while the others all curled up by my sides. It was too hot for covers, so we all laid down naked and exposed on the pillows. Faye snuggled up on my right, while Vesta was on my left, and I scooted down lower and rested my head on Vesta’s knee while she stroked my hair with her long, slender fingers. Akira and Morgana were on the opposite sides of the bed, and as I slowly shut my eyes, I could feel Faye stirring from her position. When I opened my eyes, the lovely redhead proceeded to climb on top of me, and as soon as I felt her warm, wet pussy against my member, I grew rock hard. 

Faye maintained eye contact with me as she slowly slid down onto my cock and then gently ground her body against mine. She tenderly rocked her hips in a slow and steady motion, and then she quietly moaned and played with her nipples as she continued to ride me.

“Satan,” Vesta purred as her silver eyes glinted like coins in the low light. “You look radiant, Faye… your rosy cheeks, glistening eyes, and blood-red hair are beyond captivating. Cole’s cock certainly brings out your best features. In fact, it’s almost like you’re glowing from the inside. I can count all your freckles, too… and your pussy is just as slick and pink as your full, moist lips. I want to paint this moment and keep it as a memory forever.”

“Vesta’s right,” Morgana added in a sleepy voice. “You look divine, Faye.” 

 “Satan, you truly do,” Akira yawned. “I can’t stop watching you ride our master.” 

“Fuck,” I whispered as Faye slowly moved her hips against me.

“He’s so good to us,” the redhead purred as she gently rode me. “He’s saved our lives so many times, and then he saved the school. We are so lucky to be his coven.”

I gently lifted myself up to fill her with my cock, and she breathed in sharply as she gradually began to bounce up and down in slow, determined motions. Her walls clenched and spasmed around my dick each time she came, and finally, I couldn’t hold myself back any longer. I spurted all my cum inside her warm womb, and we both laughed in pleasure as thick white liquid dripped down her freckled thighs while she snuggled back into bed.

“I don’t think I have a drop of cum left inside me,” I chuckled. 

“Then we must have done an excellent job,” Vesta giggled.

“Cole, may I ask you something?” Faye questioned in a shy voice.

“What is it?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Well,” the redhead began as she nestled onto my chest. “When will we be allowed to bear your children? I truly want to carry your child in my womb someday. Every time I feel your warm cum filling up my body, I crave to carry your seed in my belly.” 

“Me, too,” Morgana added, and her blue eyes were wistful and longing. “I could teach our child so much…”

“As well as I,” Vesta sighed. “Could you imagine how beautiful our children would be?” 

“And tough.” Akira grinned. “The baby I give Cole will be a scrapper.”

“Someday,” I said after a moment. “There’s still too much danger surrounding Scholomance, but I promise, one day, when the time is right, you will all carry my children.”

“When will that be?” Morgana asked.

“When I control Scholomance,” I replied. “And when I’ve added even more witches to my coven. No, not just ‘more.’ I want all of them.” 

“Smart plan,” Morgana said before she pulled herself away from the end of the bed and crawled over to reach for my cock. “Master, may I clean your cock? I just want to taste you one last time before we all sleep.”

“Sure,” I said, and the bookworm wrapped her full lips around my dick and ran her hot tongue along the underside and tip. 

“I can taste all the women on you.” She grinned once she sucked and licked me clean. “It’s delicious, master.” 

I chuckled as the bookworm crawled back to her place on the bed, and then we all took in a long, deep breath. 

“So…” I smirked after a long moment of silence. “Who shall be the next woman to join our coven?” 

 

End of Book 4
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